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Allergies
by JDC971921

Summary

Part I: It's Mirabel's quinceañera, and Camilo is sick. They end up spending the day together.
Part II: Camilo developed asthma after Casita was rebuilt. He can't tell anyone his trigger, or
it'll ruin everything.
Part III: Today is a special day, and no asthma attack can ruin it.
Part IV: Today is a special day, and Camilo is stressing out about it.

Happy birthday Mirabel!

Notes

Yes, I know it's technically 3/7 but I'm jet-lagged, sue me

http://archiveofourown.org/users/JDC971921/pseuds/JDC971921


Part I

When Camilo opened his eyes, he knew something was off. His eyes couldn’t quite focus,
even with his glasses on. He had a stuffy nose, and his shirt was soaked with sweat. Even
blinking felt like he was lifting weights. He had been up nearly all night putting together the
finishing touches for Mirabel’s quinceañera. He finished Mirabel’s insanely complicated
dress, finally decided how the group waltz with Mirabel’s court would go, and completed the
embroidery on the last doll as Agustín requested. It was 3:00 AM when his head hit the
pillow. Now, at 5:00 AM, he was miserable. But it was time to get up. Camilo sat up, trying
to ignore how dizzy that made him. He trudged over to one of his many mirrors and looked at
his reflection.

“Wow, I look rough,” he thought as he studied his face. There were some dark circles under
his eyes. His eyes didn’t have their usual sparkle. “Nothing a shift can’t fix.” Camilo blinked
and tapped into his magic, but nothing happened. He still looked like someone had beat him
unconscious with a wet towel. The effort brought a headache to life inside his brain. Camilo
stumbled to his closet and grabbed his ruana. The clothes he would wear for the party tonight
were already laid out, ready for some fun. “I can’t let this ruin tonight,” Camilo thought. “It’s
just my allergies. Only allergies. Push through it. Be strong for Mira.” He slowly changed
clothes before walking out of his room and down to the kitchen. He hoped that he would be
the only one down there so he could make the morning’s coffee in peace, but there was no
such luck.

“Good morning, Camilo,” Julieta said as Camilo sat down at the table and immediately put
his head down. The coolness of the wood felt good against his pounding head.

“Morning, tía,” Camilo mumbled. “You’re up early.”

“There’s a lot of food to make for tonight.” Julieta looked closer at Camilo’s face. “Ay,
sobrinito, you look terrible.”

“Thanks.”

“Did you even sleep last night?”

“I got a couple of hours.”

“Are you feeling okay?”

“It’s just my allergies, tía, I’m fine.”

“Do you want to try eating something?”

“I won’t make you waste the food. We both know it won’t work.”

Julieta walked over and put a hand on Camilo’s forehead. “You’re burning up. Go back to
bed.”



Camilo shook his head, which only intensified his headache. “I just need coffee, tía. A tinto
will get me back to normal.”

Camilo stood up from the table. He had to put a hand out to steady himself, but he managed
to walk over to where he kept the coffee supplies. Julieta watched him with concern. “Did
you finish everything you needed to finish?”

“Yeah,” Camilo said as he filled a container with water and got down the coffee. “The dance,
doll, and dress are all done. I just hope these allergies go away before the party tonight.”
Camilo poured the grounds into the water.

“You’re still saying it’s allergies?”

“Yeah, why?”

“Because you just poured a cup of flour into the water for coffee.”

Camilo looked at the container of flour, confused. “Oh. I was trying to make more arepa
dough for you?”

“Mm-hmm. Sure. Go back to bed. Maybe some more sleep will help.”

“I can’t, tía. I have to teach the dance to everyone before the party on top of all my chores.”

“We’re all pretty good at dancing, Camilo. We’ll figure it out. If you don’t slow down,
whatever sickness you have is just going to get worse.”

“I’m not sick!” Camilo wheeled around and faced his aunt. Unfortunately for him, he did it
too fast. Julieta watched his face instantly turn green. She quickly directed him to the empty
sink so he could throw up without making a huge mess. He started shifting uncontrollably
with every heave and cough. Julieta rubbed soothing circles on his back and held his curly
hair out of his face. After a few minutes, he stopped throwing up and settled back on himself.

“Sure, you’re not sick. You throw up all the time.”

“I can’t ruin tonight, tía,” Camilo said as he wiped tears from his eyes. “If I’m sick, Mira
doesn’t get her dance.”

“She’d rather you feel better, mijo,” Julieta replied gently. “Go back to sleep. We’ll wake you
up for lunch and see how you’re feeling.” Camilo nodded and swayed on his feet, barely able
to keep his balance. “Casita, take him back to bed.” The house complied and swept Camilo
away, depositing him on his bed. Camilo didn’t even bother taking off his ruana. He fell
asleep immediately.

A few hours later, it was time for breakfast. Mirabel bounded down to the dining room,
soaking in the birthday greetings. “Feliz cumpleaños, mi vida,” Abuela said before giving
Mirabel a kiss on the forehead. “Are you excited?”

“I’m so excited, Abuela!” Mirabel squeaked. “I can’t wait to see my dress, all the outfits
you’re going to wear in my court, the food, everything!”



“It’s going to be wonderful,” Agustín said with a kind smile. Mirabel turned to the seat next
to her, which was typically filled by Camilo. She looked confused when she saw an empty
chair.

“Where’s Camilo?”

“He’s having allergy problems, corazón,” Julieta replied. “He needed some more rest, so I
sent him back to bed.”

Mirabel’s face fell. “Is he okay?”

“I think he’ll be better for the party. Just let him sleep, okay? You can check on him at
lunchtime.”

Mirabel nodded softly before making her plate and grabbing a cup of coffee. She waved her
fingers over the cup, adding sugar to her liking. “I hope he feels better. I want him to be there
for the party.”

“I do, too.”

The next couple of hours went by fast for the family as they made final preparations for the
house. Julieta was still in the kitchen, making an incredible amount of food for the party
while keeping a watchful eye on the pot of caldo de pollo she started for Camilo. As Mirabel
swept the courtyard, she heard a door open and close. She jerked her head up toward
Camilo’s door, hoping he was better. She slumped a little when she saw Dolores walk down
the steps.

“Are you disappointed to see me?” she asked with a playful smile.

“I was hoping you were Camilo.”

Dolores smiled sadly. “Nope. He isn’t really in any condition to shift right now.” Dolores
squeaked like she was revealing a piece of secret gossip. Mirabel picked up on it right away.

“His allergies aren’t so bad that he can’t shift when they hit him. What’s really happening? If
Abuela locked him in his room again-”

“It’s not Abuela. Camilo’s sick.”

“Sick? Camilo doesn’t get sick.”

“Well, he is today. I don’t know what he has, but I do know that he’s thrown up several times
today.”

“And he’s in there by himself?”

“You don’t know what he has, Mira. You don’t need to get sick, too.”

Dolores winced as she heard Camilo start throwing up again from inside his room. The two
girls looked up at his door. Their jaws dropped when they saw its light flicker just a little bit.



Mirabel looked at Dolores. “Get me a glass of water and some damp towels. I’ll be in there.”

The two girls ran, Dolores to the kitchen and Mirabel to Camilo’s room. Casita opened the
door before she even got there. He wasn’t on the bed, he was in a different room. Somehow,
his room made a bathroom for him to use. When she walked in, she gasped. Camilo was
hunched over the toilet, throwing up. His skin was pale, and he had sweated all the way
through his ruana, which was filthy.

“Camilo!” Mirabel said as she rubbed his back and pulled his hair back, ignoring how dirty it
was. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“I didn’t want to ruin your day,” Camilo sobbed before heaving again. At this point, he had
nothing left to throw up. Dolores walked in with the water and towels, her eyes wide.

“I didn’t know it was this bad, hermano,” Dolores whimpered. Her eyes filled with concern
as Camilo’s body tried to shift, but it couldn’t.

“How long have you been like this?” Mirabel asked.

“Since before breakfast,” Camilo moaned before wiping his mouth. “We thought sleep would
make it better, but I woke up even worse.”

Mirabel handed him the glass of water. “Drink this. Dol, get him some hot tea for his
stomach.” Dolores nodded and left the bathroom. “Come on, let’s get this filthy thing off of
you.”

Mirabel cringed as she took the ruana off, but Camilo didn’t notice. “How did you find out?”

“‘Milo, your door flickered. You’re so sick that your Gift is trying to leave you.”

“I don’t think I can even stand up right now, let alone shift. I just want to go to sleep.”

“Oh, you’re not going back to bed like this. You’re getting a warm bath and some fresh
clothes.”

“Mira-”

“No talking back! I’m your older cousin, you have to listen to me.”

“You’re only older than me for ten days.”

“Shut up.”

“You shut up.”

Camilo looked Mirabel in the eyes, silently thanking her. “What time is it?”

“10:00.”

“You don’t have time for this. You’re supposed to be at the mass in an hour.”



“I’m not going.”

“Mira-”

“I’m not going! If you’re not going to be there for my quinceañera, I don’t want to have it.”

“Don’t do this because of me, Mira, please.”

“You’re my mellizo, Camilo. You’re my escort for the day, you’re the leader of my court. I
won’t do any of this without you. You mean too much to me.”

“Abuela won’t be happy.”

“Abuela won’t mind if we postpone by a day. She won’t want to throw a party without the
guest of honor. I’m going to take care of you until you’re better, then we’ll have the party.”

Camilo was in no position to argue. He started to cry again. “I’m sorry I ruined your
birthday.”

“The only you could have ruined anything was if you didn’t show up at all.” Mirabel stood
up. “Now come on. Drink the water and take a bath. I’ll get some clean pajamas for you.”
Mirabel started the water for the bathtub before walking out, closing the door behind her.

Camilo drank the glass of water before managing to drag himself up off the floor, take off his
clothes, and get in the bathtub. The water was at the perfect temperature. Before the tub was
even full, he fell asleep, his entire body relaxed by the warmth surrounding him.

