
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Your Day To Die

        

        
        
          Erik Voss and E.G. Voss

        

        
          Published by E.G.Voss, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      YOUR DAY TO DIE

    

    
      First edition. March 19, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Erik Voss and E.G. Voss.

    

    
    
      Written by Erik Voss and E.G. Voss.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To my wife Jennifer, and daughters Allison and Madison, for putting up with my long hours.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Our choices shape the path fate reveals; they are partners, not opposites.

-Henry Vale

      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 1 
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Mary Becket stretched beside a picnic table. In her early 20s, she was fit, focused, and usually turned heads in her sleek running outfits. The morning sunlight splashed across the playground in Whitewater’s city park. Kids were laughing, parents were watching. A Wisconsin postcard-perfect town with a shimmering lake, quaint downtown, and a college campus nestled in the southeastern part of the Badger state.

A creature of routine, she moved precisely. Mary grabbed her phone, tapped it, adjusted her earbuds, and slipped the phone into her armband. She jogged off, gliding past families and waving cheerfully as was her custom. A naturally friendly person, she always initiated a wave or a smile and rarely let anyone get her down. 

As she approached a street crossing, she quickly checked both ways for traffic without breaking stride. Just as she reached the other side, a large shadow swept over her. Puzzled, she suddenly stopped and turned around, her eyes scanning the sky but seeing nothing. 

Must have been one heckuva bird!

She frowned, shook it off, and resumed her run.

––––––––
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A few blocks away, an elegant woman in her 30s sat alone at a table outside a diner downtown. Her light tan pantsuit was pristine, and her jewelry glinted. She had bright turquoise eyes, and her light brown hair was pulled into a bun so tight it almost looked painful. To the casual observer from across the street, she looked like she belonged in a Fortune 500 boardroom, not at some diner next to a hardware store in a small town. She slowly sipped her coffee as an older man passed by, paying no attention to her presence. She looked at him with a curious contempt. 

––––––––
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Melissa “Mel” Wojotowicz sat at a table inside the diner, wrapping silverware in the cloth napkins. Unlike the other servers, she didn’t mind this part of her job. There was something relaxing about it, almost like knitting. In her early 40s, she worked part-time at the diner for the past five years to keep herself busy while her kids were in school. And the extra money went for the once-a-year family vacation when her husband could get time off. 

Whenever the diner was slow, there were assigned tasks to be completed. The big breakfast crowd had already cleared out, leaving just a couple sitting in a corner booth. Because nothing really was going on, Mel’s mind wandered. While she wrapped, she kept staring at the woman sitting at one of the outdoor tables. She didn’t know what it was, but there was something strange about her.

“What do you think’s the deal with that woman?” Mel wondered.

“What do you mean?” Beth Decker answered. 

Unlike Mel, Beth hated boring chores like wrapping silverware and preferred the busier activities like wiping down tables and cleaning instead. A 19-year-old college student, Beth, tended to be a little obsessed with herself like most people her age. 

“I mean, she doesn’t exactly look like our normal customers. And when she came in and told me she wanted to sit outside, there was a cold draft coming off her, ...like she was a human ice cube.”

“Maybe she’s not human,” Beth answered, scrubbing a difficult smudge on a table.

Mel stopped and jerked her head in alarm toward Beth, who looked at her and burst out laughing. Mel angrily chucked an empty napkin at Beth, who easily dodged it.

“Oh jeez, Mel, you can be so gullible sometimes,” Beth teased. “And you need to lay off the haunted house shows you watch before going to bed,” she said as she resumed scrubbing.

“Whatever,” Mel grumbled. “I was right about that creepy guy who came in a couple of months ago, who ended up having warrants for armed robbery.”

Beth stopped scrubbing and turned to face her.

“So, what, your Spidey-sense is tingling?”

Mel debated how to answer Beth without looking like some paranoid lunatic. Beth was always joking with Mel about their age gap and her life experiences. And while Mel knew it was all in good fun, she worried that bringing up her extra-sensory feelings about people and locations would really creep Beth out.

“As you get older, you’ll learn that listening to your gut will save you a lot of problems,” Melissa sighed.

Mel was glad that she’d never told Beth that she did a few paranormal investigations on the side. Beth thought she was weird enough already.

