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        Feeling lost, Daniella goes through the motions every day. College doesn’t hold her interest. Her boyfriend doesn’t make her heart skip a beat. When tragedy strikes, she sinks deep into a dark spiral.

      

        

      
        Garrett secretly loved Daniella throughout their high school years. After he moved away, he finally put those feelings behind him, or so he thought. Now he spends his days under the hoods of vehicles as a mechanic.

      

        

      
        A sudden call from a friend brings Garrett rushing to his hometown. He doesn’t expect his feelings to come back when he sees Dani after years away.

      

        

      
        Garrett can’t stay. He has to get back to his apartment and job, to his life. However, the thought of never seeing her again has the potential to shatter him.
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      Please note that this book contains the following: attempted suicide, emotional manipulation, death, violence, anxiety, and depression. If any of these are triggers for you, please proceed with caution.
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      “You didn’t!” I can’t believe what I’m hearing.

      Leah nods. “I did. That asshole never knew what hit him.”

      “Well, your foot connecting with his nuts sure told him how you felt.” I’m trying not to laugh and would be trying harder if Leah didn’t have a huge smile on her face. I don’t think she ever truly loved him. In the past month, she said twice she was thinking of ending things.

      She shrugs. “That’s what he gets for cheating on me.”

      “Oh, I completely agree. I’m just surprised you grabbed his shoulder and threw him to the floor when you caught him.”

      “I wasn’t going to be one of those women who started crying and ran from the room. Nope. I was showing him how badly he messed up. Do you know how good it felt to push him off of her and then kick him in the crotch?”

      I shake my head. “I can only imagine. Do you know who she is?”

      “No, and I’m glad I don’t. I think it would have stung a whole lot worse if I had recognized her.”

      Leah is one of my best friends. I don’t see her as much as I used to, since she graduated from college and moved an hour north of our small hometown. Now we get together for dinner once every couple of weeks at a diner that is located halfway between our homes.

      “Enough about me,” Leah says, stirring a lemon wedge with the straw in her soda. “Tell me about things with Carson.”

      I smile. We’ve only been together about four months, but I’ve known him for almost eight years. I met him my freshman year of high school. He was the geeky, scrawny kid who, over the years, grew in height and build. Now he towers over me at six foot, three inches. I’m only five foot, seven.

      “We’re doing good. Having a great time. There are still times when it feels weird dating someone I’ve been friends with for so long.”

      Leah pops a fry into her mouth. She’s one of the fortunate few who can eat whatever she wants and not gain any weight. Her cropped auburn hair and light blue eyes put the finishing touches on her willowy frame. She’s beautiful.

      “I’m glad. He seems happy with you.” I give her a pointed look and she rolls her eyes. “Okay, he was happy with me too, but it wasn’t working between us. You know that.”

      “I do. I still feel a little awkward dating him after you did.”

      She puts her hands on the table and leans forward. “Two years, Dani.” Leah dated him a couple of years ago, and they were together for a while, but it didn’t work between them. They were only having fun, as she put it. I don’t really know what happened. Whenever I would bring it up, she’d change the subject to avoid answering me. After she evaded my questions for so long, I stopped asking.

      “I know, I know,” I say, lifting my hands in the air.

      Leaning back, she continues to eat her fries. The burger she ordered was devoured a while ago. “I miss this. Maybe I’ll move back. I miss the coast, too. I don’t know if I can afford the apartment I’m in now on my own. With the asshole out of the picture, I have to figure out what I’m going to do.”

      “You could get a roommate,” I offer, then take a sip of my iced tea. Her eyes snap to mine and a slow grin appears. “No. Don’t even think about it.” I know exactly what she’s thinking.

      She throws a fry at me. “Come on, Dani. You can’t live with your parents forever.”

      Picking up the fry, I launch it back at her. “I’m still in college. I have to save my pennies, so once I graduate I can get a job and my own place. I don’t even know if I want to stay around here.”

      “There are a lot of jobs closer to me in the city.”

      “I know, but…” I don’t consider myself much of a city girl. I love the coast, although the idea of living in a town, where every single person doesn’t know who I am, is appealing.

      “Is it Carson?”

      I shake my head. “No. He’s said I should work and live where I want. That we’ll figure it out.”

      “He’s a good man.”

      “Yeah, he is. Besides, I spend more time at his place than at my parents’.”