A few minutes later, Mirabel knocked on the bathroom door but got no response. She walked
in anyway to find the tub overflowing. Casita had to make a drain in the floor to keep the
water from leaking into the rest of the room. Mirabel threw open the shower curtain and
stopped the water before smiling at Camilo. He was floating on the water, shifted into a much
smaller version of himself. Mirabel grabbed a washcloth and washed his hair gently so she
didn’t wake him, then she picked him up out of the water and wrapped him in a towel.
Dolores walked in with a cup of tea and found Mirabel cradling Camilo. She smiled widely.
“Looks like he won’t be needing the tea. Do you want me to get him into some of Antonio’s
old pajamas?”

Mirabel nodded silently before handing Camilo to his sister. Mirabel followed her out of the
room to explain to the family that the party was postponed until the next day. Her birthday
this year would be spent with her mellizo. After Dolores found Camilo some comfortable
pajamas, she handed him back to Mirabel, whose heart nearly melted when she saw Camilo
sucking his thumb in his sleep. Camilo slept for the rest of the day as he was passed between
the women of the family, who couldn’t get enough of how cute he was. Mirabel held him the
most, taking him for nearly eight hours that day, even during the dinner that Camilo slept
through. It was a slow day, but she enjoyed every minute of it. Finally, after twelve hours of
babysitting, Mirabel settled into Camilo’s bed for the night, wrapping them both in blankets
before kissing him on the forehead.



“Good night, primito,” she whispered. “I hope you feel better in the morning. Thanks for an
amazing birthday.”

When Camilo woke up the next morning, he wasn’t necessarily surprised to find Mirabel
snuggled up next to him. They had sleepovers all the time. He was in his normal body again,
which also wasn't surprising considering he didn’t remember most of yesterday anyway. The
change in his breathing woke Mirabel up.

“Good morning, mellizo,” she whispered. “How do you feel?”

“Much better than yesterday,” Camilo replied.

“Good. Do you remember much about it?”

“Not really. What happened?”

“I’ll fill you in once you get changed and show me my dress.”

The rest of the day went exactly according to plan. Mirabel loved her dress so much that she
wore it all day. She couldn’t stop talking about how wonderful it was, even if she couldn’t
say it was Camilo who made it. Abuela wouldn’t have liked that. When the party started and
the time came for her dance, Camilo dazzled her with a dance that he created himself, one
that spun her around like a top and showed off her dress. Mirabel loved every second of it.
Somewhere along the way, someone took a picture of the two of them dancing, their faces
beaming. Mirabel hung that picture on the wall in her room and looked at it every day to
remind herself just how happy she was to have Camilo as her mellizo. She didn’t know it
then, but that picture would bring Camilo back to her in the worst hour of his entire life a few
months later. Until then, she smiled, remembering both the party and the day they spent
together.



Part II

Chapter Summary

Camilo's allergies are terrible today, and he can't tell anyone why.

Chapter Notes

New rule: get a one-shot to a thousand hits, you get a second chapter! Get it to 5,000,
you get a third :)

See the end of the chapter for more notes

When Camilo opened his eyes, he knew something was off. “Not again,” he mumbled. He
hadn’t stayed up late, he wasn’t overworking himself any more than usual. But this was a
different kind of off compared to Mirabel’s quinceañera over two years ago. He didn’t feel
sick or nauseous. He just couldn’t breathe through his nose. When Camilo breathed in
through his mouth, the cold air hit his sore throat and made him cough. The coughing
intensified, forcing Camilo to sit up. Every cough forced him to excruciatingly shift into a
different member of the family. His breathing turned to wheezing, but he couldn’t get much
air into his lungs. It felt like Antonio was sitting on his chest. He stumbled over to his dresser
and grabbed his inhaler. Camilo struggled to hold his breath for the required ten seconds as
the medicine did its work. When he finally exhaled, he coughed a few more times and sat
back down on his bed, letting his body relax. He groaned when he heard a knock on his door.

“Come in,” he called. Dolores opened the door gently, her earmuffs securely over her ears.

“Good morning,” she mumbled.

“What time is it?”

“4:30.”

“Dol, go back to sleep.”

Dolores shook her head. “The baby wore me up. There’s no use trying.” Dolores
absentmindedly put a hand on her stomach. “I heard you coughing.”

“I have asthma, remember? I cough a lot.”

“You used your inhaler, and your nose is stuffy.”



“I have allergies.”

“Last time you woke up like this, Mirabel postponed her quinceañera, and you spent most of
the day as a toddler. I just wanted to see if I could keep that from happening again.”

“Wasn’t I cute, though?”

“The cutest. But you have a girlfriend that prefers you to be seventeen.”

“Fair enough.”

“This didn’t start until after we rebuilt Casita. What do you think caused it?”

“I don’t know.” Camilo hated lying to his sister, especially considering she normally knew
the answers to her questions before she asked them. He couldn’t tell her the cause of his
allergies because she would immediately tell the person responsible. Dolores narrowed her
eyes and studied her brother’s face.

“Yes, you do,” she replied. “You don’t want to tell me, fine. But stay away from whatever’s
causing asthma attacks at 4:30 AM. How many doses do you have left?”

“Two.”

“I’m going to señor Gomez’s office later today. I’ll get a refill for you.”

“Is taking midwife classes while six months pregnant weird?”

“Why would it be weird? I’m learning more about my baby’s health while they grow.”

“It was just a thought.”

“One that should have stayed in your head. Go back to sleep.”

“You first.”

Dolores rolled her eyes. “Good night.” She gently closed the door behind her.

Camilo’s blood pressure took a while to slow down, but he did manage to get back to sleep.
Casita’s wake-up call at 7:00 AM came way too early, even if it was two hours later than
usual. Camilo rolled out of bed, stumbled to his theater door, and watched as his massive
amphitheater shrunk into a master bathroom. Getting ready for the day included taking a
shower so he could control his messy curls, a test of his lung capacity (not great, but what
else is new), and taking an allergy pill. Normal days meant only one pill, but this was not a
normal day. Camilo frowned when he tipped out his last two pills and took them, hoping a
double dose would help. He would have to ask Dolores about a refill of those, too.

At 7:30 AM, Camilo emerged from his room and started knocking on doors to wake up his
siblings, including Luisa and Isabela. He was so happy last year when the Madrigal
grandchildren decided that they were siblings instead of cousins and the word “prima” was
officially eliminated from his vocabulary. Today was the first day in two years that he



knocked on Isabela’s door. Last night, the Encanto’s magical florist, as Camilo liked to call
her, moved back into Casita to be closer to Dolores and her baby. Julieta and Agustín insisted
on throwing her a little party to welcome her home. A few hours and nearly an entire bottle of
wine later, Isabela summoned her pollen and put on a show, blanketing the courtyard in a
thick layer of rainbow pollen. Camilo left footprints behind as he ran across the courtyard to
the kitchen, where Julieta was almost done making breakfast. He sneezed loudly as he
walked in, causing him to briefly shift into Isabela before he forced himself back into his own
body.

“Ay, Camilo, you scared me!” Julieta exclaimed.

“Lo siento, tía,” Camilo replied before giving her a kiss on the cheek.

“How are you this morning?”

“My allergies are terrible, and I had an asthma attack in the middle of the night, so I’m pretty
tired.”

“I heard.”

“How?” Julieta gave Camilo a look as he started the coffee and teapot. “Of course, Dolores
told you.” Camilo quickly turned and sneezed twice, switching to Dolores on the first sneeze
then back to himself on the second. “Okay, that hurt.”

“Do you-”

“I’m fine, tía. I’m not gonna throw up in the sink this time. I just have to take it slow today.”

“Don’t overwork yourself. And be careful today. If you’re already like this today, who knows
what might spark another attack?”

Before Camilo could respond, Isabela swept into the kitchen. “Buenos dias, mamá!” she said
as she planted a kiss on her mother’s cheek. “Buenos dias, hermano.” Isabela ruffled
Camilo’s hair. As she hopped up on the counter, Camilo could see that her hands were still
stained with pollen. It was probably in his hair. Shaking his head lightly confirmed it as blue
pollen scattered around him. He tried to hold his breath, but there was no way that would
help. He’d already breathed some of it in.

“Good morning, mi vida,” Julieta replied to Isabela. “You’re in a good mood.”

“I don’t think I realized just how comfortable the beds are here. Sleeping on an old twin
mattress was fine, but I love my bed here.”

Camilo started coughing again. Each cough made him shift painfully into another member of
the family.

“Camilo, are you okay?” Isabela asked.

“I’m fine, Isa,” Camilo choked out as he forced his coughing to stop. “It’s just my allergies.”
Isabela frowned with concern. “Oh, come on. That was two years ago. I’m not going to pass



out and shift into toddler me again.” Camilo sneezed and shifted into a toddler version of
himself. “Okay, that was a coincidence.”

As the rest of the family shuffled into the dining room and Camilo picked up the coffee pot,
Casita got Camilo’s attention. The rhythmic clicking of the tiles formed a message only he
and Abuela could understand. His face went slightly pale, but he nodded. “Put Mira to my
right and Antonio to my left.” A few tiles clicked before surprised sounds came from the
dining room. Camilo took as deep of a breath as possible before walking in.

“Abuela apparently partied too hard last night,” he began as he poured coffee for everyone
who wanted it. “Her back is hurting, so she won’t be joining us for breakfast. She asked me
to make the morning announcements.” Camilo sat down at the head of the table for the first
time in his life. Pepa and Félix beamed with pride. “Casita, was there anything specific
Abuela wanted me to mention?” A few clicks told him no. “Then I don’t really have anything
to announce. I did have an idea, though.” Camilo looked at his mother. “What if we built a
reservoir for the farmers so you didn’t have to stand in the fields all the time? We could put it
in a central location that’s easy to get to. Maybe you could get an extra day off.”

A sun appeared over Pepa’s head. “We’ll look into it,” she replied with a brilliant smile.

“Good. What’s everyone up to today? Let’s go around the table. Antonio?”

“I’m on donkey patrol!” he said proudly.

“Dolores?”

“Midwife classes with señor Gomez, and I’m getting your inhaler refill too.”

“Mariano?”

“Mi abuela needs help cleaning up her guest room. Nothing bad,” he added hastily with a
glance at Isabela. “Just washing linens, that sort of thing.”

“Your father and I are, uh, reading stories today,” Pepa said, giving Félix a flirty smile.
“We’ll be in our room all day long.”

