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Chapter 1
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​​I lifted my head. I wasn’t exactly in a ditch, but more like the shoulder of a highway. Cars zoomed dangerously close, unaware that I was in the weeds. It would only take a slight drift of the wheel for someone to run over me unknowingly. The ground dropped to my side, and I saw a shiny pile of metal at the bottom. Is that my bike? I don’t think it is my bike. Maybe it is. Oh, the pain.

And then I saw her. 

Legs and arms poking through the twisted metal.

Deidre!

My best friend in the entire world.

We must have gone on a bike ride together. I have to save her. Suddenly, my hip felt like a blacksmith was twisting and reforming it into a pretzel. I screamed in agony until the pain let up for a moment.

I tried to sit up, but the pain started again, fastening me to the ground.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhh,” I screamed as toxic smoke from burning rubber entered my lungs and sent me into a fit of coughing.

“Deidre, Deidre.”

Slam. A truck door closed, and I turned to look at it.

The yellow truck.

It was behind me; if I cranked my neck, I could see it. Excruciating pain gripped my neck muscles as I twisted to watch the truck. I couldn’t see the driver on the other side of the cab, but I could see his boots underneath.

The boots stood there, not moving. What was the hesitation?

Do something. Come find me!

Finally, they walked to the front of the truck, revealing a colossal man.

And then it happened. My memory replayed images of the yellow truck slamming into us.

He ran us over!

The mindless goon towered there, surely taller than six feet. And what was he, four hundred pounds? He could have been a Yeti with his heft and scraggly beard. Pure stupidity etched his face as his left eye twitched and his hands shook. He struggled to stay upright as his feet tripped and swayed. He ran his hand up his face and looked at me as if I had caused this. I forced myself to watch despite my mind dragging me into the darkness.

Is he drunk?

Of course, he is drunk. That is why he hit us.

He tripped as he came to my side. 

“I’m, I’m, I’m so sorry. I didn’t see you there.” 

“Not me...” I forced out a shout —half panicked, half ecstatic before I lost control of my thoughts. I turned my head and pointed toward the ditch. Diedre needed him worse.

The boozer turned and splashed water from the puddle into my face, sending a shocking chill across me. He looked at Diedre, swayed back and forth, stumbled, tripped over his boot, and tumbled down the ditch. Little rocks shot from his feet and bounced off Deidre’s body.

He rolled fast, clawing at the ground and yelling as his massive body somersaulted directly on top of Deidre. 

Bang. The sickening sound of colliding bodies. 

“Get...off!” I choked out. 

I tried to move toward Diedre but only embedded pebbles into my wounds. He’s killing her. I chucked a few rocks but didn’t come close to hitting him. 

Diedre.

Everything went dark.

***
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The wailing of the ambulance echoed in my head and throbbed in my ears. At least it will be here soon to rescue Deidre.

My body bounced. I rose slightly, then landed on something soft. Had someone moved me into a car? I tried to open my eyes, ripping through concrete that cemented them closed. They stung, and I blinked several times. My body didn’t seem as cold; was it dry?

A strange face looked down at me. At least it wasn’t the drunk driver. 

“Where?” Was all I managed to ask.

“It is going to be okay,” he said, running a rubbery glove over my face.

An EMT!

The shrill siren pounded inside my head, reverberating off my brain.

Oh. I am in the ambulance.

I tried to look past the EMT to see if Diedre was okay. 

“Where...Deidre?” I asked. The words seared my throat, and I mumbled through my oxygen mask.

The EMT glanced away. Did he hear me, or was he avoiding my question? Talk to me. Don’t ignore me! I need to know. 

My breathing increased while my shoulders raised and tightened with each breath, and my nerves wanted to scream from the lack of answers and the high-pitched squeal that intensified everything.

Calm down. Calm down. He doesn’t understand you through the mask.

The EMT picked up my fanny pack and looked through it.

“Is your name Stacey Olson?” Came the humble whisper of a broken man.

“Yes.”

“Where?” I asked, feeling a disconnect from my mouth. “Diedre?” Speaking seemed difficult as my spirit floated around the back of the ambulance, only tethered to my body by an unseen spiritual chord. I would start to forget everything, almost drift away, and then my brain would drag me back.