      Talking about him makes my mind drift to where it always does when I think of him. Is he the one for me? I honestly don’t know. I don’t get that giddy, butterflies in the stomach feeling when I’m with him. He’s familiar. Comfortable. Stable. He cares for me. He talks about having a future with me. We have a lot of fun together. All of the things I want, only I feel like something is missing. I keep telling myself to give it more time.

      Leah glances down at her watch and lets out a long sigh. “I should go.”

      “Me, too. I have class tomorrow, and I’m supposed to meet Libby afterward.” Liberty, aka Libby, is my other best friend. I see her about as often as I see Leah, even though she only lives ten minutes from me. It’s different with her. She’s a mom to a beautiful two-year-old daughter and married to her high school sweetheart, Kevin. They fell in love our freshman year and got married right after we graduated high school. They are blissfully happy together. I have to admit, I’m a little jealous of the relationship they have. I want that. I want to look at the man standing by my side and get all doe-eyed.

      “Boo on the class,” Leah says. “But I’m a little envious of you seeing her. It’s been months since we’ve gotten to hang out.”

      “We’ll all have to get together soon. I’ll drag her out if I have to. Kev keeps saying she needs to get out of the house.” We both stand and throw on our coats. It’s been rainy and chilly lately in the Pacific Northwest. I can’t wait for warmer weather.

      Leah and I walk to our cars, hugging each other tight before parting ways. Seeing her always leaves me with mixed emotions. I love seeing her but wish she still lived in the Ridge. I miss her when she’s not around.

      An hour later, I pull up to the apartment complex where Carson lives. I had to stop at home before coming here to grab some clothes and other things I needed to stay for a few days. It’s easier than having to go to my parents’ house every day before coming here. I stock up and then don’t have to worry about it for a bit.

      Each apartment building is only two floors with a painted, white brick exterior. Pressing the bell for Carson’s apartment, I wait for him to come down and let me in. He tried to give me a key a week ago, but I didn’t think I was ready for that yet. Yes, I spend most nights here. A key might not seem like a big deal to most, but it felt like a huge jump to me.

      I can hear the wooden steps creak behind the door as he makes his way downstairs to me. The door opens revealing a very handsome man. Carson’s dirty blond hair is a few inches long on top. Blue eyes meet mine as a warm smile reveals his perfect teeth. Reaching a hand out, he takes mine in his and pulls me inside. Soft lips press to mine as I relax in his embrace. He tastes of mint and smells of a faint hint of aftershave.

      He breaks the kiss but keeps his forehead pressed to mine. “Hey.”

      I smile. “Hey, yourself.”

      We walk up the stairs together, and I take a quick shower before curling up on the couch next to him. I braided my long, dark blonde hair to keep it out of my face. Tomorrow morning, I’ll undo the braid and be left with a nice wave through my hair.

      So many times I sit and think about our relationship. I care for him deeply, but I’m not sure if I’m in love with him yet. I often wonder if I’m with him because he’s the safe choice. I know he won’t hurt me. I don’t want to hurt him, either. Shit. I’m in a tough spot. One I put myself in and allow myself to stay in. I’m waiting for that click. That feeling of everything falling into place, and it feeling right between us. I’ll have to make a decision if that never happens.

      Normally, four months isn’t a long time to date. Although, when you’ve known the other person for years, there isn’t this long getting to know you period. We already know each other. We went out a lot, just the two of us, which was different than it always had been when we all went out as a group. I wanted to try it. I wanted to explore this attraction between us. I’ve thought he was attractive for some time now. I wonder if I made a huge mistake, though. We crossed the friend line. If I were to break it off with him, it would ruin our friendship. I know it. I think that’s part of the reason I’ve held off talking to him about how I feel. I’m worried about his reaction and losing him as a friend.

      Before I know it, Carson is nudging me to get up and come to bed. I get lost in thought more often than not and lose track of time. The clock reads ten when I crawl into bed with him. My class tomorrow starts early.

      He pulls me to his body and within minutes his breathing evens out, yet I’m wide awake. I don’t know what has my mind working overtime tonight. Maybe it’s how everything in my life feels off. It’s not just my relationship with Carson. It’s college, too.

      I started school a year later than my friends, because I didn’t know what I wanted to do with my life. I finally settled on marketing. Three years later, and I have no clue if I made the right decision. Every day I go to college and sit through each lecture, excel in every class, but I’m not passionate about it.