––––––––
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Mary bounded a long, steady rhythm, deftly avoiding any obstacles. A man about the same age, shuffled along the gravel path, eyes glued to his phone, oblivious to his surroundings. Unable to avoid him, they collided and tumbled to the ground in a heap. She laughed and brushed gravel from her palm.


“Whew, that was a good one!” she joked in a slightly flirty tone. “You okay?”



Embarrassed, he scrambled up.

“Yeah, sorry.” 

He avoided eye contact, grabbed his phone, and slunk away quickly. She watched him go, surprised she was disappointed. He was kinda cute and maybe there was something there. Then again, maybe not. She noticed the scrape on her hand and rubbed it. Shrugging it all off, she resumed running, headed towards downtown. 

She was nearing the end of the park trail, which would turn into a sidewalk. Her running loop took her through a couple of blocks of the downtown before she was able to hit the nature trail that had been converted from an old railroad bed. She didn’t like running through town near the stores and the traffic, and was glad it was only a short distance.

––––––––
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The woman at the diner took another sip, then set the cup down slowly and deliberately. She turned her head to her left at the sound of a loud engine revving. The engine noise got louder as whatever was headed her way was closing at high speed. A dark blue pickup truck with jacked-up tires sped by, and she calmly tracked it with her gaze, her expression unreadable. 

––––––––
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Mary slowed at another crossing. She took a quick, frustrated glance at her watch as she had been a little late out this morning. She always went for a run before she went to work as it invigorated her. She’d debated if she could get a run in today or if she should just casually take her time getting ready. She’d finally decided that she could do it.

If I pick up the pace, I should have enough time.

––––––––
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Mel heard and then saw the truck zoom by the windows at high speed.

“Holy cow, did you see that?” Mel blurted out. 

“See what?”

“That truck that just went by, that guy was flying!” 

Beth started to ask about it when they both saw people across the street pointing their fingers and screaming. Other people then ran right by the diner.

––––––––
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Continuing to follow the speeding truck, the woman at the diner looked on passively. She showed no reaction to the loud screeching of tires followed by a sickening thump, like someone dropped a watermelon on the street. 

She witnessed the crash but was unbothered by it. Screams erupted nearby, and people rushed past her toward the gruesome scene. She checked her watch, then pulled out her notebook from her suit pocket and scribbled something down. Mel and Beth rushed outside into the street and saw the commotion at the end of the block. Mel ran back to the woman on the sidewalk, breathless.

“Oh my God, what happened?”

“Today was her date,” the woman answered coolly. “Her time was up.”

Mel looked at the woman with a mix of shock and confusion at the woman’s lack of compassion. Suddenly, alarm bells were ringing in her head.

Something’s wrong! Get away from her!

Every instinct Mel had was telling her to run but she was frozen to the sidewalk. She was terrified and fascinated at the same time.

The woman stood and left the tip on the table.

She looked into Mel’s eyes and saw the fear. She placed her hand on Mel’s shoulder.

“Don’t worry,” she said soothingly, her eyes mesmerizing. “You’ve got decades to go.”

The woman then casually strolled away from the chaos down the street. Mel watched her leave and knew she’d just experienced something she could never tell another soul about, not even her family. 

Mel heard a loud noise and looked back at the commotion down the street, and saw Beth running at her before skidding to a stop.

“That truck just ran over a jogger!” Beth gasped. “Can you believe it?”

Beth saw the blank look on Mel’s face.

“Hey!” she said, shaking Mel gently. “You okay? You look like you’ve seen a ghost!”

Mary had seen something, but she didn’t know what. A shiver suddenly ran up her arm, and she rubbed the goosebumps. She also knew that whatever it was, she hoped she didn’t see it again.

“I’m...okay,” she finally answered. Mel began walking back to the diner with Beth following. “C’mon, we better get back inside.”

––––––––
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A block away, the woman continued walking, a slight spring in her step. A man approached with a small dog on a leash. As they passed, the dog suddenly whimpered and cowered in fear, hiding behind the man nearly tripping him. The woman looked down it and smiled before resuming. 

They always know.

The distant sirens of the emergency vehicles were getting closer, but there would be nothing they could do. Mary Becket would never grow old.

Finally, the woman allowed herself a devious smile to curl on her lips. 