Our eyes met, and we connected. I couldn’t mistake the tears that came to him as he turned his back on me. He had seen something horrific, which played on the ghostly-sick expression in his eyes and face.

***
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How does one get over losing their best friend? I didn’t get to tell Diedre goodbye. One second, we were riding bicycles together, and the next, I learned she was dead. They refused to release me from the hospital to attend her funeral, which worsened everything, compounding the pain and raking it across the coals of Hell.

“She is my best friend. I have to go!”

“I am sorry, Ms. Olson, your recovery is of the utmost importance.” The doctor said without looking at me. He didn’t care about me at all. I was just another patient, another number to him. He still wore his cycling outfit, not even taking the time to slip on a doctor’s coat. The machines hummed as he scribbled something into his notebook, and then he looked at me for the first time. He scratched his spandex shorts as if I got between him and the open road.

“I have to go to her funeral.” I tried again.

“I will call the social worker in.” And like that, he left for an adventure, leaving the social worker to contain me with her words and the tubes that shackled me to the machines.

I hope you don’t get hit by a yellow truck during your ride.

After the funeral, some friends wheeled my bed into the hospital chapel, where we held a vigil for Deidre. Considering my condition, I gave her the best tribute I could, but she deserved so much more from me. I could have sung her a hymn that reached the heavens or given an eloquent tribute to her life. Anything would have been better than the piddly remembrance I uttered. It did help ease a little pain, but I felt ripped off, and I am sure Heavenly-Diedre did as well. 

“I hope this helps,” a friend said, wheeling me out of the chapel. For a moment, an expression of sadness crossed her face, and then she forced a smile at me. I looked up as the ceiling flashed by. 

Clang. Clank. Clang. The wheels rumbled under my bed as she rolled me, needing a generous coat of oil.

“Not really.” I shrugged and adjusted the hospital gown. My friend Amy had brought me a dress, but it had been too difficult to get on with all the tubes, wires, and bandages. The stupid gown kept flapping open, and I am sure I flashed my friends a few times.

After the longest three months of my life, I left the hospital and returned to the apartment I had shared with Deidre, the one we had moved into after high school graduation. 

“We are real adults,” Deidre had said when she stuck the key into our apartment the very first time. I remembered the fluttering like kites in our stomachs as we moved in together. We had planned to be besties for life.

Hot tears rolled down my cheeks as my fingers stiffened as I stuck my key in. I could see in my mind Diedre opening the apartment for us. 

Amy touched the back of my arm. “Are you sure I can’t come in with you? I don’t think you should be alone right now.” She stepped toward me, then back, giving me space.

“I need to be alone,” I said. I opened the door, and the smell of a neglected home blasted me.

I hobbled in and found the ghosts of a perfect life there to haunt me. I crumbled to the floor and rolled into a ball, the carpet burning me on the cheek. I held both hands to my chest to keep my heart from stopping.

I knew it would be hard returning without her, but I hadn’t anticipated how every square inch of the apartment screamed at me, declaring Deidre’s name. I puked when I saw her mug still sitting on the table from the morning of our accident.

About five months later, I finally forced myself to look at the photo album we shared. I sat on the cheap recliner I had to buy when Diedre’s parents took her couch. What did they need with the sofa? They could have left it for me.

I opened the book and smiled as Diedre, and I stood at our preschool graduation, buckteeth jetting out. Our arms draped over one another with our huge smiles and graduation certificates in opposite hands. 

“Hi, I’m Diedre. Want to be my best friend?” That was how she introduced herself to me, and instantly, we were soul sisters. 

“Oh, Diedre, how can I do this without you? We had so many plans. I was never meant to go through life without you.” I traced the picture of Diedre holding up her driver’s license on her sixteenth birthday.

Pound, pound, pound. The unexpected knock startled me, as my heart seemed to jolt in my chest.

I gasped when I opened the door to Deidre’s widowed boyfriend, Kevin. He had always reminded me of Gumby, with his awkward lengthiness. His hair looked greasier than usual, and he had large black bags under his eyes that looked worse than mine. With his unshaven face and musky-goat-odor, I could tell he had let himself go. Having him at the apartment made it seem like Diedre was still there.

I flung myself into his arms and bawled as we both mourned Deidre.
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Chapter 2​
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“Happy birthday to you, cha cha cha. Happy birthday to you, cha cha cha. Happy birthday, dear mommieeeeeeeee. Happy birthday to you!” 

