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“A bizarre accident near Port Cardinal Hospital resulted in the disappearance of twenty-two year old Eve Carlo; witnesses at the scene described the ordeal as disturbing, horrifying and downright confusing. One witness said one minute Mrs. Carlo was rolling into oncoming traffic in the driver’s seat. The next moment an unknown gentleman pulled her from the vehicle by breaking the driver windshield. As the two gathered on the side of the road witnesses stated everything seemed resolved although Mrs. Carlo seemed a little upset, which was when a red pickup truck came out of nowhere striking Mrs. Carlo she has not been seen since. Police and Fire Officials stated they think it’s possible she fell off the cliff, they are now dragging the waters to see if it is possible to recover the body of Eve Carlo.”

“We tried to reach out to Mrs. Carlo’s husband for any answers he could give to his wife’s disappearance he simply said ‘she’s not dead’ before speeding off in his vehicle.”

“Who was Eve Cardwell Carlo, The question many have come to ask themselves as the city prays for the family. We do not know much about her, we only can wish them all the best.”

“The family two days after the accident near Port Cardinal Hospital released these statements... ‘Eve was a girl full of life and hope. We will not mourn the loss of our beautiful Eve until she is found, we hold out hope that she is out there somewhere. We hope she knows how much she meant to her entire family, Eve we miss you.’ This was given to the news channel by her brother Gray Cardwell, very sweet words. Another statement was also given on behalf of her husband, I am told he is not up to talking or writing at this time, which is understandable, the family chose these words for Mr. Evan Carlo, she was his everything, his whole world she filled him with light, and simply he does not feel she is gone, it has been hard on Evan and he is holding onto everything they have once shared to pull him through this tough time, but like he always told his wife he will never stop loving her.”

“Evan, can I come in?” Journey asked from outside the bedroom, clutching a pot of tea. It was clear she was worried as she waited for some sort of sign that she could enter.

“What, what do you want?” Evan asked. He pulled himself up from the bed leaving the covers where they fell, his hair a mess his face rather dark and emotionless he looked like hell.

“I brought you some tea.” Journey said barely a sound escaping her lips; she wanted nothing but the best for him. She prayed every hour on the hour that they found me. She knew what it was doing and would continue to do to him.

“Journey like I told you every day since this screw up, I am not hungry or thirsty.” He said standing up and going to the window. He did this everyday repeatedly, hoping that he would see anything that gave him a sign that I was alive.

Journey let out a long sigh convincing herself she had to do the right thing; she couldn’t leave him in his bedroom to starve to death. She stood up straight and headed over to Evan, placing one small hand on his rather large bicep.

“I know that you are tough, but you still need to keep your strength, you need it for when you hear word, that way you can take off right?” She asked hoping he wouldn’t scream at her as he had done so many times before.

“Put it next to the bed, and please leave me alone. I know she’s alive it’s on a whole other level that I’m worried about. Who cares about news?” He uttered. 

He was trying his hardest to not believe all the hype, to not give in like my family and just say what made sense I was killed, that either the impact of the car or the long drop off the side of a cliff into half frozen water killed me. He believed more than anyone knew, he knew what they did not.

Kenny came into the room no fear or apprehension like Journey, he was well, his face still full of life. It almost seemed he was not bothered in the least at any of this crazy mess.

“How are you holding up bro?” He asked coming to stand next to Evan, as his gaze stayed on the window.

“I’m alright, besides the fact I left her here and took off. And I relied on you to keep her safe and you screwed that up. I should kill you.” He said shaking his head, not even looking in Kenny’s direction.

“She pushed me out of the way, she saw it coming. And I did my best to keep her safe. You don’t get what mind frame she was in, she was gone Evan.” Kenny said.

“That’s what I hear you say every time you come over here, why the hell are you here anyways, you lost all hope right?” Evan asked chuckling to himself, it amazed him how him and his brother could love the same person but feel so differently on so much about her.
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The news was right, I had been knocked off the cliff, and I had landed below. As I drifted along in the cold water, I could see them all. I saw Evan going out of his mind from the thought of losing me, I saw Kenny destroy just about everything in his path.

Life was pulled away simple as that, what once was no longer mattered. Life was sucked from me, not any life my life. And so it goes.....

––––––––
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Music played in the restaurant, a catchy tune. I stared down at my soup stirring it repeatedly, trying to convince myself to eat it. I really had no appetite.

“Is everything ok with your food?” The waiter asked giving me the most sympathetic look. I raised an eyebrow wondering why I deserved that type of look.

“I just don’t have much of an appetite, nothing against the food.” I said resting my spoon against the side of the bowl softly.