Everything was falling into place.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 2
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Unlike the behemoth flagship campus of the University of Wisconsin-Madison, U.W.-Whitewater catered to students who liked the intimacy of a smaller campus. It provided its students all the benefits of college life, such as the Greek System, clubs, dorms, and athletics, but without the headaches of the large and sometimes overwhelming Madison experience. Students here enjoyed less pressure, less crime, and the tuition costs were significantly lower. The campus was picturesque and student-friendly to boot.

Students streamed across the quad in loose, intersecting paths, backpacks bouncing, conversations rising and falling like waves. The old brick buildings had seen decades of students, and their fashions and causes, come and go. But majestic as they were, universities rarely stood still, and there was always a need for modernization and expansion. Sometimes the new architecture worked, but most of the time, it didn’t. 

Inside the fourth-floor dorm room, the vibe was different. One of the older dorm buildings, Fischer Hall, offered the old-school room dimensions of 11x15ft. With two people to a room, this meant the space was cramped, and every square inch of space had to be optimized. Both beds were up on lofts with a sagging couch below one, and the mini-fridge and a TV balanced on milk crates below the other. Student closets flanked either side of the door, and the student desks were on the other end of the room, next to the one window.

Lucas Green sat at his desk, hunched over a laptop, furiously typing. He stopped and looked at the scrape on the palm of his left hand. 

I’m such an idiot!

On the way back to his room, he kicked himself for not talking to the girl he accidentally knocked down.

She totally flirted with me, and I ran like a coward. Why do I do stupid crap like that?

He was twenty-one, with brown hair, average in every way he could measure, and still searching for something that felt like a direction. He’d changed majors twice and still wasn’t convinced the third one would stick. 

He was good with numbers, and accounting meant always having a steady job, but he worried about the office lifestyle. He loved history but becoming a history teacher felt like there was a chance for burnout with kids who didn’t care about something more than five minutes ago much less something critically important 100 years ago. After doing a ride-along with a local police department, becoming a police officer appealed to him with the variety and excitement of the job. But he was also worried he wouldn’t be up to the challenge. He’d always shrank away from confrontation because it was easier than just fighting about it.

He was smart enough to get good grades, but he wasn’t one of those overachieving freaks that he’d seen his entire school life. He knew grades were important, but borderline psychotic obsessions with them were not. Normally, he was content to go along and just sort of floated through life. But as his college career was winding down, he kept having a nagging feeling he was meant to do something important with his life; he just didn’t know what.

He’d been lucky with his roommate assignment. The busybody know-it-alls in the student life office thought spinning the wheel and lumping strangers together in a small room was a fantastic way for students to expand their horizons. The problem was that not everyone wanted their horizons expanded. He’d seen what happened when roommates hated each other, especially the girls, and it wasn’t pretty.

He heard some commotion out in the hallway, the voices getting louder and more obnoxious. The door burst open and his roommate Mario Soto breezed into their room headed right to his closet. Despite their occasional disagreements, Lucas had been glad he’d been able to room with someone who would become his friend. 

While they got along, it was kind of a weird dynamic. Mario was on the opposite end of the social butterfly spectrum. Also twenty-one, Mario was handsome and the life of the party. Wherever he went and could really work a room. Most of the time, Lucas liked going out with him to stay in the shadows, but there were times when the party circuit got to be a little much, and he needed a break.

And unlike Lucas with his winding career track, Mario was laser-focused on getting his business degree and taking over the family’s restaurant. He wasn’t a great student, but just good enough not to let it interfere with his social obligations.

“You coming?” Mario asked, digging through his closet. Not surprisingly, he was a bit of a clothes horse.

Finding a possible shirt, he put it on, checked himself out, and turned to Lucas.

“Everyone’s gonna be there. And a little birdie told me Anna was asking about you,” he said in a sing-songy voice that he knew Lucas hated.

Lucas stopped typing and turned to him.

“One, I don’t have time. Two, I’ve got a test. And three, Anna’s rich. I’m not. That’s not a good match.”

“Wrong on all three.” Mario paused, pointing at him. “One, there’s always time to break away for an hour. Two, you know the test topics inside and out. And three, the only one who’s bothered about Anna’s money is you. Which, sounds kinda snobby.”

“Hold up, you’re saying I’m snobby?” Lucas responded. 

