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DEATH IS AROUND EVERYONE’S corner, people try to run and hide from it, but it always catches up with them. Like a bad scene from a horror movie. Death stalks like a lion, waiting for the right moment to attack. You can run but sooner or later you’ll trip and death will devour you. Does anyone know the secret to outrun death? No one that lived to tell about it that’s saying something right?
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Usual
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I’m at the cemetery. I need to visit him. If I was dead a visitor would be a blessing. Nobody knows what happens when we die.

I love him with such a passion that leaving him alone in the cemetery scares me most days. So when I make bad choices—like getting drunk in the woods, I visit him.

I spend a lot of time with, Vanessa, she’s my best friend but he was the best.

I kick the cemetery gate with my foot, hurrying to make it in. It’s getting dark. I left Vanessa in the woods by my house—the usual spot we hang out. 

It’s always the same thing—sadness, when I think about him. And sadness when I drank, I know I should stay away from drinking. Maybe I enjoy the torture. 

This is me, Eve, the reckless girl from a small town. I come from a successful family. My dad owns his own business and my mom is a lawyer.

Gray, my older brother, played football in high school and does even more impressive things in college. My sister has what most say is the best husband in the world, with two perfect children to match.

I’m the baby in my family, on a road leading to nowhere. I don’t know what I want to do with my life.

I'm used to success coming from every direction but mine. I want to live, not stress about how or why. That's what my family does, they stress until they make it and stress some more afterwards as they struggle to keep things perfect.

I’m not like that. My mom says I’m her wingless wonder. I don’t understand what the nickname even means. So I make up my own idea. Like, if I had wings that would be all it took to fly away from this shitty life.

School is about to end. And I have plans, plans that involve having a good time before I have to deal with school all over again. I’m passing, but the only reason I’m going is to avoid hearing my parents complain. Not to mention I don’t want to explain at family gatherings why I am going nowhere fast.

I need to escape. And escaping to me means getting drunk. Anything that can take the past and push it far away, I don’t want to feel. I never want to again after what happened.

And that is why I walk in the rain to the cemetery. 

I'm soaked; my clothes cling to my skin as I stumble around looking for his name.

His name was Marcus Cardwell. He’s my brother. He died when he was twenty. He barely had a chance to live. It’s pathetic and sad. 

It makes me hate the world. 

I’m empty.

You don’t understand death until it takes away somebody you love. When it does, you shake death’s hand.

Death slapped me back into reality. And along with misery I am trying to cope. I know deep down that I can survive. I have to. But, so far I am losing the battle. 

Hell, maybe I’ll win the war.

I hurry to my brother’s gravestone, dropping to my knees to get more comfortable. I sprawl out in the grass sighing, and shut my eyes. 

The cemetery is the one place in the world you can be alone. And for a little while I can be with Marcus. It feels like he is here with me. And that is what I want more than anything else in the world.

It was summer when he died. I remember how hot and bored I was. Marcus had to work and missed our hike. We always hiked together. But not that day.

But like every time before he made sure to kiss me on the cheek and pull my hair. It was his way of making me feel better. 

Our parents were forcing him to be a more responsible adult.

I blame our mom, she pushed him away. They were doing well, he didn’t need a job.

Marcus didn’t want to be tied down and told what to do so working was his escape. My mother despised his carryout job, but she said at least he was focusing on more than hikes and writing all the time. 

I can’t understand why she wanted to change him. He was the most amazing person. He enjoyed life the way we all should. He enjoyed nature, poetry and writing. He was simple, and it didn’t take much to make him happy. But it didn’t matter because all my mom cared about was Marcus being anything other than who he was.

The day he died I got on my bike and rode through our small town in Jersey to the carryout.

I tossed my bike on the ground near a dumpster and headed inside Q-mart. Marcus was always glad to see me, and even if he was busy, he never let on. He always leaned over the counter with his goofy smile and talked to me.

He told me he would wake me up when he got home. Unless he decided to take a walk, then he would apologize later.

A small part of me was angry with him for saying that. I asked him why he wouldn’t keep his promise, he never broke promises. But he shrugged, and slid a hand through his mess of brown curls. He told me to go before Mom called asking where I was. He told me he was sorry, that if he could have it his way he would let me work right beside him. 

So I headed home, bumping into two teenagers on the way out. One of them snapped at me for running into him.