“So no shifting into Dolores today unless I want to have a therapy session with Padre Garcia.
Got it.”

Everyone at the table except Antonio snickered. “I don’t get it,” Antonio whined.

“We’ll explain it to you when you’re older, Toñito. Tío Bruno?”

“I’m working on my newest telenovela. I premiere on Thursday night.”

“You know where I’ll be,” Julieta said. Camilo nodded.

“I’m chopping wood all morning,” Agustín reported.

“I don’t have anything to do, so I’m gonna walk around town,” Luisa said.



“No, you’re not,” Camilo said. “You overwork yourself when you do that. If we need you,
we’ll come get you. Spend a day in zero gravity and relax.” Luisa nodded. Camilo smiled and
returned her nod, but he regretted it. He couldn’t stop himself from breathing in the blue
pollen that fell from his hair and had to stifle a cough. “Isa?”

“I don’t have any planned arrangements. I was kind of hoping I could help you babysit. We
haven’t hung out in a while, and the kids love my flowers.”

Camilo’s chest suddenly tightened, making him cough and wheeze as he struggled to breathe.
Mirabel looked in his eyes and saw panic as he shifted with every cough. “Do you have your
inhaler?” she asked. When he shook his head, Mirabel ran out of the room. Camilo stumbled
back into the kitchen to get a glass of water, but he could barely stand, let alone reach for a
glass. Mirabel rushed into the kitchen right as Camilo slid down the cabinet, clutching his
sides. She pushed the inhaler into his mouth and gave him the medicine. Ten seconds later, he
exhaled and took as deep of a breath as he could.

“Thanks,” he gasped. “I never would have made it.”

“You’ve got to tell her, mellizo,” Mirabel said. Of course, she was the only one who knew the
real trigger for his allergies. Keeping the secret from Isabela was easy, but keeping it from
Dolores had been nearly impossible.“You’ve already had one attack today, and it’s only
8:15.”

“It’s my second,” Camilo sniffed as he wiped his itchy eyes. “I had one at 4:30.”

“Okay, that’s it. If you won’t tell her, I will.” Mirabel stood to go back to the dining room, but
Camilo grabbed her hand.

“Please don’t. I’ll tell her later. She’s so happy to be back. If I tell Isa that her pollen literally
makes my lungs stop working, she’ll be so upset. I don’t want to drive her away.”

Mirabel sighed. “Fine. Just don’t kill yourself over it, okay?”

“I won’t. I just need to get out of this house. The pollen’s everywhere.”

Camilo accepted a helping hand as he stood. Mirabel pulled him to the sink and made him
lean back so she could wash the pollen out of his hair. After a minute, Camilo shifted himself
dry and let Mirabel lead him back into the dining room. When they walked in, he felt ten sets
of concerned eyes fall on him.

“Are you okay, ‘Milo?” Antonio asked.

“I’m fine, everyone,” Camilo replied as he sat down again.

“There are easier ways to say you don’t want to hang out with me, hermano,” Isabela said
with a smile.

“I’d love your help today, Isa. Mira could use an afternoon off, too. But I need you to get rid
of the pollen in the courtyard first. It’s beautiful, but it gets everywhere.”



“Fair enough.”

“Meet me in the plaza once you’re done. I’ll start rounding up kids. I’m going to get an early
start, but don’t rush. I’ll see you all later.”

Camilo stood to leave, but Antonio spoke up. “Hey! Aren’t you forgetting something?”

“Oh. Right. I haven’t done this before.”

“It won’t be the last,” Mirabel said with a smile.

“¡La familia Madrigal!”

“¡La familia Madrigal!” the family echoed.

Camilo made a beeline for the front door and took the deepest breath he could. The fresh,
non-pollen-filled air felt so good. By the time he had gathered the kids and made his way
back to the plaza, Isabela was waiting for them.

“Okay, niños, you know the drill,” he said to the group of fifteen kids in front of them.
“Don’t fight, look out for the little ones, and Juancho?”

“Sí, Camilo?” the boy with a massive cup of coffee in his hands said.

“No sharing. I had a long night, I can only handle one caffeinated kid today.”

Juancho deflated. “Fine.”

“Isabela’s helping me today, so if you need anything, get her or me.” All of the kids swarmed
Isabela, begging for flowers. “One rule!” Camilo yelled over the noise. “No pollen. Your
parents get mad enough when I let you go swimming, I won’t let you go home with stained
clothes.”

When Isabela nodded in agreement, Camilo relaxed a little bit. He would make it through
today as long as that rule held.

Camilo should have known the rule wouldn’t hold all day. After the kids got tired of asking
for flowers with every color of the rainbow, Camilo and Isabela moved to braiding the girls’
hair with flowers mixed in. Camilo grew up with four sisters, so he knew how to braid hair,
and he knew what it was like to have his hair braided. It was oddly relaxing.

“I missed this,” Isabela said as she braided Alejandra’s hair while Camilo braided hers.

“I never braided your hair,” Camilo replied as he put an orange flower in halfway up. “Hey,
careful back there!” he said to Cecilia, who accidentally yanked his head back.

“Not the braiding! This. You and me spending time together.”

“I missed it, too.”



“You never visited me at the Guzmáns’. There for a second, I thought you didn’t like me.”

“I could never hate you. I’ve just been so busy.”

“Yeah, over two years of easier days than before kept you super busy.”

“Done!” Cecilia said. Isabela turned to look at Camilo’s hair and smiled.

“You did great, Cecilia!” Isabela said with an encouraging look at Camilo.

“Thank you, Cecilia,” Camilo said. “If Isabela says it’s great, it must be amazing. I just wish I
could see it. Now go play, both of you.”

Cecilia and Alejandra ran away, leaving Camilo and Isabela alone. “It really does look good.”

“Turn around so I can finish yours.”

Isabela turned around and sighed. “The best days of my life were when I got to spend time
with you and Mirabel after Casita fell. I found part of myself, thanks to you. When you
didn’t visit, I started to think that I wasn’t good enough. It’s why I tried to spend as much
time at Casita as possible. You didn’t avoid me there. Did I do something?”

“No, you didn’t do anything wrong. I just couldn’t go there.”

“Why? I needed you.”

Tears stung Camilo’s eyes as he remembered the back wall that Isabela had painted with her
pollen. It was beautiful, and it made Camilo’s lungs stop working. “I missed you so much.
But I couldn’t set foot in there, Isa. It- ow!” Camilo yelped as a four-year-old ran past him
and yanked on his braid, pulling his entire head back. His reaction made him also pull
Isabela’s hair.

“Camilo!” she shrieked. Yellow pollen erupted into the air and covered both of them. Both of
them coughed as Isabela tried to wave the dust away from her face. “Looks like we’re doing
laundry when we get back home, huh?” Camilo was still coughing. “You okay?” Camilo
shook his head. “What’s happening? Are you having an asthma attack?” He nodded and
pulled out his inhaler. He pressed the button to release the medicine, but nothing came out.
Isabela watched his eyes widen in fear. “Is it empty?” Camilo’s wheezes confirmed it. “Oh,
no. You can’t eat anything, can you?” Isabela looked across the plaza to Julieta’s table. That
was when the light bulb moment came. No wonder he avoided her when she moved out. He
couldn’t go inside her little home. He literally couldn’t go there. She looked down at Camilo,
who was struggling to breathe.

“Dolores,” Camilo managed to say between coughs and wheezes. Isabela gasped and ran
toward señor Gomez’s office.

“Dolores!” she screamed as she ran. “Dolores, it’s Camilo!” Three-quarters of the way to the
doctor’s office, Isabela saw Dolores moving toward her as fast as she could.



“Take this and go!” Dolores ordered as she handed her a refill for his inhaler. Isabela bolted
from Dolores’s side as Dolores closed her eyes and listened for her brother. All she could
hear were gasps for breath that were getting softer and less frequent. She tried running for a
second, but she couldn’t. Suddenly, señor Gomez appeared behind her with a wheelchair.

“Get in!” he said. Dolores sat in the chair and let the doctor push her as fast as he could
toward the plaza.

Isabela knew there wasn’t much time, so she reached out her hands and let her vines fly her
to the plaza, which was dangerous at the speed she was traveling. She had never flown so fast
before. But that didn’t matter. Isabela landed in front of Camilo, loaded the inhaler, and
administered the medicine, praying she wasn’t too late. “Come on, Camilo, hold your breath,
please,” she begged. Camilo’s lips were blue from lack of oxygen. Julieta was standing
behind her, a hand on her shoulder. “Just a few more seconds, come on!” When the ten
seconds elapsed, Camilo coughed hard and took a shuddering breath. He looked up at
Isabela.

“You saved me,” he mumbled softly.

“I’m so sorry!” Isabela sobbed as she hugged him around the middle. “If I had any idea my
pollen did that to you, I wouldn’t have used it all the time!”

“It’s okay. I didn’t tell you.”

Dolores rolled up, a panting señor Gomez behind her. “Did you get it to him?” she asked.
Julieta just nodded as Isabela refused to let go of Camilo. Dolores sighed heavily. “Isa, you
need to give him space.”

“I need to get him to-to my office,” señor Gomez panted. “That was a bad attack. I have a
treatment I can give him.”

“Catch your breath, Roberto,” Julieta said as she gave him a glass of water and a buñuelo.
“He’ll be okay for a second.”

“He still has the pollen on him!” Isabela squeaked. She grabbed the water out of señor
Gomez’s hand and threw it on Camilo’s face, washing a tiny amount of pollen away. Camilo
laughed.

“The medicine works for two hours, Isa,” he replied weakly. “But thank you.”

“When did you find out that the pollen triggered you?” Isabela asked.

“When you moved out. That wall in your room was just covered in it, and I breathed it in. It’s
so much stronger than your flowers that my lungs couldn’t take it.”

“You should have told me. I sprayed that pollen all over Casita last night.”

“You were so happy to be home. I didn’t want to push you away again.”

“You could never push me away, hermano. Te quiero.”



Señor Gomez approached the two of them. “Isabela, can you help me get him into the
wheelchair?”

Isabela nodded and picked Camilo up like he weighed nothing. “You’re strong,” Camilo
mumbled as his eyes began to close.

“No, you’re just tiny.”

