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Dear Reader:


When I first reviewed the synopsis of Our First Love, my interest was piqued by the bond of two brothers, one of whom suffers from agoraphobia, an anxiety disorder that includes the fear of public places. Nigel, a college professor, and his younger brother, Caleb, share the same house following a tragic accident that left both parents deceased.


The unusual twist is that Caleb also has amnesia and remains in their home while he lives vicariously through Nigel’s world. Then the plot thickens when he even falls in love with the same woman, Karen.


Sit back and relax as you enter the lifestyle of these siblings and observe how this heartfelt drama unfolds. You are sure to enjoy the bittersweet journey.


    As always, thanks for supporting the authors of Strebor Books. We always try to bring you groundbreaking, innovative stories that will entertain and enlighten. All of us truly appreciate your support. If you would like to contact me, I can be located at www.facebook.com/AuthorZane or reached via email at Zane@eroticanoir.com.


Blessings,
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Publisher


Strebor Books


www.simonandschuster.com
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The longest, most enduring relationships of my life have been with my brothers. They were my first loves.


For My First Loves


My Brothers


Ken, Tony & Lester


Always





THE CICADA


Every thirteen years in the Southern states, the adult periodical cicada, a subterranean insect, emerges for the first time since taking residency underground, spreads its large amber wings, and begins its frenzied search for a mate. Soon after mating, the cicada falls to the earth and dies. Upon hatching, the orphaned nymphs conceived during these spirited months burrow into the ground and remain there—living a veiled existence—until their own insatiable hunger for love drives them to the surface. To the skies. Into eternity. Thirteen years later.




    
PROLOGUE


The truth was, I would have loved her anyway. Even if I had known what I know today—that she would abscise us and send our world spiraling out of orbit—I would have still walked that contorted line, fought in vain to hold on to her, and lived again.


Loving her did more than change our lives. Her love changed everything. Time was no longer merely an obdurate reminder of our existence. Minutes. Hours. Days. Weeks. Months. Time didn’t exist. So, the tragedy of loving her was not all the conversions she brought to our lives. The real heartbreak was that even in the absence of time, there was an ending: a denouement that left us with no tomorrows.


I didn’t know who I had become, but I was certainly not the man I was before I met her. On the rare occasion when I was able to summon enough courage to look in the mirror, I barely recognized the anguished reflection staring back. His pain felt like mine. And his tears stung the same. So, he and I must have been…me.


The sun leered like a Peeping Tom through my window this morning. My T-shirt and boxers were saturated with the anesthetizing sweat of a hangover brought on by way too many cocktails of darkness and excavated memories. And I was tired…so tired that it hurt to simply be. But my heart—against my will—beat the same. Seventy-three. Seventy-four. Seventy-five beats per minute. Meaning, I was still here. Still here. Still here.





SUMMER






CHAPTER 1 [image: Image] NIGEL


A week ago today, the front page of the Capitol Sentinel blared, Aman Tops Polls in Governor’s Race. And, I was predicting the next day’s front page would howl, Aman Commits Suicide, while the sidebar wailed, Reporter Tried to Stop Shooting.


My left eye twitched as I stood in the doorway staring at the dispirited body slumped over in a wicker chair facing the window. The corpse was dressed in Barney’s trademark navy blue suit, white shirt, and garish red tie, but the forty-two-year-old dynamo that inspired swarms of complacent adults into social and political activism was not there. I didn’t expect Barney to be home when I rushed inside his voguish chateau on a cul-de-sac in Northwood Plantation. Barney was taking off as soon as the phone went dead.


I wasn’t at my desk when Barney called; my editor, Lillian Faulk, answered the phone. I was sitting in the lounge watching Oprah and eating a late lunch when Lillian summoned me over the intercom. “Nigel. Nine-one-one at your desk. Now!” I sensed the panic in her voice.


Lillian was frantic, waving the phone when I sprinted into the newsroom. She covered the mouthpiece and yelled, “Hurry, Nigel! Hurry!”


“Is it Caleb? Is something wrong?”


“No! No,” she quickly answered. “It’s Barney Aman. He’s really upset.”


Bobby Leno, the newspaper’s managing editor, and Russell Lane, city editor, stood behind Lillian. It was Russell’s idea for Bobby to temporarily pull me away from features to write personality profiles of Florida’s gubernatorial candidates. I wasn’t overly thrilled about the assignment, but as usual, I agreed without complaining.


