
        
            
                
            
        

    
	

	The Snaccident

	By Holly Day

	Published by JMS Books LLC

	Visit jms-books.com for more information.

	Copyright 2024 Holly Day

	ISBN 9781685506858

	* * * *

	Cover Design: Written Ink Designs | written-ink.com

	Image(s) used under a Standard Royalty-Free License.

	All rights reserved.

	WARNING: This book is not transferable. It is for your own personal use. If it is sold, shared, or given away, it is an infringement of the copyright of this work and violators will be prosecuted to the fullest extent of the law.

	No portion of this book may be transmitted or reproduced in any form, or by any means, without permission in writing from the publisher, with the exception of brief excerpts used for the purposes of review.

	This book is for ADULT AUDIENCES ONLY. It may contain sexually explicit scenes and graphic language which might be considered offensive by some readers. Please store your files where they cannot be accessed by minors.

	This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are solely the product of the author's imagination and/or are used fictitiously, though reference may be made to actual historical events or existing locations. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

	Published in the United States of America.

	* * * *

	Thank you to Gabi Cervenka and Leonie Duncan!

	I wrote The Snaccident for National Snack Day, which is celebrated annually on March 4th. Who doesn't like a snack? The word snack has been around in the US vocabulary since the 15th century. National Snack Day has only been around since 2015, but it hardly matters. Grab some snacks and let's dive in!

	* * * *

	The Snaccident

	By Holly Day

	


Chapter 1

	Timothy Rose stared at his half-packed suitcase while clutching the phone. "No."

	"Come on, Tim. He's my best friend, and it's only for a few hours."

	The best friend was Rush Evans, who was a giant pain in the ass and a manwhore. "No."

	"Tim! He's my best man; I need him here."

	"Then he shouldn't have gotten his car blown up." Timothy had no idea if his car had blown up, but it sounded like a Rush thing to do.

	"You heard, huh?"

	No, he hadn't, and he hoped his sigh told Nico he didn't want any details. Rush was pathetic. He was thirty-seven but lived as if he was seventeen. Getting your car blown up wasn't something responsible adults did.

	"Tim."

	He hated when Nico spoke in the tone he did now. It meant Timothy would give in any second, and he didn't want to.

	"Please."

	"No."

	Nico sighed. "Come on, Tim. You're the only one left in town. Everyone else left days ago."

	"Rush is still here."

	"Yeah, that's the problem! Idiot was gonna do a job--" Timothy bit the inside of his cheek. He didn't know what kind of job. It was best not knowing what kind of jobs Nico and Rush were doing. "--but it went wrong, and he had to hide, and then they found him, and...Now he doesn't have a car. I need you to pick him up. Please, Tim. I'll make it up to you."

	"Make it up to me?" There was nothing Nico could do to make it up to him. He lived a quiet, safe life far away from Nico and Rush's adventures.

	"Yes, anything. Please. You're my favorite brother, and he's my best friend. I want you both here on my wedding day."

	"I'm your only brother."

	"My favorite."

	Timothy huffed. "I can't. He'll be in my space, and I'm already freaking out about being around so many people at the wedding." He reached for a green grape from a bowl he'd placed on the bedside table when he'd started packing. Snacks helped his control.

	Being hypersensitive was exhausting.

	Only psychic families lived in Foolshope. It was how it had always been, and Timothy having moved into Ulledo didn't change where he came from. It was only a twenty-five-minute drive, but it created some distance from his family and their friends. Timothy didn't do friends. Friends encroached on his space.

	This ratty apartment was his safe haven. No one ever came here, and he could create an illusion of being happy and content. Here no one cared if he was hypersensitive--since no one was here but him. He didn't need to be covered in fabric from head to toe since he didn't risk accidentally touching anyone.

	Without thinking, he reached for a pair of black satin gloves, pinched the phone in place with his shoulder, and put them on. There. Safer.

	"It'll be fine. Only friends and family here."

