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Chapter One
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Did you hear abt Beaver? Allison texted me. I was lying in bed, trying to read a book that was on the summer reading list. It hadn’t caught my attention yet and I was already on chapter four. If this was my own personal choice for a book, I would have left it behind after chapter one. I flipped the book over, still open so that it lay on the bed, keeping my page available. 

No, why? I asked. Allison had made it very clear that she wasn’t going to be the girl’s friend, so knowing what I know about my best friend of the last six years, it had to be pure gossip. 

It took a few minutes before she responded.   

Her sister wuz shot! I hrd sum1 was hiding in da house aftr the pool party. I don’t know NEthing else. Crazy rite? 

I absolutely hate text speak!  If typing words out is too hard, call someone. The conversation could be over in two minutes and no typing; other than the phone number, obviously. But the English language is going down the drain with this lazy internet lingo. Even my father shortens some of his words! 

I hadn’t heard. I hope everything is ok. How did you hear? 

My dad knocked on my bedroom door. I called for him to come in and watched the door swing open. My dad is well known in town. He is a fitness trainer by day and on occasion can be found teaching elementary students how to swing dance. He is the town rockabilly king. Most car shows call for him to be a guest star instead of his rockabilly girlfriends. But the man I know is the man who just entered my bedroom; no chemicals in his hair, fresh out the shower with plaid lounge pants on and the Mickey Mouse slippers I bought him for Christmas three years ago. He smiled at me. 

“Hey Dad!” I said, sitting up on my bed. His eyes saddened.  It’s the same routine every night. He comes in to say good night and my voice or smile reminds him of my mom and he gets sad. I sighed. 

“I’m sorry honey. You would think after ten years it’d be easier. The older you get the more you look like her or sound like her or act like her.  I’m blessed to still have a piece of her in you.”  I felt my phone buzz next to me on the bed but ignored it.  “Anyway, I have to meet a client group at six tomorrow.  It’s an outdoor bootcamp. Just wanted to see if you wanted to join me.”  I rarely do, but one day I might surprise him. Not this day! 

“Actually, I just heard that one of the people that just moved in next door to the Perilli’s was shot.  I’m probably going to be up all night trying to find out what is going on. If I get to sleep before eleven, I will set my alarm.” 

“I won’t hold my breath.” He said with a laugh.  “I hope whoever is ok. Sweet dreams, baby girl. I love you.”  He walked over and kissed my forehead. 

“I love you, Daddy. I will try, I swear.” He just smiled and left my room. 

When he left I checked my phone. 

Travis wuz still at Dallas’ hz. He wnt hm after the cops came. 

I didn’t bother responding to her.  Instead, I picked up my phone and called Travis. 

“Hey, baby girl!” He said. I could feel his smile over the phone.   

“Hi. Allison told me someone got shot.” I said, cutting straight to it. Travis could understand my being blunt. His home life allows him no privacy and barely time to talk. 

“How could she mess up a story in less than five minutes?” He sighed.  “J.P was stabbed. I’m not sure how bad it is. Beaver is staying the night at Dallas’ house and her mom is staying at the hospital with her. Dallas witnessed it from his freaking window!”  

“Oh, I hope she’s okay. Will you let me know as soon as you find out?” 

When we hung up, I sent Brock a text message. My dad is doing a boot camp at six a.m.  Want to go? 

Hell yes! Was his response in less than one minute. A few seconds later he replied again, I will call you at 5:30 to make sure you’re up. 

Brock and his brother Brody have loved working out with my dad since he held a free clinic for the high school football camp. If Brock was going, I definitely had to go too. I set my alarm for five and although it wasn’t even ten on a summer night, I fell fast asleep. 
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Five o’clock in the morning came too soon! When the annoying rooster called out, I jumped out of bed to turn my alarm off. Dad knocked on my door which was already open.  “Let me guess, the Sullivan boys are joining us?”  He asked with a huge grin. They are like the sons he never had. 

“Brock said he would. Then, later, can I go visit my friend? I found out it was her sister and she was stabbed, not shot like Allison said.” 

“I hope everything is ok. As long as you get your chores done and let me know where you are.”  He walked off.   

