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CHAPTER ONE


THE LONG ROAD TO HELL
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“HEY SIR, DO YOU KNOW where the Crawley Manor is?” Wilson Miller looked out the window of his Volvo expectantly at a gas station attendant. 

“Why,” a slight pause, “people live there?” The attendant wipes some grease from his hands as the mere mention of that place makes his hands shake. 

“Yes.”

“Well...then...” The answer of ‘yes’ was offsetting and caused a creepy feeling of a million little spider legs marching in a million directions over the attendant’s skin. A vacant stare settles in.

The frustrated young man drills the worker once again. “Well then...yeah, do you know or not?” Is this guy a space-cadet? Or does he have something wrong with him? Without realizing it, Wilson begins impatiently tapping the steering wheel; seeing it’s not getting the attendant’s attention, he taps even harder. 

The tapping snaps the attendant from his trance, but not before a vision of a fiery pit and a scream. He jumps back as if someone just slapped him in the face. “Yes, and I wouldn't be in a hurry to get there,” he lowers his head and grumbles to himself. “Stupid people, always in a rush.”

“What the hell man, don’t fuckin’ mumble.”

“Of course, I’m sorry, mister. It's down this way and take a right on the second street.”  He points in the direction that car is facing.”

“And then?” asks a young pretty face in the backseat. 

He smiles, revealing a gap in his teeth, “And then, you can't miss it.”

“Thanks, dude.” Wilson says as he peels out into the road. 

“If the people in this town are like this guy, your friend Allyn really moved to a shitty place. All I know is, his house better be fucking amazing.” The snobby remark spewed from the lips of Wilson’s supermodel girlfriend, Samantha Young.

Wilson looks over to her, “ Just relax babe, knowing Allyn, it will be epic.” He bobs his head.

Gravel and dirt fly into the air and a dust cloud covers the attendant. He stands there watching them drive off as another man walks from the garage next to the gas station.

“Where are those kids going in such a hurry?”

The attendant, still in a half trance, turns, “The Crawley Mansion.”

“What!?!”

“Yeah, I didn’t know anybody lived there.”

“Why would anyone live there?” The older gentleman thinks of a worse question as they both stare off at the speeding car. “Maybe it’s pledge night?”

The attendant turns back to the guy and glares at him emptily. “Yeah, well, I thought those were banned.”

The old guy laughs, “Did signs and rules stop you when you were younger?”

He shakes his head and walks back inside.
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ALEX BOYD, A BUDDY of Wilson’s from high school, is sitting in the backseat with the pretty faced lady by the name of Carla Clack, he grabs the back of  Wilson's seat and gives it a shake, “Hell yeah, let's do this!”

“Fuck yeah,” Wilson smiles because he finally found someone that knew where the house was. He’s beginning to think that the old ass map he brought along from his childhood might need an update and he’s too tight with his money to buy a new one. The good thing is that this place must be on one of the old roads and that gas stations have guys that have worked there for all their life. He gives the map a quick look to see that he is in fact doing a good job reading the map and the second road is indeed the road leading to his friend’s place. 

A four-hour drive from Rochester, New York, driving south into Pennsylvania and westward into the deep green. Wilson turns down the road, “Alright guys, I think, I only have one more turn and we’ll be at Allyn’s new place.”

“Hell yeah!” Alex grabs Carla’s left leg and shakes it.

About half an hour ago the four travelers passed a town called Kane, at which Wilson remarked, “I wonder if we’ll find Able?” This made Carla ask who that guy was and Alex laughing hysterically and asking if she really didn’t know. This teasing went on for Carla way longer than she would have liked, but it ended when she told them both to fuck off. That was a bible reference to which she was finally told. She still wondered more on the subject, but nobody gave more information and that it didn’t matter was the final answers which made them silent until they reached the gas station. 

The trip that started in the mid afternoon sun, but now the twilight is creeping upon them as they drive another mile down the road. And, another mile down the road. The time since Kane seems to be dragging on, but somehow the sun’s progression through the sky hasn’t. Another mile. The trees begin to thin out along the road, distancing themselves from each other giving Wilson a better view of the surrounding area. Then six six six flashes before his eyes and he shakes his head as if to fight off nodding out. He peers to the opposite side of the street to see that he’s on State Rd. 66, not 666. The sunlight is sinking under the tree line in front of him as he chases the fleeting rays of light to stay in position, but his time is slowing down. Not the sun’s. 

