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This Book (print, audio, video and eBook versions) is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This product may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient.

If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

This is a work of fiction. The events and characters described here are imaginary and are not intended to refer to specific places or living persons. This book may not be reproduced, transmitted, or stored in whole or in part by any means, including graphic, electronic, or mechanical without the express written consent of the publisher.

Author’s note: When I was sixteen and living in Wellsford and dating a lady who shall remain nameless, we came across a well while cutting through someone’s farm. It was just a hole in the ground covered by a wooden lid. Weeds had grown over it and the cows had stayed away. My GF (at the time) told me it was Clements’ well. 

New to the area I had never heard of it so she told me the story. It was nicknamed the Jumping Well and apparently, someone had committed suicide by...you guessed up, jumping down and drowning. 

Naturally, I did not believe her and back in those days, there was nothing called the Internet to fact check. Weeks later in the pub (yes, I was sixteen—I know, I know) I met an old timer who pretty much told me the same story, though he made it sound much more exciting. 

Now at the ripe old age of forty-one, I still don’t believe it, but when New Zealand was suffering a long drought, I thought, what better place to get water, than a haunted well.  

* * *
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SUNG LI SLAMMED HER apartment door. Men can be such arseholes! She tossed her purse on the sofa, pulled off her jacket and hung it on the coat rack, next to a white long coat that reached her knees. 

There was a knock at the door. 

Through the viewer, she saw Jason looking from the other side. “Sung Li, I said I’m sorry. I didn’t think it would be such a big deal.” 

“That’s right,” she replied. “You didn’t think. That’s your problem. You never fucking think, do you?” She leaned against the door. Memories pushed fresh tears that ran tiny rivers down her cheeks. 

“I didn’t think they would see it.”

“Then why did you upload it? They watched us, Jason. They saw me.” The thought of his friends jerking off to their sex tape sent a shiver down her spine. She would probably expect this had they broken up badly, but not while still dating and going strong. Was it macho bullshit? Or, had he simply fucked up? 
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