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"Jim, I need help," those were the words the on the end of the phone when I answered it. The words were flavored with tears and a light choking sound which I knew meant the speaker had been crying very hard.

Tiffany was always prone to dramatics.

"Tiff," I said, looking at the digital clock on my nightstand, "It’s one in the morning.”

“Please, Jim... I did something bad,” she said, breaking down into ragged sobs.

I wasn’t mad. I don’t think it’s possible for me to get mad. Even when I was a child, I was always balanced, some would say bordering on cold. Now at eighteen, I like to think I do a good job of passing as a normal person, but I’m not.

“I’ll be there in ten minutes,” I said into the phone. My word’s had a calming effect on her, as I knew they would.

“Thank you, Jim. I’ll leave the back door open,” she said before hanging up the phone.

Sliding out of bed, I stood and stretched my long, lean, naked form. When it’s warm out, I refuse to sleep in anything at all. Summer in Ohio can be a serious bitch in the humidity department. I pulled on the sweatpants I’d taken off less than two hours ago and added the vintage X-Men t-shirt hanging across my desk chair.

“Where did I...” I asked myself, scanning the room and stopping when I saw my sandals next to my bathroom door. Once my feet were covered, I headed for the stairs and the front door.

I didn’t need to be quiet. It was just me and Mom in the house since my father took off five years earlier to live the life of a heroin addict. Sometimes I thought I should miss him a little, but those moments passed. My duty was to my mom, and he’d screwed her over. 

Police officers, even ones on the force for more than twenty years, didn’t make a fortune. Dad had drained all of the family savings before taking off for the streets of Cincinnati. Mom was a detective with the Dayton PD, and I knew she’d tracked him down not long after the divorce was finalized.

I like to think she made him sorry.

Mom always volunteered for the night shifts and holidays because of the overtime pay. Even though I had a 4.4 GPA and had a full ride to Wright State University in the fall, she was saving for my college because she was worried about the high cost of med school. I’ve always wanted to be a surgeon, and she was determined I’d live my dream.

The result was my being home alone at night.

Stepping out of my air-conditioned home, the heat and mugginess of the July air was a heavy wet smack in the face. Have I mentioned I hate the heat and humidity? Well, hate may be a bit strong, I don’t care too much one way or the other, but as much as I am capable, I hate it.
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