The waiter was around my age I thought now that I was looking at him, tall lanky, dark brown hair, and brown eyes with an energetic way about himself. He was good looking in his own right, one of those model types I assumed. Maybe making his way through life on photo shoots and tips from the restaurant. I did not know, nor was it that appealing to me to find out.

“Is there any reason why you have no appetite, are you from around here?” He asked coming closer to the table, his hands flipping his paper tablet back and forth, as he waited for a reply.

I took a long breath really trying to think of something to say that sounded normal, because the difference between what was normal and what I wanted to say were very different.

“What’s your name?” He asked before the first two questions were answered.

“My name is Gus.” Gus said nearly knocking the young guy over as he pushed into the booth along with Naomi. They both held amusement in their eyes as they watched this waiter; he started to look less assertive and lifelike. He gave me one last glance before turning quickly and walking away.

“I am going to say I think you are smart enough to keep your mouth shut, is that right?” He asked eyeing me from across the table. His large hands palms down, his face a small grin. I knew what he was ready to do, I blinked back all my anger and rage and nodded my head, my hair spilling into my eyes.

They made their way out of the booth, Naomi grabbing my arm her nails digging into my wrist as we walked to the door to exit the small restaurant.

We hit the night air with a quickness our feet all making noise on the concrete, the city commotions filling my head with sounds of life and what the world was like. I walked along not sure what was to come next or how I even got to where I was.

“Get in.” Gus bellowed his hand on the frame of the car door, a black Rolls Royce Phantom to be exact. I climbed in the back seat trying my best to steer clear of this Ct character that just gave me the creeps. He seemed to be a constant tag along to Gus and Naomi.

He leaned over me pulling my door shut, not saying a word to me as he did this. I crossed my arms holding on to myself for dear life. The car kicked into gear and we sailed away.

And we drove back to the house that was what seemed like miles out of the way, so many twists and turns, nothing but dirt roads after awhile. It was the only house on the road covered by trees and a huge brick wall of all things. No one probably knew it even existed; the house literally was ready for anything. Safer than a bomb shelter Gus always said when he was locking up for the night.

Gus held onto my arm following behind me as I headed up to the house, Ct scrambled out the car unlocking the big Iron Gate, it without noise flung open. They were not foolish at all; they knew everything they were doing at all times, no one like these people would ever miss a step. They were utterly skilled at all things. And if they were not they simply would kill you. Maybe I hadn’t seen it firsthand but I knew that they would no problem. I felt it at all times whenever I had to lay eyes upon any of them.

“Sit.” Gus instructed pushing me toward the couch; I let out a small sigh sitting as he wanted.

“I think we got a big storm coming our way.” Naomi said crossing her arms and dropping the drape. She turned toward us arms crossed, a look of disgust on her face.

“Go make sure the windows are all shut upstairs.” Gus told her nodding his head toward the staircase. He had to say things only once for anyone to listen to him. I was clever enough to pay attention to this in order to stay on his good side. There was nothing good about the side I was on but it was better then what it could have been.

Gus sat down across from me in the big overstuffed chair; his body dwarfing the chair. He was a large man larger than anyone I had ever seen. His hands were about four of mine put together, and his expressions were all chilling. His legs like giant tree trunks, his biceps were nothing to sneeze at either. He was nothing but pure intimidation.

“So tell me what you remember now.” He said breaking the quiet.

I looked up taking a quick glance at him before I spoke feeling uneasy.

“Nothing, besides uh what you told me. My name is Eve, I am twenty-three. You guys saved me from a bad accident.” I repeated back just like they wanted. 

Gus let out a long breath, leaning back in his chair looking me over, his thumb grazing the side of his chin, his eyes growing darker as he studied me.

“Tell me about Jersey.” He ordered.

“I don’t know why you always ask me about that, I know nothing about it.” I said sighing, several dozen times a day the three of them would ask me this and it was starting to become rather annoying. I had not a single clue what Jersey meant to them or me.

“Erie Ridge, does that ring any bells?” He poked.

“No, can I please get some sleep?” I asked standing up, waiting for his grasp to meet my wrist as it always did.

“Absolutely and tomorrow I got a little surprise for you.” He said walking alongside of me up the staircase. Naomi seemed to light up at our trip up the stairs.

“I’ll see you in a few?” She asked lightly touching Gus’ chest, her smile rather disturbing.

“Right after I put Eve to bed.” He said with a nod.

“Ct can do it.” She said running her hand down his chest now, nearly jumping his bones on the stairs. I bit my tongue hoping I would get to my room before Ct was called.