But I ignored them and hopped on my bike anyways. I took the long way because I knew it would annoy my mom.

It was the day my world crumbled all around me, the day I would never feel okay again.

I don’t think I will ever heal. I’ll just bleed out until I’m dead too.

I remember lying in my bed waiting to hear Marcus’ truck. But I never heard it and I was angry at him for breaking his promise.

Covering my head with my pillow did nothing to drown out my mom’s screams. 

My heart crashed in my chest, and no matter how many times I swallowed my mouth was dry. I listened from my room, afraid to move a muscle. I knew if I did I would become part of the nightmare.

“He’s been shot!” is all she could get out; making it more real every time the words escaped her. 

I walked past the killer. I knew this before anyone even told me. I knew he was dead before Gray forced me from my room and made me drive with them to the hospital.

The next week was a total blur, my life was ruined. Marcus was gone and I swore I wouldn’t let him fade away. I would hold onto him because losing him meant I lost myself. 

After losing Marcus I learned that people do shape who you are. 

People change you, they are bonds that can be broken. I’m Eve, but my brother will never be Marcus again.

I stand ready to go home; the visit is over.

Tomorrow is the last day of college and then I can breathe for a few weeks.
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I come out of class grateful I survived with the hangover I have. I am never going to learn when it comes to drinking.

I stay in the shade waiting for Gray. He’s my ride home. And there he is, red backpack slung over his shoulder. He waves impatient with me like always and heads straight for his car.

I run to catch up with him. He doesn’t care about me like Marcus, we don’t have a close bond. Most times he is nothing but mean to me. It isn’t anything I can’t get used to.

“Ready?” he asks, walking toward the parking lot. 

“Yeah.” I say back following him.

“How were the last of your classes?”

“Same as usual.” I throw my backpack in his jeep, and climb in the front. “I’m glad it’s over for a while. I need a break.”

“Break from what? You barely have a C in any of your classes.”  He keeps his eyes on the road as he drives out of the parking lot.

“I need a break. I’m not you, I don’t enjoy going to school,” I say, tapping my foot against his floorboard.

“I think you would like it more if you paid attention.” 

“I’d like it more if you didn't act like you were my dad.” I turn on the radio. “God, Gray. Can you ever lighten up? Life is short.”

“Life is short. That’s why I make the most of it,” he says.

“Oh that’s right. That’s why you’re dating the most depressed girl in town right?” I poke at his brain trying to rile him up.

Gray’s girlfriend, Devan, is beautiful. But she is nothing like the girl I see him with. She is stuck up and a major distraction to everything he thinks is important. But for some reason he doesn’t care.

She’s a tall blonde, with a big toothy smile, one she only ever lets Gray see. She never speaks to me and I think that is rude. But like always, my brother says I don't understand him or his girlfriend.

“She is not depressing, there is a difference between you and her, believe me,” he says.

“What? I’m not depressing,” I say back.

“Why else would somebody with so much potential throw it all away?” He pulls into our parent’s driveway.

I glare at him climbing out and slamming his car door. I wish I had the strength to rip it from its hinges and throw it at him.

Gray follows behind me. I hope he trips on the way in. He doesn’t of course because he is perfect.

“Hey you two,” Dad says. He seems happy and I know it’s because of Gray and not because of me.

I toss my backpack on the bench in the hallway. “Hey, Dad.”

“Mom is making a nice dinner tonight so we can celebrate the end of school. I think your sister might even show up,” he kisses my cheek and heads out the door with his briefcase.

Dad owns several restaurants all over the city. And one time it was a hobby, but it soon transformed into a successful business.

I find my mom in the kitchen chopping onions. She wipes at her tears giving me a small smile.

“Hey Hun,” she says, throwing the onions into a big bowl.

“What are those for?”

“Salad,” she says.

“Why don’t you hire a chef to do that, it pains me to see you cry,” I say, grabbing a soda out of the fridge. I pull up a stool at the counter.

My mother is a worry wart. But there are times I do enjoy talking to her. She never gives me the benefit of the doubt, but somehow she has a way to make me feel better on occasions.

Gray wraps his arms around her, he lifts her off the floor. I roll my eyes.

“And how are you today?” she says with a smile, patting his arm.