Wilson rears his head out his window into the fields now fading in the dying light, to have a sharp bolt of light shine in his eye. There, in the distance, the tip of a monster mansion, with some creature crouching over it, possibly looking towards Wilson. Letting him know, I see you and now come to me. His eyes sneak  down to his weathered map and reads old faded block numbers that may or may not help with the address he was given. 69696 Master Crawley Way, but he doesn’t see a block number higher than twenty thousand. He glances at his girlfriend, who is filing her nails, not even paying attention, not even giving one shit that it’s harder for the driver to use the maps’ legend while driving. It could be another mile or maybe five, but the sight of some building in the middle of nowhere is a relief. He knows he is close, but not how close to the end of the journey.

Allyn had told him the place was huge and even though seeing some monster in the dying twilight, he couldn’t wait to get out of the car. Wilson is damn near one hundred percent sure that he just stared down Allyn’s new place. It could be a gut feeling or a splash of thoughtful intuition, but he is now on the lookout for Master Crawley Way. 

The road continues on and now he loses sight of the monster structure in the woods, and he forgets to look down at the mileage meter. Also, he slows down to about twenty-five miles per hour which is like a crawl for how Wilson normally drives. No sign of the house, or street name, and as the car creeps along, Wilson’s mind starts to wander with growing frustration. 

“It’s a big name for a street. Com’on guys it has to be close.” Everyone who knows anything about rural areas knows that some streets aren’t marked with street signs. Hell, some streets don’t even have names, they’re just trails, sometimes not even paved. “Shit, it would be like Allyn to forget to mention that his road doesn’t have a sign.” Wilson speaks out in between his thoughts. 

This mansion and whomever this guy is that named his driveway after it could easily be hidden between two trees. The real question is, who is the bigger asshole, the guy who names his driveway, or the locals that don’t recognize a dirt road? How could it be missed with such a very specific name? But, a Master, Wilson thinks it to be too much. This guy might have been a cocky son of a bitch, but this is a whole new level.  Whatever it may be he does think he should copy it for himself. Master Wilson Place, that has a nicer ring to it.

“There,” yells Alex in the back. 

A gigantic archway covers the road that turns off of Route 66. The brights from Wilson’s headlights shine upon a street sign just a few yards beyond the road saying, “Madness 13.”  He thinks to himself that it’s mad for anyone to live in the middle of nowhere. There’s no way in hell he would stay 10 miles away from the nearest convenience store, unless he owned a huge ass piece of property. It’s a standard one must have. Fuck bugs and  fuck nature. 

Wilson glances at the map once more, which shows him nothing, but he’s been driving at twenty-five miles per hour for about five minutes and still no mysterious creature on top of a castle can be seen. The darkness is even choking off the high beams. Wilson repeatedly checks to see if they are on. He slows down a bit to snap his neck back to look out the ass end of the car, but the darkness acts like a sea of hands reaching for the back of the car every time the brake lights go off. A creepy feeling for a city boy. They think they are the tough ones. They’ve walked the back alleyways. Seen a bar fight or two. Hell, they even know that they have been in the presence of someone that walks on the wrong side of the law, and Wilson, just like all the others, feels like his balls are made of steel. That’s until they go into the country, the deep, forgotten country. When it goes dark, a darkness they’ve never seen before. A city bleeds illumination that is taken for granted or it may very well be they are unaware of its existence. Until in the country’s darkness digs in its icy grip. 

A choking comes over Wilson, something he’s never felt before. Maybe it’s the unfamiliar surroundings. No concrete and steel. No flashing lights. No sirens. No one yelling. The silence is quite unbelievable to him. 

The 8-track song is fading from ‘Moving in Stereo’ to ‘All Mixed Up’ and yet the silence within Wilson persists. The space in between tracks. The silence in there normally gives a moment of relaxation for Wilson to get ready for the next track. Not at this moment. Not out here in the middle of nowhere. A thought comes to Wilson in that two second delay between songs, would anyone hear him scream? 

The trance of the silence and darkness broke.
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“IT'S FUCKIN' DARK OUT here.  I mean, really, Allyn had to move out to B.F. E. where they don't believe in street lights.” Alex is moving every which way he can in the backseat trying to peek into the infinite darkness.

“We’re here.”

“Oh SHIT!” Samantha sits up in her seat.

