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Chapter One
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The screaming stuck in Emmaline’s heart and soul. Screaming that came from her own lips— sounds she didn’t think was possible to make. Everyone said she was quiet, soft spoken. Well, not that day. That day the guttural roar that fell from her pretty rose lips echoed through the heavens. She remembered the words spoken clearly. 

“I’m sorry, but we need to tell you that Spencer has been killed.”

Emmaline fell to her knees. She couldn’t comprehend what the policeman was saying. She didn’t understand how he could possibly have been killed. Spencer was with his friends, ones he trusted his whole life.

“Emmaline? What does this mean? Emmaline? Ralph? Why are they saying my baby is dead? Oh, Jesus no,” her mum, Shauna, screamed.

Emmaline had no answers for her. Ralph, Emmaline’s father had no answers for her either. He could only stand, mute, shaking his head, tears brimmed against his eyes, his hands shoved in his pockets. 

They stood crowded around the front entrance of their home. Emmaline shook, her whole body trembling under the weight of the sobs that fell from her mouth. She had never felt grief so overwhelming, so much pain in her heart. 

Emmaline looked up at the two policemen that stood awkwardly at the front door, the older policeman continued to clear his throat as if he were trying to hold back his own tears. The younger policeman, however, didn’t hold back, fat droplets dribbled down his cheeks in a torrent of tears. 

“How?” Emmaline asked quietly.

The older policeman nodded his head and cleared his throat once more, fidgeting with the hat in his hands as he looked down at Emmaline.

“He was found drowned in a swimming pool.”

“Drowned? How the fuck did he drown? He could swim fine,” Ralph shouted, finally finding his voice.

The older policeman held his hands up to calm Ralph down, who shoved his hands back in his pockets with a scowl. Emmaline looked over at Shauna who continued to stare off vacantly, shaking her head.

“We are still investigating, but it seems he may have accidentally fallen in while intoxicated.”

“He was with Reed and Harley, why weren’t they looking after him?” Shauna asked with a trembling voice. 

The policeman nodded and quickly shook his head. 

“They are helping us with our inquiries back at the station. We are unsure as to what happened, however, I’m sorry to have to do this, but we need someone who can formally identify the body, err, Spencer,” the policeman stated.

“I’ll go,” Ralph said sullenly.

“I’m coming too. I need to see. I need to know it’s the truth,” Shauna said as she squared her shoulders and tilted her jaw as if expecting a fight.

Ralph just nodded his head and sighed, running his hands over his greying hair and pale face. Emmaline slowly stood from where she knelt and went into her bedroom, leaving her parents to deal with the rest of what the police had to say. 

She sat on her bed, hugging her pillow as tears flowed from her eyes and down over her chin, soaking the material she clutched to her chest. 

“Spencer, what happened to you?” she cried quietly.

Spencer was Emmaline’s twin. He was born seven minutes before her, and he always liked to remind her that he was her big brother. They couldn't be any more different, but even through the divide— they were each other’s confidant. 

Spencer looked out for her. He was popular at school, played basketball for the school team, and on weekends he played football. His room was lined with trophies and medals from various sports. 

Emmaline pictured him in her mind. He was what everyone called handsome. He had short cropped dark hair and blue eyes that shone. Spencer was tall and slender, which was quite different to Emmaline. 

She took more after Shauna.  Emmaline was short and chubby, with wide hips and thighs, and long red hair that had no waves, no curls. Her green eyes didn’t shine as brightly as Spencer’s. She got bullied a lot. 

Emmaline was good at school. She loved to learn and read, but in a world where brawn over brains was typical, she was an outcast. Emmaline tended to keep to herself, choosing to spend her lunch breaks in the library rather than out on the school grounds with the other students. 

Spencer came to her aid many a time when someone decided to bully her more physically. Usually, it was just verbal insults. Nothing too major, usually names like fat, cow, or pig. They were never words that hurt her really. 

It was when girls like Natalie and Lily would corner her at the lockers and pull her hair or scratch at her face— that was when she shrank further into herself. But Spencer had a way of knowing when she needed him most, and he would just show up out of the blue, roaring at the girls to leave Emmaline alone. He would hug Emmaline and check her injuries, which were never that bad. 

Now, Emmaline cried to herself— she had no protector, no big brother, and no one she could get advice from. No one would be in her corner at school, no one to tell her that she was beautiful. 