I grabbed a pair of yoga pants, sports bra and tank top and headed to the bathroom to wash up and get dressed. By the time I joined my father in the living room, Brock and his brother were practically taking up the entire couch. I blushed at the sight of them; I wasn’t expecting them to be here. I glanced at the clock and saw it was only 5:26 a.m.   

Brock smiled mischievously and said, “We were anxious.” 

“You boys want a pre-workout drink?” I heard my dad call from the kitchen. They looked at each other, simultaneously shrugged and stood in unison. We all traveled to the kitchen. Dad poured scoops of powder into three shaker bottles and added water to each while I grabbed a small bottle of apple juice out of the refrigerator, added half a scoop of the same powder and shook.  “You’d cut a little more if you had it this way.”  Dad reminded me. 

“No thanks. Girls shouldn’t be hard as steel.” I told him. I lifted my shirt and showed off my stomach, “You can see a little definition here.” I admitted. I flexed a bicep and we all watched as a small bubble of muscle rounded out.  “Pretty good for sixteen.” 

Brock smiled in a way I had never seen before. It wasn’t just the look you give a friend, but more the look you give to someone you like. I was probably just being hopeful. 

“Let’s go.” Dad said grabbing his boot camp essentials bag. I followed suit; my bag consisting of a towel, feminine products (you never know), three bottles of water, sweatshirt and clean socks. Sometimes Dad works us so hard my feet are too sweaty to stay in my socks until we get home. Brock and Brody grabbed the backpacks they had set by the door on our way out. 

“Shotgun.” Brody called out as we headed to the truck. Dad chuckled. 

“You hear anything else about J.P?” I asked as we climbed into the vehicle. Brock and Brody shot me questionable looks.  “J.P was stabbed last night.” I said. 

“What?” They said in unison as they both slammed their doors shut. I explained what I heard.  “I’ll call Dallas when we’re done. They were probably up all night.” Brody said. 

When we arrived at the empty park twenty minutes before class started, we helped my father pull ten five-pound weights, five jump ropes, two sandbags and eight hurdles out of the back of the truck. Each member of the class is supposed to bring a yoga mat, towel and water. During the first five minutes of class we teens will walk around and make sure everyone is in the proper stretching position before we break down into groups. 

“Kids, let’s stretch.” Dad called out once we had the equipment properly set up. We joined him and let him take us through the positions he would be taking his class through. When we were close to being done his first client arrived.   

I heard someone shuffling up the sidewalk behind me and turned to see a plump woman, probably around my dad’s age with the prettiest smile. It was warm and friendly and reached her eyes, which brightened when I smiled back. Her cheeks were rosy and although the chill was already leaving the air, her breath came out in visible puffs. 

“Good morning.” She said, her tone so friendly I thought she knew us.  “How are you all?” She asked, letting her gray duffle bag slip off her shoulder.   

My father stepped forward and reached out to shake her hand.  “We are ready to start our day!  I’m Noah.” He turned toward us after shaking her hand.  “This is my daughter Natasha and her friends, Brody and Brock.” 

“You look familiar.” She said, suddenly confused.  “Don’t know why I would know you, I don’t follow any health trends or anything.” 

“I do a piece on the local news twice a week.”  It was his least favorite odd job, but Dad once told me every dime they paid him went straight to my college fund. She shrugged but didn’t hint whether that was it or not. 

“I heard from a few friends that you are the best in town. I have been losing weight on my own and want to see what new stuff I can do or if I can even compete with my friends in a setting like this. I’m nervous.” 

“No worries. Everyone is welcome to go at their own pace.”  My dad assured her.  “How much have you lost so far?”  He clapped his hands together, rubbing them for a few seconds. 

“Seventy pounds.” Her cheeks became even rosier as she blushed.  “It’s taken me about a year.  I’m a chef at The Garden Rose Grill and decided I would try a few new recipes, cutting fat and oils and stuff and the crowd loved them. I loved a few too and started incorporating it into my everyday life and the pounds just started coming off.  Then, I started walking to work but walking home at two in the morning made me just opt for a new routine, so I started just walking around my house and on my lunch breaks.” 

My dad’s eyes were round with excitement. She mentioned many things that excited him; The GRG- his favorite restaurant, cutting fats and oils- his favorite speech and walking- his favorite go-to exercise!  Dad always says we should walk more which is why I haven’t had any driving lessons yet! 
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