“I suppose.” Gus said calling out for Ct his voice echoing the whole house. 

Ct appeared in lighting speed at the top of the stairs, wearing gym shorts nothing more. He seemed to light up at the request making my heart sink. I kept my eyes to the ground as I felt the different touch and finally feeling him jerk me up the stairs. The hallway dimly lit we made it to my so called room. He unlocked it like a good servant I thought to myself, it was all he seemed to be.

He stepped in the room with me, hesitating for a minute. Quickly going back in the hallway making sure no one was around before shutting the door and locking the two of us in the room together.

I made my way to the nightstand, the only thing there an old bible, and some matches for an oil lamp, the wooden bed with a large quilted comforter and two fluffy feather filled pillows.

“It’s not often a girl doesn’t know who we are.” He spoke up staring me down.

I stared at the bed glad something was in between the two of us, my brain starting to go blank once fear rushed over me.

“I’m really tired.” I said cringing as I looked up at him. It wasn’t that he was a bad looking guy, he wasn’t at all. He just exuded the most evil presence and it really disturbed me.

“We know a lot about you.  I suppose it’s good you have no memories, or you would be really scared right now.” He said with a sick grin.

“Yeah probably.” I agreed, holding my breath hoping he would leave.

“Gus and Naomi are letting you go tomorrow.” He blurted out.

I looked up confused.

“What, where do I go?” I fretted. Suddenly I was scared at the thought of being abandoned in the city with no memories to help me find wherever my home was.

“You will find out all that tomorrow. They obviously feel like it’s the right time, go to sleep.” He said unlocking the door and giving me one last frustrated glance before closing and locking the door. I fell down on the bed crying uncontrollably. 

I thought about all they had told me and what I could recall on my own. I remembered waking up in the exact room I was completely out of it, bruises blood and many a doctor around me.  I remembered being asked several times who I was and not even knowing a single thing about myself. And I faded back into unconsciousness only waking up again to different doctors around me poking and prodding, doing their best to gather information on me once again.

Gus made it a point to tell me I was Eve, and that I had suffered bad head injuries and that they found me and brought me back to the house. He at no time made it seem he was doing any of it to be a nice person; he just wanted me to know. 

That was when the quizzing began on Jersey and who I was or if I remembered anything when they were satisfied I did not they would leave me alone. I drifted in and out for what seemed like days or maybe even weeks. Finally, recovering and being almost drug along into their everyday lives almost like a pet or something. All eyes always on me, it was evident I was being held against my own will, but I was never able to figure out why. They never hurt me so I was afraid to try anything just hoping for something to happen, maybe someone to claim me, someone who was related to me, anything at all.
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Dear Eve,

I decided on writing as a means to keep from going nuts. It’s pathetic after all we have been through to think I lost you. I still cannot wrap my brain around you not being here with me, with us. I don’t know what to do; I watch the news constantly. But there theory and mine are way too different to take anything they have to say seriously. I am not going to give up on you, none of us will. I go by and see your family every week. Sometimes your Dad stops by to say hello and they’re feeding me, all of them it’s driving me crazy......

Love Evan

There was a loud tapping on my bedroom door, followed by the sound of it being unlocked. Gus and Ct came barging in my room. I sat up half asleep looking at the two of them. I knew today was a new day and that could mean a lot of different things. And I was curious to find out about what Ct had said. Would they really let me go?

“I want you to put this on and gather your things.” He said tossing a bag at me. I jumped as it hit me and fell on the floor.

“Once your dressed let me know.” He said giving a small nod and the two of them headed back out of the room.

I grabbed the bag opening it up to a pair of jeans and a little pink tank top, wherever I was going was not fancy I thought to myself slipping out of my night gown.

I did my best at taming the wild mess that was my hair, staring at myself in the mirror.

“I suppose some might say you were rather attractive.” I said raising an eyebrow. Maybe a little makeup and a good scrub would make what I saw all that more beautiful.

I banged on the door sitting on the bed, waiting yet again for the brutes to come back in. 

“Here put these back on, and let’s get going.” Gus said handing me an envelope; I peered inside nearly gasping at the large pink diamond ring, and the beautiful wedding band. I could not believe this was something of mine it was extremely rare and beautiful it had to be, at least I thought.  I rifled through the envelope finding a necklace with another large diamond on it.

“Is it important that I wear these?” I asked feeling a little silly wearing something I had no memory of ever owning. By the looks of them, I knew the answer; I fumbled for a few moments and finally was dripping with jewelry.

“Alright then, let’s go.” Gus said. I stood up waiting for him to grab my arm as he always did. And he didn't he just motioned me out the door. Naomi was waiting on the steps she too seemed to not really care about my containment. She chucked a long skinny cigarette across the lawn hopping into the car.