Emmaline shook her head as torrential tears continued to flow. She jumped when her phone buzzed. Emmaline looked at the screen and saw Spencer’s name pop up. She scrambled to open the message. He wouldn’t be sending her a message if he were dead. 

The phone dropped from her hands, landing with a hard thud on the floor, the crack of the screen shattering and the silent scream that stretched at her lips. Emmaline shook her head as she knelt on the floor, gently lifting the phone, afraid to look at the message, afraid to see what was there from her brothers' phone. 

She prayed she was seeing things, but as she turned the phone, the same picture was sprawled across the screen— a photo of her brother lying face down in a pool. Emmaline scrolled down, seeing the next photo sent almost immediately after the first of the paramedic’s desperately working on Spencer’s wet and lifeless body. 

Harley, one of Spencer’s friends, stood soaking wet next to Spencer, his face filled with anguish watching the paramedics attempt to save her brother’s life.

Emmaline shook her head and closed her eyes. “This can’t be possible. It’s a nightmare, it’s all just a bad nightmare,” she mumbled to herself, as she gave her leg a hard pinch between her thumb and forefinger.

Her leg burned and Emmaline threw her head back, squeezing her eyes tight and wincing at the pain that spread through her body. She looked down at the phone again, staring at the cruel photos someone sent her. 

Emmaline went to reply but noticed that the person with Spencer’s phone was typing, so she sat watching the screen, waiting for the next piece of heartbreak. It didn’t take long to come through in video form— the coroner shoving Spencer’s body crudely into a body bag and zipping it up. 

People stood around with the police and paramedics. The video showed Reed and Harley talking with police. Harley continued to run his hands through his long, dark hair. Reed stood trembling with his face in his hands and his shoulder’s shaking with sobs. 

Emmaline watched the video over and over, trying to work out who had Spencer’s phone. She tried to figure out who would be doing something so callous. 

In the video, Emmaline noticed groups of Spencer’s friends standing around talking, most visibly shaken, and a few parents mingled in amongst the group. Jaya, one of the girls Spencer had dated on and off, was sobbing into her friends' Natalie and Lily’s neck. But there wasn’t anyone that she didn’t know, or anyone missing from Spencer’s friends. 

Emmaline snarled, typing angrily into the phone. “Who are you?” 

The phone showed the person typing on the other end. Emmaline felt her grief turning into anger. Her fury beginning to boil over, she couldn’t believe anyone would do something so cruel. Spencer wasn’t even cold, and this person felt it would be funny to terrorise his sister. Her anger mixed with a disgust that made her want to vomit.

“It’s Spencer, you silly, chunky little nerd,” the reply read.

Emmaline growled as she stood and paced the room. She wanted to smash her phone to get to the person. She wanted to punch something. She wanted to burn the world. She just didn’t know how to handle the anger erupting from her heart and soul.

“Fuck you. You’re a piece of shit, you cunt. You watched my fucking brother die, and then you fucking stole his phone and now you fucking do this. I’ll find out who you are. I'm coming for you, and I will cut your motherfucking throat,” Emmaline typed back, the glass splintering further under the angry pounding of her fingers on the screen.

The phone immediately beeped with a new message. Emmaline looked through the cracked screen and to a picture of her brother’s face being put in the body bag. She screamed a guttural roar that echoed through the empty house. 

Emmaline slumped to the floor, the tears running like torrential waterfalls down her cheeks and dripping from her chin. Her heart ached, but she couldn’t take her eyes off the picture of Spencer’s damp body and cold blue eyes that had no life left in them. 

Any hope she had that it was a cruel joke Spencer was playing on their family was dashed with one message. Emmaline dropped the phone beside her and allowed her sobs to wrack her whole body with great shudders. Her animalistic howling floated through the house and into the night. 

When she ran out of tears, and the sobs had eased, she sat staring into nothingness in a silent void that seemed to hold her mind, body, and soul— a void she didn’t know if she would ever be able to escape. 

Emmaline was shaken to attention when her bedroom door opened. She looked over to Ralph standing in the doorway. His eyes were brimmed red, and he had tears dampening his cheeks as he cleared his throat.

“Your mum has gone to bed; I just wanted to come and check on you. How are you doing?” 

Emmaline could tell at that moment he didn’t really care how she felt; he was too consumed by his own grief to worry about others. She didn’t blame her father; she felt the same way. Emmaline nodded her head and shrugged.

“This fucking sucks!” 

