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The medical gauze was hot and itchy, and
Corey Evans kept picking at it, pulling long threads from the sides
where it rested above his ears. The gauze covered the bandage
hiding his eyes and encircled his head, forcing his short,
dirty-blond hair into spikes. He felt so damn invalid, and he
promised himself he wouldn’t cry, not again, not now. When he
cried, the bandage got wet and his eyes stung, and fuck if
he was going to ask the band’s manager Dean Summers to come in and
change the wrappings for him again.
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