The four of them can see six red lights flickering in the darkness. Wilson slows the car to around eight miles per hour. The red flickering lights begin to steady, exposing themselves as burning flames. The flames are grouped with three together on opposite sides of the road. Wilson turns the music off to focus on the flames and the road. As his car inches ever closer to the two sets of flames, he can hear the gravel pop under the car, almost sounding like bones cracking. Wilson quickly shifts his thinking to a soft whisper, “certainly, it’s just twigs and branches.” 

It’s weird to have a thought of bones, but the creature on the house, and now. Now that the high beams have reached the flames. Wilson wonders if what he is looking at or listening to is somehow, Allyn fucking with him.

Each set of flames reflects the other. The top two fiery red lights are sunken deep within the eye-sockets of an ominous figure. Two ominous figures with hoods carrying a candle holder, which the third flames are burning from. Are they greeters or showing their new guests which way they should be facing?

Everyone looks up once again, to see lights shining downward from the top of a huge gate. Wilson slowly creeps to a complete stop before the gate.  The gate entrance gives off a chill. As the dirt bellows up, traveling in and out of the irons, a massive explosion of fear runs over the faces of the four, their eyes aren't quite sure if they are looking at a living and breathing gate.  It would be one thing if it were a typical black barred gate, maybe silver or white, but there’s a type of artistry, a mural of sorts. A mural of blood and death can be seen in shadows of black, red, gray, and silver steel bracing the entrance to the mansion. The blood seems to swirl, maybe more like it’s fused into the metal. Forged within a lava of blood.

Veins run like rivers through the membrane of a winged creature upon this mural of horror. Wings extending over a wide-open mouth with hundreds of teeth ready to devour thousands of tiny faces. The light hanging from above shines upon the thousand tiny faces to reflect a million beady eyes. Tiny faces of death. Tiny faces of grotesque deformities. Tiny faces of the punished. Tiny faces screaming out of torment. 

“Your friend bought this house?”  Alex says to Wilson.

“Don’t act like you don’t know him either.”

“Hey, not as long as you.”

“By a year.” Wilson shakes his head. He knew both Allyn and Alex before high school, but Allyn and Alex didn’t connect until high school. Alex, trying to act cool in front of any girl he sees and it doesn’t matter their relationship status.

“I know, you could have warned me that he was into freaky shit.”

“Now he's just my friend because of this gate.  You've known him for years,”  Wilson replies.

“This better be it because I don't want to have to go through this creepy gate for nothing,” Carla says in a very shaky voice.

“Just open it Wilson.” Samantha says in a firm, but broken voice.

Wilson and Alex walk closer to the gate to open it.  They both study it a bit more and finally see where the latch is.  The dim light shines on the millions of beady eyes within the rows of teeth and terrifying faces like they are rolling on a wave. A wave not on an ocean, but the winged creature’s tongue.

Alex notices that the creature’s tongue lifts up, “here.” He moves it up to see the interlockings of the gate.

“Nice,” Wilson releases the breath he has been holding in.

Underneath are two faces looking at each other. Their tongues stick out as latches on the teeth of the creature. 

“Dude, that is some wicked shit.” Alex says as the both of them lift separate tongues off the teeth.

“I hope this is where Allyn is?” Wilson says as they finish pushing the gate wide open.

Everyone gets back into the car and drives past the huge menacing gate, “Should we close it?” Wilson asks.

“No, what if we need to get out in a hurry.” Alex tells him.

“Very funny, I don't even know why it was closed in the first place.” Wilson gives a little smirk and continues on driving towards the mansion.  

The gravel road  is enclosed from side to arching side with the tightest forest green leaves woven like a canopy covering the heads of Wilson, Alex, Samantha, and Carla. The only light they see is the high beams that only reach a few feet in front of the car. The darkness is still letting them know it is lingering outside. In the front. On the side. In the back, as those black hands reach in when the brake lights don’t shine bright.

Light breaks through, as the dome over Wilson’s car ends its entanglement. Spotlights reveal a castle that is out of space and time. It was almost 1980, not 1880. Allyn did like weird shit, but how far he is willing to spend his money, that is something Wilson still needs to see. The spotlights aren’t as bright as they would have expected, but more of a soft glow upon them. Almost giving an astral feel over the group.

The effect of the illuminating light and a mansion looking like some evil sorcerer’s castle is still off in the distance and Wilson hasn’t seen any parking spots yet. What does catch his eyes are two gargoyle creatures that come to life within the warm, cozy soft glow. The statues seem to smile at Wilson before he notices that the gargoyles are standing with their wings spread and mouths wide open on top of pillars across from each other, in front of them.   

