
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Josh’s thumb skimmed over the screen of his smartphone. He held his breath as his bank app opened, his face turning green as the tiny, horrible number appeared behind a dollar sign. His savings were nearly drained, and his university had just announced that financial aid checks were to be delayed by an entire month. He thought he might be sick.

Not only did he rely on financial aid for necessities, but his roommate had just moved out for the summer, leaving him to take on their apartment’s rent price with empty pockets. Josh sighed and leaned back on his stiff, uncomfortable sofa.

He had to get a summer job. He hated the idea, but he had no other choice, unless he wanted to spend his July nights on the sidewalk or couch surfing.

Josh sulked his way to campus, beelining to the board at the front of the steps that always had some sort of odd job pinned to it, trying to earn the low-paid labor of students who needed a quick buck. Today, he was one of those students. He was willing to grab any little paper with a phone number that might help him survive the summer, even if the job sounded painstaking.

To his surprise, only one paper was stabled to the board, surrounded by empty space. Josh felt his heart warm a little, reassured that he clearly wasn’t the only student struggling to get by this year. Leaning in close, he read the job request, his fingers already kissing the little tear-off strips of paper at the bottom.

Young Men Needed: Dairy Farm Short on Bodies!

Summer positions available. Visit the address below. You work on the first day. I hand you the paycheck when the day is over. Casual clothing is fine. Come see me. 7 a.m.

Mr. Burke

Josh’s brow furrowed. Out of all of the weird, suspicious-sounding jobs he had seen posted before, this one took the cake. It wasn’t just vague—it was intimidating, like some big, burly boss wrote it without a second thought, knowing that poor, desperate students would take the job without hesitation. Unfortunately, he was right. Josh snagged the paper off, sliding the address into his pocket and hurrying back to his dorm to shower and prepare for the next day. He would start tomorrow—the sooner he could make money, the better. 

He had woken up late, his morning becoming a blur of finding a clean pair of jeans and shoveling down eggs and toast, but he somehow managed to get to the farm on time. It was planted smack-dab in the middle of nowhere surrounded by lime green and beige fields steaming off their last bits of morning dew. The farm itself held a big, red barn, a silo, and a long, rectangular silver building that probably held the dairy cows. Josh closed his eyes, praying that he could manage whatever exhausting manual labor that would be asked of him, and stepped out of his car onto the dirt road. To his surprise, a tall, broad man stood at the entrance gate with his arms crossed and his face serious, his thick stubble glinting in the sunshine.
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