Camilo coughed in her arms as his eyes drooped. He shifted into the toddler version of
himself. “Whoops. Now I’m really tiny.”

“You’re lucky you’re cute.”

“I know.” Camilo’s eyes fluttered closed. “Te quiero, hermana.”

Isabela’s heart melted as Camilo snuggled into her and fell asleep. She insisted on carrying
him to the doctor’s office and refused to leave his side while señor Gomez did some tests on
him once he woke up and shifted back into himself. Twenty minutes later, a hastily dressed
Pepa burst into the recovery room to find Isabela and Camilo cuddled together on the hospital
bed asleep. She couldn’t help but smile. Camilo was in good hands.

Chapter End Notes

Thank you for your kudos and comments! They make my day! Writing a Camilo and
Isabela chapter was fun :) Hope you liked it!



Part III

Chapter Summary

Today is a special day. No asthma attack can ruin it.

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

When Camilo opened his eyes, he knew something was off. He blinked heavily and rubbed
his itchy eyes. This was normal. Living under the same roof with a walking flower shop
meant he was constantly dealing with his allergies, even if Isabela stopped throwing pollen in
the air like confetti. Ever since that three-attack day, he had only become more susceptible to
his sister’s flowers. Being around them for a little while was fine, but anything more than a
couple hours and he would start to sneeze. Isabela made a massive arrangement for his 21st
birthday three months ago. It was beautiful, but after five minutes with the monstrous thing,
he had to take a hit from his inhaler. It sucked. He and Isabela were so close after she moved
back home three years ago, and he didn’t want to stop spending time with her. So itchy eyes
and a scratchy throat in the morning were common.

After a few seconds of waking up, he realized what was different. Two little arms were
wrapped around his middle, snuggled up against him. Camilo smiled and put on his glasses
so he could see Pedro, Dolores’s three-year-old son. On the other side of the room, a crib
stood where Antonio’s bed had been all those years ago. Little Marco, not even a year old
yet, was asleep, thank goodness. Camilo sunk deeper into his pillow as he remembered the
last week.

He had agreed to watch the boys for Dolores and Mariano so they could be with Claudia
Guzmán. Mariano’s last blood relative in the Encanto had been sick for a while. They weren’t
sure how much longer she had. Julieta sent a huge basket of food with them because they
didn’t know how long they would be gone. Mariano was beside himself with grief. The night
Mariano and Dolores temporarily moved in, Camilo and Antonio went to the house with
Claudia’s bisnietos to say goodbye. Camilo insisted on regular dinners with Claudia after
Casita was rebuilt. Abuela was all too happy to oblige, considering the two years she had lost
with her best friend. Once every two weeks, the family dinner was at the Guzmáns, and it
was always a party. It was where Mariano officially proposed to Dolores, where they
announced their first pregnancy. Claudia became a beloved family member. Dolores, Camilo,
and Antonio even called her abuela. Once Claudia gave kisses to Pedro and Marco, the boys
were put to bed in Dolores and Mariano’s bedroom. The older Madrigals sat around Claudia’s
bed, trying to keep up their brave faces. Claudia looked at the four of them and smiled
weakly.

“Mis nietitos,” she mumbled. “You’re all here.”



“Of course we are, Abuela,” Mariano said as he held her hand. Camilo was opposite him,
holding her other hand. “We’re right here.”

“My Mariano. You’re such a good boy. Tus padres would be so proud.”

“That’s why I married him, Abuela,” Dolores said as she wiped tears away from her cheek.
“You did a great job raising him.”

“Take care of him.”

“I will, I promise.”

Claudia looked at Camilo. “Do you remember that night?”

Camilo nodded softly as he instinctively looked back at Antonio. The eleven-year-old knew
what she was talking about, but he didn’t understand why she had asked that question three
other times since they had been there. “Sí, Abuela. I will never forget your kindness.”

“Seeing your faces every day made everything that happened worth it.”

Antonio reached forward and put his hand on top of hers. “Te quiero, Abuela,” he whispered.
Claudia smiled weakly again as she took a labored breath and looked at Camilo.

“Tell Alma I forgive her, so she should forgive herself. Please do that for me, corazón.”

“I will.”

Claudia coughed hard and struggled to take in a breath. Mariano helped her sit up until she
could breathe again, but even Camilo could tell this was it. Claudia looked at Mariano, who
was barely holding it together. “Sing for me, mi vida,” she whispered. “You have the most
beautiful voice. Just like your father. Please, mi vida.”

“Sí, Abuela. I would love to.”

Camilo didn’t know the song Mariano sang, but it was beautiful. It talked about the sun and
the moon, how they danced through the sky without ever meeting. Until one day, they did,
and they fell in love. As their dance continued, they treasured the few moments they had with
each other and promised that they would always hold each other in their hearts. Claudia’s
eyes had long since closed for the last time as Mariano sang the last couple of lines. “Yo soy
el sol, y tú eres la luna. Nuestro tiempo ha llegado a su fin. Pero recordaré nuestros
recuerdos juntos hasta que nos volvamos a ver.”

Mariano began to sob as he kissed Claudia’s hand. After a few minutes of crying, Dolores
looked up at Camilo and Antonio. “Would you please take Pedro and Marco home?” she
asked softly. “And please tell everyone. Mariano and I are going to stay here to sort out the
house. Camilo, can you take care of the boys until we move back home?”

Camilo nodded. “Of course. Mis sobrinos love me.”



“Thank you.” Dolores moved around the bed to give her brothers hugs. “We’ll be there for
breakfast.”

 

Camilo found himself crying again as he thought of that song Mariano had sung. That was a
week ago. Since then, they had Claudia’s funeral, where Mariano wrote a poem as her eulogy
that had everyone sobbing. Pedro attached himself to not Camilo, oddly, but Antonio. Little
Marco stayed on Camilo’s hip. Apparently, neither of Dolores’s children enjoyed sleeping.
Pedro had way too much energy, even for a three-year-old. If Camilo had allowed him to stay
in Antonio’s room like he asked, he would have been up all night with the animals. No
amount of santafereño or tea could calm him down. Marco was a fussy baby at night, so
Camilo spent most of the last seven nights shifted into Dolores, trying to calm him down.
Pedro didn’t quite understand the concept of being a shapeshifter, so watching his mother
turn into his tío was highly confusing and, honestly, a little scary. Neither boy was willing to
sleep in the nursery while their parents were gone, so Camilo took all of their chaos into his
room every night. He’d slept maybe 24 hours over the last week. Seeing that it was already
6:00 AM just made him sad.

Camilo carefully extracted himself from Pedro without waking him and jumped in the
shower. His already poor lung capacity was worse than usual, so he reached for his nebulizer.
Señor Gomez imported it from Bogota and gave it to him two years earlier, hoping Casita
could power it despite the very limited electricity in the house. Casita was all too willing to
help its favorite Madrigal grandchild by supplying an outlet in the bathroom. The breathing
treatments were extremely helpful. They made it possible for him to be around Isabela.
Everyone always said Luisa gave the best hugs, but Camilo gave that distinction to Isabela.

After getting dressed for the day and checking pull-ups and diapers, Camilo stumbled down
to the kitchen, where Julieta was just getting started.

“Morning, tía,” Camilo mumbled as he slipped on his apron that hung by the entrance. He
smiled weakly as Julieta’s magic filled him with warmth without even shifting into her.

“There’s my favorite babysitter,” Julieta said with a smile.

“Don’t let Mira hear you say that.”

“I wasn’t planning on it.” Julieta studied Camilo’s face as he washed his hands. “You look
like a donkey kicked you in the face.”

“Thanks.”

“What time was it last night?”

“It was 2:00 when I finally got Marco down, but Pedro had a nightmare at 4:00.”

“Welcome back to parenthood.”



“Antonio never had issues going to sleep. Nightmares were rare. No wonder Dolores is
always so tired.”

Julieta handed him a tinto. The first one down in the morning made the coffee, and after eight
years of practice, Julieta was just as good at it as Camilo was. Camilo tossed back the coffee.
The sudden heat made him cough, earning him a concerned look from Julieta.

“Please don’t look at me like that, tía,” Camilo whined. “I cough. I have allergies.”

“They’ve gotten worse.”

“That’s why I do breathing treatments every morning.” Camilo handed her his coffee cup.
“Hit me again. I need to look like I have some energy today.”

“Why?”

“I have a couple errands to run. I need to pick up Carolina’s birthday present from señora
Montevideo, and I need to swing by the fabric store and talk to señor y señora Rivera.”

“A trip to a jewelry store, followed by a visit to your girlfriend’s parents? What could that
mean?” Julieta smirked at her nephew as she handed him his second cup of coffee.

“It means I’m going to give Carolina the best birthday present she’s ever had.”

“Tío!” Pedro shouted from upstairs. Camilo’s shoulders slumped.

“If I can ever get a moment by myself.”

 

After breakfast, Pedro attached himself to Antonio for the seventh day in a row (“He’s like
my shadow, I can’t get rid of him!”), leaving Camilo with only one sobrino to watch. Marco
was small for a nine-month-old, but he was still heavy enough that Camilo couldn’t carry him
all day. So he dug out the baby sling Victoria Rivera gave him eleven years earlier for
Antonio. It was hard to embroider with a baby in his arms, but Marco wouldn’t stop
screaming if he put him down, so he managed to introduce a few red sound waves into the
yellow fabric at 1:00 AM the night before. They got tons of comments about how adorable
they were. Camilo couldn’t help but remember carrying Antonio around like that. He got lost
in his memories on the way to señora Montevideo’s jewelry store. The old woman smiled as
Camilo walked in.

“Don’t you two look cute,” she said.

“Thanks!” Camilo chirped, startled by the sound of his voice. He looked at himself in the
glass case and realized he had shifted into a ten-year-old version of himself. “Whoops,” he
said as he dropped the shift. “That explains a lot.”

“The baby sling works on you. There aren’t a lot of men that wear those.”

“I’m not like most men. Is it ready?”



