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Self-help gives me the heebie-jeebies.

Grown guy, gal—“Organize this.”

If you’re into socks-and-drawers organization in just nine easy steps—

GREAT. Swipe left.

Assignments? Nope.

You heard? School’s out for summer!

If, perhaps...

you wouldn’t hate discovering something... risqué—

you want a comic-book-magazine joy ride—

Then accidental organization captures you

by yourself

while hanging with a company of characters.

My hands are clean.

DIY, right?

We might not be hating this new You emerging.

Honestly Be Aware:

If you find this DIY “comic-book” adventure ride, and one short minute later—

Huh—

you’re halfway in...

That’s on you.

Go ahead.

I dare you to put this potato-chip bag down.

No shape-shifting or blue latex required.

​

TABLE OF CONTENTS

Chapter 1: Leaning Pisa

Chapter 2: Never Heard of It

Chapter 3: Double Garage

Chapter 4: Fresh Brewed

Chapter 5: Hands Up

Chapter 6: The Belly

Chapter 7: Hunchback Heisman

Chapter 8: Got Milk No Larry

Chapter 9: In Your Name

Chapter 10: Not My Department

Chapter 11: I Work Pause

Chapter 12: Rrrrrrr

Chapter 13: Gray Zone

Chapter 14: OG Bench

Chapter 15: Sounds Funny

Chapter 16: Loads of DC

Chapter 17: I Mean Hold

Chapter 18: Clear Difference

Chapter 19: The Hum Is Yours

Chapter 20: Didn't Belong

Chapter 21: Thanks, Mare

Chapter 22: Approved Appointment

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​CHAPTER 1

[image: ]


“Welcome to Delegation Inc.

Name tag says Ian,

call me E,” Ian says.

Before anything else happens,

Ian says

something.

“If along the way

somehow

you’re reminded of your own company...”

Ian says.

You lean in.

“Well...

that’s yours to notice,” Ian says.

Ian says something else—

you lean in harder.

The pebble-gravel driveway gives beneath your feet.

Your weight shifts.

Slow...

‘Hmm...

That’s how it felt—

the Leaning Tower of Pisa.’

“Around here, getting oriented

isn’t a test.

Just...

conversation.

Could I...

ask?”

Ian says.

‘Ask?’

Your brow ruffles.

“Ask what?” you say.

“You don’t...

even have a clue?”

Ian says.

“Not even

the slightest,” you say.

“In that case...

if

I ask it—you have to—”

Ian slows down.

His eyes peer around the building.

He whispers.

“...do one thing.”

You step and smile until you realize he’s not joking.

You follow his eyes that keep peering around the building.

“About this one thing...”

you say.

“What is it?”

Your voice lowers.

“You’ll find out—”

Ian doesn’t smile.

‘After you...

promise.’

Ian’s final words just linger through your body.

You feel his eyes completely on you.
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You find a swing chair

moving in the breeze

beneath the gazebo

in front of the main entrance.

You take your time sitting.

‘What’s there to lose?’

you first think.

Then you realize

you really don’t know.

You recognize Ian’s posture.

His stance

gives you nothing.

‘Is a secret promise kept

worth it?’

The swing’s creak—

a mere whisper.

Your heart slows.

‘You’ll never know—

unless...

You’ve come this far.

Will truth or dare—

hold you back?’

You freeze—

eyes close.

Open them.

“Fine, just ask

it,”

you say.

Your words ring in your ears.

‘Can you take them back?’

Your hand fidgets—

finds your car keys.

It hits you like a joke at first—

until you see Ian’s face

has not changed.

Ian holds out his hand.

“You promise?” Ian says.

You look at his hand.

Then at him.

Now you know—

they can’t be taken back.

“I promise,” you say.

His firm grip takes

your outstretched hand.

He looks you in the eye.

You shake his hand—

inwardly shake your head.

“Okay, Ian.

I just have to...

Think!

about the answer...

before I answer.

That’s it.”

You try not to chuckle.

“Easy, E,” you say.