Lillian shoved the phone at me and whispered, “Something’s wrong. I’m talking big-time wrong!”


I grabbed the receiver.


“Barney?”


He didn’t respond, but somehow I could hear him contemplating what to say.


“Barney, this is Nigel. Is something…?”


“The masquerade is over,” Barney blurted out. Like a waxing tidal wave, he divulged, “There’s nowhere for me to hide anymore, Nigel.”


“What’s happened?”


“It won’t end with you, Nigel,” he cried. “You can’t stop it.”


I leaned closer to my desk and tried to whisper. “Listen, Barney. I haven’t told anyone so you’re okay for now.”


“What haven’t you told?” Russell turned my chair around until I was facing him. “Answer me! What didn’t you tell?”


Barney’s two lives collided yesterday, but I couldn’t tell Russell or Bobby or even Lillian about the manila envelope that had landed liked a missile on my desk. They’d never understand why I didn’t say anything about the document inside the envelope or why I’d stopped by Barney’s house after work and given him the envelope and its contents. Bobby would’ve fired me on the spot if he knew that I’d turned my back on the biggest political news story to hit Florida’s capital city since Governor Charlie Crist announced his candidacy for the United States Senate instead of seeking another term as Governor.


After the 2008 presidential election, the public called for change, and Barney answered the call. The son of a former congressman, Barney made his first foray into the world of politics. Even though he was a newcomer, the last-minute announcement of his bid for Governor was met with enthusiasm and hype. Four weeks later, several statewide polls indicated the former star collegiate linebacker was his party’s top candidate and, of the seven party candidates, the only one strong enough to win the gubernatorial race. It was apparent, even after his unremarkable two-year stint in the National Football League, that Barney had the makings of a leader. Charisma, good looks, and candor were inherent attributes that made Barney a beacon for voter adoration, media attention, and territorial backlash.





A framed photo of Barney and his parents was on the corpse’s lap. Part of Mrs. Aman’s face and some of the gold rose petals adorning the frame were covered in her son’s blood. The gun, a black pistol with a silver handle, was on the floor beside his feet. Barney’s shoes? Barney wasn’t wearing any shoes. Where were his shoes? A man like Barney would not go to his death half-dressed. Then, I remembered Barney had two lives, and maybe the Barney I didn’t know was more relaxed and blasé.


Lillian tried not to look at the corpse as she stealthily canvassed the room, but I couldn’t help staring at it and answering the questions Caleb would ask when I replayed our day for him.


Where did the bullet enter? Below the right eye.


Did it exit? Yes.


Was there a note? A note. A note?


Lillian was already two steps ahead of me. She stood by the desk looking down at Barney’s handwritten suicide note. I read the expression on her face. The note left her with more questions than answers.


“We need both of you to leave.” A sheriff’s deputy walked in Barney’s library. “This is a crime scene.”


The deputy ushered us out the house and into Sentinel photographer Marc Dunwoody’s front-page snapshot.


“Thank you, Nigel, for understanding,” Lillian blurted out as soon as we got in the car. “That’s all he wrote.” Lillian backed out of the driveway. “So, are you ready to fill me in?”


Russell and Bobby felt that I had become part of the story, so I was no longer the reporter. Now, Lillian was the reporter, and I was expected to be her exclusive informant.


“You know more than you’re saying,” Lillian said as she effortlessly steered the car into the bumper-to-bumper traffic on Thomasville Road. “Especially, since you haven’t said a word.”


I couldn’t get the image of Barney’s bare feet out of my head. He was always impeccably dressed, even when he appeared at casual events like last week’s Juneteenth festivities at Tom Brown Park. Barney and a slew of parading candidates and aloof dignitaries were there to welcome the overflowing crowd to the city’s annual freedom celebration. It was ninety-eight degrees by noon, so everyone dressed in shorts, T-shirts and sundresses. Barney was the exception. Wearing stiff khakis and a long-sleeved white oxford, he was…


“What did you understand?” Lillian yelled to get my attention.


“Sorry, Lil. What did you say?”


“ ‘Thank you, Nigel, for understanding.’ That’s all Barney wrote in his suicide note. And I’m guessing that means you knew what he was hiding. So, talk to me.”


“I can’t…”


“Why not?” Lillian’s sympathetic repose was a camouflage. “I’m listening.”


Vehicles in the northbound lanes slowed down and pulled off the road as flashing lights and a shrieking siren neared. The ambulance was less than a mile from Barney’s house but, regrettably, a spent hour too late to be of any help.


