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      “Get out, get out!”

      Colton simply stood there, flabbergasted. His girlfriend of four years had just cheated on him, and yet, now she was the one upset, grabbing clothes from the drawers and throwing them across the room. Half of the stuff wasn’t even his.

      A heaping pile had collected in his arms when he said, “how could you do this, Anita?”

      She turned, face flushed with red as anger burned through her entire body. “You’re useless. All you do is go to that boring job you have, go home, watch television, and go to bed. You have,” she counted on her fingers, “zero hobbies. You never spend time with me. We only go out once or twice a month. “ Her chest heaved when she was done, and she raised her palms to the ceiling in a dramatic shrug. “I don’t know what you expected!”

      “So, you cheated on me because I’m boring?” His tone wasn’t angry, but rather hurt and frustrated. He was beyond the stage of anger. That had come when he decided to surprise his girlfriend by bringing her flowers after work and found another man in her bed. It had escalated when she didn’t even deny it, telling him she hadn’t been trying to hide it. Now he was simply defeated. “Did our relationship mean nothing to you?”

      “I cheated on you.” She inhaled deeply, closing her eyes to compose herself. She wanted it to be over, but she didn’t want to turn the conversation into something it didn’t have to be. “I cheated on you because I need something different, Colton. I need someone who will actually pay attention.”

      “I see,” he said, shifting his weight to grab a pair of his pants up off the floor.

      “Even now!” she screamed, temper rising once again. “You’re simply admitting defeat. You’re so useless that you don’t even fight for your own girlfriend!”

      Colton didn’t say anything. The thing was, he was too stunned to speak. He wanted to beg, wanted to plead with her to stay. He wanted to tell her to get rid of the other man and stay with him because he’d change for her. In his mind, he loved her completely and honestly. But he couldn’t bring his mouth to move and form the words.

      “Get out of my house,” she hissed, throwing a pair of his shoes atop the pile in his arms.

      He turned and left the bedroom. He thought that maybe he would come back later when she’d calmed down and become more rational. When she realized that she needed him and his secure office job to continue paying off her mortgage.

      A young, blonde-haired man sat in the living room without his shirt, one leg crossed over the other. “Bad luck, man,” he said, reaching his hand into a bag of Colton’s chips, pulling one out and popping it into his mouth. “She’s quite the catch. You guys done?”

      “Yeah,” Colton said absentmindedly. He was still focused on the fact that this man was sitting on the couch that he had purchased, that he had sat on so many times. Anita had chosen this man over him, and that fact stung.

      “Look, I didn’t know she had a man. I mean, I knew since your clothes are here, but we’re just casual. Thought you knew.”

      Colton stared at this man, not taking in much of what he said, and left without another word. His car was still in the driveway, so he threw everything into the back seat and climbed into the front. He sat there for a while, gripping the steering wheel and resting his forehead against his knuckles. No tears slipped from his eyes yet, but they threatened to with every exhale.

      He continued to sit there until Anita came running out of the house. She burst through the front door, screaming incoherently and shooing him with her hands until he turned on the car and backed it out of the driveway.

      Colton drove for a while, no aim or direction in his mind. He simply drove, turning when the road ended or when he felt the urge to. He wasn’t even sure where he was anymore. The roads and buildings had started to become unfamiliar long ago.

      He wouldn’t have stopped driving at all if it weren’t for the fact that his gas gauge was soon down to nearly zero.

      He pulled into a gas station, still on the edge of breaking. Barely registering anything around him, he felt numb. While he pumped the gas, he couldn’t hear the traffic or the people or the person a lane over asking him what to do if the button won’t work. In fact, he didn’t notice anything at all until he went inside, paid, and was on his way back out to his car.

      There was an antique store across the street, one he hadn’t noticed while pulling into the station. He felt drawn to go inside and look around. Perhaps he’d find something old to spend his money on that he could destroy and feel good about himself again. He’d never had destructive tendencies before, but something about how he felt was drawing him toward that outlet.

      Colton got back into his car, but only for a moment until he crossed the empty street and made his way into the plaza’s parking lot. He knew his small red Toyota wouldn’t be able to handle a table or anything large, but perhaps a vase, a chair, or even a very large picture frame. His palms became sweaty. He’d never been so impulsive before, and it felt good to walk into a store with no idea what he would come out with. Was this what Anita meant when she’d told him she needed something different?

