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“Edward, food is ready!” his dad called.

Edward Depp, in his mid-twenties with brown eyes and hair, was a college dropout. Now working a full-time job at a warehouse, he was close to saving up enough money for a downpayment on his house. He was desperate to get out of his closet-sized room and have a place big enough to put his stuff wherever he wanted. Right now, his room was barely big enough for his twin-sized bed, a dresser, and a small space for his computer. The only reason an 18-inch flatscreen T.V. squeezed in was that it sat on a shelf at the foot of the bed.

‘Jail cells are bigger than this!’ Edward thought, watching T.V. as he sat in his bed. There wasn’t even room for a chair. ‘At least there’s a window.’ He continued to think.

Edward got up and exited the through the doorway right next to his bed; he didn’t even have a door. ‘Well, if a fire ever breaks out I can at least get out quick.’ To leave the house or even go downstairs, or hell, any other part of the house, he had to pass both brothers’ very normal-sized rooms. Rubbing salt in that wound was the fact that he was the eldest of three boys, with no sisters, and his brothers were not the cleanest of people.

Going down the stairs, Edward met his father, Vincent, in the kitchen.

Vincent loved his kids more than anything. A blue-collar worker, little was more important to him than family, except having a can of beer in his hands. This vice, his one demon, is what led to a divorce.

Edward’s mother often referred to Vincent as a ‘functioning alcoholic’, i.e. a person who seemingly can only function with alcohol flowing through their blood. There was some truth to this as Edward rarely saw his father drunk.

“I ordered us a bucket,” Vincent said. “Family-size. Should be ready by the time you get there. I paid over the phone, so just drop my name and pick the food up.”

Edward sighed. “Alright, I guess I’ll go.” He said.

Vincent studied his son for a moment. “How was Grandma’s house?” he asked.

Edward shrugged, “It was alright,” he answered. “My room was a helluva lot bigger than the one I got now.”

“Well,” Vincent chuckled. “Who’s fault is that? It’s all that was left. Your mother moved out of town, both of your brothers came here, and you went to your grandma’s.”

“She was charging me rent,” Edward said. “You’re free. I suppose I’ll put up with it till I have enough for a down payment to get my own place.”

Vincent smiled saying. “Go on. Food is getting cold.”

After grabbing his keys off the rack, Edward waved to his brothers, who were in the middle of setting up their plates. He stepped outside and noted the setting sun before entering his work-in-progress modified car and slowly backing out.

Not far in the same town, just across its river in fact.

In the bathroom of a fairly modest house, a man franticly shooed away the smoke from his last stick of cannabis out the window before exiting. He walked slowly down the stairs of his home, hoping any smell would dissipate. About the same age as Edward and currently looking for work, he never even tried going to college. Just bounced around from one job to the next.

His girlfriend, going over some bills at the table, was only slightly better off. Having a job at the very least. “Tim,” she called, noticing her boyfriend. “How’d the job hunt go?”

“Sorry, Helen,” Tim replied. “Maybe tomorrow.”

“Better find something soon,” Helen said. “Robert hasn’t eaten in two days and I just sent what little money I had to keep the car and a roof over our heads.”

Tim sat at the table. “How’s work?” he asked.

“Regular I guess,” Helen answered. “It’s a good place. I was lucky to get it. Why don’t you try that Career Spot? Worked for me, maybe they can find you something. If not for me, at least do it for Robert.”

“Where is that little squirt?” Tim asked, not even wanting to give Helen’s idea a second thought.

“Right over there,” Helen motioned with her head. “In the living room. Hey, why do you smell funny? You haven’t been smoking, have you? We could use that money.”

Tim sighed as he got back up. “Honey, I told you before,” he said. “It’s all secondhand. I can’t help what my friends do, and I’m not about to stop hanging out with them just to look for others. Those are my boys. I’ve known some of them since I was a little kid.” he then walked into the living room to find his eight-year-old son, Robert.

Robert was sitting on the couch, cradling his stomach as he rocked back and forth.

Tim sat down next to his son. “Hey, there champ. How’s it going?” he asked.

“Dad,” Robert whined. “I’m so hungry.”

Right then, Tim felt horrible -  Like less of the man he wanted to be. He gently rubbed his son’s arm to assure him. “I know,” he said. “I’m gonna get something right now.”

“I’m kinda hungry too,” Helen added.

Tim could feel his eyes slightly water up. His family was starving!

Without another word, Tim stood up and walked out the front door. As soon as he stepped out, he was already on his phone. “Hey, Kevin, it’s me, Tim,” he said. “I need you to come over as fast as you can. We gotta go ‘shopping’.”