“Did you hear me, Nigel?”


“I hear you, Lil. But I can’t answer the questions you’re asking me.”


“Nigel, this isn’t a secret between you and Barney now. Think about it. Someone else knows, and that’s why Barney killed himself.”


Lillian was right. Without a doubt, the person who had mailed the manila envelope knew.


“You have a major exclusive that is sure to go national, and I can’t believe you’re letting it slip through your hands. Nigel? Nigel, are you listening to me?”





The siren faded and I imagined watching the emergency medical technicians race into Barney’s house. I could picture their shifting faces when they rushed into the library and saw Barney slumped over in the wicker chair. The tall one with the impassive air would turn around, bolt outside, and vomit in the hedges. I was surprised. He had to have worked scenes like this before; he didn’t look like a rookie. His co-worker, who looked ten or so years younger than him, walked right up to Barney. He could tell by looking that Barney had been dead for nearly an hour. He knelt beside the wicker chair. The disenchanted gaze in his eyes labeled him as one of the inspired. He had seen Barney on television and in newspaper photos. He had even met and shook hands with Barney at the city’s Juneteenth celebration last week. He had believed in Barney’s vision for a new, more progressive Florida, and he was going to make it known at the voting booth. And then I imagined watching him scratch his head as his eyes combed the room searching for Barney’s shoes.


My brother, Caleb, and I lived on Circle Drive, a busy two-lane road a few blocks south of Apalachee Parkway and the state Capitol. Our house sat on a small almond-shaped bluff about forty yards from Circle Drive. Mammoth oaks, posing sycamores, and high-hat magnolias enshrouded the entire neighborhood under a canopy of trunk-size limbs and evergreen foliage.





We moved to Tallahassee and into 207 Circle Drive nine years ago. I arrived here in late July; two weeks after a phone interview with Russell landed me my first professional reporting job at the Capitol Sentinel. Caleb and I both thought it was best if he stayed in Richmond until I found our new home.


A realtor showed me the red brick house on the second day of my search. The house was more than perfect. Its physical features were not at the top of our requirements list. We were more concerned about the surroundings. Across the street from our house was Myers Park, a municipal recreation complex with baseball fields, basketball and tennis courts, a playground, and a web of scenic hiking and jogging trails. The neighbors were mostly retired and mid-career college professors and state bureaucrats, the kind of neighbors who kept to themselves or they’re too busy to bother us. And then there’s the narrow creek that snaked through the neighborhood and bound our back yard. When I saw the creek, I knew that this house could be our new home.





We brought the black leather recliner and nearly all of the furniture in the house with us when we moved here from our childhood home in Virginia. We packed what was left of our old life in a U-Haul and carted it into this life. The recliner sits by the living room window just as it had before. The framed family portraits hang on the living room and hallway walls in the same order. Neither of us smoked, but Dad’s ashtrays were stationed at their usual posts throughout the house. Mom’s sewing room and the family’s home office shared the den to the right of the living room. There were still three bedrooms: mine, Caleb’s, and our parents’ bedroom.





Caleb was in his usual place when I arrived home from work: sitting in Dad’s recliner, staring out the living room window, waiting anxiously for me. I spotted him before I turned into the driveway. When he saw me, a smile galloped across his face. I tried to hide my eyes from his scrutinizing gaze as I got out the car, but it was to no avail. Despair trailed me like a shadow, so Caleb knew something was wrong. He harnessed his smile, then retreated to his bedroom and sealed the door shut.


I used my key to unlock the front door. I took a deep breath before turning the doorknob, opening the door wide enough to squeeze inside.


The door slammed shut behind me.


As soon as Caleb heard the front door close, he emerged from his bedroom and asked, “So, how was our day?” I wanted to respond but Caleb’s prying gaze unnerved me. I felt naked, exposed. “Don’t tell me it was that bad,” he solicited. His gaze followed me as I walked over to the sofa and sat down. He sat in the black recliner and extended the leg rest. “We went to work this morning and…” he initiated.


This was the story of our life. I went out each day and brought back bits and pieces of the world. Then I gave the fragments to Caleb and he reconfigured them into a world that he could live in: a tangential world outside the walls, windows, and doors of 207 Circle Drive. This was our life.