Screeching woke me, and I opened my eyes to my little children proudly presenting the world’s most sloppy birthday cake. I resisted the urge to cover my ears and block their shrieking. I forced a smile on my face as they finished my birthday song. 

If you want to get me a real present, get me a new Lazy Boy for my birthday. The spring in the crappy recliner drilled into my butt. I had gotten that piece of junk at the thrift store after Deidre died, and it was old and worn then. Now, it could hardly be called a chair, just an uncomfortable ball of springs and tattered material.

“We baked it and frosted it ourselves,” Lil’ Dee said with a wide grin that smooshed her chubby cheeks into her eyes. I loved those cheeks, always so fat and round, the hallmark of innocence. Ben stood with his huge smile, showing a large hole where his four front teeth used to be. His face shone as bright as the North Star whenever he served others.

Pink frosting slipped off the cake and onto the armrest.

“Mommy is so proud of you two!” I lied as they danced to my compliment. All I could think about was the mess.

“Blow the candles, mommy, blow the candles,” Ben said, trying to help.

Our breath mixed as the three of us blew.

“How old are you, mommy?” Lil’ Dee asked, moving a strand of strawberry-blonde hair out of her face and streaking pink frosting over her freckles like a beauty mask. 

Sigh. The pink frosting overtook the living room.

“I am twenty-two.” I pulled the neck of my shirt up to my nose to hide my smile.

Kevin coughed loudly. “In your dreams. Honey, your mom is thirty-one, just like me. He smiled as he stood to the side of the chair. 

I gritted my teeth. I hated being in my thirties. 

“Boom!” Tympanic thunder rattled the windows, and I cowered into the recliner. One day, a storm would topple the trailer. I just knew it —maybe that would be a good thing. Then we could move into a tent in the woods.

“That was cool,” Ben yelled as he and Lil’ Dee dropped the cake in my lap and moved to the light show at the window. I remembered when storms mesmerized me as well, but I couldn’t relax in a tinfoil house.

Ping. Ping. Three pans in the kitchen caught the dripping water from the ceiling.

Kevin stuck his finger in the frosting and sucked it off.

“Yum.” He slurped off more frosting. “I am sorry I didn’t get you a gift,” Kevins said, wiping his finger on his shirt.

“I am not surprised. You rarely think of me.” I made no effort to hide my hurt.

“Doug says happy birthday,” Kevin said, trying to change the subject.

“Not a chance. Your brother hates me. The only gift he would leave me would be a sack of burning dog crap on the porch.” I clenched my jaw and looked at the bright lights flashing outside the window. With all the shaking of the trailer, it was a wonder that the thin windows didn’t shatter.

The wind howled, and Kevin put his arm on my shoulder. “I had something in mind. I just never found the time to get to it.” He avoided looking at me.

It was the same every birthday, Christmas, and Mother’s Day. Despite how lovely I always made it for him, he hardly put any thought into my special days.

“Do you want me to go and get you something?”

“Do you even have to ask? Of course, I want to be remembered.” I pushed the cake into his hands. Maybe the kids would forget about it, and I wouldn’t be forced to eat the sloppy cake.

Another burst of thunder swayed the trailer, and the kids shrieked and clapped their hands. Kevin slowly grabbed his coat from the closet, kissed me, and headed out the door, probably hoping I would say, “It’s so stormy outside. Stay home. Your love is enough.”

Not a chance. He owed me.

His nasty BO lingered on my cheek. Why doesn’t Kevin bathe more?

As the kids continued to watch the lightning storm, I drifted back to sleep when the banging on the door woke me up.

Bang. Bang. Bang.

“I need some help here; your dad is getting soaked,” my mom’s high-pitched screaming alarmed me.

I flung open the front door and saw Dad slumped in his wheelchair at the bottom of the steps, with the rain drenching every inch of him. He looked like a wet dog, his thin white hair clinging to his head.

Mom tried to use her emaciated body as an umbrella over Dad. It did nothing as rain slipped past her bone-thin frame. When had Mom wasted away like this? Why do my parents have to get old? Now shivering and wet, I made my way to Dad, who looked like a rat trapped in a swimming pool.

“Where is Kevin? We need his help?” Mom’s dentures chattered in her mouth

—my poor parents.

“He ran to the store. You are early.”