“I’m great. Everything went smooth and I know what I am studying next year. Not to mention I have my entire summer planned,” he bragged, running a hand across his buzzed head.

He would be much more attractive with hair.

“And what about you, Eve?” she ask as she starts chopping carrots. 

I know I have to say something good. Gray furrows his brow waiting for me to disappoint her. “Good, Mom. I may not be Gray and have my life’s journey mapped out. But things are good.”

She smirks.

Gray shakes his head snagging a carrot. “Do you ever stop?”

“Not really, no. I like picking on people bigger than me,” I snatch a carrot of my own, instead of eating mine I throw it at his head. It bounces off hitting the floor. 

I grin. My mother ignores our antics and starts on the lettuce.

“What time is dinner, Mom?”

“Six. You do plan on being here don’t you?” she asks.

“I had plans to hang out with Ness. If that’s okay,” I say.

“Which means she is going to sit in the woods and gossip,” Gray says, adding his two cents.

“It’s called nature. It’s rather nice to be outside sometimes, you should try it,” I tell him.

“No, I’ll pass,” he says, he thinks he got to me.

I daydream while my mom finishes dinner.  I can’t wait until Vanessa shows up to save me from the monotony that is my life at home.

“Eve, that’s enough noise,” my mom says, wiping her forehead with her forearm. 

I don’t get our family meals. We all know each other. Who are we trying to impress? I hang around because we are related.

If I had a choice I’d have picked a crazier family, maybe a drunken mother and a dad with a gambling problem. I’m sure the excitement is wonderful.

The most excitement I see is my mom freaking out over the crease in her pants while she irons. They are dry. I can’t believe I came from them. And Gray is the worst. He loves where we come from. He takes pride in our family’s success. I don't get what it does for him. But he isn’t exciting himself. Him and his friends play poker for food instead of money.

My older sister, Hannah understands. But she isn’t willing to do anything to change. She is a stepford wife, with all the shiny things she could ever dream of. She host cute little parties and makes sure she always looks good.

Her husband, Mark, is CEO of his company. I never cared to ask what his company does; to everyone else it is impressive. He is a good looking guy, but to me he’s normal. Just another jock: dark hair, blue eyes, brilliant smile, with a tone body. I am sure he understands me, because I think he is sleeping with the nanny behind my sister’s back. 

I said this to my mom once and she slapped me.  

I don’t know a whole lot about relationships. I’ve had a couple throughout my teen years but I know when someone is flirty, and that is Mark.

And if he ever cheats on Hannah I know she won’t leave him. She cares about her perfect life too much. She likes looking good to the world more than her self respect.

Vanessa knocks on the door and comes in.

I’ve known Vanessa all my life. She’s like an adopted daughter. My parents feel sorry for her. They aren’t happy with how her dad treats her. Or how her mom lets her hobbies get in the way of raising her daughter.

It doesn’t matter to me that her life is awful. And she doesn’t care either. Her parents are shitty and she accepts it. She finds ways to deal with it. And if she is unhappy she doesn’t say anything and I like that about her.

She’s the kind of girl who keeps her emotions hidden. 

Vanessa is on the taller side with blonde hair and crystal blue eyes. She isn’t all that girly but it doesn’t matter because she doesn’t need to be, she is pretty. A little tomboyish, yet she knew how to pull off a dress if she has to. And she has this habit of blowing her long bangs out of her eyes. 

“Hey there, Vanessa,” my mother says.

She wipes her hands on a towel and gives her a hug. 

“Yeah hey, Ness,” I say. 

She sits down next to me. “I didn’t know you were having dinner.”

“My mom is fine with it,” I grab a jacket from the hook on the wall. 

We head out the door, before my mom can give me a guilt trip.

We are going to our hang out. The creek in the woods by my house is massive and goes on for miles in every direction.

The creek has always been my escape, a place to talk without our family around to overhear and judge us.

I sit down.

“I hope this summer is amazing,” Nessa says. She pulls a flask out of her pocket takes a swig and passes it to me. 

The sun set is glorious. We lounge by some big rocks, I watch the water gurgle and rush by in the creek, a few  birds chirp and the only visible light is coming from a couple of the houses past the woods. 

Nessa sits up, her hair strewn with leaves; she blows at her bangs. 

“I got to head out,” she says standing up, she waves stumbling over a log, and vanishes. 

It’s just like Vanessa to get a good buzz and go home.