Ralph nodded his head, not bothering to pick Emmaline up on swearing. He didn’t even look shocked that she did. He simply nodded before stepping into the room and sliding to the floor beside her and putting his arm around her shoulders. 

“You’re not wrong, baby.” 

Emmaline rested her head on Ralph’s chest and breathed in his scent. It was a mix of deodorant and sweat.

“It definitely was Spencer, wasn’t it?” 

“Yeah, it was. It fucking was.” 

Emmaline couldn’t be shocked by her father swearing for the second time in her life. He deserved to swear. He was owed that much of a right. She lifted her head and looked up at her father.

“What happens now?” 

Ralph struggled to his feet and shook his head. He sniffed back a tear and ran his hand up through his hair. His voice was hoarse as he held back his tears. “I don’t know, baby. I guess they will tell us more when they know.” 

Emmaline nodded and dropped her head to rest on her knees. It was a mess that she didn’t know how to handle. She didn’t think she would ever be able to make it through life without Spencer. 

Emmaline’s door quietly shut and when she looked up, her dad had left her room. The empty room felt suffocating with sadness. It was overwhelming, and Emmaline wanted to run, wanted to escape. 

She slipped her runners on and quietly left her room. She looked in the kitchen and living room, but her father wasn’t there. She figured he must have gone to his room. Emmaline lightly tapped on her parent's door, turning the knob gently.

Ralph sat on the edge of the bed with his head in his hands and his shoulders shuddering with sobs. Shauna was lying on her side, but Emmaline knew she wasn’t asleep, but just lying and staring into the empty space. 

When Emmaline came into the room, Ralph looked up with red eyes and his cheeks wet from tears. Emmaline glanced between him and her mother. Quietly, she sat on the edge of the bed beside where Shauna lay. 

Shauna glanced up and gave Emmaline a weak attempt of a smile. Emmaline laced her fingers with her mothers and brought them up to her lips. 

“I love you, mum.” 

Shauna nodded her head as tears trickled from her eyes, wetting the pillow beneath her head. “I love you, too.” 

Emmaline nodded and stood, kissing her mum’s cheek, the salty tears wetting her lips. She smoothed her mother’s hair, determining at that moment, she needed to be strong— she needed to hold it together for Shauna. 

She didn’t want her mother to break. Shauna closed her eyes as a sob rolled from her lips. Emmaline looked up and saw Ralph watching them. He gave Emmaline a stiff smile and nodded his head.

“I’m going to go for a quick run around the block, is that alright?” Emmaline said to him.

Ralph nodded his head and gave Emmaline another weak smile. “Just be safe.” 

Emmaline nodded and turned for the door. She looked back over her shoulder; her heart so heavy it felt like her family had splintered apart. They were all together, but so alone in their grief. 
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Chapter Two
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When Emmaline opened the front door, the blast of cool air whipped her face. She breathed in the crisp night air, looking down at her phone— it was almost two in the morning. Normally, her parents would have never let her out the house at that time, but under the circumstances, they weren’t really thinking about Emmaline. They were so wrapped up in their pain that what she did was secondary. 

Emmaline understood. She ran, with no direction in mind, feeling the burn in her lungs that she loved when she raced down the road. Her face was growing hot, and the pounding of her feet on the concrete vibrated through her body as she pushed herself to run faster. As she rounded the corner, she careened into what felt like a brick wall. 

Emmaline tumbled, and pain shot up through her knee as it crashed to the concrete beneath her. She hissed in a sharp breath and rolled onto her back.

“Fuck,” she spat in anger, looking at what she had run into.

Sprawled out on the concrete in front of her was Reed. He had a frown on his face and held his elbow.

“Oh, Reed, shit, I’m so sorry.” Emmaline crawled over to him to check his elbow. Reed, with the frown still etched in his brow, looked over at Emmaline’s knee.

“You’re bleeding,” Reed said as he pointed at Emmaline’s knee.

“It’s alright, just a graze. Are you alright?”

Reed nodded his head and caught Emmaline’s hand. He sat, holding her hand, looking down at the ground. Emmaline watched his face. It seemed like he was feeling every emotion all at once. Reed and Spencer had been friends since kindergarten. They were more like brothers, and she was the annoying little sister they were always trying to escape. 

They were always there to tease her but protect her when the bullies started. Emmaline had a crush on Reed for as long as she could remember, but she saw the girls who turned his way, and knew that she would never stand a chance— she was not like girls such as Natalie, Lily, and Jaya— the tall, thin with big boobs gorgeous girls. 