CHAPTER 2 [image: Image] CALEB


I am Caleb. If you didn’t know me and Nigel and saw us on the street, you’d probably assume we were brothers because of the resemblance. We have the same bronzed complexion. We sport tight fades. And we both have our dad’s tight-lipped smile. When I was a little boy, I looked like Dad. At least I did in the pictures that hung on the wall in the hallway. Nigel looked like Mom and Dad. He had a round face like Mom. Mine was more chiseled like Dad’s. Nigel had a polished, intellectual air, while my look was more raw and natural. Don’t get me wrong; I was not thug raw. I was straight-up, in-your-face. And I was about three inches taller than Nigel, who had bow legs that were partially straightened by metal braces that he wore until he was nine. I was three so I don’t remember Nigel in braces, but I’d seen pictures of him wearing them. I used to tease him about his curvaceous legs. “If you let me iron those legs of yours straight,” I cajoled him, “you’d be tall as Shaq.” He stopped forcing smiles at that joke six years ago. It never garnered a laugh.





The morning after Barney died, Nigel saw the Sentinel’s front-page headline, Reporter Tried to Stop Shooting. He didn’t say a word; he simply laid the newspaper on the sofa before he got up and closed the curtains and unplugged the phone. Barney’s death sent the news media into a frenzy. I expected reporters and photographers to swarm like bees over Circle Drive. I spent the day sitting at the window, sneaking peeks out the curtains. I waited on the news trucks and satellites parade, which evidently, was rerouted at the last minute. Not a single one showed up, which pissed me off. I was ready for my fifteen minutes. I didn’t tell Nigel, but that night I plugged the phone back up. We were eating breakfast the next morning when the phone rang. Nigel almost blew a gasket.


“Why is the phone ringing?” Nigel asked as he stared directly at me.


“Could it be that someone’s calling?” I answered with a lighthearted grin.


“But, why do we hear it ringing?” he inquired.


Still trying to make light of the situation, I pointed at my ears. “Hello, we have these.”


Evidently, he didn’t get where I was coming from.


“I was joking, Nigel,” I said. “Come on, man. Lighten up.” I eyed Nigel cautiously as I answered the phone.


Before I could say hello, the caller announced, “This is Richard Aman. May I speak with Nigel Greene?”


I knew Richard Aman was Barney’s father, so I responded, “Mr. Aman, I’m Nigel’s brother, Caleb, and I want to let you know that you have my condolences. Barney was a great guy.”


“Thank you, Caleb,” Richard replied.


“Here’s Nigel,” I said and handed Nigel the phone. I sat next to Nigel on the sofa and listened to his part of the conversation.


“This is Nigel.”


“Mr. Aman, I’m glad you called.”


“Yes, sir.”


“You’re right. I’d only known Barney for a short time, but long enough to know that he was a great guy.”


“Of course.”


“We’ll stop by tomorrow.”


After hanging up with Richard Aman, but before he could turn off the ringer, the phone rang again. It was Lillian. She called to tell Nigel he had received several interview requests, but she informed everyone that he was unavailable. And that’s when I discovered why our fifteen minutes never came. Lillian had been gatekeeping.


The next day, Nigel changed the phone number to an unlisted one.





As far back as I could remember, Nigel had been a passive observer. He always had the ability to detach from everything around him— to become unaffected. That didn’t mean he wasn’t compassionate. Nigel was the most caring person I knew. If you needed him, he’d be there. But you had to let him know you needed him because he probably wouldn’t realize it on his own.


Nigel could be charming too. At least he could when he wanted to be. And when he’s not trying, he could even be funny. Most of all, Nigel was thoughtful. If you asked anyone who knew him, they’d tell you that they considered him a good friend. But if you listened closely for what they didn’t say, you’d realize that none of them really knew him. It’s not their fault, though. Nigel never let anyone inside our world. We didn’t have any real friends and no one ever called or stopped by to visit.


That’s why I didn’t get Nigel’s stressing about Barney Aman. Nigel got more than a little pissed off when I agreed with Lillian. Barney’s death was our ticket to the big-time. We had an exclusive that could’ve taken us places, and he walked away from it.





When we “met” Barney, I saw a reflection of two men. It was something about his restrained manner—the practiced way he carried himself. Nigel saw Barney’s regal demeanor as a product of his privileged upbringing, but I thought he was way too put together. The man you saw when you met Barney was the sculpted façade he wanted you to see. This sculpted façade became even more gouging as Barney the Candidate marched toward the governor’s office.