“We can’t miss your birthday party. Are you strong enough to get Dad up the steps?” Mom looked a hundred years old as she stood there, frail and helpless.

Despite how skinny and weak Kevin was, he always pulled Dad into the house. Why did you guys come so early? Now, you will blame us when you both catch pneumonia and die.

“Let’s work together.” I didn’t want Mom helping since this might break her, but what choice did we have? I couldn’t get Dad in by myself nor leave him out in the cold rain. If I had known my parents were coming early, I would have never sent Kevin out. 

I stood behind my dad’s wheelchair and kissed him on his cold, chapped cheek as I slipped my arms under his armpits. Water dripped down my forehead and into my eyes.

“Mom, get in front and pull Dad up by his arms. I will push him by his back and lead him up the steps.”

We took our positions as Mom pulled and I pushed, forcing Dad onto his wobbly legs. It was hard to support Dad since the wheelchair was stuck between us. I had to move it without dropping Dad. 

Mom kept pulling him up the first step as I worked on pushing the wheelchair out of the way. Dad’s legs violently shook as he tried to stand. I used one hand to hold Dad as the other moved the chair to the side. I did a horrible job of balancing as Dad slipped from my hold. He slumped downward as Mom tried to yank him up with his arms. 

“Ahh!” Dad screamed, his face twisting into a grimace.

I tried to move around the chair but tripped into Dad’s body, forcing Dad into Mom. They collided.

Thud. Mom’s head slammed into the cement step.

“Get off, get off, get off!” Mom screamed as Dad’s weight creamed into her.

The kids ran to see their grandparents collapsed together on the cement step. Mom’s teeth lay in a puddle of water next to her hip.

I tried to lift Dad off Mom but couldn’t get him to budge. “Help me,” I screamed at the kids. Ben came to my side while Lil’ Dee rescued Grandma’s teeth and put them in her pocket.

All three of us pulled, but still no luck. We pulled again, getting nowhere. We tried rocking Dad’s large body back and forth; we finally rolled him off Mom. 

Slowly, Mom stood as bright blood ran down her face. She gasped when she saw Dad still dumped on the stairs. Despite her bleeding head, she bent down, and the four of us dragged Dad into the trailer. Mom looked like she had come out of a war with blood all over her face and clothes.

Once inside, we dropped Dad on the sofa, panting as we stood beside him. I didn’t like how his skin had a tinge of blue around the lips and fingers. 

“I don’t think we can come over here again unless you get a ramp,” Mom said as she placed an ice pack on her bruised head and sat beside Dad. I brought out a tattered blanket that had been a wedding present and draped it over Mom and Dad.

I had failed them. A whirlwind of sadness moved around inside me. I looked around the shambles I called home. What a pathetic life!

“I’m sorry, I am so sorry.”

“Let it go, Honey. Let’s not ruin your birthday. How about I get the lamb started?”

My eyes bulged out, “You brought lamb?” A small wave of joy entered me.

“Only the best for my birthday, girl.” Mom wanted to make my birthday special, knowing I had little in life and that I had been deeply depressed for a while. Maybe a lovely birthday celebration could raise my spirits.

Mom jumped up, still bleeding.

“Mom, you are hurt. I can cook the lamb.”

“Nonsense, it’s your birthday. I’ve got it—if you could get me a Band-Aid. That would be nice.”

I shrugged. “We don’t have any.”

Mom smiled at me as she used a rag to sop up the blood. “No problem. Stacey, I want you to have a nice birthday. Sit down. Please let me cook for you.”

I sat. “Just remember to put the chair in front of the oven door. It doesn’t close very well.”

Mom busied herself in the kitchen while we listlessly watched TV, the sounds of cooking mixed with a blaring TV.

Kevin returned home and joined our boring pastime. His stink took over the small trailer. Why doesn’t he bathe more? I hoped Mom didn’t smell him. 

Finally, Mom put the food in the oven and joined our dazed group of TV-watching zombies.

Suddenly, an interesting smell snapped me out of my trance.

Is that burning hair?

I lifted my eyes and saw smoke billowing out of the oven.

Ben saw it at the same time and screamed, “Fire!”

Why on my birthday?

Everyone but Dad ran into the kitchen. We looked into the slightly opened oven door. 