Ian looks at you

and shakes his head.

Suddenly,

the puzzle on your face

is everything.

For one moment,

you stop swinging.

You realize

what you’ve just done.

You have yet to hear

the actual question.

You stand from the swing.

Ian begins.
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“How long...”

Ian’s eyes remain on you.

“have you worked here?”

The question lands.

You wait.

Ian says nothing else.

‘That’s it?’

You look toward the building.

Then back at Ian.

His face gives you nothing.

A laugh almost escapes.

Almost.

‘Here?’

“Here?” you say.

“Well, not here—

but for Delegation Inc.,” Ian says.

“Never heard of it,” you say.

You realize—

you just blurted it out.

You laugh.

‘Guess it wasn’t

such a simple promise.’

“I know.

Isn’t that the weirdest thing?” Ian says.

“Weird how?” you say.

“That’s not a trick question,” Ian says.

“How long have I worked for a company that I’ve never heard of...

...is not a trick question?” you say, never taking your eyes off Ian.

“I’ll be honest,” Ian says.

“There’s worse ways to start,” you say.

“Some people laugh,” Ian says.

“Some people stare at me for a second, like you, right now,” Ian says.

Ian leans back in the shade of the gazebo.

“Most say...

nothing.

Just shrug,

never even consider it,” Ian says.

“So?” Ian says.

“So...” you say.

“How long?” Ian says.

“Have I worked for a company... this is the first I’m hearing of?” you say.

“Umm hmmm,” Ian says.

‘Waiting for an answer that’s not coming.’

“Fair enough,” Ian says.

“Neither did I—

No one really knows...” Ian says.

‘Huh.’

You look around,

stare at the sign

on the front of the building.

DELEGATION INC.

CLEAR TODAY

Your mind’s never been more foggy.
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“Honesty for honesty,” you say, grinning.

Ian becomes the Tower of Pisa, ever leaning in.

He doesn’t turn away.

“So, what are you admitting?

Time to leave?” Ian quiets.

Ian exhales—

stares at the car keys in your hand.

Your voice heightens.

“That’s what I’m saying,” you say.

Your mind searches for clarity.

‘Do I stay or ditch while I have the chance?’

You recall Ian saying something.

‘Something ’bout coffee...’

Your shoulders square.

Your posture considers it.

Suddenly, the wide glass doors deliver a beam of white light.

‘Oww.’

You squint.

Your hand rises naturally against it.

“What’d you mean, ’bout coffee?”

The words spill out.

You flinch at your own voice.

‘You’re considering going through with it—for real?’

“...unique... brew?” you add, slower.

“Oh, you mean Larry,” Ian says.

“Larry?”

Your mind misfires as you regain your balance on the gravel.

Ian doesn’t move a hair.

Above the wide glass doors behind Ian,

CLEAR TODAY

shimmers.

‘No...’

Your bottom jaw tightens.

‘Way.

You’re not actually—’

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​CHAPTER 5

[image: ]


“You actually doing this?” Ian says.

“Against my will,” you say.

Ian claps.

Its echo fires off the length of the building.

He rubs his hands together.

“You’ve done it now,” Ian says.

“Done what?” you say.

“Hands up,” Ian demands.

He puts his finger up,

pure 007.

You’re marched toward the glass doors.

A gentleman holds the entrance door.

For you.

Right then,

right as you step onto the cobblestone walkway.

Ian trails you slowly.

“Keep your hands where I can see them,” Ian orders.

Multiple people pass.

The same gentleman who held the entrance door quietly says, “Freeze.”

Another person whispers, “Make a break for it.

I got your cover.”

Her hand inches inside her vest

as though reaching for something.

Ian reaches his hand toward the woman.

Their fist bump is mild.

‘You step into Delegation Inc. for the first time.

In a matter of seconds,

you’re blinded by a searing light glowing off the entrance doors;

you get a finger gun in your back.

A quick-thinking woman solves the hostage crisis.

What’s next?’

Your grin locks down.

‘Totally

Not hating it,

too much,

Yet.’
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