We started moving everyone rather silent; I wondered what all this meant for me. If they were letting me go where exactly, would I be going?

It was a hard thought process to try and be happy about freedom when your mind felt trapped. Even if these people kept me for their own intention, I was unaware of them. I had no reason to think one way or another about them. I had nothing to believe in, no one to be excited to see. I stared down at my hand realizing that if they did let me go I had someone to claim me. Was I even ready for that?

How do you try and care about someone when you can't remember a single thing about him or her? 

I wondered if my husband was cute, what he did for a living, what kind of person he was. What was it that attracted me to him in the first place? Or maybe I wasn’t married at all, maybe it was a silly mistake and he no longer was even around anymore- I did not know.

We pulled up to a police station, not the place I wanted to be in at all. In a flash, my door was open and I was yanked out.

“It is in your best interest to go in there and tell them you are Eve Carlo the missing girl from Jersey.” He explained. And with that, he hopped in the Phantom and drove away.

I stared up at the large police station, weighing my choices. My first option was to not go in and try to pull some type of life together on my own. Possibly never regain memories and never find the people I was meant to be with in my life.

Or the second option which was walk in and do as Gus said, and have my so called life come flooding back to me. Sure, I would not know a single thing about it but at least it was mine.

I took a breath opening the doors and heading into the station, standing there staring off in space, life happening all around me. The station was filled with criminals being booked and officers doing paperwork.

The women behind the desk seemed to perk up when she laid eyes on me. She motioned me closer, I crossed my arms feeling horribly insecure as I made my way to her. Suddenly I felt damaged and started to become really panicked. What if I was some sort of criminal and I was doing myself in? Why would anyone trust this Gus character and his weird friends? 

“Can I help you?” She asked breaking into my head. I tried my hardest to open my mouth and say something. 

The women kept her gaze on me seeming to be trying to figure me out herself, her expression verging on almost there.

“I-I was dropped off here.” I spit out looking down at the ground in an instant. She came from behind the desk taking my arm gently not harsh like Gus or Ct. Naomi did her best to not touch me at all, she never seemed to care for me.

“Let’s get you into my office; maybe a cup of coffee will make you feel better.” She said leading me down the hallway.

I followed unsure on what to do next; maybe I was too late to decide against all of it now.

“Here.” She said handing me a Styrofoam cup. I gripped it delicately it nearly burning my skin.

The women nearly forty with a short bob of curls looked for something on her desk. Her face intense but also friendly, she seemed to be all knowing from what I could tell. She probably was a hard working officer, she snatched the paper off her desk in a flash looking at me and back down.

“Could you excuse me for two minutes?” She asked leaving the room before I even had a chance to answer.

I sat nervously staring at the wall; a few most wanted fugitives hung staring back at me, sending my body into jitters. I was completely nervous, my stomach started hurting. I chewed my nails in a panic. I wondered if I could hightail myself out of there before she got back.

Too late, I thought as she returned with a younger man in a suit. He was probably in his early thirties at the most. His hair a light brown, his eyes dark, and he carried himself with great pride and assertiveness.

“Detective Johnny Davenport.” He said extending his hand, I immediately took his shaking it, not knowing what else to do; everything was coming at me so fast. He pulled up a chair my legs practically in between his that was how close he was, he rested his elbows on his thighs really doing his best intense stare down. He really was starting to creep me out at how intense his survey of me was. 

I pushed my hair behind my ear trying to subtly look away from his stare.

“I don’t want to alarm you but can you please tell me your name?” He asked a stern expression on his face. The woman who never gave her name stood behind him just as interested in me.

“Um, I was told Eve Car-“

“I told you Maxine!” He nearly screamed jumping up; I flinched startled at his strange celebration. Maxine and him both seemed to be ready to pop with this new revelation.

“Look I’m sorry but what is going to happen to me?” I asked stopping them in their tracks. 

“Well after a few interviews and of course we will have you looked over by a medical expert we are going to get you home.” He said.

“Home, where is that?” I asked. Their expressions seemed to fall as they gave me another look.

“Didn’t you say your name was Eve Carlo?” He asked.

“I was told I was Eve Carlo, that’s what they told me.” I said sighing.

“What do you mean you were told you don’t know if you are?” Johnny asked me starting to become more and more disturbed.

“I’ll call the County Hospital.” Maxine reassured him, going out of the room in an instant.

“Wait, if you know who I am can you please call someone who knows me, I don’t want to see any more doctors.” I said.