The path leads between the two menacing figures, where the road plateaus and Wilson notices the effect. Weird because the road didn't seem to be on an angle, yet he could feel the car plateau and no one else says anything about it. Maybe it’s because he’s the driver and having one’s hands on the wheel, they are connected to the actual wheels of the car to feel the slight variations in the road? Wilson is only trying to think of something other than the tiny hands creeping in his rearview. 

On to the next section, a circle driveway. In the center of the driveway is a huge rose bush, its vines stretch upward to show its dried up, veiny, spiked thorns twisting in and out of a delicate dusty crystal dome. In bloom, the covering over the parking area would reflect all the different colors of roses, but only doom and a chill deflects. As the cold night breeze hits what looks like brittle rose vines, they hold on like cracking arthritic bones. That sound tickles the back of everyone’s ears causing the goosebumps to take a peek. 

Around the giant rose bush is the parking area, where on the outer ring are five cars already parked. Three cars on the right side are parked side by side to each other and the other two on the left are spaced with at least two car spaces between them. At a quick glance, Wilson sees what looks like a red Datsun pickup before getting blocked from view by the huge rose bush. An older sixties model that matches the old soul personality of his friend Allyn. There’s no way he still has it? A thought Wilson would always have when he sees those older pickups. Damn Allyn, couldn’t you get something more modern? The last car on the left side is a rusted light blue Pinto, hell, something as old as the piece of shit Allyn drives. A car Wilson has never seen before, but shifts his view to the first three cars coming up on his right.

As soon as the circle driveway starts past the two winged statues, the parking spaces opened up within the rose bush parking dome. Wilson doesn’t realize they are spaces until he’s past the first quarter of parking spots. Each quarter has six spaces in them, in the second quarter, the first three spots are empty. He comes up on the first of three cars, and it’s one he doesn’t recognize. A dark green AMC Gremlin that is decked out in everything horror. Instead of a happy hippie van, this car screams terror. Bumper stickers of all kinds, ghouls and zombies, quotes from movies like, ‘They’re coming for you Barbara.’ ‘We all go a little mad sometimes.’ ‘God played a trick on you.’ A picture of the ‘Psycho’ house and the ‘creature from the black lagoon’ and other classic Universal monsters. Then, Wilson sees the last sticker he wanted to see. “Look at this shit.”

Alex peeks his head out from the back. “What?”

Wilson points at the first car, “It’s some punk piece of shit. A damn Sex Pistol sticker.”

“Well, maybe they came with Mason and Ivy.” Alex taps the side of the seat.

Wilson tilts his head over to the next car, and as sure as Alex had said, it was there. Mason and Ivy Lowe’s  Silver Maserati Bora. The evil couple from college are now one of New York’s powerful Mr. and Mrs. Asshole, but that does depend on which angle the surveyor is pulling from. If you’re nice, you’re getting crushed. If you’re a big asshole, then it’s always a nice time with the Lowe’s. “That’s funny, Alex. I don’t think the Lowe’s could sink that low. Maybe, someone stole their car.”

“Maybe the punk rockers came with the house.” Samantha snips out through her tight, slender nose.

Wilson lets out a little giggle, “That’s a good one babe, but knowing Allyn, they might be part of tonight's entertainment.”

The sharpness between her cheek and upper eyebrow becomes ever more acute as Samantha opens her mouth to say more, “If this party is a waste of time, I will never trust you again.”

“What? That’s just foolish. I’ll make sure your time isn’t wasted.” Wilson grabs her thigh before looking towards the third car.

Carla sticks her head between the seats, “Allyn has thrown some great parties before, but shouldn’t there be a lot more people here?”

“Yeah, Wilson, what’s going on? Allyn just told me that you were picking me and Carla up. What did he tell you?”

Wilson has to break himself from admiring the third car, a navy-blue Porsche 928, he told Allyn once that he really wanted one of those. “Oh, well, he just said that he picked up this amazing new place that is out in the middle of nowhere and that he wanted to have a few people over for some kind of huge business deal that he wants to talk about. He didn’t say much, other than to get my fucking ass here.”

“Allyn, that fucker. Always trying to be mysterious, and vague, like he’s the Shadow.” Alex laughs. “Wilson, you remember when he found one of his dad’s records that had that recording on it, and Allyn would always be like, ‘the Allyn knows’ and would just lose it.”