Reed had short cropped dark hair and stood a little over six feet tall with a typical athletic body, muscles, lean— just all round beautiful. Emmaline would have given everything for him or Harley to take notice of her. Harley, with his dark, almost black, long hair, and brown eyes that were so dark it was like looking at the midnight sky. He was taller than Reed, and much more muscular. He gave off the bad boy vibe, however, they were both nothing but protective when it came to Emmaline.

“I’m sorry, Emmaline,” Reed suddenly said. Emmaline frowned as he looked into her face. His eyes were brimmed with tears and stained red from crying. “It should never have happened.” 

Emmaline nodded. She agreed— Spencer’s death should never have happened. 

“Where were you?” she asked.

Reed looked away, his face reddening and the frown deepening on his brow. His breath hitched on a sob as he put his elbows on his knees and rested his face in his hands. 

“I should have protected him. I should have kept him safe.” 

“What happened, Reed?” Emmaline asked as she circled her thumb on his palm.

Reed looked down at their linked hands and brought her fingers up to his lips where he kissed them gently. It was the most tender she had ever been with Reed; it was the first time she had ever felt such tenderness from a boy. She scorned herself for the feelings that were stirring in her stomach. It wasn’t the right time, she scolded, but for the fourteen years she had known Reed, she had wanted some sort of special attention from him. She longed for some tenderness to forget the pain that was ripping her heart to pieces.

“I don’t know. One minute, he was there and the next minute, people were screaming that he was dead. I went running outside and saw Harley pulling him out of the pool. We tried to resuscitate him, we tried to bring him back, but we couldn’t. We tried so hard,” Reed explained as his voice fell into guttural sobs. 

Emmaline let go of Reed’s hand and put her arm around his shoulders bringing him into her. They sat on the footpath, both sobbing, allowing their grief to mingle and send off into the universe. A car slowly pulled up beside them on the curb. Emmaline looked up into the torch that shone down into their faces. She could just make out the police car that held the man with the torch.

“Are you two alright?” the policeman with the torch asked.

“Yes, we are alright. I fell, and he was helping me,” Emmaline replied.

“Are you the girl whose brother died this morning?” the policeman asked.

“Yes.” 

“I’m sorry. Do your parents know you are out so late?” 

Emmaline nodded her head as she stood gingerly, feeling her knee beginning to sting. “Yes, I needed some air and to go for a run.” 

The policeman pointed his torch in Reed’s direction, who sat with his head in his hands. “Alright, well, perhaps head home now. Do you know this guy?”

“Yes, he is, was, my brother’s best friend,” she replied.

“Alright, so can he escort you home?”

Emmaline nodded her head and glanced back over at Reed, who seemed to be lost in a sea of thought and emotions. 

“Yes, I’ll get him to walk me home.” 

She attempted to smile at the policeman, but it came off more like a grimace.

“Alright, be safe, I’m sure your parents don’t need any more problems at the moment.” 

Emmaline attempted a smile again to assure him she would do as he asked. He put his torch away as they began to drive away. Emmaline watched up the road as the police car disappeared out of sight. She looked back at Reed who still sat with his head on his knees.

“Will you walk home with me?” she asked.

Reed looked up and nodded his head as he stood. As they began to walk back towards Emmaline’s home, she felt Reed link his fingers with hers. Emmaline glanced at him and was thankful for the human connection. She didn’t realise how much she just needed to be touched, to have that bit of comfort. 

They walked in silence until they reached the park that Emmaline’s home neighboured. Reed slowed and tightened his grasp. They stopped still in silence, Reed seemed distracted and looked up the road. Emmaline watched his face, she wanted to break the silence, but didn’t know what to say, she didn’t have any words. They both jumped as Emmaline’s phone began to ring in her back pocket. She fumbled pulling her phone out and saw through the broken screen, Spencer’s name. 

“Fuck,” Emmaline growled. She looked up at Reed who was staring down at the phone, his eyes widened, and his mouth dropped open. Emmaline slammed the answer button. “What the fuck do you want?” she roared down the line.

Laughter met her anger. It sounded like the laughter was coming through a computer. It didn’t sound human. She fumbled with the phone to put it onto speaker so that Reed could hear what was being said.