“We want to be certain you are alright, it is standard procedure.”

“I had brain injuries but all that was taken care of I just want to go home, they said I was fine.” I insisted. 

Detective Johnny gave me a sympathetic smile, that was full of indications he thought I was nuts. He made his way to the phone in the office dialing a few numbers. I sat back realizing I was going to have to play it cool to get out of here. There was no way he would go against the book that was obvious.
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Eve,

There are so many times I just want to take it all back and find another way to make you happy. I feel like I screwed it all up, I had the most amazing person right in front of my face but I really just destroyed it all....What more can I say?

The feelings that run through my mind on a daily are hard to handle. If I did not believe that any day now I would hear that you were ok I probably would have ended my existence, no I am not trying to sound poetic I know you will never read this...simply because I won’t ever let you. Remember the time you found my writing when you and I first met and you thought I was depressed? It makes me smile to think of you and your subtle attempt at healing me that is simply who you are...and I miss that more then you will ever understand.

Love, Evan

I sat in the hospital bed, arms crossed waiting for the doctor to stop looking me over and tell them that I was fine.

“Seems to me she is healthy, although I do not know much about her previous state of mind, according to you all she has suffered memory loss?” He asked looking at me over his glasses, He was old and frail. I wondered what made him hold out so long and not retire. Maybe some people did like their job.

I looked at Detective Johnny; he nodded seeming to fill right back up with excitement.

“Then I can go home?” I asked. I knew it would be better then all eyes on me, no matter where it was. Johnny nodded his head resting his arm on the tabletop.

“We have notified your father, he will be down here to get you.” He said smiling.

“I don’t mean to sound uh rude, but why does it seem you are so excited about this?” I asked. I really wanted to know, I’m sure being a detective he found people all the time.

Johnny seemed to think on it before he spoke.

“You don’t know who you are and I get that, but you were part of something big.  And they all thought you were dead, this is just mind blowing.” He said sounding more like an adoring fan and less like a professional.

“Your right I don’t know who I am, I just hope it turns out well for me. You’re a detective I hope you would not send me into something awful; you wouldn’t do that would you?” I asked. My heart picked up beats starting to pound in my chest.

“Do you really not remember anything?” He asked sitting down on the side of my bed looking at me all strange again.

“It’s like I said several times now, I remember waking up with Gus and them. Besides that, I have no idea who I was. I just want to move on and get past this. I hope they are good people I should hope that right?” I asked looking at him.

He sighed furrowing his brow.

“Think of it as fresh and new, and concentrate on making the most of your life. You were supposed to be dead it’s a miracle you’re not and when life gives you a second chance you grab it.” He said with a nod standing back up as the nurses came in.

“Thanks.” I said letting the nurse take my vitals.

“My card, if you ever need to talk or if you remember anything.” He said placing it on the table. The nurse slowly started to grin giving the detective a side glance. He left quickly leaving me to my thoughts; I wondered what my Dad was like.

“He’s handsome, I think he likes you.” She said jotting something down on her clipboard.

“Oh I don’t know, I think he was being friendly.” I said looking away.

“You’re a beautiful girl he would be stupid not to. Are you ready to go home and see your family?”

“Possibly yes.” I nodded.

I stood in the bathroom dressing myself. I suddenly heard voices realizing that my so called father had arrived to take me home. My heart skipped a beat, I swallowed hard sure I was going to be sick. I did not know if I could get myself to even open the door and look at him.

What was I so afraid of, would I remember him? Or would he simply be nothing that I expected?

I took a super long inhale letting it out as I gripped the door knob; I closed my eyes for a split second and finally pushed the door open. The tall man, with stubble on his face seemed to light up all the way down to his toes at the sight of me. He brought his hand to his mouth nearly collapsing with all his emotions; I hesitated in looking at his face. But I did because he was just so emotional; His eyes bright and full of tears and life, His hair holding on and barely any gray. He was rather handsome for whatever age he was. I could not see much resemblance in him and myself.

I made my way to him letting him look me over, standing still keeping my arms at my sides.

“I cannot believe it.” He said finally speaking, his voice calm and soothing. I blinked nodding my head in just the slightest.

“That’s what they’re all saying, I wasn’t aware I was such a news worthy story.” I said.

“They were sure you fell off the cliff by the hospital and died, for you to be standing here it’s a miracle. I hope you don’t mind.” He said looking to the door. I turned to follow his gaze as a younger guy walked in, buzzed hair big Cheshire like smile.

“Gray give her some space. This is your brother Gray.” My Dad explained.

I nodded looking him over noticing the similarities he had to my Dad especially the eyes.