Wilson laughs, “I sure do.” He veers over to the left side of the parking spots and pulls into the one next to the red Datsun pickup.

They all get out of the Volvo and Alex glances over at the light blue Pinto, “Damn, another car we don’t know. You think Allyn has a whole new set of friends, and this is a goodbye party to his old friends?”

Wilson snares at him, “Really? I’m sure he would have just never called us again and disappeared.”

Alex pops his head out, “Yeah, you’re probably right.” He walks around the car to grab his girl by the hand.

Shaking his head back and forth, Wilson locks up his car and the four walk towards the center of the driving circle.
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WITHIN THE PARKING dome, between the right and left sides of the road continuing up to the front door with another roundabout, the gravel stone driveway leads to a mansion shifting within the light and darkness. The spotlights that are attached to the house only illuminate half or part of each section they are to cover. The strong lights shine brightly in the area a couple feet in front of it, but the darkness behind the light covers more. The light that trails off to no definite location, only adds the ambience for the dark figure hovering over the mansion. A gargoyle is said to ward off the evil spirits, but as the shadows do their jitterbug routine, it seems like a calling. All the cold air comes from the furthest reaches of the long-lost dead souls buried in the first graves of mankind. The darkness becomes heavier with every step away from the light, but lucky for them, they are walking dead center in the light. 

The wind blows hard, then stops dead. A heat flashes, then sinks into icy grips. Repeats over and over. The girls hold their arms tight.

“Man, this weather is crazy tonight.”

“It sure is, but at least we won’t be outside in it.” Wilson digs his sight into the night, but nothing winks back. Eyes forward. Walking past the ten-foot-tall vertical goblin shark. Not a creature that has the mystical appeal of say a wolf or eagle, but a shark that looks like it has Pinocchio’s nose. As they reach the side of the statue, water begins to shoot out of the shark’s mouth along with more water sprouts around the statue revealing it to be a water fountain.

Carla jumps up surprised, “Holy shit! That is cool. You guys think it's a motion sensor?”

Her boyfriend replies, “it could be. Leave it to Allyn to use something like that as a water fountain instead of for security.” He grabs her by the waist to move her along.”

“I’m coming.”

The structure in front of them is three stories high and about one football field in length. In the style of thirteen hundred gothic, but with many variations on the standard structure. The stained-glass windows only appear on a few windows on the top floor. The front door and the two adjacent sections run in waves rolling to the sky and the giant gargoyle watches over the mansion. Along the face to the left and right of these sections, the wall runs smooth, no windows. On the second floor,  the windows are boarded up or blown out, except for the ones in front of them that run up to the sky.

It’s been three years since Wilson has seen Allyn and for everyone else, about the same. Now they are about to see him again. Wilson tries to remember what the last thing they did together was and it was a Spring Break in Daytona Beach, Florida. They got mad fucked up on coke and nearly fucked that girl to death. Wilson tries to forget that time because of all the rage he felt. He knew he was being brutal to that girl. Grabbing her hair. Slamming her body on the floor and bed. She was their little rag doll. They left her gasping for breath. FUCK! 

His grip tightens in Samantha’s hand, “Wilson!” She tries to let go of his grip and shake her hand away. “What the hell? That’s my hand.”

It’s a memory that loves to wink at Wilson from time to time. Mainly when Allyn’s name is mentioned, but he’s had many other great times with him. Also, great moments that he can’t remember. Three years of thinking about the other years, but the only one that pops up is fucking that girl to the brink of death. At least, Wilson still thinks she’s alive. 

He breaks from his dead stare, “Oh, sorry. Just getting caught up in a moment.” He brushes his hand against his jacket.

Allyn’s phone call came out of the blue for a meet up. A new day. A new place. A new memory to erase the old one. Sounds like a good plan. If it doesn’t work, Wilson might have to be the one to disappear from Allyn. A weekend for a reconnection with an old friend and to forget the past. 

They walk up the steps leading to the new home of an old friend, to marvel over the enormous twelve foot iron doors. A wave of terror flows over them once again, but maybe less sensitive than before. The frightening architecture and the daunting creature on the gate have dulled their sense somehow. Maybe it’s just Alex, “Allyn must be into real freaky shit nowadays.”

Samantha punches Wilson in the arm, “Really, Wilson. What is all this Halloween shit?”