I lean against a tree and stare at the sky through the trees. I like the silence. And I don’t want to go home.

I decide to head down to the creek, I step from one rock to another, the water hits my feet. 

The rocks shift beneath me and I fall. My breath catches in my throat as the cold water hits me- it isn’t deep and I’m not drowning, I just lost my footing.

“Crap,” I grab for anything that can stop the current from taking me away. 

A large hand yanks me from the water and plants me on solid ground before I know what is going on. I figure it’s Gray being nosy. I can imagine how many times he will bring up saving my life after this stunt.

I push my hair out of my eyes, my legs are shaking. It isn’t Gray; it’s a guy that I never seen before.

“What are you doing taking a swim in a creek at this hour?” he ask, his brow lifts. I can’t tell if he is mad or freaked out.

“I wasn’t swimming. I lost my footing,” I say, shoving my flip flop back on.

He stuffs his hands in his pockets and stares at me. I am starting to feel very stupid. 

“Why are you in the woods alone?” 

“I always come out here,” I tell him, planning my escape, making sure if I need to make a mad dash, I have a way out. He’s big and I’m sure can outrun me in seconds. I start to feel doomed, this guy is about to murder me and leave me scattered in the woods. 

Odds are against me. And it’s a crazy way to go: drunk in the woods not too far from home. 

I back away.

“What are you doing?” he asks.

I shrug. “I’m hoping you aren’t about to kill me,” I blurt out. 

His eyebrows rise, he scratches his head, moving closer. I flinch. Instead, like normal people, he extends his hand. I shake it, the fear melts away. 

“I’m Ace, and it’s your lucky day I’m not going to kill you.” His handshake continues as he speaks- I think he’s nervous I am going to fall again. 

I let go, sitting down on a nearby rock. I study him, his clothes- all name brand. His jeans brand new, very GQ. His shirt showcases his muscular physique. He is the kind of buff Vanessa drools over. 

I wonder why he is in the woods dressed like he is. God forbid he mess up his bright white sneakers.

“Eve,” I say, introducing myself.

“Are you drunk?” he asks.

“I don’t think I’m drunk, I think I’m clumsy. I don’t fall in creeks all the time I swear,” I say, I am such an idiot. He caught me flailing like a half dead fish in the creek. He probably thinks I’m crazy.

“I hope not. Glad you didn’t drown or anything.” He shrugs. 

“Yeah, me too,” I say. I’m not the best at awkward.

“Well, I’m sorry to have almost died, it won’t happen again, thank you.” I prepare to leave; I fix my jacket and head to the clearing to go home. 

Like an idiot I miss the log I am used to stepping over. And the next thing I know I am face down in the leaves and twigs covered in more dirt. 

Maybe I am drunk; I am starting to wish Vanessa clued me in on what she is stealing from her dad, because I am not feeling too good. He helps me up, saving me again.

“Do you need help getting home?” he ask, his hand on my shoulder.

“I don’t know. I’m a mess. My parents are going to go through the roof.” I swat at the leaves stuck to my legs and wipe some of the dirt off my jacket.

“There’s no cleaning any of that off of you,” he smirks, shaking his head. 

I fix my hair and unzip my jacket—the undershirt isn’t so bad.

“I think an escort wouldn’t be so bad,” I say, he follows me. “So Ace, is that really your name?” 

“Yeah, that’s my name.”

“How old are you?”

“Twenty-two.”

“Oh wow,” I say, my cheeks warming. He is older than Gray.

“How old are you?” he ask, looking me up and down as if my age is written somewhere on my body.

“I’m eighteen,” I climb the stairs. The lights are off. I think it's safe to make it to my room without my family knowing what happened.

“I was hoping you weren't, like, fifteen drinking alone in the woods. I might have to tell your parents,” he says, surveying my house. “I guess your parents are doing well.”

“I didn't realize I looked so young. And yeah, they do well enough. Thanks for the help, goodnight.” I head for the door careful not to trip for a third time in his presence. 
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I squeeze my eyes shut, the light is blinding. I don’t want to get out of bed. But I know I need to.

I throw the covers off. I can smell breakfast and hear my family downstairs. It’s a typical morning.

I search for something to throw on turning to open my closet and scream.

“I’m sorry, Eve. You’re mother said to let you know breakfast is done,” my sister’s husband says, pulling the door shut. 