“Hi.” I said feeling him grab me in a huge hug that nearly crushed my soul. I raised an eyebrow to my Dad feeling severely overwhelmed not hugging him back.

“I told you to stay safe.” He said almost in tears, I tried to stay calm but was ready to explode from all the emotions in the room, not knowing how to connect with any of them.

Gray made me feel safe and loved I gave him that much but he was somewhat overbearing.

“Well I got all the paperwork, are we ready to get you out of here?” Dad asked gesturing me to the door. The nurse showed up with a wheelchair waiting for me to get in. I sighed sitting this hopefully would be my last stint in a hospital.
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Letter 3
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Eve,

News broke rather quickly that you were alive! I have to say I never believed you were dead. Even though that is the case, it’s not exactly the happy news we all hoped it would be... Something is wrong with your head they told us you’re not the same person you were before you left, they said damage to your head caused memory loss. No one can say if its permanent, or maybe not that at all maybe shock some say. We are all hoping on shock and trauma its very strange to hope for something such as that but it’s all I can do to keep from losing it, I want to see you and hold you, tell you how much I missed you but that is not something you tell to someone who hasn’t the slightest idea who you are. Everyone has agreed to not tell you anything about your life other then the basics, with all the circumstances before you went missing it’s better to let you figure it all out on your own, any human would certainly be even more troubled if they were given back the life that you once had. So we are all packing it all away the old, and starting new. I am holding out faith that you still remember what we had; you told me once that all it would take is my touch to bring you back. But I cannot be selfish and damage you further, so I will sit back and hope that our love meant enough to pull us through anything.

Love Evan

The ride home was long and grueling, between the awkward silences and Gray constantly telling me about his life. Dad talked with me about the news, I got the feeling he was trying his best to keep me calm.

“So we will be taking you to my house to stay for awhile.” Dad said. I nodded staring out the window at the passing houses in his neighborhood.

“Uh Dad.” Gray said rather nervously. I looked back at him he tried to smile and act as if he was fine.

“Gray?” Dad said backing into the driveway.

“Can I talk to you?” Gray asked hopping out of the car. Dad handed me the keys giving me a smile. I sighed walking up to his home, a tan brick house with a large staircase to a red door. I tried my hardest to pull some sort of memory from my mind ending up with nothing.

Unlocking the door I came in staring around at the empty walls of the living room, no photos some nice sleek furniture, and an overstuffed recliner. 

I sat down in the recliner leaning it back and closing my eyes, whatever it was they were talking about I was sure it was top secret. I blew my hair from my face realizing how much I hated it, I knew the first thing on my list was to chop it off or have someone with some knowledge cut it into something manageable.

Dad and Gray came inside looking pleased and less on edge now that they conversed without me hearing. I sat up in the chair to look less tired to them. Gray keeping his eyes on me as we all stared in different directions trying not to seem awkward and nervous.

“Do I have a car?” I spoke up.

Gray and Dad studied me closely, as if they were trying to size me up and see if I was capable of driving a vehicle.

“Hey I may have lost my memory of all of you guys, but I certainly know how to drive a car.” I said.

Gray coughed squirming in his skin; I raised an eyebrow waiting for someone to gain the nerve to be honest with me. 

“Uh they’re bringing your car over.” He said looking away from me.

“Who are they?” I asked. I was quite interested in the people around me; they all were so odd in their own way. It was as if they knew something so good but they could not tell me.

“Just a couple of friends of your brother.” My Dad said with a quick nod.

“Do they have names?” I asked eyeing him now.

“Yeah they do, wow you may have lost your memory but your attitude it’s still intact. Evan and Kenny are their names.” He said with a laugh.

“Humph.” I said. I gave Gray one last glance figuring he looked like the type of guy who had friends. He was not that annoying so far I thought to myself.

“Well that’s a good thing right?” I asked.

I sighed getting up everyone was just way to strange for their own good. Sure, I was a walking miracle or maybe a freak but this was no way to treat a girl.

I found my way to the bathroom locking the door and searching the drawers for something to use to brush my hair. I found several brushes; studying them closely for hair, I was satisfied and brushed my hair. When I was done, I studied my even larger head of hair aggravated. Who in this family had such wavy hair?

Dad kept his hair so short I wasn’t sure if it came from him, I was afraid to ask if I had a Mom. Seeing no one mentioned one I really just bit my tongue on bringing up the issue. I pulled out a pair of scissors running my finger down the blade. I parted my hair slinging one side over my shoulder. My hair was practically to the middle of my arm, it was way too long. I was no hairstylist but I thought maybe if it were a little shorter, the wave would turn into a more manageable curl. I closed my eyes for a split second and snipped one side to my shoulders opening them and letting the hair fall to the floor. It sailed there free as a bird. I smiled feeling pleased and almost free. 