Minutes later, a rinky-dink of a car came to a screeching halt at the curb in front of the house. Tim wasted little time getting in. Driving was his friend, Kevin.

“What's going on?” Kevin asked.

“My family,” Tim began. “They’re hangry.”

“Hangry?” Kevin wondered.

“It's when you’re more than hungry,” Tim explained.

Kevin chuckled as he reached for his wallet. “Well, why didn’t you just say so?” he said.

Tim shook his head and placed a hand out to reject the money. “You know how I am,” he said. “I’m not about to jump in your pocket and I need food now.”

A confused look fell on Kevin’s face. “B-but I...y-you don’t,” he stammered before sighing. “Ok, let’s go ‘shopping’.”

The car went into drive and aggressively pulled away from the curb.

Edward liked his only slightly modified car. There was a lot left to do, but it would have to wait. Much of it right now was only cosmetic. Plans to improve performance would be worked on after he got his house. What was done: tinted windows, the hood & trunk were replaced with lightweight carbon fiber, the rear lights were spray painted to a slightly darker shade, the headlights were replaced to have a more aggressive look, it had a navigation & sound system with a 12inch subwoofer installed, and a modified air intake. To do: install a new suspension system, install a hood scoop on the roof, replace tires with nicer 18-inch rims, install a dual exhaust, and the last things planned were to install a supercharger and turbo to the engine.

Yes, Edward liked his car but the thought of his tiny room and getting his own home was enough to make him change his priorities. At a stop light, he took the chance to change music CDs. He arrived minutes later at the restaurant and stepped out. Aside from him, the parking lot was empty. ‘Where do the employees park?’ he thought, ‘Maybe they live within walking distance or get rides.’

Inside, Edward could see that most of the workers were young, high school age at least. A few were maybe a little older, his age, at least, that was the impression he got from the female at the counter when he walked right up to her.

She greeted Edward politely  “Welcome,” she said. “My name’s Kim. How may I help you?”

For Edward, it might have been a case of love at first sight, but he always told himself he needed to be financially stable first before making a move on any girl. It was to the point that he actually convinced himself that no woman would love him otherwise. “Hi, yeah,” he smiled. “Um, pickup for Vincent.”

‘Not a bad-looking guy.’ Kim thought. It was odd because she thought it was a shame to meet him like this, a customer at the place she worked. ‘Keep it professional!’ she thought. “Sure,” she replied, then turned to retrieve the order and come back moments later. “Here you go,” she said handing the food over.

Edward grabbed the bucket, barely touching Kim’s hand as he gently pulled back. “Thank you.” He said, smiling at Kim as he walked away.

As she continued to smile and wave, a confusing look fell on Kim’s face as Edward exited the building. After a very brief moment of looking around, she softly said. “Whoa, déjà vu.”

‘Pretty woman, I need to hurry up with my life.’ Edward thought as he walked back to his car. He then noticed another car parked right next to his.’More customers.’ He continued to think, also that the car next to his wasn’t nearly as nice. Because it was typical by now, he got ready to answer the men’s comment’s about his car as they got out.

“Nice car,” Kevin said as walked around to the driver’s side. “What year?”

“Thanks,” Edward replied. “Last year’s model actually.”

Tim appeared to be inspecting the rear of the car as Edward walked past.

“It’s a work in progress,” Edward explained. “Right now it just looks mean. I’m planning to mod the engine later.” As he got close and unlocked the doors, he suddenly found himself staring down the barrel of a gun.

“I wouldn’t worry about that,” Kevin said. “We’ll take it as is.”

Tim came up from behind and desperately took the bucket of food away causing Edward to raise his hands.

Kevin grabbed Edward by the collar to force him around to the front of the car. “On your knees,” he ordered. “Put your hands behind you!”

Tim jumped back in the car he arrived in. “Kevin,” he called. “We got the food, c’mon!”

“My name you idiot!” Kevin retorted. “Besides, you see this car?”

Edward’s heart broke but was quick to hand over the keys, as much as he liked it, he wasn’t ready to die for it. “You want it, it’s yours,” he said. “I don’t want to die. I just want to go home to my family.”

“Shut up,” Kevin growled, almost tearing up. “Tim, you take my car and go home. Get that food to your fam.”

“I thought you just said not to mention names,” Tim replied. “Anyways, we got the food. Let’s get outta here!”

“Doesn't matter if I say your name,” Kevin said. “You already said mine,” He kept his eyes on his victim as he gripped the gun tightly and then whispered to himself. “Why did you have to say my name?”

Edward looked down and closed his eyes. He was beginning to wish he hadn’t heard any name either. The next thing he knew he heard a loud bang.
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