“It is.” Señora Montevideo produced a velvet jewelry box. “A fine ring for a fine young
woman.” Camilo opened it and gasped like he hadn’t designed it himself. A shining silver
ring sat in the box, ready for a proposal. Typically, the ring would be gold, but Carolina’s
18th birthday gift, a golden necklace that caused Carolina to develop a rash, told them that
gold was out of the question. The central diamond was surrounded by alternating yellow
topaz and smaller diamonds. The ring twinkled in the light like a star, exactly what Camilo
was going for.

“It’s perfect, señora,” Camilo beamed. “She’ll love it.”

“Good luck.”

“Gracias.” Camilo had already paid for the ring, so he put the jewelry box in his pocket. It
felt like it weighed a thousand pounds. “Hasta luego, señora.”

That was the easy part. Here came the hard part- the walk from the jewelry store to the fabric
store. It was only a few minutes, but each step felt like a marathon. Marco felt heavier in the
sling. Even breathing was harder. When he turned the corner, everything made sense. Isabela
was standing in the middle of the road, surrounded by blue pollen. One of the village kids
startled her and made her scatter pollen everywhere. She saw Camilo coming.

“Nobody move!” Isabela ordered. “Camilo’s coming through.”

“It’s already been kicked up, Isa,” Camilo replied as he walked through two inches of pollen.
He sneezed loudly and shifted into Isabela and back as the crowd disappeared. “I have my
inhaler, I’ll be fine.”

“I’d hug you, but I’m covered in pollen.”

“No worries. Besides, I have to get to the fabric store. I have a question for Tomás and
Victoria.”

“Both of them?”

Camilo smirked. “I just picked up the ring. I’m inviting them to dinner tonight.”

“I can’t wait. Now get out of here before you have an asthma attack.”

Camilo smiled and walked away without responding because his chest was already tight and
he didn’t want to make her sad. As soon as he turned the corner, he grabbed his inhaler and
took the medicine, exhaling deeply as his lungs relaxed. Camilo fought off the exhaustion
that was creeping in and walked into the fabric shop.

“Good morning, Camilo,” Victoria Rivera said from behind the counter. “You’re here early.”

“I had a couple of errands to run,” Camilo replied. “Walking keeps Marco asleep, anyway.”

Victoria smiled when she noticed the sling. “Is that the same one I gave you?”

“Yeah. I didn’t think it would come in handy again so quickly.”



There was an awkward pause for a second. “Carolina’s at señora Rodrigo’s cafe with a friend
for her birthday. She’ll be back later if you want to come back.”

“Actually, I came to talk to you and señor Rivera, if he’s available.”

Victoria’s eyes moved down to his pocket. “About that?”

“Yeah.”

“Of course. Tomás is in the workshop trying to sew a blanket. Come on.”

Victoria led Camilo to the back of the store. “Do you need more blankets?”

“We’re down to our last dozen.”

“I’ll make some for you.”

“We don’t need a dowry.” Camilo blushed, giving Victoria the exact reaction she was looking
for. “Oh, relax. It’s a joke. This will be easier than you think.”

They entered the back room where Camilo had spent so much time making blankets over the
last ten years. Tomás was struggling with the fabric as he sat at the sewing machine. He
smiled when he saw Camilo.

“Camilo, gloria a Dios,” he said as he fought the machine. “I don’t know how you make
these so easily. Do you mind helping me with this last segment?”

“He isn’t here to work, Tomás,” Victoria said. “He has a question for us.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. Take a break.”

Tomás turned around and looked at Camilo. “What is it?”

Camilo took a deep breath and adjusted Marco, who turned in the sling. “I-I think you know
how much I love Carolina. You shouldn’t doubt that. I’ve loved her for a long time.”

“We know,” Victoria said. “Say what you want to say.”

“Señor y señora Rivera, I ask for your daughter’s hand in marriage. I want to spend the rest
of my life with her. Please allow me to marry your daughter.”

Tomás looked at Victoria, an expression Camilo couldn’t read on his face. Then, finally, after
what felt like an eternity, Tomás looked back at Camilo. “You want to marry Victoria?” he
asked, his voice dangerously low. “You want to propose on her birthday? The day we
celebrate our family getting larger is the day you ask us if you can take her away.”

Camilo wanted to run out of the room, but he stood his ground. “Yes. Please.”

Tomás gave him a withering glare. “Good.”



Camilo was confused. “What?”

Tomás broke into a wide grin. “I thought you would never ask.”

“Huh?”

“I mean, I know we told you to wait until 21 to get engaged, but I never thought you would
listen!”

“Hang on-”

“Of course you can marry her, Camilo,” Victoria beamed. “You’ve been a part of our family
for ten years. We might as well make it official.”

Camilo nearly collapsed to his knees before remembering that Marco was asleep on his chest.
“Thank you. I, uh, I wanted to invite you to Casita for dinner tonight. I’ll propose to her
there.”

“We wouldn’t miss it. Besides, now I don’t have to cook for her birthday.” Victoria hugged
Camilo gently so she didn’t crush Marco and kissed him on the cheek. Tomás stood and
shook Camilo’s hand. Victoria nearly burst into tears when Camilo showed her the ring. After
a few more minutes, Camilo took his leave and went back to Casita. Dolores was at the
entrance, nearly vibrating with excitement. She took Marco from him with a congratulatory
squeak and hurried back to the Guzmán home to tell Mariano. He hoped the word wouldn’t
travel much farther. It was a proposal, after all. Camilo just wanted a quiet, uneventful
afternoon to himself. Of course, that’s not how it ended up.

 

A few hours later, Camilo was putting the finishing touches on a dress he was making for
Carolina as a way to bury the lede when he proposed to her. He really needed a nap, but he
was too anxious for dinner to sleep. The ring box was sitting on the table as Camilo worked
so he could keep an eye on it. He lived in a magical house that could do anything, including
finding lost things, but the last thing he was going to do was lose that ring. As he completed
the final stitch and reached for a box to put the dress in, some of the lovely intrusive thoughts
that he struggled with from time to time made their way into his brain.

‘Why would she marry you?’ the voice asked. ‘You can’t even breathe normally. You’re a
babysitter. You’re not as special as the others.’

“Shut up,” Camilo mumbled.

‘You can’t get enough sleep because you’re a bad tío. You wouldn’t be anxious if you thought
she would say yes.’

Camilo buried his head in his hands and tried not to think about Carolina walking away, his
ring still in the jewelry box. Those thoughts kept cycling through his mind. It felt like they
were coming from his mirrors and surrounding him on all sides. After a minute, he had to get



out of his room. He grabbed the jewelry box and ran out of the room, nearly running into
Luisa in the process.

“Whoa, you okay, hermano?” she called. Camilo ignored her and ran out of the house.
Eventually, he stopped under a shady tree on a secluded side of the hill. The running and the
panic launched him into an exhaustion and anxiety-fueled asthma attack that didn’t stop until
he took two hits from his inhaler. Camilo pulled his knees to his chest and tried to steady his
breathing while looking at the closed jewelry box. Those thoughts refused to go away. His
chest still hurt from the asthma attack. He didn’t notice the cloud that had gathered over his
head until it started raining on him.

“Brilliant.”

“Wow,” Luisa said as she approached from behind him. “I didn’t know you could do that.”

“Anxiety and asthma are fun when you combine them.”

“I bet.” Luisa sat down next to him, ignoring the rain. “Want to tell me what’s going on?”

Camilo looked up at the cloud. “Clear skies, clear skies, clear skies.” Nothing changed. “I
don’t know why mamí always says that. It never works.”

“Maybe because you have to actually have clear skies.”

“How can there be clear skies when I have a literal cloud over me?”

“Mental skies.” Luisa rubbed Camilo’s arm and tried to calm him down. “The best way to
feel better is to talk. You taught me that.”

“But I’m an idiot.”

“True.”

“You’re not supposed to agree with me.”

Luisa smiled and looked at the jewelry box. “I’m assuming it has to do with that.”

Camilo nodded. “What if she says no?”

“She won’t.”

“How do you know?”

“Because I know her. She’s so in love with you.”

“There are better guys out there.”

“She doesn’t want a better guy. She wants you.”

“Ouch.”



“Because you are the best guy. She was so disappointed when the families agreed that no one
needed to get engaged until 21.”

“So was I.”

“I know. I’m just glad they didn’t make it older.” Luisa looked at her own engagement ring
that she had received six months earlier. She was getting married to Jacobo Valladolid, the
son of the guy who owned all the donkeys, in two months. Turns out the donkeys always got
out because Jacobo had a massive crush on Luisa and didn’t know how to tell her, so he came
up with an excuse to see her. The guy was short and lean, but he had the biggest heart Luisa
had ever seen. “You shouldn’t worry. She’ll say yes. I guarantee it.”

“You aren’t just saying that?”

“Absolutely not. She loves you so much. Dolores always complains about how she never
stops talking about you.” Luisa took his hand and squeezed it softly. Camilo couldn’t help but
think of that one time the family lost their minds and swapped powers. “Besides, you need
someone to call all those pet names you love. Other than me, of course.”

Camilo laughed as the cloud over his head disappeared. “That was a wild time.”

“I know. If Carolina could look at all that and still agree to date you, she’ll say yes.”

Both of them laughed even harder. “Thanks, hermana,” Camilo said as he hugged her. “I
needed that.”

“De nada. Now let me see that ring.”

 

Three hours later, it was dinnertime. There were a lot more people at the table than there
normally were. Mariano and Dolores sat with Pedro in a high chair and Marco in Dolores’s
lap. Jacobo was there next to Luisa, the Riveras sat next to Abuela, with Camilo next to
Carolina, of course. Camilo was surprised when Daniel joined them for dinner as well.
Before taking his seat between Mirabel and Antonio, he tapped Camilo on the shoulder and
leaned in close.

“Hey, can I swing by tomorrow after lunch?” Camilo’s best friend whispered.

“You know the answer to that,” Camilo replied. “Of course.”

“This, um, isn’t a hangout session. I need Agustín, Julieta, and Abuela there, too.”

Camilo looked Daniel in the eye. “You trying to steal my thunder?”

“What thunder?”

“You’re an idiot. Fine. Come by tomorrow after lunch. I’ll make sure everyone is there.”

“Gracias, amigo.”