I throw on my robe and open the door.

“Thank you, Mark, I hope you got your cheap thrill.” I push past him.

“It wasn’t a cheap one.” He winks.

“Gross.” I slam the bathroom door.

***
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MY SISTER STOPS CHEWING as soon as I come into the room.

“Good morning, Eve,” she says, smiling.

“Hannah.” I raise an eyebrow. He already told her what happened. My face grows hot. 

“I don’t understand why you think Mark seeing me naked is funny.” I say, praying my mother didn’t know.

“I’m sorry, Eve; we didn’t know you slept in the nude. Most people sleep in pajamas.” She grins.

“Flannel ones right? I bet you own about a hundred pairs.” I smile.

She wipes my nephew’s face. He stares at me with big eyes, unaware that his father ogled my breast.

Dad clears his throat. “Eat up, Eve.” He pushes his glasses back up the bridge of his nose and goes back to his paper.

I rub my head in slow circles and bite into a chunk of my melon snagging some bacon and toss it on my plate giving dad the thumbs up sign. 

I don’t enjoy any of this. They do. I would have been fine eating alone in my room. I just want relief from my pounding headache.

I watch Delilah, my niece coo at my mother. To the baby Mom is amusing. 

Gray stuffs his face without a breath in between. He’s heading out to play basketball.

My family is robotic. All on track, all headed for the same place.

“What are you thinking about, Eve?” Mom asks.

“Nothing,” I say, I finish my juice and carry my plate to the sink tossing it in with a clang.

Outside the world is my oyster. I sigh, the cool breeze soothes my headache. I lean back against the porch swing and shut my eyes.

“Feeling better,” somebody asks me. 

It’s Ace. And he is looking even more attractive than I remember.

“No, not really,” I say, sitting up. I smooth my hair. 

“Did you take some aspirin?” he asks, as if he cared. 

“Yes I did, Doctor.” 

“Good.” He sits down on my porch steps. “What’s up?”

“Nothing much, just swinging,” I tell him.

Gray opens the door. “Can I help you with something?” 

Ace stands, he’s taller than my brother and I am very happy about that.

“Not that I’m aware of. When I think of something I’ll be sure to let you know though, bud,” he says. “I was talking to Eve. We met the other day.”

Gray’s expression goes flat. “The other day, Eve?”

“Yes, the other day. Is that okay with you?” I snap. I have a dad. I don’t need two.

I watch the macho showdown.

“I’m Ace,” he says, extending his hand. Gray doesn’t accept.

“I don’t care who you are. It’s not smart to be hanging around here.” 

“Gray,” I say, standing up. I am close to hitting him in the head. 

Ace raises a hand letting me know it’s okay that my brother is being a total ass. “I didn’t know there was anything wrong with saying hello to someone I just met. Who are you exactly?”

“I’m Eve’s brother,” Gray says. 

“Nice to meet you, I promise I’m not here to cause her any harm,” Ace says.

Gray shakes his head. “Wait until dad hears about this,” he starts down the porch steps, refusing to give in to Ace’s kind words.

“Hears about what?” I say, grabbing hold of my head in pain. “Seriously, go do something honorable and leave me alone.”

Ace laughs, he watches Gray pull down the drive. Gray shoots me the I-will-ruin-you look; little does he know I can ruin him faster. 

“Your brother, is he always such an asshole?”

“Yes. He was born that way. He doesn’t care about what I do unless it has to do with school. I guess he found something new to care about. I don’t think he likes you.”

“You’ll have that sometimes.” He shrugs, leaning back.  He isn’t worried about Gray or anyone else that could come out of my house. And I find it very hot.

“So what do you do for fun?” he asks.

I sit down beside him on the porch steps. Admiring how muscular his arms are and the idea that underneath his t-shirt lay even more muscles and possibly a six pack.

“My idea of fun and yours are very different. I guess pissing off all the males in my family is fun to you?” I raise an eyebrow. “You’re not worried my dad might come out here and kick your ass?”

“Nobody is going to kick my ass. That’s how men are. They mark their territory. That’s all he’s doing,” he says.

“Yeah right,” I say under my breath.

“So what do you do here?” he asks for the second time.

“Not much. There’s not a whole lot to do. That’s why you found me in the woods.” I twist my hair around my finger. It’s a bit embarrassing how I made a fool out of myself.