      When I’m not in school, I work part-time with my mom. She’s a florist and owns her own small store. It’s a good way to make extra money to pay for my car and other bills. Luckily, my parents pay for my education. I want them to be proud of me. They’re the reason I don’t give up. They want me to make something of myself. I do, too, but what?

      The minutes tick by, and I’m still awake. I count sheep, which, by the way, is utterly useless. I go to the kitchen to heat up a glass of milk. Not a fan. I read, which finally settles my thoughts long enough to relax me and let sleep finally take over.
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        * * *

      

      I'm dreaming a phone is ringing, and it won't stop. Someone needs to answer it. I don’t want to move. Then my dream starts to fade as my mind clears. The phone wasn't ringing in my dream. Instinctively, I reach over to the nightstand on my side of the bed and search for my phone. It’s not there. I bet I left it in my purse in the living room.

      It must be Carson’s phone ringing. I blink a few times and notice how the room is still bathed in darkness. How long was I asleep? It feels like a half hour. Leaning over him, I see it's three in the morning. I’ve been asleep for two hours.

      "Hello," he answers groggily. I lie back down, throwing an arm over my eyes, while I hear bits of the conversation he's having. It’s going to suck trying to go back to sleep now that I’m awake again.

      There are a lot of, "uh huhs" and "okays” coming from him, but that's all I hear. Then his breath catches. He gasps in air. Turning to him, I try and make out his face in the dark. He says nothing for a few beats of my heart.

      "Yeah," he finally says softly. "I'll tell her." He hangs up the phone and gently places it back in its original spot.

      He moves on the bed to face me. Leaning close, his breath fans across my lips. I think he's going to kiss me, and my eyes close. I should be asking what his conversation was about. My mind is there, but the kiss feels natural with him so near.

      Instead of his lips, I feel his hand shakily caress my cheek. "Dani, I have to tell you something."

      My heart speeds up as I open my eyes once again. This can't be good. No one gets good news from a phone call in the middle of the night. "Tell me," I whisper, unsure if I'm ready for whatever he has to say.

      "It's Leah." His breath catches again. I reach up to touch his face, and my fingers come back wet. I stroke them higher under his eyes and realize he's crying.

      "What's going on?" I'm shaking now. My heart is pounding with such force, I feel as if it will seize up any second.

      "She's gone, Dani." He starts sobbing and pulls me against him. "She's gone."

      “What do you mean she’s gone?” I can’t figure out what he’s trying to say. Did she go somewhere?

      “She…she died.”

      I don't move within the confines of his arms. I can't. The words he spoke aren’t true. They have to be a cruel joke he's playing on me. Or maybe I'm still dreaming. Yeah, that's got to be it. I saw her tonight. I saw her and had dinner with her. She was fine. Her normal, fun self.

      My voice is firm. "No." My eyes close as I push him away.

      He doesn't let me go but pulls back so his face is in front of mine. "She was driving home tonight when her car left the road.” He pauses to try and contain his emotions. “She went down an embankment. Her car was found crumpled in a tree. They...they tried to save her. A man in the car behind her saw everything and called for help right away. He even tried to rescue her himself, but she was trapped. He couldn’t get her out. Her car…it was twisted up. Oh, God, Dani."  His cries reach my ears, though none of what he's saying is real. I don't want to believe it.

      "No. This is a dream. Carson, wake me up." I grip his shoulders and start to shake him. "Wake me up!"

      He lets out a small sob. "You’re awake, Dani. You're awake….and Leah's gone."

      "No!" I pound my fists on his chest. "Stop it! Stop lying to me!"

      "I wish I were. Oh God, I wish I were."

      No matter how hard I hit him, he doesn't release me. He keeps his arms wrapped around my back as tears stream down my cheeks. He’s shaking against me. My body knows this is really happening, however my brain doesn't register it. It can't accept that Leah's gone.

      "No," I cry once more.

      My chest starts heaving in violent sobs. I'm crying, "No," over and over again. I vaguely recognize Carson's phone ringing through everything. He leans over to grasp it from his nightstand, all the while keeping on arm around me. His voice shakes when he answers. He says nothing, other than a greeting, but then holds the phone out to me. My trembling fingers are barely able to grip it.

      Pressing the phone to my ear, I hear someone crying on the other end. Fresh tears fall from my eyes as another sob wrenches free.