“Ahh!” I screamed. “Mom, you forgot to put the chair in front of the oven door!”

An enormous rat sizzled atop the lamb as its back pushed into the cooking element, fire blackening its fur and skin.

I ran to the sink and puked as Lil’ Dee screamed like one of the victims in a horror show.

The color in Mom’s face drained. She had paid good money for the lamb, and now it was utterly defiled. 

“Cool,” Ben said.

“All, be,” Kevin laughed, flashing teeth as yellow as the rat’s. And to think, I kiss him. Kevin used a BBQ fork to pull the rat out, and then he and Ben examined it. 

“Can I poke its eyeballs?”

“Sure thing.”

When they finished dissecting it, father and son paraded the vermin around the puny house like a trophy. I dropped into the recliner and bawled.

Mom came to my side and said, “Henry, don’t let the cauliflower drop to the ocean.”

I wiped my tears and looked at her. “Mom?”

“Rab, rab, rab, rab. Don’t do it. Run to the gutter.” Half of mom’s face didn’t move.

“Mom?”

“Oh, my head hurts, hurts like cheese in the shoe.” Her voice slurred as if her tongue was stuck in a trap.

“Kevin, call 911. I think Mom is having a stroke!”
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Chapter 3​​
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“Wake up,” Kevin shook me until my eyes opened. I felt my heart bang against my chest as I breathed rapidly.

“You were having another nightmare,” Kevin said. “I think you have had a nightmare. Every. Single. Night.” The yellow light from the alarm clock accentuated the dark bags under Kevin’s eyes. 

Since Mom had died six months earlier, I seemed to have a nightmare about her, Diedre, or Dad. 

My train of thought switched. “Do you think mom will forgive me? —bless her soul.” 

Kevin’s forehead wrinkled. “For what?”

“For putting Dad in the nursing home. I tried to care for him, Kevin, I did.” My voice tightened, and I couldn’t stop the tears. I had failed my parents. Kevin looked at the clock and rubbed the back of his hand on his head. I could tell he wanted me to shut up and let him go back to sleep. Darkness gripped my soul as I failed my husband.

First Diedre. Mom. Dad. Now Kevin. I ain’t worth anything. 

“I am worthless,” I spoke my sorrow out loud.

Kevin hugged me close to him. 

“You are working too hard with the PTA and remodeling your parent’s home. Take a break.”

He was right, but I seemed possessed as I used the money from selling our trailer to fix the outdated house. It was nice to have a decent home, and the kids liked having their own room, but I think my project was more to distract me from the tar monster of disappointment and depression that had moved into my soul.

The following afternoon, I sat at the computer and opened Kevin’s online journal.

“Stacey has moved into another funk again. Here we go again. Her playing the victim. I know that she still misses her Deidre, but she holds to it like a crutch, and I am tired of her using it as an excuse to her unhappy life-”

***
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I sat on the porch swing under the covered patio and looked through the mail. The rain lightly sprinkled in the yard, and a chill settled over me, so I pulled the blanket tighter. As I flipped through the junk mail, the letter in the yellow envelope made my heart stop. 

It was addressed to me, by me, and in my handwriting. I ripped it open.

Dear Stacey (me)

Hey future me how’re things going? They are awesome here. Can you believe it is me? I am here right now in Mr. Rittle’s 10 grade English class talking to my future self. So self how are you doing? I am doing really well. Joe is my boyfriend. I love him I love him I love him! We are going to get married as soon as I turn eighteen. Deidre is still my best friend. She is going to marry Mike. He is Joe’s best friend. We are going to buy a house in Newport, and all live together forever!

...Ok in order to get full credit for this assignment I have to follow Mr. Rittle’s rubric:

1. When I grow up I want to be a marine biologist.

2. I will never let drugs get in the way of my dreams

3. I live in Corvallis, Oregon, right now. When I grow up, I will live in Newport.

4. When I grow up, I am going to be a marine biologist and make lots and lots of money.

5. Science is my favorite subject.

6. Social studies SUCKS!

Mr. Rittle says you will get this letter in 15 years. 

So when you read this, you will be either 31 or 32. I can’t wait to see how you turn out.

Love,

Me, myself, and you.

P.S Hi! Stacey, this is Deidre, love you. See you in fifteen years. 

.