Mario checked himself out in the mirror again, frowned, and decided this shirt wasn’t going to work. He started to dig again.

“Sure, you have a bias against rich people.”

“But I’m poor!”

He found a shirt that was a possibility and sniffed it. Making a disgusted face, he threw it in the hamper and kept cycling through the collection.

“Exactly. And because you don’t have money, you’re looking down on Anna because she does.” He paused. “Or is it you’re looking up on Anna?”

Lucas had been accused of a lot of things, but being snobby was not one of them. He was trying to wrap his brain around that comment.

“And before you crap on me about another party, they’re not all bad. You introduced me to Jenna at a party, remember?”

“That’s because she begged me to,” Lucas said. “And then her friends wouldn’t even give me the time of day.” He shrugged, trying to sound casual. “Besides, I meet girls on my own.”

“Knocking down a jogger and mumbling ‘Sorry’ doesn’t count.”

“Glad I told you that,” Lucas muttered.

Mario finally settled on an acceptable shirt and saw Lucas’ expression. Mario softened, realizing he went too far and was pushing a little too hard.

“Look, we’ve been tight since our second week here. I wouldn’t lie about Anna. So you got dumped by Kirsten, fine. It sucks, happens to everybody. But you don’t stop trying and just sit in here like a hermit all the time. Most of life is just showing up.” 

He grabbed his keys. “So... you coming?”

A burst of laughter echoed from the hallway. Someone pounded on a door down the corridor. Mario opened theirs, hesitating for a moment.

“Go on, have fun. I’ll be fine.”

Mario sighed, then disappeared into the noise. The door clicked shut. The room fell still again.

Lucas stared at the empty doorway, then at the laptop and the half-finished notes on his desk. He shook his head, unsure whether he was frustrated with Mario... or himself.

He looked back at the door, and then he saw it.

An envelope slipped under the door.

It hadn’t been there a second ago, and Mario was already gone. He frowned, then walked over to the door and leaned down to pick it up.

No return address. Just his name. Printed neatly.

Purposefully.

A strange chill crept up his spine. He opened it.

To: Mr. Lucas Green

Subject: Required Appearance - Hyer Hall

You are invited to attend a research session at Hyer Hall, Room 210, on Monday, September 7th, from 10:00 to 11:00 a.m.

This session is exclusive to you. It will not be repeated.

Your academic record reflects potential obscured by indecision, circumstance, and lack of proper guidance.

We believe you are capable of more than you currently allow yourself to imagine.

Attendance is strongly advised as there will be substantial compensation for participation.

Arrive alone.

Do not discuss this invitation.

Free will is the ritual. Fate is the result.

Harmony Binger

Obitus International

Lucas quickly opened the door, but the hallway was empty, He then ran to the stairwell near his room, but no one was there. He walked back to his room puzzled.

Sitting at his desk, he read the letter again. He wondered if Mario was pranking him but then realized that wasn’t his style. He set it down on his desk and wondered who knew him like this. 

Substantial compensation? 

He could always use the money, and he had nothing going on tomorrow. Answering some questions for a corporate research study would be a piece of cake. He was interested and yet creeped out at the same time. 

Maybe this could turn things around for me.
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CHAPTER 3 
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Despite being a smaller school, Whitewater excelled in athletics. Not just in their in-state conference, but in competitions around the country, resulting in several national championships in a variety of sports. But in this school, football players were royalty and star quarterback Asher Carlisle was their king. 

The athletic department’s lounge thrummed with restless energy; ping-pong smacks ricocheting off the walls, the stale scent of sweat hanging in the air. Decorated in the school’s colors of purple, yellow, and white, motivational slogans glared down from every surface, demanding everyone act like champions.

At twenty-two years old, Asher was blond, good-looking, and had a body that was built for pro football. A three time All-American, his first two games of this season saw him put up some ordinary numbers that were below his usual excellent standards. Even though he was from a small school, he was looking forward to proving himself at the post-season all-star games with the pro scouts watching. A star athlete his entire life, he was used to things going his way both academically and with the girls.

He walked in like he always did, shoulders loose, chin high, the golden boy who’d never once been forced to face the wreckage he left behind. But there was a stiffness in his jaw today, a flicker of something he’d been trying to forget. He collapsed onto the couch, scrolling his phone as a way to distract his mind from thoughts that occasionally bubbled up from his past. Things he never discussed with anyone and kept buried until they forced their way up.

