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Dear reader,


  

thank you for choosing to read this story!



  

    


  



  
I
hope you like it and that it gets you excited.



  

    


  



  

Enjoy the reading.



  

    
Amedeo Landi  
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It was a Wednesday and it was
fucking hot. The sun baked my head and sweat ran down my forehead
as we headed up Pipeline Road. I didn’t know it yet, but that day
would change everything.
  
“How far is it?” asked Jesse, panting as he brought up the
rear.
  
Three weeks had already gone by since the end of school and our
days all pretty much looked alike. In the morning we would go to
the Duane Street pool, the biggest in Alma, where we had a running
competition to see who could pull off the most ridiculous “dive”
into the water.  Our afternoons were spent on the PlayStation in
Jesse’s basement. All of us had one at home, but there was
something special about that space. Maybe it was the fact that,
down there, we felt completely free of our parents. Like adults. In
the evening we would hang out at the park on Main Street or in the
Sunday Market parking lot, talking about what seventeen-year-old
boys talk about, and swigging a few metallic-tasting beers Frank
pilfered from his old man, who had so many beers in his fridge and
in his gut that he was in no condition to notice their absence.
Sometimes we would even smoke some cigarettes, if Dylan was able to
get his hands on a pack from his parents’ store.
  
“See that group of trees up there?” said Frank, pointing to
three not far above us. “The entrance is up there. A few
yards.”
  
“Is this hill absolutely necessary? There’s no other way?” Billy
asked, as Frank veered onto a dirt path that climbed steeply for at
least 400 yards.
  
“There is another way, but this will get us there faster,”
replied Frank, beginning the ascent.
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