The group of twenty sat down after Abuela made a short toast. Most people didn’t know what
was coming. Camilo couldn’t wait to see the look on Pepa’s face. Isabela and Dolores looked
like they were going to burst. Mariano had a dumb grin on his face. Julieta and Luisa were
avoiding eye contact with him. For once, Camilo kept the secret from Mirabel and Antonio.
Before dessert, Camilo cleared his throat and got everyone’s attention.

“Um, hey, everyone,” he stammered. “I don’t know if you know this, but today is Carolina’s
21st birthday. I, uh, got her something, and I want her to open it in front of everyone.”
Camilo produced the box that the dress was in.

Carolina smiled softly before she opened the box and gasped. “You didn’t!”

“Of course I did. Look at it.”

Carolina stood up and held the dress out so she could see it. It was yellow on top, but it
transitioned to orange the closer it got to the bottom. It was a better quality fabric than
Camilo typically used, one he insisted on paying for. Intricate butterflies and flowers were
woven in, with orange butterflies on top of the yellow and yellow butterflies and flowers over
the orange. “It’s beautiful! And it’s your family’s colors!”

“Want to go try it on?”

“Can I?”

“It’s yours. You can do what you want with it. Use my room.”

Carolina hurried upstairs to change. That’s when Camilo sprung into action. He stood up
from the table and shifted into a white button-up shirt with yellow embroidery on the sleeves,
an orange vest and tie like Agustín’s, and black slacks.

“What are you doing?” Abuela asked.

“Just wait and see, Abuela.”

When Camilo stepped into the courtyard, he frowned. The sky was cloudy. He shifted into his
mother and closed his eyes to concentrate. The candle burned brighter, strengthening him and
allowing him to summon enough wind to blow away the clouds and reveal a starry night sky.
He dropped the shift and looked back at the table.

“Isa?”

Isabela smiled widely as Camilo waved her over. “Yes?”

“I want this entire courtyard to be covered in yellow and orange flowers. I don’t want to see
the floor or the walls except for the back wall.”

Isabela teared up a little bit before giving him a gentle hug. “Anything for you, hermano.”
Isabela threw out her hands and made yellow and orange roses and marigolds appear out of
thin air all over the courtyard. “How about some roses leading to you?”



Camilo smiled. “Sold.” Isabela waved her hand, and a trail of red roses stretched from
Camilo’s door down the staircase that only appeared for special occasions and into the
courtyard. “Casita, can you get me some low lights?” The candle released magical sparks
like fireflies that hung in the air. By now, everyone at the dinner table was standing at the
entrance to the courtyard, their jaws on the ground. Pepa was already crying tears of joy.

“You couldn’t have done this for my wedding?” Dolores asked.

“How long have I got?”

“A few seconds.”

Camilo took a deep breath, letting the scent of the flowers invigorate him. His Gift was
keeping his lungs clear. No asthma attack would ruin this moment. He looked back at his
family, beaming. The girls were all crying, even Abuela. When Carolina stepped out of
Camilo’s room, she put her hand over her mouth. She looked down at Camilo, who was
standing in the middle of the courtyard. Carolina descended the stairs looking like a princess.
Some of the sparks from the candle flew toward her and arranged themselves in the pattern of
the dress. She was literally glowing when she reached the end of the trail of roses and stood
in front of Camilo. “What is this, Camilo?”

“Carolina, I love you so much,” Camilo said. “You are my world. Eres mi estrella suerte. I’ve
wanted to ask you this question ever since that night we danced in the snow.” Camilo got
down on one knee and produced the ring box. Carolina gasped and put a hand over her mouth
as he opened it to reveal the ring, which shone like a star in the magical light. “Will you
marry me?”

“Yes!”

Camilo might have literally floated to his feet. He wasn’t sure. Camilo put the ring on
Carolina’s finger and kissed her softly. Everyone’s cheers were stopped when a massive flock
of butterflies flew into the courtyard and around Camilo and Carolina, creating a whirlwind
of butterflies and flowers. They left after a few seconds, allowing the family to run into the
courtyard and congratulate them. As they all exchanged hugs, the candle exploded with
magical light. Carolina’s likeness was added to the Madrigal family mural on the back wall
next to Camilo. They didn’t need to wait until a wedding. Everyone knew this one would last.

Chapter End Notes

I wrote this because Chapter 11 of Code Word Chameleon got so heavy that I needed
some fluff to balance it out :) Thanks as always for the kudos and comments!

Translation of Mariano's song: I am the sun, and you are the moon. Our time has come
to an end. But I will remember our memories together until we meet again.
I took four years of Spanish, but there was no way I could find a rhyme in Spanish.
LMM I ain't haha. Hope you liked this chapter!





Part IV

Chapter Summary

It's Camilo's wedding day, and everything goes absolutely fine, I promise.

Chapter Notes

Enjoy some super happy fluff time!

See the end of the chapter for more notes

When Camilo opened his eyes, he knew something was off. Itchy eyes? Check. Scratchy
throat? Check. But there was still something different. Someone had their arms around him. It
wasn’t Antonio. That boy grew up way too fast and didn’t want to do sleepovers anymore
once he turned nine. It wasn’t any of his sisters, either. His sleepovers with his sisters ended
once he developed his asthma. Pedro was in the nursery, and Marco was far too little to be in
a normal bed. That left one person. Camilo wiped the sleep from his eyes and smiled. There
was only one person it could be. He turned to his right and saw Carolina sleeping there next
to him. The sun was streaming in through the window, making her blonde hair shine. Oh,
look, a second thing that was different: he wasn’t in his room. Ever since Claudia Guzmán
passed away a few months earlier, Mariano had let people use his family’s house in the
Encanto for many different reasons. For the next week, it was his.

When Camilo turned to look at Carolina, he woke her up. She smiled sleepily at him.

“Buenos días, mi esposa,” Camilo said with a small smile that could somehow rival the sun.

“Buenos días, mi esposo,” Carolina replied with a similar smile.

“Yesterday was fun, don’t you think?”

“We got married yesterday, and the best adjective you can come up with is fun?”

“My head’s still a little fuzzy from everything that happened.”

Carolina scooted closer and kissed Camilo softly. “Does that jog your memory?”

“A little bit. Do it again, I’ll remember more.” Carolina chuckled before kissing him again as
if he actually needed to be reminded of the best day of his life.

 



YESTERDAY

Camilo woke up much later in the day than he was used to. His papá and tíos threw a
bachelor party for him the night before that was…something else. Apparently, the adults all
had a secret drinking game that Camilo caught on to halfway through the night. For every
arepa he ate, Bruno, Félix, Agustín, and Tomás took a shot of aguardiente. Needless to say,
Camilo found his appetite around midnight and reduced them into giggling messes by 1:00.
Antonio was there, and so was Juancho, Camilo’s unofficial little brother that he basically
adopted after so many years of working in the coffee shop with señora Rodrigo. Juancho kept
the coffee flowing while Antonio kept the food safe from a bunch of hungry animals.
Mariano drunkenly reciting a poem was one of the highlights of the night. Everyone,
including Daniel, Mirabel’s fiance, and Jacobo, Luisa’s husband of two months, made
speeches about being part of the family that made Camilo cry, but he told himself it was
because he had one too many (and then had two more). But the highest point of the night was
when Bruno performed a special telenovela after drinking basically half a bottle of
aguardiente over the course of the night. It was two hours long, and everybody hung on every
word except for Antonio and Juancho, who fell asleep at 3:00 AM with cups of santafereño
in their hands. The eleven-year-olds just couldn’t make it. The party only ended at 4:30
because Bruno literally passed out on Camilo’s theater stage while receiving a raucous round
of applause. Camilo was just barely sober enough to walk up to his bed and crawl in before
passing out himself.

The morning of his wedding, Camilo was woken up with a bucket of water to the face.

“Wake up,” Mirabel said. “It’s 11:00 AM, you’re getting married in seven hours, and you
need to not be drunk.”

“‘M not drunk,” Camilo mumbled as he wiped the water out of his eyes.

“Yeah? How many drinks did you have last night?”

“It’s not like I was counting.”

“My point exactly.”

“It was my bachelor party! I had less than the others, anyway.”

“Just get up. Mamá has lunch ready for you. Everyone else is already down there.”

“Aw, you woke me up last? You really do love me.”

“Shut up, hermano.”

“Alright, alright.”

Camilo dragged himself out of bed and went through his daily routine, including doing a
breathing treatment. But something felt off. The treatment almost didn’t work as well as it
normally did. But there wasn’t anything he could do about it, so Camilo went downstairs and
joined the hungover guys at the kitchen table. Bruno, Félix, Agustín, and Tomás could barely



see straight. Mariano was asleep at the table, his loud snores being the only thing that was
keeping everyone else awake. Julieta walked into the dining room and set platters of
empanadas on the table.

“Eat up, boys!” Julieta said far too loudly for the occasion. Camilo, having drank the least,
was the only one who didn’t cover his ears, not including Mariano, who was still snoring.
“It’s my famous empanadas con papas y carne. Perfect for a bunch of hungover men.
Everyone say ‘Gracias, Julieta!’”

“Gracias, Julieta,” the guys all moaned. Julieta looked down the table at Mariano, who still
hadn’t woken up. She walked over to him, cleared her throat, and leaned down to his ear.

“Mariano, it’s Dolores,” she said in a flawless impression of her niece. It was one of the few
things that held over after the time everyone swapped powers- they could do perfect
imitations of the person they swapped with. “I just wanted you to know that you’re going to
get your five babies. I’m pregnant with triplets.”

“No more babies!” Mariano yelled as he jerked awake, making everyone explode into
laughter.

“My work here is done. You’re welcome.”

Julieta winked at Camilo as he scarfed down the best empanada he had ever tasted in his life.
Camilo noticed that she was wearing the blouse he gave her for Mother’s Day five years
earlier. “Gracias, mamá,” he said with a huge smile. Julieta pinched his cheek and returned
his smile.

“De nada, mijo. There’s extra filling in the kitchen if you need to make more. I need to get to
the Riveras’ for hair and makeup. I’ll see you at the serenade.”

Camilo accepted a kiss on the cheek before taking a few deep breaths to get rid of the slight
tightness in his chest that came out of nowhere.

“Wait, where’s Dolores?” Mariano asked, making everyone laugh again.