      He could be different. He would be different, for her.

      He entered the store, the bell ringing loudly overhead. Inside, furniture lined the walls. Aisles were created out of chairs, tables, and other pieces of furniture that looked decades or centuries old. There were some bare spots — though not many — that indicated where a piece had been recently moved or bought.

      “Can I help you with anything?” A man’s voice asked, clear as the bell from before. He wore a blue plaid shirt and jeans, his long white beard coming down just past his collarbone. His eyes were wide and kind, staring at Colton with a wide, toothy smile.

      “Uh, no. Just browsing,” Colton replied, hardly recognizing the scratchy, near-incoherent voice that came out. The old man seemed to have understood, because he nodded and returned to reading the newspaper before him.

      Colton wandered around for a while, but nothing immediately caught his eye. He saw the sentimental value in everything. He couldn’t break hundred-year-old China that had been hand-crafted. He couldn’t stand the thought of even touching the wooden children’s toys.

      He was about to give up and go home, thinking he might stop at a thrift store instead. But then, his eyes caught something. Something beautiful that he could never think to destroy. Something to give him purpose. A piano. A hobby.

      He walked over to the large, solid black grand piano. It looked — unlike the rest of the store — like nobody had bothered to dust it in months. Cobwebs hung off it in thick strings. He touched his finger to one of the notes, and it rang out in tune.

      “The old owners took great care of it. Never played it, though.” Colton jumped. He hadn’t heard the owner walk up behind him.

      His heart beating out of his chest, he managed to ask, “how come?”

      “Lady said it was haunted. Honestly? I believe her.” The man went to reach out a finger to touch the wood, but thought better of it and retracted his hand. “I can hear it playing sometimes when the store is empty.”

      “Maybe it’s not empty, then?” He never was a skeptic, and Colton knew when, sometimes, the most obvious answer was the right one. “Kids have their own version of fun.”

      “Look,” the store owner said, backing up a few too-casual steps. “Take it if you want. But don’t say I didn’t warn you.”

      “How much?” Colton asked without hesitation. If this shop owner was so ready to be rid of it, perhaps he could get a pretty good deal.

      “You got a truck?” he asked, shoving wrinkled hands into the pockets of his jeans.

      Colton shook his head. “Just my hatchback.”

      “I’ll charge you for delivery only. My son can be here in fifteen minutes, tops. He’ll load it into his pickup and follow behind to your house. Fair?”

      Colton nodded, and the man stated his price. It was laughably cheap, not nearly enough what it was worth. The piano had to be a hundred and fifty years old just by looking at the structure of it. If he had been in his right state of mind, he might have been thrown off by the ridiculous price the owner had set. He might have thought twice before purchasing something thought to be haunted.

      After paying at the counter, Colton waited patiently for the owner’s son to arrive. Internally, the store owner was celebrating the sale of this piano after three years of it sitting in his store, collecting dust. If he had known it would cause this much trouble, he wouldn’t have bothered purchasing it from that panicked lady in the first place.

      Colton walked over to the piano and sat at the bench that came with the piece. He ran his hands along the keys, taking a deep breath into his lungs. He touched the same key as before, and then hit another, lower note. His fingers splayed over the keys, waiting for his instruction.

      “You play?” A younger male voice asked.

      Colton turned around to see who he assumed to be the owner’s son, standing there with one of his friends right next to him.

      “Oh, not really,” Colton said, standing up and wiping his sweaty palms on his pants. “I played a bit as a kid, but nothing really stuck.”

      “Well, good luck,” the kid said, and he and his friend stepped forward to pick up the piano. “I’ve heard it playing at night. It’s something freaky; I’ll tell you that much.”

      The two of them managed to maneuver the piano onto the back of the pickup with little difficulty. Colton felt once again useless as he stood there, watching but of no help at all. Anita’s hateful words flooded back to him, but he shook them from his head. He would show her that he had talent, that he wasn’t useless in the slightest. Who knew if he had some sort of hidden aptitude for it now that he was older, mature, and disciplined?

      Colton led the men to his house, where he was determined to figure out a way to get his Anita back.
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