      "Dani?" Libby's voice cracks. She's crying along with me. Neither of us speak. We continue to weep together until Carson takes the phone. I don't remember much after that, except crying, and being held until the sun starts to rise.
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        * * *

      

      I bolt upright in bed after having a horrible nightmare. My eyes feel puffy. I reach up to touch my face. My skin is tender and raw under my eyes. Looking over, I notice Carson starts to sit up as well. His face is red and splotchy. Throwing the covers aside, I jump from bed and race to the bathroom. He tries to follow, but I close the door before he can get to me.

      Turning, I flip on the light, and grip the countertop with both hands to lean toward the mirror. My face resembles his. Red, swollen eyes, and a runny nose, greet me in the mirror.

      A soft knock comes from the door. "Dani? Let me in, baby."

      I shake my head, trying to make sense of everything. I use the bathroom quickly, while my brain goes through the events of last night. Dinner with Leah. Sitting with Carson on the couch. Lying awake, unable to sleep for a while. Phone calls. Crying for hours. There’s a solid ache in the center of my chest. Reality comes crashing down while I'm washing my hands. I crumple to the floor with a loud thud, while the water continues to run in the sink. Carson rushes in, joining me on the cold tile floor. He scoops me up, shuts off the water, and carries me back to bed.
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      I never thought I’d see Swiftwood Ridge again. After my dad’s job was relocated three hours south, I had no plans to ever go back. I missed my friends, but it was because of her that I had to stay away.

      For years, Daniella Archer ruled my thoughts. God, she was gorgeous. Blonde hair that reminded me of a sandy beach. Grey eyes like a storm cloud. A slender, yet curvaceous body that often starred in my teenage dreams.

      She wasn’t mine. Not then. Not now. I know she’s dating Carson. Kevin is always sure to keep me up to date on our group’s happenings. We were a tight group back in high school. Then I moved. We kept in touch for a while, but people grow and move on. Kevin is the only one who I still talk to.

      I don’t know how I would have handled it had Dani kept in contact. Maybe I wouldn’t have been able to let the dream of one day being with her go. But I’ve moved on. Or I thought I had until Kevin called, and I started making plans to drive back to the Ridge.

      No steady girlfriend, although I did have one for about four months. We split up recently. It wasn’t working. She told me she loved me, and I couldn’t return the sentiment. I ended it. She called me every name in the book and accused me of cheating on her, which I wasn’t. Love never happened for me. It was better to end it when I did.

      The passing of Leah shocked me to my core. We were never best friends, but we were friends. She made our group fun. Her laugh was contagious. I still can’t believe she’s gone. Life is so fragile. One minute you’re enjoying everything this life has to offer, and the next you’re gone. Your life can end in the blink of an eye.

      Expressing our feelings wasn’t fostered in my home growing up. My dad is an engineer who worked long days, while my mom stayed home to take care of me and my two sisters. I’m the oldest. Any time something happened, my parents never showed emotion. Instead, they hid everything behind a forced smile and making themselves busy. What a way to live a life. Too bad I didn’t realize it wasn’t how most people normally reacted until I was older.

      When news came in of Leah’s death, I didn’t know how to handle it. I mean, I’ve gotten a little better at expressing myself, and how I feel, but it’s the first time someone I know has died. I still have all of my grandparents, aunts, and uncles. My chest constricted in pain, my eyes watered, but in typical Ramsey fashion, I gathered my feelings and shoved them deep inside. It’s hard to break a habit you’ve had most of your life.

      I finish out my work day at the shop and come home to start packing. It’s Friday mid-afternoon. Luckily, I planned on leaving early today anyway and made sure to schedule my day accordingly.

      The viewing is tonight; the service and burial are tomorrow. I need to haul ass to get there to make it in time. I know I won’t get there when it starts, but I’m hoping to make it before it ends.

      Rummaging through my closet, I find the only pair of black dress pants I own, and a sage green button-down shirt. It’s as dressy as I get, and even at that, I haven’t worn it in months. The outfit is something my ex wanted me to buy so we could go out to nice dinners. To this day, I have no idea why I let her talk me into it. I’m a jeans and t-shirt kind of guy. And nice dinners? Save the fancy shit for someone who appreciates it. I’m the furthest thing from fancy.