	"And Olivia's friends and family." Timothy liked Olivia. She and Nico had been together for five years now, and while he still did a lot of stupid stuff, she had a calming effect on him. And Nico loved her. Anyone who'd ever watched him when Olivia was around could tell. Some days Timothy dreamed about having someone look at him the way Nico looked at Olivia.

	"Yeah, but they're cool. No one will touch you."

	Timothy ate another grape. He needed more snacks. His defensive walls held better if he was snacked up. His body worked hard to keep the mental shield intact, and as soon as he ran low on energy, he took in people's emotions. If they were too close or too many nearby, he did anyway, but snacks and fabric helped him hold on to his self.

	Most empaths could take someone's hand, lower their shields, and get a read. Timothy, if not constantly working on keeping his shields up, would get a read simply by being in the same room as someone, and if he touched them, it was as if he didn't exist anymore. He got swept up in their emotions, and he hated it. He hated the lack of control, hated how hard he had to work simply to be able to walk down the street, and he hated how everyone looked at him as if he was a kid who had yet to master his powers. He worked harder on control than any of them had ever done, and it wasn't his fault he was this way.

	"Please. Pick Rush up and get your asses over here. I need you. Both of you."

	Timothy winced. "Nico--"

	"He won't touch you, Tim. You know he won't. He, if anyone, understands."

	An outraged snarl escaped him before he could stop it. Timothy was well aware Rush wouldn't touch him. He'd had a major crush on him growing up. All through his teenage years, he'd dreamed of touching Rush, kissing Rush, making love to Rush. But Rush always had someone. It never lasted more than a night or two, but he fucked anything that breathed--young, old, guy or girl, it didn't matter. If they had a pulse, Rush would stick his dick into them.

	Then one day when he'd been in his early twenties, Nico had talked him into coming to a party, and Rush had been there. Alone. After a couple of drinks, something Timothy seldom allowed himself since it shattered his control, he'd offered himself to Rush. Had wanted him so badly, his entire body had been a throbbing mess.

	Rush had snorted and walked away, and fifteen minutes later he'd been fucking a girl who'd been in Timothy's French class in the kitchen corner where everyone who wanted could see them.

	Timothy had left.

	"As someone without powers, he understands not fitting in."

	Timothy jumped at Nico's voice, shame burning hot on his cheeks as he came away from the memory. "What?"

	"Rush, he understands struggling with your skills."

	Timothy laughed a hollow laugh. "No, Nico, he doesn't understand shit. He doesn't have any powers. He doesn't understand being overwhelmed by them."

	Nico growled. "Perhaps not, but he understands being different and not fitting in. How do you think it is being a norm in a psychic community? Do you think people have been treating him kindly? His parents?"

	Rush's parents were idiots, but it did not make Rush understand the struggles Timothy faced. "Being born without powers in a psychic family isn't the same as being hypersensitive. He can live an ordinary life should he want to." Though that ship had most likely sailed considering how many jobs he and Nico had done through the years.

	Nico pulled in a deep breath. "I'm not saying it's the same thing. I only meant he understands not being normal."

	"Changes nothing." Timothy reached for another grape.

	"Just go get him, he's waiting!"

	"Fine! But if he fucks up the trip, it's gonna cost you."

	Silence stretched, then Nico spoke in a low voice. "Thank you, bro. I love you, both of you, and I want you here."

	Timothy rubbed his forehead, hating how his eyes started to burn. "We'll be there."

	* * * *

	Timothy's heart was thudding in his ears when he stopped the car by the sidewalk outside Rush's house in Foolshope. The square, white, one-story house was way cuter than anything Timothy had ever lived in and at odds with his image of Rush.

	Several people were moving around on the street, so Timothy stayed in the car. He was already on edge and didn't want to risk having to talk to anyone. Rush knew he was coming. Sooner or later, he'd peek out a window and see him there.

	While he waited, he reached into the glove compartment for a bag of cashews. He'd packed as many snacks as he could in there, different kinds, to help him live through the trip.

	When the passenger door was yanked open, he almost screamed. He hadn't seen Rush coming.
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