Mark clears his throat, and we both look up. “Who’s your friend, Eve?” he asks. Unlike Gray he extends his hand. Mark is never rude, annoying, but never rude. He has a graceful way of approaching things.

“Ace, we met the other day,” I explain, leaving out the woods. 

I don’t know why he is coming by again, maybe he’s a decent guy concerned about a girl he’d found drunk in the woods.

“Well Ace, I’m Mark, Eve’s brother-in-law.” Ace shakes his hand not looking concerned. “Are you in college as well or you working?”

“I work,” he says. 

Mark looks him up and down; I am starting to think it’s a man thing. 

“That’s good. What is it you do?”

“A little bit of everything.” He looks at me to get him away from Mark.

“Mark? I think I hear Hannah calling you.” I point toward the door, and when he turns I pull Ace by the shirt down the steps. 

Neither one of us has any idea where we are walking, but we keep going.

“Tell me about your family,” he says.

We make it to the park. It isn’t that special, one small playground, a path for joggers and a few benches.

“A brother, sister, and two nagging parent’s, and a niece and a nephew,” I tell him. 

“That’s a lot,” he says sitting down.

“Yeah, but they’re older, so it’s never been all that fun. What about you?” I ask.

“What do you want to know?”

“What’s your family like?”

“Crazy.” He rubs the back of his neck.

“Have you lived here your whole life?”

“We live on the outskirts.” He glances at his watch.

I wonder if he has somewhere to be. 

“Why were you drinking in the woods?” he asks. “You’re too young to be out in the woods drinking.”

I study my pink toenails, wiggling them one by one, doing my best to avoid this lecture. 

“It seems a little reckless if you ask me.”

“I’m not reckless I just wanted to get away. And I wasn’t alone, Vanessa was with me. She had just left and I was getting ready to go home.”

‘But you didn’t, you fell into the creek.”

“I didn’t do that on purpose, I was going home.”

“You ended up in the creek, that doesn’t freak you out?” he asks.

I planned on going home. It was just a fun escape, something to do other than deal with my parents.

“Let’s talk about something else? Tell me more about you.” I nudge him with my elbow. 

“I’d rather hear more about you. Do you have goals?” he says.

“I am so sick of this question. I don’t expect anything out of life anymore.” I drop my gaze away from his.

“Why?”

“Everyone ask me this all the time. I don’t know, and I don’t want to know right now. I just want to live.” I shift in my spot, watching the trees leaves flutter in the breeze.

“I like your honesty, even if it sounds really fucking ridiculous.” He smirks.

I wish everyone understood like he did. It’s refreshing.

“Could you live your entire life never knowing what would happen to you?”

I shrug. “Whether we know or not, every single one of us is going to crash and burn. Why worry about how it’s going to happen?”

“Amazing,” he says, his fingers grazing his lips. “Your parents must think you’re crazy.”
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I haven’t seen Ace since our walk to the park. He doesn’t have a reason to come back. I am okay, he did the right thing and I am not his problem anymore.

But that doesn’t stop me from thinking about him. The irrational rebel in me is drawn to him. 

Gray never told. Like usual he is all talk. He enjoys torturing me. He did however lecture me about hanging out with Ace or any other man in the universe. 

I didn’t need his guidance or his phony protection. I’m good at reading people.

It’s morning—yet again. Gray is inhaling his breakfast, Dad is reading his paper.

“So, what are your plans for the day, Eve?” Dad asks, peering over his paper. My mother waits to hear my response as well.

“I have no idea, maybe a nap,” I say dryly.

“I found a young man to do some work around here. Mark told me about him,” he says, taking a sip of his coffee. 

“What poor soul agreed to slave labor?” I ask. Dad always makes sure to get every penny out of anyone he hires.

“I heard he’s good with his hands. And we have some eaves and roofing that needs finished. Some things Gray has yet to do,” Dad says.

Gray looks up swallowing hard. “It’s not that I don’t want to. It would just be easier for you to get someone a little more...”

“Competent?” I ask, smiling at the invite to insult him. 

Gray crosses his arms after shoving a piece of toast in his mouth.

“No, no, it’s fine Gray. This kid seemed rather willing to get it done; maybe he needs the money.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Wengbess

HOLLY HOOD





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