It didn’t take very long for me to realize there was more to Barney than what we had seen when we met him at his campaign headquarters the day after he declared his candidacy. Barney had never held an elected office, so his candidacy came as a surprise to the media, the political arena, and to everyone who knew Barney. However, his impeccably furnished headquarters on Monroe Street, a few blocks from the Capitol, and his high-profile staff challenged what he described as, “…waking up a few mornings ago consumed by an urgent need to enter politics.” In my mind, Barney was so full of it.


Waiting for us in the downstairs lobby was Eddie Johnson, a cartoonish man recognized more for his laughable efforts to hide his balding head beneath an assortment of outlandish toupees than for his political savvy. At five-five and 160 pounds, Eddie didn’t look like the kind of man who could craft the campaigns of three incumbent congressmen—two in the House, one in the Senate. Eddie laid out Barney’s political stance as he led us up the stairs to Barney’s office. The door was open, so we walked right in.


Barney was outside on the patio, overlooking Monroe Street. As soon as Eddie walked out the office and closed the door, Barney breezed inside like the wind carried him. He closed the French doors, stepped off a cloud, and walked up to us. He served a warm, transparent smile. “Hi. I’m Barney Aman, Florida’s next governor.” Nigel and I thought Barney’s dramatic entrance was scripted, and that was the last thing we agreed on.


Nigel never saw Barney’s reflection. At least he pretended not to see the reflection of a man Barney kept locked away, hidden from prying eyes. The public, including Nigel, was captivated by Barney and clamored to hear every carefully chosen word that rolled off his tongue. They watched his every move. I found it hard to believe that only three people saw Barney’s reflection: me, Barney, and the woman who armed a manila envelope marked, Deliver to Addressee Only, with a copy of her husband’s death certificate and a news clipping describing his suspicious death and mailed it to Nigel.





Nigel worried too much about things that had nothing to do with our life. For the past three days, he’d been sitting in front of the television watching The Weather Channel non-stop. He left earlier today to go by Richard Aman’s office, but as soon as he walked back in the door, he plopped down on the sofa and turned the television to The Weather Channel. Tonight, a two-hour documentary about Alaska premiered on The Weather Channel. After the documentary went off, Nigel began agonizing over weather in the frozen state even though we lived in sunny Florida. “It’s unseasonably warm in Alaska,” he turned and said, “and scientists are starting to worry.” I didn’t have the heart to say it, but I couldn’t stop the look in my eyes from screaming, I don’t give a damn. Nigel didn’t see my nonchalance as a sign of disinterest. Instead, he saw a blank canvas on which he could paint a much more detailed image. “Global warming is one of the biggest issues facing the world today,” he sketched. I pretended to listen. Pretending to listen isn’t as easy as it appears, but I’ve mastered the technique. It takes a lot of practice to get it right. I started by looking—not staring—in his general direction. Staring can give you away. “Scientists have determined that the polar caps are melting,” Nigel continued to draw. “Did you know that?” Unconsciously, I detected a pause in his voice so I nodded slightly. It wasn’t a yes or no nod, but more of a maybe nod. “If the polar caps continue to melt at the rate they are melting now…”


I heard Nigel, but I wasn’t listening to him because there were things much closer to home to worry about. I was about to go crazy wondering what we’re going to do now that he’d quit our job. We’re not broke, so money wasn’t the problem. We had enough saved and invested to live comfortably for the rest of our life. The real problem was these walls. Nigel would never admit it, but he would much rather stay here and hide out than to be part of the world out there. He ventured out since I couldn’t. He’s my link to everything outside these walls. His life was my life, so, if Nigel didn’t have a job to go to, then we didn’t have a life outside this house. This was it.





Even though I couldn’t make myself step outside this house, it didn’t mean something’s wrong with me. I used to tell myself that on a daily basis, but these days, the only time I had to remind myself of this was when I’d been shut up in this house for too long. It’d only been a couple of days, so I didn’t have to convince myself of my sanity, at least not yet. What’s scary to me was the knowledge that Nigel wasn’t interested in looking for another job right now, and I didn’t know when he would be interested. That meant I could expect day after day and week after week of being surrounded by these walls. That’s enough to make a person go crazy.





Three years ago, after I’d had a very bad Monday morning, I found a way to establish my own connection to the world outside these walls. It was via a blog, “The (not so true) Way I Remember It.” Funny, huh? Well, that was the point. I didn’t want to bring people into my claustrophobic world; I wanted to be out there with them and to be part of their world. And then, I wanted, no, needed a little humor in my life. The blog had been successful on both accords. I had almost 25,000 subscribers, and every now and then, I got to laugh until I cracked up about the fun-filled life I pretended to have lived.