“Change is good.” I said to myself.

When I was done I turned on the faucet running my wet hands through my hair, I rummaged for gel finding some under the sink. A few quick scrunches and I was already looking tons better. My full curls all fell into place naturally and not in that curly sue sort of way. They were quite stunning adding so much personality and freshness.

I shook my head letting it fall loosely in place. Wondering what it was I could do with my clothes, Dad had told me he had a suitcase of clothes for me he had held onto.

I drug this into the bathroom while Dad and Gray were busy watching football, oblivious to myself makeover going on. I kneeled on the floor rifling through my so called things, pulling out a black tank top and jeans. I eyed them for a long minute wondering what I could do to them, they were name brand and obviously brand new.

I slipped into the jeans grabbing the scissors and cutting holes in various areas, and taking the shirt and tying it above my belly button. A girl with a body like mine should be proud to show it off I thought laughing to myself. I grinned ear to ear impressed with who looked back at me. I turned to get a better look at all sides finally agreeing that I was amazing looking. If only I knew myself enough to know if this was what old Eve would like, who was I kidding it didn’t matter what this old girl liked she was long gone. If anything, she would thank me for doing her such a favor and sprucing her up.

“Holy crap.” Gray said in shock. I smiled making my way back into the living room.

“Is there a salon in here somewhere, you look like a new person. Your hair is just like M-“He said, his face totally dropping as he cut himself off.

“No, what were you going to say. Just like whose?” I asked eager to know something.

“Never mind, oh hey there here with your car.” He said. He made a mad dash to the front door. The horn honked several times pulling me toward the door to see who these people were.

I watched from the doorway as the driver made his way out. He was tall , thin not to muscled dark hair practically black, the kind of hair you knew he worked hard on to perfect, His skin tan and his smile beaming, a perfect set of white sparkling teeth, with a joker like grin, clean shaven and oh so attractive. His eyes lit up as he talked he seemed so full of excitement and he was cocky full of himself and for good reason I thought as I watched him go back and forth with Gray. He laughed once in awhile at something that was said. I nearly had to wipe the drool from my mouth as I watched him.

Suddenly the passenger side door opened letting out another tall guy, this one a lot bigger his body stacked with muscles in all the right places, his t-shirt hugging his body just right, his hair dark brown and messy. He wasn’t as tan but that was not a problem, his eyes light he was more serious but in an equally attractive way. He had full lips and the best nose not birdlike or too small.

I started to wonder if I had moved into Mchottyville with all the fine looking friends Gray had.

Gray pointed up to the house sending both their stares to me, both their eyes locking onto me instantly. I suddenly felt like I was under a thousand lights feeling like I was starting to sweat from the hard stares they were giving.

I slowly came to life with one hand getting the door open to come out and say hello. It was the polite thing to do I assumed, I came out on the porch slowly wondering if I should come down the stairs or just stay where I was. I didn’t want to seem too forward, they were Gray’s friends and all.

Before I could make up my mind the two of them seemed to nearly knock one another over to make their way to me,

“Kenny.” The tall tan one said a huge dazzling smile on his face as he took my hand in his.

“Hi, nice to meet you.” I said with a small smile, I looked to the other who now I knew was Evan; he seemed to be boring a hole into Kenny’s head.

“And Evan.” He said, taking my hand from Kenny and shaking it as well. He kept eye contact making it hard to look anywhere else.

“Nice to uh meet you, so your friends with my brother?” I asked scrunching my nose.

“I suppose you could say that, is that strange to you?” He asked. He raised an eyebrow. I smiled instantly pulled in by his personality. He was mysterious yet alluring, something about him made me feel alive on the inside. 

Kenny yawned dramatically touching my hair gently, his eyes holding the same intensity.

“Your hair, it’s nice.” He said nodding, Evan nodded as well. Gray came up to the three of us.

“Dad made a big dinner if you all want to stay.” He said. Evan and Kenny seemed to take off inside with a quickness. Gray touched my arm stopping me from heading in.

“I just want to say that I am glad you are back. Don’t take these guys too seriously.” He said looking a little disturbed.

“I’m glad that you are glad. And at this time in my existence nothing for me will be too serious.” I said trying to reassure him.

“So who wants some wine?” Gray asked. Everyone nodded busy stuffing their faces with Dad’s famous lasagna. 