“Who are you?” Emmaline asked quietly as she watched Reed’s face seem to pale in the light of the moon. She reached out and took his hand again in hers and ran her thumb across his palm. Reed blinked and looked down at her, a frown replacing the look of shock.

“Spencer,” the computerised voice replied.

Emmaline ground her teeth together and tightened her grip on Reed’s hand.

“We both know you’re not Spencer, we both know that he is dead. You sent the photo to assure that I knew that. So, I’ll ask you again, who the fuck are you?” 

More laughter came down the line and Emmaline growled. She went to hang up the phone, but the voice said words that had her chilled.

“Maybe you should ask Spencer’s killer, after all, you’re holding his hand.” 

Emmaline felt the blood drain from her face as she dropped Reed’s hand. She shook her head and looked around, trying to see someone who was watching them. “Where are you? Don’t be a coward, show me where you are,” Emmaline roared into the night.

A flicker of light caught her eye from a car she didn’t recognise. Emmaline began to run towards it as the engine came to life and it sped off down the road. She fumbled with her phone to try to get a photo of the number plate. When the car was out of sight, Emmaline turned back to Reed, who stood on the path staring at the road where the car had gone, a frown on his face.

“Who was that?” Emmaline screamed.
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Emmaline felt hysteria beginning to build in her chest. Her anger was overwhelming and no longer controllable. She stomped to the path where Reed stood and shoved him in the chest as hard as she could. Reed stumbled backward but caught his footing before he fell to the ground.

“Reed, who the fuck was that?”

Reed looked at her and shook his head. “I, I don’t know,” he stammered.

Emmaline’s jaw tightened and she slammed her hands into his chest again in fury. “Yes, you fucking do. Don’t lie to me, you fucking piece of shit, they said you knew what happened to Spencer, that you were the fucking killer.” 

“What the fuck,” Ralph roared behind her.

Emmaline turned to see her father marching down the path, his face red and his fists curled into tight balls. Emmaline had never seen Ralph so angry before, and she wasn’t sure what was about to happen, but she knew it was going to be violent. Reed seemed to recognise the same fate as he shook his head and held his hands up.

“I didn’t kill him, please believe me. I loved Spencer like he was a brother. I didn’t kill him.” 

Large droplets of tears fell from Reed’s face and down his chest. 

Ralph reached them, but Reed’s words seemed to have made it through as he stopped beside Emmaline and looked down at her. Ralph’s face wasn’t as angry, and his fists had uncurled. Ralph turned to look down at Emmaline and took her arms in his hands.

“What made you say that Reed killed Spencer?” 

Emmaline sighed and ran her hand up through her hair. She was completely exhausted— angry and frustrated, and the overwhelming pain in her heart for the loss of her brother was unbearable. Emmaline opened the messages that were sent from Spencer’s phone and showed Ralph, who read them with a frown on his face. When he scrolled down the photo of Spencer being placed in the black plastic body bag, the breath seemed to leave his body. 

He looked down at Emmaline. “Who is this from?” 

“I don’t know. They just rang me, and when I asked what happened to Spencer, they said Reed was the killer and they knew he was standing beside me. I looked around and saw the car watching me. I got a photo.”

Emmaline took the phone back from Ralph and opened the photo of the car she had snapped. The license plate was slightly blurred but they were able to make out the model of the car and the first few numbers on the plate.

“That might be enough to give to the police. They might be able to find out who this cunt is,” Ralph snarled through clenched teeth.

Emmaline nodded her head before looking at Reed who was silent and shaking.

“Reed, please tell me what happened, and tell the truth, this hurts too much.” 

Ralph folded his arms across his chest as Reed nervously glanced between Emmaline and her father.

“Let's go and sit out on the back porch, we can talk there,” Ralph said quietly.

The trio walked around the side of the house. Emmaline didn’t know whether the shivers she was feeling was because of the cool night breeze or the realisation that her brother was never coming back, and his killer was possibly walking beside her. She looked over at Ralph’s face, whose mouth was pulled taut into a thin line, his jaw tensed, and she could see the fire of anger burning in his eyes even in the darkness of the night. 

When she looked at Reed, he looked so much smaller and shrunken than she’d remembered him. He didn’t seem to have that cocky walk of a popular footballer, but instead, a small child who was frightened and lost. Emmaline knew the feeling. Amongst her anger and sadness, she felt frightened and lost. 