      Most of the time my hands are covered in oil and grease. I’m a mechanic. My days are spent under the hoods of cars and trucks. I wouldn’t have it any other way. Oddly, it’s calming. I focus on the task at hand and get lost in what I’m doing. I’m good at it, too. I can fix just about anything. Although, if you ask my dad, he’ll tell you I’m wasting my potential. He wanted me to go to an Ivy League college, not a technical institute.

      I hunt through my dresser, tossing oil stained clothes aside, to try and find something decent I can wear when not at the viewing or funeral. I took Monday off and will be spending the weekend at an inn that’s located fifteen minutes from town. There are no chain hotels near where I grew up. Kev offered me his couch, but I declined. He has Libby and their daughter. I don’t want to encroach on his family time. Plus, I can’t imagine she’s handling this well. All of that emotion around me will only make me shut down. The services are going to be hard for so many reasons.

      I get my shit all packed and lock my apartment door. It’s not a big place, but it’s mine. Unlocking my truck, I throw my bag in the passenger seat, and climb in. The engine rumbles to life. Gently I tap the dash, reveling in the fact that I made her purr like she does. She had a blown head gasket, and a host of other shit wrong when I bought her. All of that worked in my favor, however. I got her for a steal. Now, this deep grey 2009 GMC Sierra is all mine.

      The drive to the Ridge is dull, except for the view. The highway hugs the coast, the ocean on one side with the mountains on the other. I roll down the windows and let the fresh, salty air permeate my entire being. There’s nothing like the smell of the ocean. Sure, I live close to it, but it’s not the same as living right on the beach. I don’t see it every day, or every week, for that matter. My job is exhausting, and when I’m not working, I relax or go out with friends. Nothing compares to Pacific Northwest coast, though. Nothing.

      Three hours and fifteen minutes later, I pull into the inn’s parking lot. It’s a two story, Craftsman style building, with balconies off of all the rooms. It’s nice. Too nice for me, but my options are limited. It’s a good thing I’m a saver and not a spender, because fuck, this isn’t going to be a cheap weekend. It’s still better than Kev’s couch.

      I shoot off a quick text to let him know I’m on my way to the viewing, after I change quickly into the black slacks and a long-sleeved Henley. I’ll save the button-down for tomorrow.

      The second my ass hits my truck seat, my nerves kick in. Nerves at having to deal with the emotions of others as well as my own. Nerves because I’ve never been to a viewing and have no idea of what to expect. Nerves at seeing Dani again. Great. Now my palms are sweating and my heart is starting to race. Fuck, I need to pull myself together, bury that shit deep within for today and tomorrow, then I can let it out and deal with it. Maybe.

      The parking lot of the funeral home is packed when I arrive. There are no available spots, so I park in the grass at the far end of the property. Taking my time walking to the front door, I watch as more people arrive and form a line upon entering the building. I stand behind the last person and slowly shuffle along. There are a lot of familiar faces, but I don’t settle on any. I keep my head down and make my way to the front of the room.

      Reaching the casket, my heart speeds up again and I’m breathing faster. Leah is lying in a white casket with silver trim. The lower half is closed while the top is open. I’ve never seen a dead body before. Her skin is pale, even though make-up has been applied. Her deep red hair is straight and short. She’s dressed in a long-sleeved shirt. Everything is covered except her face.

      This is weird. I don’t like being up here staring at her like this. This isn’t her. To me she will always be laughing and happy, not lying in a cushioned coffin. That is the memory I need to hold onto. Not the visual before me.

      I whisper, “Bye, Leah,” and step away. Behind me, I hear a muffled sob, which causes my head to turn as I start to walk down the line of chairs to take a seat. Daniella. I don’t need to see her face to know it’s her. Her hair is a darker blonde than I remember. It’s pulled up in a ponytail and she’s resting her head on Carson’s shoulder. She’s covering her nose with a tissue. Goosebumps form on my arms. Carson looks up at me and nods in greeting. It’s then I realize I’m standing before them–staring. Shit.

      I quickly move along and find a seat in the back. I’m not in the mood to talk to anyone. If only I could get out of here. Out of Swiftwood Ridge. There are reasons I stayed away. Too much has come rushing back. My feelings for Dani. How much I miss having a group of friends I can be myself with. Yeah, I have friends at home, but they don’t really know me. Not like my friends here did. But I’m not that person anymore, am I? I’m different. Changed. Yet inside, there is still a part of me that remains the same.

      I twist my hands in my lap and focus my attention on my shoes. A hand gently touches my shoulder, making me jump.