I stared at the letter as the memory of its existence flooded back to me. I remember sitting in Mr. Rittle’s 10th-grade English class when he gave us the assignment to write our future selves. 

“I promise in fifteen years, I will send your letters to your current home addresses, hoping most of your parents will still be there to pass the letter on to you.”

I reread the letter. When I reached the last line, a chill ran up my spine. There was Deidre’s handwriting. I could remember Deidre signing it.

I reread the letter, remembering all my hopes from fifteen years ago. I had a bright, optimistic view of the world, naively believing I could be anything I wanted to be. How wrong I had been. Not one of my wishes had turned out. I wasn’t a marine biologist, nor did I marry Joe, thank goodness. He was a boyfriend I had for two weeks. I wasn’t living in Newport. The worst part, Deidre was dead. 

Dark shadows moved out of the envelope and into my heart. “I have failed at all my dreams.”

“Mommy,” I heard Ben hollar as he ran up the sidewalk with Lil’ Dee and the neighbor girl Kara.

I looked at my watch. Where had the time gone? The kids can’t be home from school already.

“Are we ready? Are we ready?” Ben asked as he swung his backpack in front of his body.

Oh yeah, I had promised to take them to the fair today.

“As soon as your dad gets home, we can leave.” I turned to the neighbor girl, “Kara, will you tell your mom we will be ready to go in about fifteen minutes?” I ruffled the top of Kara’s head.

“Yippeeee!” Kara squealed as she ran next door. 

***
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“Do you think we will find anything mysterious or cool?” Columbia, Kara’s mom, asked. 

I looked past her at the Navajo tacos, calling my name. I already have. 

“All I care about is that I get something good to eat,” Kevin said as his eyes widened and drool dribbled down his chin like Pavlo’s dog.

“Can I have a churro?” Lil’ Dee asked, trying to let go of my hand. All I could see was a sea of bodies. The mommy panic button activated within me as I squeezed her hand tighter. 

“Stay close. I don’t want to lose you.”

Ben tugged at my other hand. “Can we please let us go to the children’s stage?” He stuck out his lip. I could hardly resist his pull on me. People pushed around us like a massive salmon migration, threatening to pull us along in the current.

Kara joined in, “Please.”

I turned to Columbia and shrugged, hoping she would play the heavy and tell them no.

“I think it’s a good idea,” she said.

“Yippee!” Kara called out and pulled Lil’ Dee away from me.

As I watched Lil’ Dee leave, I felt sick, as if I would never see her again. Mom and Deidre’s deaths had played games with my mind, and I suffered intense separation anxiety so severe at times that I often felt I was having a heart attack. I shook my head, trying to rely on my therapist’s teachings to trust more and not let the fear best me. I held my breath and counted to twenty. It didn’t work.

“Will you go with them?” I asked Kevin.

“Of course. Why don’t you do some shopping with your friend.”

“Are you sure?”

Kevin patted my butt. “Yes, you could use a break.” I hated it when he swatted me in public. It felt demeaning. 

I trailed behind Columbia as she went from one tent to the next, always trying on a handbag or scarf. 

So boring.

I wanted to buy some food or do something else. I hate shopping. “Perhaps we could look at 4H exhibits.”

Columbia ignored me as she flung a purple and black purse over her shoulder.

I said, “This is the first year that I have come to the fair without my parents. Every year since I was a baby, they took me here. I was tempted to pick up Dad from the nursing home, but I didn’t want to be bothered with pushing his wheelchair all day. Was that selfish of me? Dad would have wanted to see the livestock barns.”

“No, that was fine. Didn’t you say he has a poor memory anyway?” Columbia’s words gave me false comfort, but I could erase the thought of Dad sitting alone in his room at the nursing home while I enjoyed the fair.

“Dementia, yeah, you are probably right. He would most likely complain the whole time. Who needs that? However, I miss having Mom here because she would have loved it.”

“Your mom was a wonderful neighbor. We were sad when she died.” Columbia paused in reverence. “We hated losing your parents as neighbors but were super happy when you moved in.” I had been friends with Columbia since she and her husband bought the neighboring house eight years earlier. The only good thing about putting Dad in the nursing home was moving into his house. Our family seemed to relax and get along better as we had room to spread out. But then, I felt remorse for enjoying Mom’s house while she lay in the grave.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Be careful what you wish for...

STEFHANIE DAIFCH





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