She didn’t know how to do life without Spencer. Tears began to trickle down her cheeks and hit her chest as they dripped from her chin. She didn’t want to be weak, she wanted to be strong for her parents, but she couldn’t pretend— she couldn’t push the pain away. It was a pain she had never felt before and had no real words to describe. 

It felt like the whole atmosphere had lost all its pressure and was beginning to squash down on top of her. She couldn’t get enough air in her lungs; the weight of the world was slowly squeezing out every breath Emmaline had in her body. She wasn’t sure that she could possibly even survive such pain. 

When they got to the back porch, Ralph sat and pointed at the seat in front of him for Reed to take. Silently, Reed sat down, his knees bouncing and his hands twisting together, he kept his head down and didn’t make eye contact with either Ralph or Emmaline. They all sat in silence for what felt like an eternity. No one had the words to start the conversation. Emmaline didn’t want to rehash the story of Spencer’s last moments and she was pretty sure that Ralph felt the same way.

Finally, Ralph broke the silence by clearing his throat and leaning forward in his seat to rest his elbows on the glass table between him and Reed. He ran his hand up through his hair and over his face, scratching at the whiskers that were starting to pop their heads out of his skin.

“What happened, Reed? What happened to my son?” 

Ralph’s tears flowed down his cheeks. It tore Emmaline’s heart in two watching her father, who was so strong, be so broken. She had no words to make it better, nothing that could heal his pain— nothing except having Spencer back. 

Emmaline would have even accepted Reed telling them it was all a big joke and that her brother was alive, they’d staged the whole event. She felt like she wouldn’t be angry, just as long as Spencer was alive and not really laying on a cold slab in a sterile and unloving building. 

Reed looked up with torrents of tears flowing over his cheeks. He opened his mouth to speak but only a sob came out as he shook his head. When he finally spoke, his voice was hoarse, and the sobs threatened to overpower him. 

“I’m sorry.” 

“For fucks sake, what fucking happened to my son?” Ralph growled with such ferocity, in such a low tone, that it was nothing but pure anger and hatred. 

Emmaline felt real fear towards her father for the first time in her life. She looked over at Reed, who obviously got the message that now was not the time to push buttons as he shook his head and stammered. 

“I’m embarrassed. I wasn't there for him when he needed me, I promised I’d watch him, but I didn’t.” 

Ralph leaned forward with his fists clenched into tight balls on the table, his face was red, and his jaw was clenched tight as he spoke in a low growling whisper.

“Fucking hell, I’ve taken about all I can, Reed. Either you tell me what fucking happened to Spencer or I’m going to take my anger out on your fucking face, do you understand me?” 

Emmaline felt her body physically being pulled back in her chair in fear of who her father was at that moment. Reed’s head shot up and his eyes widened as he looked between Ralph and Emmaline. 

He held his hands up in surrender and shook his head, his mouth opening and shutting like a fish. 

“Please. I’m sorry. I was inside. Spencer said he wasn’t feeling well, and he asked Harley and I to watch him. We saw that he had passed out and tried to get him outside. I got called away and left him with Harley, when I came out, people were screaming that Spencer was dead.” 

A low growl begun to emit from Ralph’s throat, his eyes almost glowed red with the anger that was oozing from him. His hands were balled into tight fists on the table, and he glared at Reed. 

“So, what happened? Are you saying that Harley hurt Spencer? That he is actually the killer?” Emmaline asked.

Reed turned his attention to Emmaline and shook his head violently, his face paled further.

“No, no. Harley didn’t kill him. I don’t know how Spencer ended up in the pool. I just know that Harley was the one that jumped in to save him. We did CPR on him, we tried to save him.”

“Fuck,” Ralph roared.

Emmaline and Reed both jumped and looked between each other as Ralph slammed his fists on the table. The glass shattered and flew across the deck. Emmaline jumped up and grabbed her father’s hands. At her touch, he seemed to soften. She held tight onto his fists, feeling the blood ooze through her fingers.

“Emmaline, I can’t do this,” Ralph sobbed as he went limp in her arms.

“Dad, we need to get you inside to look at your hands.” 

Reed was backed up against the railing of the deck, his eyes wide. In the early morning light, she could see that his face was visibly paled.

“What happened? Oh, Jesus, Ralph, what’s happened?” Shauna screamed as she swung the back door open and came running on to the deck.

She was dressed in one of Ralph’s t-shirts and sweatpants. Her eyes were puffy and red, her hair knotty on the back of her head where she had been tossing and turning.
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