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Books. Everyone reads them. They take you to another world and help you escape from your everyday life. That is exactly what keeps customers coming back to a little bookstore with a namesake that comes from the bad book puns that bookshops usually sport. “Every Book Tells A Story” is printed on a wooden sign above the shop.

This particular bookstore’s owner is handsome but very impatient. Jack McMahon stands at the checkout counter. It’s a small store in a small town, with the clientele of its place of residence. It sits in a tiny nook in the middle of the strip of buildings making up downtown Wauchula. Jack’s hands tap on the counter without him noticing. He stares at the shelves surrounding him, not very out of order, but he sees many out of place. 

He shoves his hand in his pocket as the single customer in his shop, an older woman in a casual dress, finally approaches the counter.

“All set, Mary?” He smiles at her warmly. 

“It was hard, but I had to choose one. You see,” Mary replies. “You always have so much to choose from!”

“Always stock out there to find, so I’ll find it!” Jack did an awkward little jig with his shoulders. 

“Ah, I remember when your parents ran the place. It was so lively.” She looked around the shop and nodded. “Oh, but you are doing a great job in their stead, Jack.”

“Well, my parents aren’t dead, just not living in town anymore.”

“Oh, I know, Jackie. I call your mother every day. She asks how the shop is doing.” 

“And you tell her it’s doing well, right?”

“Oh, of course, Jack. But you know it—”

“That’s $20. How are you paying?”

Mary finishes her sentence as she pulls out her cash and hands him a 20 dollar bill. “It’s struggling, isn’t it?”

Jack takes the cash she hands him and produces her change. “We’re doing just fine,” he assures her.

“Tell that to the other five customers that come here every week.” She gives him a knowing look. “Has anyone bought the house beside yours yet?”

“Not yet, but once someone does, I’m sure you’ll know well before me.” Jack leans against the counter. 

“Oh, I plan to.” She waves and leaves.

When she’s gone, Jack rushes to the shelves and carefully puts each book back in its place. He then dusts around every shelf. 

“You know we’re closing soon, right?” A voice makes Jack jump out of his skin. He looks back and sees his one and only staff member. Riley walks from the front door to the cash register.

“Dang it, Riley. You scared me,” Jack pants, grasping his chest. 

“Maybe if you weren’t in such a trance when you cleaned, you would notice what’s around you.” The young man rolls his eyes. He has the look of a bored college student that needs a job to get by, but he doesn’t hate being there. His hair is rust-colored and held back in a man bun. “If we had any customers at all, you wouldn’t have noticed them anyway.”

“The customers just—”

“Leave the books everywhere, in the wrong places, all the time. I know. You say this every day.” Riley crosses his arms. “Boss, I like working here. You’re a great boss, but you really need to find a way to relax.”

“I am relaxed! I clean when I’m relaxed.”

“Jack, go home. I’ll close up.” Riley approaches his boss, places a hand on Jack’s shoulder, and holds a hand out towards the duster in Jack’s hand. 

“We are struggling, aren’t we?” Jack begins to sputter and sniffle. Riley looks visibly uncomfortable, but they’ve been here before, albeit with fewer tears.

“Oh please, not now . . . it’s okay. The business is not going anywhere. We’re in an off-season. More people want to be outside.”

“We haven’t sold more than ten books in a week, Riley . . . my parents used to have this place packed, and I’m failing at it.” Jack wrings his hands through his hair and leans on the counter.

“Maybe you should ask them for help.”

“No, not an option. I will keep this place afloat without their help!” Jack declares, pointing a finger to the sky and looking straight at Riley. “Let’s do one more clean and close up.” 
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