“That was Juli, Mariano,” Agustín said. “She did her impression to wake you up.”

Mariano whined as he grabbed an empanada. “It’s too good. She got me.”

Jacobo looked across the table at Bruno. “Do your Isabela, tío!”

Bruno just laughed, knowing how weird it sounded coming from his mouth. He made a big
show of clearing his throat and taking a deep breath. Everyone’s eyes were glued to him.
Finally, he opened his mouth. “Have you lost your mind?!” he yelled with a spot-on
impersonation of Isabela’s voice. Everyone roared with laughter. Jacobo literally fell out of
his chair as he laughed.

After a lunch filled with impersonations and magical hangover cures, Camilo left the guys
and went to his room. Félix followed not soon after. He was Camilo’s godfather for the day,
the person meant to be there for him and counsel him on questions about marriage. Agustín



went with the rest of the guys up to his and Julieta’s room, where he made sure their
guayaberas fit correctly. Félix walked into Camilo’s room and found him in the movie theater
room, his tiple in his hands as he watched Singin’ in the Rain, his and Carolina’s favorite
musical.

“Agustín will be upset you’re watching this without him,” Félix said.

“Not that kind of a watch party,” Camilo replied as he played along with the music. “I’m
practicing.”

“Just keeping your fingers loose?”

“Yeah, sure, that’s it.”

Félix could hear nervousness sneaking into his voice. He sat down next to his son. “You
know, I once heard a story about a man who was so nervous for la serenata that he made his
fiancée and everyone else watching look away so he didn’t get stage fright. He played and
sang so beautifully that his fiancée turned around anyway. When the man saw how beautiful
his bride was and that she was looking at him, he got so nervous that he threw up right there
in front of the whole town. You know what happened?”

“What?”

“The bride brought him inside, gave him a toothbrush, them married him anyway. You want
to know who it was?”

“Yeah, who?”

“His name was Cristian Maldonado. And he owned the tiple you have in your hands.”

Camilo ran his thumb over the CM carved into the tiple. “It was bisabuelo?”

“Yep. I told you that story so you know that it’s okay to be nervous. You’re a natural
performer. La serenata will be beautiful no matter what.”

Camilo gave him a half-smile. “Thanks, papí.” He looked back up at the screen as another
song began. “Gotta pay attention to this one.”

Around 4:00, Tomás walked into the theater wearing his wedding attire. “Hey, Félix, Agustín
needs you in his room,” he said. “He needs to tailor your outfit.”

Félix nodded before patting Camilo on the shoulder and leaving. Tomás sat down next to
Camilo, who had moved on from his tiple to embroidering a yellow butterfly on his shirt
pocket.

“You here to threaten my life if I ever hurt her?” Camilo asked. Tomás chuckled and shook
his head.

“No, no. Of course, it goes without saying that I would murder you and make sure your body
was never found.”



“Of course.”

“Actually, I wanted to give you something.” Tomás produced a small gift box and handed it
to him.

“You didn’t have to do this,” Camilo said as he opened the box. He was visibly confused as
he pulled out a jewelry box. “Um, Tomás, you know I’m marrying your daughter, right?”

“Just open it.” Camilo opened the box and saw a silver wedding band inside. “I was eight
when everyone escaped that town and the Encanto was created. I was an orphan. When those
people came, my parents were sick. They couldn’t leave their beds. We all knew they would
be killed, so they made me leave and join the group Alma and Pedro were leading into the
mountains. Before they sent me away, they gave me their wedding rings in case I needed
something to sell for money. Obviously, that didn’t happen. They’ve been sitting on a shelf
waiting for the right people to wear them. Camilo, I would be honored if you would wear my
father’s ring when you marry my daughter.”

Camilo was speechless. “Tomás, I-I-”

“Take a second, mijo. Take a breath.” Camilo felt the tightness in his chest return. Taking a
breath was about as easy as lifting a donkey. “You okay?” Camilo nodded as he finally
managed to get some air into his lungs.

“Sorry, I don’t know where that came from,” he said after taking another breath. There
weren’t any flowers around to set him off. “Tomás, that ring is for family. I couldn’t accept
it.”

“Camilo, you are family. You’ve been family since you came into my shop ten years ago and
asked if I needed help with sewing. You and Carolina have acted like you’re married for three
years. This just makes everything legal. You couldn’t be a better son if you were my own.”

Camilo smiled at the incredible compliment. “It’s a beautiful ring. I’ll wear it with pride.”

Tomás reached out and shook Camilo’s hand. “Welcome to the family. Hurt my daughter and
they’ll never find your body.”

“Understood.”

“You better finish up, we don’t have much time.” Tomás left the room, leaving Camilo alone
with his thoughts.

At 5:00, Félix walked into Camilo’s room expecting him to be dressed and ready to go.
Instead, he found him sitting in his bathtub, a cloud soaking him from head to toe in cold
rain. Félix sat on the edge of the tub. “Go ahead.”

“Go ahead what?” Camilo gasped. Félix could see him trying to fight off an asthma attack.

“Tell me what’s bothering you.”

“I’m fine.”



“Typically, I’d give you the benefit of the doubt, but you’re sitting in a bathtub raining on
yourself instead of getting ready for your wedding that’s in an hour, so we don’t have time for
that. What are you thinking, mijo?”

Camilo’s chest tightened again. He was so focused on fighting back the coughing that he
didn’t realize he was talking until it was too late. “What if I’m a bad husband? What if I can’t
take care of her? What if something happens and I change and become a terrible person? She
doesn’t deserve that. She deserves someone who will love her no matter what. I love her so
much, but what if-”

“Stop.”

“Huh?”

“You’re having an asthma attack because you stressed yourself out. Take your medicine.”

Camilo had to take two hits from his inhaler before he could breathe normally. “How did you
know?”

“Your lips turned blue while you were saying all that craziness.”

“But-”

“Do you love her?”

“With everything I have.”

“Does she love you?”

“Yeah.”

“Then everything will be fine. If something happens, you’ll work it out together because
that’s what you do when you’re married. You have your second half to rely on. That’s why
they make you take vows.”

Camilo’s cloud disappeared. He got out of the tub, shifted into his white guayabera and khaki
pants, and hugged his dad. “You’re the best, papí.”

“De nada, mijo. If I’m telling the truth, I saw this coming. Apparently, Julieta and Pepa had a
similar conversation on my wedding day. You’re a worrier, just like your mother. You’re so in
love with her that you’d be willing to let her go if there was even a sliver of a chance
something goes wrong. Lucky for you, I love the rain and thunder. Carolina loves you just as
much as I love your mother, and that’s saying something. So don’t worry about the possibility
of hurting her. The worst thing you could do is let fear of the future lead you to hurt her
today.”

“I’m glad I chose you for my godfather today. I almost chose tío Agustín.” Camilo cracked
up when he saw his father’s face. “I’m kidding, I’m kidding. I’ll meet you downstairs in ten
minutes. I want to run through my song one last time.”



Ten minutes later, all of the guys were assembled in the courtyard. Before they left, Félix
shoved a shotglass into Camilo’s hand. “A toast!” Félix boomed. “To Camilo and Carolina.
May they always remember this day as a day of peace, joy, and love. Salud!”

“Salud!” everyone echoed as they downed their drinks.

“That was hot!” Antonio whined as he set a coffee cup down for Casita to whisk away.

“Thanks for a great couple of days, everyone,” Camilo said. “There’s no one else I’d rather
spend it with. Except for, you know, Carolina. Now let’s go get married!” Everyone cheered
and started walking toward the village. It was too quiet for Camilo as they walked into town.
As the crowd began to grow behind him, he looked at Félix. “Want some music?It’s a little
quiet.”

“I’m always up for music,” Félix replied as he handed Camilo his tiple. He did a familiar
intro that everyone else knew. Camilo had sung this song for the kids he babysat for years.

“What color is the sky, ay, mi amor, ay, mi amor?” Camilo sang.

“You tell me that it’s red, ay, mi amor, ay, mi amor!” Félix sang with a smile.

“Where should I put my shoes, ay, mi amor, ay, mi amor?” Antonio sang.

“You say, ‘Put them on your head!’ Ay, mi amor, ay, mi amor,” Juancho finished.

“You make me un poco loco, un poquititito loco!” the four of them sang. “The way you
keep me guessing, I’m nodding and I’m yessing! I’ll count it as a blessing that I’m only
un poco loco!”

As they crossed into the plaza, the band for the serenata joined the group and picked up the
song. Their procession had grown considerably. Once the bridge ended, Camilo looked at
Tomás, but he was the only one who didn’t know the song. Thankfully, Bruno stepped in.

“The loco that you make me,” he sang.

“It is just un poco crazy!” Jacobo finished.

“The sense that you’re not making,” Daniel sang.

“The liberties you’re taking!” Camilo sang as Carolina’s house came into view.

“Leaves my cabeza shaking!” all seven of them that sang completed the verse in perfect
harmony. “You are just un poco loco!” The band kept the music going as they approached
the house whooping and hollering. “Un poquititi-ti-ti-ti-ti-ti-ti-ti-ti-ti-ti-ti-to loco!

Everyone who was gathered for the serenata clapped as the music ended. Leave it to Camilo
to make such a grand entrance. The girls in the house all walked out except for Carolina.
Camilo was a bit confused until Pepa motioned for him to start. He took a deep breath and
played the introduction to Carolina’s favorite song from Singin’ in the Rain.



“Life was a song,” he sang as he strummed his tiple. “You came along. I laid awake the
whole night through. If I ever dared to think you cared, this is what I’d say to you:” As
the band joined in, Carolina stepped out of the house and stood on the steps. Her simple
white dress gleamed in the sun. Camilo had never seen anyone so beautiful before. She took
his breath away. When she smiled at him, Camilo’s knees went weak. He almost collapsed,
but Félix caught him, a massive grin on his face.

“You better start singing, mijo,” Félix said.

“Oh, yeah, singing, right. Um, where was I?”

“‘You were meant for me,’” Agustín supplied.

“Thanks.” Camilo took a breath, strummed a chord, and looked back to Carolina. “You were
meant for me, and I was meant for you. Nature patterned you, and when she was done,
you were all the sweet things, rolled up in one. You’re like a plaintive melody that never
lets me free. But I’m content the angels must have sent you and they meant you just for
me.”