Once a week, I wrote and posted a blog about the way life used to be back in the day. Or at least the way I imagined I would remember life back then if I could. Sometimes, the columns reflected nostalgically about the good times I was sure we had growing up in the ’80s and ’90s, while others reflected earnestly on the triumphs and the tragedies that were seemingly connected like Siamese twins to everyone’s life. It’s no secret to my subscribers that the memories I wrote about were made up. I was upfront about my memory loss and admitted that I didn’t remember anything about my life prior to waking up from a coma eleven years ago, so they knew that I juxtaposed myself into these tales of an unforgettable childhood and the good ol’ days. Judging from the comments to the blog, it has touched a lot of people out there. I took the wild guess that they were touched since, although I probably never lived any of the memories that I wrote about, deep inside my heart, I felt like I had.


I’m sure Nigel read the blog, but he’d never mentioned anything about it.





Another job wasn’t the only thing Nigel didn’t show an interest in. He’d never been much of a talker, which wasn’t a problem since I talked enough for both of us. But, except when he’s going on about the weather, Nigel hadn’t said much at all. I’d practically tried to reach inside him and pull out conversations on several occasions. I had to be careful, though. If I pulled too hard or too often, he’d retreat to his bedroom and leave me out here talking to myself.





This was me talking to myself. I didn’t have anyone else to talk to because Nigel didn’t bother to get out of bed today. He’d been shut up in his bedroom all day. I was not stressing about it though. I talked to myself all the time, mostly to say things that I couldn’t say to Nigel; words that I had to speak out loud, if only in my mind, since thoughts weren’t real until they are verbalized or lived.


I imagined how it must feel to run. I couldn’t remember ever running, but as I gazed out the window at people jogging around Myers Park, the freedom of unbridled motion resurrected my soul. I started running. My heart raced as I accelerated and challenged the wind, overtaking time. I was running. Running. Running until I slammed head-on into these walls. My trepidation and these unyielding walls were formidable hurdles.





We hadn’t been to the grocery store since two weeks before Barney died. So tonight’s dinner, like last night’s and the night before that, was whatever I could scrape together. There were six cans of minestrone soup, two cans of green peas, and a can of corned beef in the cabinet. Two ice trays had the freezer to themselves. A pitcher of water and a bowl of minestrone soup Nigel had for lunch fought for space in the refrigerator. The rice container was half full. And we’d given out of sugar three days ago.


“How does corned beef and rice sound?” I asked Nigel.


Instead of responding, Nigel sat there contemplating whether he wanted corned beef and rice or something else. Why? It wasn’t like he was gonna get off his sorry ass and go get anything else.


“Nigel, we have six cans of minestrone soup, a can of corned beef, two cans of green peas, and a cup of rice,” I informed him as I walked into the living room. “The menu’s either corned beef and rice or more minestrone soup.”


“Corned beef and rice,” Nigel suggested, then stood up and turned off the ceiling fan. He sat back down, picked up the TV remote, and changed the channel.


“Thank God,” I said. “I was starting to see Locals On The 8s in my sleep.”


As I walked back to the kitchen Nigel announced, “We’ll go to the store tomorrow.”


“Okay,” I acknowledged with a guilty smile. “I’ll make out a shopping list tonight.”


Nigel hated minestrone soup. I was not that crazy about it either, but I kept it in stock for times like this.





It was almost 3 a.m. and I was in bed, pretending to sleep. I know it’s kind of crazy to pretend to sleep when you’re the only person in the room, but my reason was a good one, which exempted me from the crazy label. Sleep didn’t always come easy for me, and it’s due to these dreams that I kept having. Tonight, before I woke up, I dreamed that Nigel and I were at a beach swimming, but the beach was inside this house. Last night, I dreamed we were at a concert, but the concert was in the living room. Every night, it’s a different dream, but we’re always inside this house. I pretended sleep so I could pretend to dream of being outside…anywhere outside.





Barbed wire. That’s what these walls were made of. From ceiling to floor, floor to ceiling. Barbed wire brandished millions of dutiful razors sharp enough to deli-slice flesh, memories, and hope.





I wanted to hate Barney Aman for taking the easy way out. I wanted to hate him because Nigel was unemployed, which meant we didn’t exist outside this house. More than anything, I wanted to hate him for unearthing the memory of the rueful Monday morning three years ago when I tried to abandon our life. But I couldn’t.
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