Fellow teammates Chad Booker and Rory Adams drifted over, drawn by habit or gravity, or maybe the chance to needle Asher about his latest bad choice. Chad was a speedy wide receiver, while Rory was a hulking lineman who was also looking forward to a shot at the pros.

“How’d the meeting with Haskins go?” Chad asked, dropping into a chair with a thud. “He benching you?”

Asher didn’t look up. “For what?”

“Missing curfew, dumbass,” Chad answered, but there was an edge to it, like he half-wanted the answer to be different this time.

“Because you were MIA after you tried to jump the fountain and totaled your car,” Rory snorted.

Their laughter came too loud, too eager. Rory tossed a cushion at him. Asher expertly caught it mid-air without even blinking.

“Wrong again, losers,” Asher said as he looked at them. “Coach needs his job so there’s no way in hell I’m sitting.”

Chad’s eyebrows rose. “He’s letting you play?”

Rory shook his head, not even pretending to be surprised. He looks at Chad.

“Big shocker. Asher gets away with something. Again.”

Asher smirked, but it didn’t land. His eyes drifted to the poster across the room of himself frozen mid-pass, perfect form, perfect confidence. The moment before everything slipped. Before the fumble. Before the costly loss. Before the whispers that maybe he wasn’t good enough.

His throat tightened.

He reached for the chain around his neck, fingers closing around the cool metal of the four-leaf clover charm. He rubbed it slowly, almost compulsively, as if the motion kept something darker at bay.

“Being me isn’t as easy as it looks,” he muttered.

Chad and Rory exchanged a glance; quick and uneasy. The kind teammates share when they realize the star player might be cracking, and they’re not sure whether to step closer or back away.

Asher stood up and grabbed his bag. 

“I’m gonna get some work in,” he announced. “You ladies can go do whatever it is that you do.”

“Whatever, bro, we just got done,” Rory answered. “And I figured you’d be next so I even set the weight on the lowest level for you.”

Rory and Chad laughed as anytime they got a chance to jab Asher, they took it. Asher laughed as well because he knew they’d always have his back. And they would also be deferential to him because everyone knew he was the best player on the team.

After giving half-hearted acknowledgment waves to some of his fans, Asher entered the locker room and threw his bag on the wooden bench. He opened his locker, and then he noticed it.

An envelope.

He frowned because no one knew the combination to his locker, not even the school, which they were supposed to for security reasons. He looked at the vents on the locker door, but they were too small for this envelope to fit.

He grabbed the envelope and opened it. 

To: Mr. Asher Carlisle

Subject: Required Appearance - Hyer Hall

You are invited to attend a research session at Hyer Hall, Room 210, on Monday, September 7th, from 10:00 to 11:00 a.m.

This session is exclusive to you. It will not be repeated.

Your record reflects extraordinary talent tempered by circumstance, expectation, and the weight of family legacy. You’ve carried more than most, and we recognize the strength it takes to keep moving forward when silence is easier than truth.

We believe you are capable of more than you currently allow yourself to imagine.

Attendance is strongly advised. Substantial compensation will be provided for participation.

Arrive alone.

Do not discuss this invitation.

Free will is the ritual. Fate is the result.

Harmony Binger

Obitus International

He looked around, but he was alone. He quickly checked the rest of the locker room and the office, but there was no one there. He left through the side door that led to the weight room, but the lights were off. 

He returned to the locker room and sat in front of his locker reading the letter again. 

Who knew these things about me? My dad’s the biggest phony in public, supporting me while running me down in private, my whole life.

He put the letter back in the envelope and shoved it in his duffel bag. He began to get undressed, his mind racing. He had wrecked his car, and any money that came his way would help. He had to be careful accepting money as a college athlete, but something told him he wouldn’t have to worry about this. 

He prided himself on being able to sniff out the bullshit around him. Everyone always wanted a piece of him for something. But this? Answering some stupid research questions for cash would be easy money. 
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CHAPTER 4
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The Down Under, a popular campus restaurant pulsed with the typical midday noise. With students crowding the tables, laughter spilling out from the secluded booths, the place was always busy.