“This was always your favorite.” He told me handing me the basket of garlic sticks. I nodded snagging one before Gray and Kenny attacked the rest. Evan seemed to nod as well, I kept catching his gaze as I listened to Dad tell me silly stories of us kids. I smiled at him a little unsure why all the looks in my direction.

“I cannot imagine doing those things as a kid.” I laughed sipping my wine. I brushed my hair out of my eyes as the laughs continued; I was starting to feel strangely at home. Even if I didn’t remember a thing, everything going on felt right and loving.

“You sounded like quite the brat to me.” Kenny said poking fun at me. I stopped laughing looking at him; everyone’s expression seemed to change rather quickly.

“You think I was bratty?” I asked.

Kenny seemed to study my expression before opening his mouth to answer. I noted this in my brain that he was cleverer then he looked.

“I believe that is what I am saying yes.” He said nodding slowly.

“Tell me Kenny, or is it Ken what do you prefer?” I asked.

“Call me whatever you want.” He said winking at me a big smile spreading across his face.  I couldn’t help but smile myself at his silly flirtiness.

“How long have you been friends with my brother?” 

“Uh, I would say four years at the most.” He said looking over to Gray. Gray chewed rolling his napkin rhythmically in his free hand watching us carefully.

“Wow, so I’m sure you knew me before this freak accident. Tell me what you saw me as what was I like?” I pushed. Kenny looked off taking a long drink of his wine.

“I don’t know, cute energetic girl.” He said his face going a little blank. He picked up his fork going back to shoving food in his mouth. I watched him carefully finally realizing he was not willing to go down memory lane with me.

I sighed picking up the bottle of wine and trying my hardest to uncork it, Evan took the bottle from me gently with one quick swipe removed the cork and filled my glass half full.

“You were and still are the same girl.” He said.

“What is that supposed to mean, thanks I guess.” I said. I did not want to seem rude or mean. But honestly, that was the stupidest thing I ever heard before.

“I think you should try not to think too far into things.” He insisted leaning back in his chair watching me.

“Wow your smart, or what do you call it sarcastic?” I asked. Kenny let out a snicker; Evan turned a little red at my poke.

“I meant nothing by it.” He said getting up as his phone rang.

“Hello, oh how is he?” He said disappearing around the corner.

I looked back finding Dad cleaning up the dishes, Kenny sitting there looking at me with a smirk.

“It is nice to see you home Eve. I think we need to head out, Evan has things to tend to.” He said. “Gray you want to drive us home?” 

Gray nodded jumping up, I suddenly realized I had a car sitting outside in the driveway, a way to get around and be free.

“I could drive you.” I blurted out. I really did not feel like sitting in the house on a Saturday, when I was stuck tagging along with Gus and Naomi I was out every Saturday. Kenny looked at Gray, Gray seemed to shrug.

“You can ride along, but I’m driving.” He said not allowing me to argue. He snagged my keys from Kenny heading out the door, popping back in to tell Dad we were heading out.

“Be careful drive safely.” Dad called to us all from the kitchen, where he banged and clanged dishes around.

Kenny elbowed me playfully as he bounded down the steps more perk to his step now. I smiled at his silly boyish behavior. Evan trailed behind us on the phone still. Kenny climbed in the back seat looking at me to see where I was getting in at; I shrugged climbing in the back with him. Evan gave a glance before sitting in the passenger seat in the front.

“If you ever need someone to show you around to get you used to the city just let me know.” He said quietly.

“Uh thanks, I don’t think it will be too hard to figure out.” I said.

“I’ll take you around.” Gray said looking at me from the mirror.

“Thanks.” I said rolling my eyes at the two of them. I crossed my legs settling in to stare out the window as we drove.

“What do you think you will do?” Evan asked looking back at us.

I thought for a quick moment, this question was a difficult one. Everything being so new there was so much that I could do. It all depended on what it was I wanted to do though.

“Maybe a club go out and see the night life that would tell me a lot about this place I think.” I said.

Evan nodded turning back to the front.

“Oh have you turned into a party animal?” Kenny asked laughing.

“I don’t know was I not one before, you guys are the ones who keep all this from me.”

This had him shut up rather quickly.

We pulled up to the obnoxiously large home of Evan, and I soon learned Kenny. They were brothers living together in a giant house; Kenny hopped out of the car waiting on me to get out on his side. I sighed giving in he seemed to be a little swaying without saying a word. I knew there was something about him that could grow on you easily.

Evan and Gray headed up the stairs first; Kenny kept pace with me as I checked out the grounds. It was an enormous home inside and out.

“Why do two guys need such a big home?” I asked. I hoped I wasn’t intruding.

“It was our Dad’s he liked things big.” He said with a shrug as we all came in.
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