      “Hey, man.” Kevin. He looks the same. Jet black hair that’s long on top. Skinny. He’s always been thin.

      I stand to greet him. We shake hands and embrace in a guy hug. You know, a quick embrace and a clap on the back while we keep our other hands together.

      “You holding up okay?” I ask.

      He’s only a few inches shorter than me. He rubs the back of his neck. Dark circles under his eyes tell me he hasn’t been sleeping well. “Yeah, I guess. It’s Libby who’s having a hard time.”

      He looks straight ahead to where Dani is sitting, and I see Libby take the seat on the other side of her. She leans her head on Dani’s shoulder and her long, sable brown hair becomes a curtain behind them. Libby’s body shakes with sobs. Emotion clogs my throat, but I can’t let it come out. Not now.

      Taking my eyes off of them, I swallow and ask, “How’s Dani dealing with everything?” His gaze shifts to mine and I see the question there. Am I still hung up on her? I avert my eyes and look down again.

      He sighs. “She’s doing worse than Libby. Carson said she’s crying a lot, and when she’s not, he can’t get her to talk to him. She holes up in bed and won’t leave. She hasn’t been to school or work since the accident. He doesn’t know how to handle it. Libby has been spending a lot of time with her, but Dani’s barely speaking to her. I think it’s making Libby more upset. They need each other right now, but Dani just stopped doing almost everything.

      “She doesn’t want to eat. Carson has been trying to get food into her, but it’s no use. The accident was Monday night. It’s Friday now. She hasn’t eaten one meal since. Bits of food here or there. A sip of coffee or water, but no real meal. Libby said she got her to have some broth and helped her shower this morning. She shut everyone out. We’re at a loss as to what to do. We’re all grieving Leah’s death, but it hit Dani the hardest.”

      I know what it’s like to shut down. That’s what she’s doing, but at least she’s crying and letting some of it out. It counts for something. She needs to eat, though. This isn’t good.

      “Has Carson talked to anyone? Her parents? A doctor?”

      He nods. “Her parents stopped by a couple of times to bring her more clothes. Carson said her mom started crying, begging her to get up and eat something. He contacted a psychiatrist, too. She has an appointment tomorrow afternoon, after the ceremony and burial.”

      I nod. “Good. At least she can get help.”

      “I hope it makes a difference. Something has to work. I hate seeing her like this. And Libby, too.”

      Dani is going through so much and not letting anyone in. I wish I could help, but we were never that close. Friends. Only friends. If Libby can’t reach her, hopefully the doctor can. I don’t know what it’s like losing a best friend. The closest I have is Kevin. He’s a good friend, but not someone I would consider as close as the girls were.

      We both take seats and talk quietly as more people come in and pay their respects. The funeral and burial is tomorrow for close friends and family. Kevin assured me I was welcome and asked me to come. I’m glad he’s here sitting beside me. It makes me feel less awkward.

      All around us people are sniffling. In the front row are Leah’s parents. I met them a few times in high school. Her brother is sitting beside them. I can’t imagine what they’re going through. Her mom’s head is hanging forward as she wipes her eyes. Her dad’s arm is around his wife’s shoulders, while her brother sits stiffly beside them. He lost his sister. I never want to know what that feels like.

      I have a better relationship with my sisters than I do with my parents. They’re twins and still living at home. At eighteen, they are five years younger than me. Both are planning to go to college. One wants to be a lawyer, the other, a doctor. You can imagine the disappointing look I get from my parents when we’re all together. I’m the outcast. The one who marches to his own beat, and prefers to keep to himself, rather than go to family outings.

      I rebelled against the way my parents raised us and wanted us to behave. Where they wanted us prim and proper, I was messy and had attitude with any family or friends of my parents who spoke to me. Then again, what teenager doesn’t? I wanted to be outside working on my first car, which was an old piece of shit, but I loved taking it apart, one piece at a time, and making it better.

      There was a constant fight between us; they were always trying to get me into dress slacks and button-down shirts. Maybe that’s why I didn’t want to buy these clothes my ex chose for me.

      Every fucked up part of me, I can trace back to my parents. Since I’ve moved out, I’ve been trying to reshape who I am: be more open, talk more. If only it were that easy. I’m actually surprised anyone talks to me outside of Kevin.

      The sound of a chair scraping against the wooden floor snaps me out of my thoughts. Looking up, I watch as Dani rushes past me; a blur in a black dress. I can hear
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