Inside, the heat from the grill wrapped around Sarah Chen like a second skin. At twenty-two, she was sharp, capable, and stretched so thin with work, school, and life, she felt translucent. Her grandparents had emigrated from China, and while they loved their new country, they were still steeped in the old ways. They approved of her going to college, but worried she might fall into the dangers of forgetting her heritage. Her parents, on the other hand, were professionals, and they demanded that Sarah excel in everything. The stress of having to be perfect all the time, especially to her mother, was exhausting.

Grease popped against the metal as she flipped another burger, her movements quick and precise. She’d made the same kind of food so many times, she often joked she could do her job sound asleep. She’d worked here the past couple of years to help pay expenses for school. And she grudgingly took the overtime when it was available, but there were times when she felt like she was going to burn out. But with her current financial situation, she simply didn’t have a choice. College wasn’t free.

Marcus Kopecky emerged from the back, awkwardly balancing two heavy boxes against his chest. He’d been here a decade, and it showed in the way he moved, in the way he tried too hard not to get in the way. Pushing thirty, he started at the Down Under while still in school and after graduating, stayed on after being promoted to manager. There was nothing special about him in terms of anything and he’d developed a secret crush on Sarah. He was nice, but kind of ...blah.

“How are those burgers coming?” he asked.

“They’re coming, alright?” Sarah snapped, juggling three orders on the screen and the growing knot in her chest.

Marcus strained to shove the boxes onto a high shelf.

“Just asking. No need for the attitude.”

The spatula clanged against the grill as she slammed it down. Heat flushed her cheeks, but not from the burners.

“Why would I have an attitude?” she fired back. “We’re short-staffed. My mom’s on my case for everything and I didn’t even tell her, yet, I didn’t get the scholarship. I’m working insane hours and falling behind in class. So yeah, maybe I’ve got a little attitude.”

Marcus straightened, rubbing his shoulder. “I can’t help it if the university won’t pay like the off-campus joints.”

Sarah slapped a finished burger and fries onto the pass-through shelf with more force than necessary.

Amy Reese swooped in, red hair pulled into a messy bun, glasses slipping down her nose, always moving like she was one step ahead of a disaster. She grabbed the plate without breaking stride.

“Two more for this table, Sarah,” she said, already pivoting away.

“And I’ve only got two hands, Amy,” Sarah shot back, though the frustration wasn’t really aimed at her.

She plated two more burgers, the motions automatic, the tension anything but. She shoved them onto the shelf and turned toward Marcus.

“Well, you better figure something out,” she said. “I’ve got bigger plans than this place.”

Marcus froze mid-reach. Slowly, he turned to face her, something raw flickering behind his eyes.

“I’ve been here ten years,” he said. “You saying I’ve wasted my life?”

The words hit harder than she expected and she groaned softly realizing her mistake. She knew she had gone too far and even though what she said was how she really felt, she couldn’t afford to lose this job.

“No... I’m saying...” She faltered, the anger draining into exhaustion. “I don’t know what I’m saying. I just need a break. And we need help.”

She finished another order. Amy whisked it away. The ticket screen blinked empty, the lunch rush finally breaking. Marcus softened a little as well. He could see that she was a little stressed. There was an awkward silence.

Sarah exhaled, long and shaky. “We’re caught up. Mind if I step out for some air?”

Marcus nodded. “Sure. Just don’t wander too far.”

She managed a small nod back. Amy caught her eye from across the room. Another person she snapped at, Sarah quickly mouthed her a silent apology.

Sorry. 

Amy smirked and waved her off, already moving toward another table. Amy was the closest thing Sarah had to a friend, although she was more of a work friend. Sarah had never been a friend magnet because her personality could rub people the wrong way. She tended not to sugarcoat things, which put people off, and racking up friends had never been high on her list of priorities. She was just too busy with other things.

Outside, the back alley was quiet except for the distant sounds of campus life. Sarah dropped into a battered metal chair by the delivery door, the cool shade a relief after the suffocating heat inside. She pulled out her phone, scrolled without seeing anything, then set it aside.

Leaning back, she closed her eyes. 

Then it happened. A fluttering sound.

She grimaced and opened her eyes. Taped to the side of the door was an envelope. Looking around, she saw no one.

That wasn’t there when I came out.

After looking around again, she tentatively pulled it down and opened it.
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