“Babe, I don’t know, he loves horror movies.”

Carla cuts into their little bicker, “Can you just ring the doorbell or knock or something?”

Wilson reaches for the door knocker.  He puts his right hand on what appears to be the face of a demon with horns sticking out of its head in a triangular shape.  It has long pointy ears with earrings that have skulls and crossbones on them.  A keen eye can see all the details within this door knocker, let alone the rest of the double door.  The demon head has a big smile with its teeth in perfect rows of pyramids.  His eyes are glossy and reflect the shiny full moon back into Wilson’s eyes. A moon he didn’t notice since it became dark. The darkness parading around as if in a secret festival that only welcomes the dead. Wilson grabs the beast by the mouth to feel the immediate weight of the knocker in his hand. He fights a smile as he moves his fist into action.  

KNOCK! KNOCK!
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HELL’S WAITING ROOM
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A WOMAN OF FIVE FEET six inches walks up to the door.  Off to the right of the doors is a mobile four-step staircase. The woman uses a guiding rod to move it over to the middle where the two doors split and walks up two steps to look out the peepholes. Looking outside at around the six foot four mark to see four new guests. The gentleman in the front is your typical country club guy. In his mid twenties, in the white and pastel colors. The light blue sweater wrapped over his shoulders, the woman thinks to herself that must be Wilson, she looks the other three over. “That’s Alex,” he’s in the polo and the pull away basketball jumpers, looking like he’s God’s gift to everyone and everything. One of the ladies might be Carla, but she’s not sure about the other before moving the mobile staircase back.

The woman swings the doors wide open, “Welcome!”

Wilson’s grand smile shifts to a frown as he doesn’t recognize their greeter, “Welcome? But I don’t remember Allyn being so sexy. What is your name?” His frown shifts to a grin of a wolf on the prowl. Seeing the beautiful silky caramel skin that has his eyes saying, ‘Thank you’ and a face that would make the most evil man devote his ever-dying love. Eyes of a silver-blue. Eyes that Wilson knew he would never see again in his lifetime. Eyes that could replace those of Samantha, but he must know her name first.

“Of course, I’m Lynnette Vans.” Her smile only accents the rest of her beauty.

“So, did you come in that lovely Porsche?”

She giggles, sending shivers down Wilson’s whole body. “No, I came in the red pickup.”

Wilson looks flummoxed for a second. “You mean, Allyn’s red Datsun pickup?”

Lynnette continues with the giggling, “Yes. I’m Allyn’s girlfriend.”

Wilson could feel Allyn smacking his face, and telling him to ‘Dream On’, as he couldn’t believe Allyn could have such a beautiful girlfriend. There is no way in Hell. He figures it to be for show, but he will find out more on that matter. “Hmm, well, he never told me. Let me introduce myself, I’m Wil-” She interrupts him.

“Wilson, I know. Allyn told me about his friends. He cares a lot for you guys. He told me that you like to know who everyone is and if you don’t recognize something, it puts you off.”

He clears his throat, “I see, he prepares you, but not his friends that he cares oh so much about.”

She shies away, “Well, I’m sure he did not intend to offend you and I promise you, I will talk to him about it.”

Alex cuts in, “Look sweetheart, I don’t give a fuck, and I don’t blame Allyn for not mentioning you because you are one fine ass piece of meat and I would hide you away. That doesn’t matter. We’re just here to party with Allyn. Where is he?”

Lynnette stares at him for a long second to make sure he notices the tiny daggers turning within her silvery-blue eyes. “Yup, you’re Alex, the one that thinks he has the biggest balls in the room. I told you, Allyn has told me all about you guys. Look, he is busy setting up for the party. We have one more guest we are waiting for. Then I’m sure Allyn will be done and we can have a crazy fucking time.” Her firm look turns to a smile once again.

Alex stands there saying nothing.

Carla smacks the back of his arm, “Now, what do you say to Allyn’s girlfriend?”

Alex knows a scolding is coming as soon as he opens his mouth. But, maybe he can still play the field. “I’m sorry for the super asshole comments. It’s just that we have been in the car for a really long time. I just want to let loose and have some fun.” He strains a smile.

“Okay, that’s understandable. For now, follow me to the parlor where some of your other friends are waiting.”

The line follows.
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“MASON!” WILSON WAVES at a man in a dark grey sports suit with light green undershirt.

“Wilson,” he waves back and waits for the party of four to walk to him. Mason stands at the end
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