Camilo handed his tiple to his father before holding out his hand to Carolina. They both knew
the dance section in the middle. Carolina looked like she wasn’t even touching the ground as
they danced with and around each for around a minute while the band played. Finally, Camilo
twirled her gracefully and held her close. “But I’m content the angels must have sent you
and they meant you just for me.” He gently kissed her hand while everyone else clapped
for them. “I love you.”

“I love you, too. Wanna get married?”

Camilo smiled. “Sure, why not?”

The procession made its way to a hill overlooking the entire valley. The church was sitting
there, recently moved by Luisa for the occasion. Camilo made sure to use the scarf he gave
Luisa and helped her move it such a far distance. Everyone packed into the church. After he
walked Abuela to her seat, Camilo stood at the front next to Padre Garcia while the rest of
the family took their seats. Isabela had already coated the church with orange, yellow, red,
and white flowers, but Cecilia still spread pink flower petals down the aisle before sitting
next to Antonio. Pedro was the cutest ring bearer Camilo had ever seen as he walked with
Dolores and Mariano. Finally, Carolina walked down the aisle with Tomás and Victoria.
Camilo couldn’t help but smile at his bride as she walked, her lace mantilla covering her
beautiful blonde hair. Carolina accepted a kiss from her mother and father before joining
Camilo and taking his hands.

The ceremony wasn’t very long. Padre Garcia said a prayer and had a couple of words to say
about love, but Camilo couldn’t pay attention to him. His attention was on Carolina’s
beautiful brown eyes. Everyone found out that he wasn’t paying attention when Padre Garcia
nudged him and gave him the thirteen coins he needed to give Carolina to symbolize his
willingness to care and provide for her. “Oh. Sorry.”



“You have the rest of your life to look into her eyes, niño,” the priest said kindly. “Just give
me ten more minutes.”

“Sí, Padre,” Camilo said sheepishly as the audience chuckled. He gave Carolina the coins.

“I understand you have statements you would like to say to each other?”

Camilo nodded as he took Carolina’s hands again. “You know, there isn’t a lot that I could
come up with that I haven’t already told you. I’ve loved you for eight years. When you
bandaged my hand after I stabbed myself with your dad’s sewing machine, I knew I would
marry you someday. You’re my lucky star. You light my way when I’m stumbling through
the dark. When I can’t find my way, you lead me home, and home is where you are. You own
every bit of my heart. You’re the first thing I think about in the morning and the last thing I
think about at night. I love you so much. I can’t wait to spend the rest of my life with you.”

Carolina had to wipe away a tear before she smiled at him. The sound of Pepa, Julieta,
Dolores, and Isabela loudly sobbing in the front two rows made Camilo chuckle a little bit.
Carolina took Camilo’s hand again.

“Camilo, you make me happy in ways I can’t even express,” she said. “You’re sweet, you’re
cute, you’re funny, and you’re easily the kindest person I’ve ever met. You’re always willing
to help people in need however you can. That’s how we met. Two eleven-year-olds sewing
blankets and scarves in the back of my father’s shop. Eventually, you got so good that I didn’t
even sew back there. I just watched you work while we talked for hours. I watched you
become a leader of your family, even when you thought Julieta and Agustín were your
children.” Everyone chuckled at that, even Julieta and Agustín, who went beet red. “You
might not have muscles, but you are the strongest man I’ve ever known. I love you and
everything you are. I’m so excited to see what we do in the future together.”

Padre Garcia smiled. “I think we all know how much you love each other, and I can’t wait to
watch that love grow even more. Now, time for the business portion. Camilo and Carolina,
have you come here to enter into marriage without coercion, freely and wholeheartedly?”

“I have,” the two replied together.

“Are you prepared, as you follow the path of marriage, to love and honor each other for as
long as you both shall live?”

“I am.”

“Are you prepared to accept children lovingly from God and to bring them up according to
the law of Christ and his Church?”

“I am.”

“Good.” The priest looked at Camilo. “Camilo, do you take Carolina to be your wife? Do you
promise to be faithful to her in good times and in bad, in sickness and in health, to love her
and to honor her all the days of your life?”



Camilo looked at Carolina and smiled. “I do.” The priest turned to Carolina.

“Carolina, do you take Camilo to be your husband? Do you promise to be faithful to him in
good times and in bad, in sickness and in health, to love him and to honor him all the days of
your life?”

“I do,” Carolina said with a smile.

“Can we have the rings, please?” Dolores nudged Pedro and had him take the rings up to
Padre Garcia. Carolina gasped and teared when she saw her grandparents’ rings. Tomás
hadn’t told her about it. She mouthed a quick ‘thank you’ as Camilo was handed a ring. The
priest nodded for Camilo to continue, as he and Carolina were instructed to memorize this
part.

“Carolina, receive this ring as a sign of my love and fidelity. In the name of the Father, and of
the Son, and of the Holy Spirit,” he said as he put the ring on her finger. Carolina was handed
a ring next.

“Camilo, receive this ring as a sign of my love and fidelity. In the name of the Father, and of
the Son, and of the Holy Spirit.”

“Very good. Only one thing left.” The priest produced a wedding candle. Camilo and
Carolina turned and grabbed two smaller candles and lit them before lighting the larger
candle. “By lighting this candle together, you cease to become two individuals. You are one
family, committed to and unified with each other.” Camilo and Carolina blew out their
candles and put them away. “May God bless this union always. By the power vested in me by
the Church and the council of the Encanto, I hereby pronounce you husband and wife.
Camilo, you may kiss your bride.” Camilo smiled widely and kissed Carolina for much
shorter than he would have liked to, but he was in church and needed to be respectful. A
rainbow of his own making appeared behind him and Carolina, which just made Pepa wail
with happiness. “Señoras y señores, les presento a señor y señora Camilo Madrigal.”

Everyone cheered as the priest handed Camilo and Carolina their wedding candle. They
walked out of the church holding the candle together. Everyone in the church followed
behind them as they walked across the Encanto to Casita. The people who couldn’t fit in the
church gave their well-wishes before joining the parade. Camilo chuckled as they approached
the front door of the house.

“What?” Carolina asked.

“Oh, it’s nothing,” Camilo replied. “Last time I brought a candle into this house, there was a
bunch of magic involved.”

“I remember. Probably not gonna happen this time, though.”

“Probably not.”

As they crossed the threshold, Casita’s floors and shuttered all waved. The flame on the
candle burned a little bit brighter as a butterfly was magically painted on the side. “No way,”



Carolina gasped. Camilo studied the candle before showing it to Abuela.

“Pretty, huh?” he asked.

“When did that happen?” Abuela asked.

“Just now.”

“Do you think it’s like the other candle?” Carolina asked.

“No,” Camilo replied. “Look at the flame. It’s normal. I think it was just Casita giving us a
present.” The tiles clicked in agreement. “And I was right. Thank you, Casita.”

“Thank you, Casita!” Carolina said.

The festivities kicked into gear almost immediately. The cake was cut, toasts were made, and
food was everywhere as the party started. Around midnight, right before la hora loca, Casita
shuffled the tiles and got everyone’s attention. Just like with Mariano and Jacobo, Carolina
was getting a door. Unlike the first time this happened, Abuela was there for it.

“Atención!” Abuela said happily at the top of the stairs. “Camilo and Carolina, would you
come up here, please?” Camilo and Carolina walked hand-in-hand up the staircase. “Just as
before, our Miracle has decided to give our newest member of the family a Gift. It is my
pleasure to welcome Carolina into our home, and I wish you and Camilo many, many years
of happiness. Carolina, mija, place your hands on the candle.” Carolina did as she was asked.
“Carolina Madrigal, do you promise to always love your husband with all of your heart? Do
you promise to use your new Gift to support Camilo however he may need?”

Camilo’s heart soared as Abuela used his questions from Mariano’s ceremony. Carolina
nodded. “I do, Abuela.”

“Then open your door.”

Camilo and Carolina both reached for their doorknobs, Camilo’s door having converted to a
set of double doors that needed both of them to open for the first time. Camilo’s side of the
door didn’t change except to show him holding hands with Carolina. Carolina’s door was
covered in butterflies.

“How do you feel, mi vida?” Camilo asked.

“Fine,” Carolina replied. “I don’t know what’s going on.”

“Do you think you can shift?”

“No.” Carolina closed her eyes and thought for a second.

“Amor, look,” Camilo said as music filled his mind with a beautiful song perfect for slow
dancing. Carolina opened her eyes to find a butterfly resting on Camilo’s shoulder. Another
one touched down on Carolina’s shoulder, making her smile. “You can make as much music



as you want. You control the butterflies.” Camilo and Carolina held each other close and
danced in a circle to music only they could hear.

“We have a new Gift!” Abuela announced. “Start la hora loca!”

The house exploded with music that went on all night. Camilo and Carolina finally made
their way back to Mariano’s old house around 5:30 AM.

 

TODAY

“Hey, the kiss worked,” Camilo joked. “Maybe that’s your real Gift, helping me remember
things I couldn’t possibly forget.”

“Shut up,” Carolina said as she settled even deeper into Camilo’s side. “Can we stay here all
day?”

“That’s fine by me, but someone’s going to come get us for the asado. We kinda have to be
there for that. What time is it anyway?”

“11:00.”

“Let’s get fifteen more minutes.”

“Good.”

Camilo held his wife close and closed his eyes. Literally fifteen seconds later, they heard a
loud sound coming from downstairs.

“If you two aren’t at Casita in thirty minutes, I’m telling mamá about the time you fell asleep
at the river!” Mirabel shouted from downstairs. Camilo and Carolina’s eyes flew open. They
looked at each other, panicked.

“Miércoles,” Camilo and Carolina said at the same time.

Chapter End Notes

Why do I always write super long chapters for Camilo and Carolina? Maybe because I
love them so much, I don't know. I hope you enjoyed this chapter, I looooooooved
writing it! Feedback is always, always appreciated, as are all the kudos :) Have a good
one!
Songs taken from:
Un Poco Loco- Coco
You Were Meant For Me- Singin’ in the Rain





Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work!

http://archiveofourown.org/works/37572877/comments/new
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