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    Once again, this one is for you, my lovely readers.

      

    


Author’s Note:

Welcome to the second short story in the Castlewood High Origin Stories, a companion series of origin stories of characters within the Castlewood High Tales, a retold clean & wholesome high school romance series.

“Booted Out” is a retold version of “Puss in Boots” by Giovanni Francesco Straparola, and focuses on the origin story of Linda Monnark, the teacher determined to ruin Bronwyn Clancy’s life in Team Peabrain, the second book of the Castlewood High Tales series.

Cover design by Mary-Kate Thomas, using Canva.

Part One

Carol sat down heavily in the chair in front of the lawyer’s desk. Disbelief flooded her face.

“That can’t be right! Read it again!” she demanded.

Behind her, she heard snickering. Whirling around, she turned and faced her two brothers. The oldest one, Jeff, smirked at her.

“You actually want that sorry pawn shop? Pathetic.”

Her other brother, Ed, shook his head. “That place is a dump. Always has been, always will be.” He shrugged his shoulders. “I wouldn’t want it. Rather have the car.”

“Yeah, well, you did get the car,” said Carol sarcastically. “And you?” She pointed at her brother Jeff. “Where have you been in the last ten years, huh? Have you been the one dealing with all those grumpy old people coming into the shop, trying to sell you their worthless trinkets, just looking for money? Have you been the one keeping the books, trying to find enough money to keep the lights on? No, I don’t think so. I haven’t seen either one of you in years. So who’s been keeping that sorry shop open every day for the last ten years? Me, that’s who.”

Jeff laughed. “Well, good news, sis, you’re not needed anymore. Since dad left the shop to me in his will, it looks like there’s a new owner in town. I’ll give it to the end of the week to get your stuff out of the apartment, but it’s mine now. Time for you to stand on your own two feet.” He paused. “That is, if you can.”

Behind his desk, the lawyer nervously cleared his throat. “Well, I can see that there are some family issues at play here. Your father came to me simply for legal advice and to draw up his last will and testament a year or so ago, not to offer family counseling to his children at the time of his passing. I’m sure I could find someone that can help you through these grief-filled times, but other than dealing with the legalities of the estate and the reading of the will, my scope is fairly limited. If you see my receptionist on the way out, she can give you a list of local resources for counseling and support.”

Ed pushed away from the bookcase on the back wall of the lawyer’s office where he had been slumped, only half-listening until he had heard his name mentioned, followed by the antique Mustang his father had left him. “I assume you have the keys?” he asked the attorney as he turned to face Carol. “In case my sister conveniently loses them when she’s packing up her stuff from the apartment.”

Standing quickly, eager to finish and get the three siblings out of his office, the lawyer smoothed the vest of his three-piece gray suit and opened a drawer on the side of his desk. “I do indeed.” He pulled out a small metal lock box and placed it on the top of his desk. “Your father left this with me to be opened at the reading of his will. I haven’t looked, but I believe there are keys and all the ‌legal property titles for the vehicle and building inside.” He opened the box, his short pump fingers rifling through the contents. “Yes, car keys and a car title. Your father is very proud of having restored that antique mustang,” the lawyer said, giving Ed a tight smile. Ed leered back, his eyes shiny with greed. The lawyer cleared his throat again. “I’m sure you’ll take good care of it.” He handed the keys and title to Ed.

Pulling another set of keys out, the lawyer paused, looking through the box again, then gave Jeff an apologetic look. 

“It would seem that while I have keys for the apartment and the shop, the property title to the building and the business are not in this box. I would assume they are somewhere in your father’s office at the shop, or somewhere safe where he kept his important documents at the apartment?” he asked, looking at Carol.

Carol’s mind raced, thinking of the messy office where she had spent countless afternoons and evenings trying to make the numbers work to keep the shop doors open one more day. Her father‘s pawn shop had never been a thriving business, but it had always been just profitable enough to pay the bills and make a living, especially since the apartment where she and her father lived was on the second floor of the building. Carol could picture the file cabinets and the papers stacked up everywhere - invoices, bills, customer property records - but she couldn’t remember ever seeing property deeds for the building itself.

Her brother Jeff, a heavyset man who looked much like their father, but who had spent his adult life trying to make it big in Vegas playing poker, looked at her, his face dark, his bald head shining with perspiration. “Well?” he demanded. “You’ve got the papers in the office, right?”

Thinking quickly, Carol nodded, and pushed herself out of the chair in front of the lawyer’s desk. Only thirty, she often felt like she was fifteen or twenty years older, her knees aching under the weight she’d accumulated over the years, eating fast food and spending more time sitting at a desk or in front of a TV than moving her body.

“I know where they are,” she said, nodding and smiling, trying to hide her nervousness as she calculated how she might flip this situation to her advantage. “Stop by the apartment later. I’ll make sure you have them.”

Jeff met her eyes, staring at her, then nodded once, curtly. “You better have them ready when I get there. And remember, you’ve got until Friday to get out of the apartment and leave all the stuff that’s belonged to Dad.” He snickered again. “Which I’m guessing is pretty much everything, since you had to run back home when you failed out of community college.”

Whistling, Ed twirled the keys to the Mustang on his finger. “I’ll be there later, too. Just leave the garage open and I’ll get the car.”

Carol’s cheeks flamed, but she bit the inside of her cheek hard and just nodded in reply to both of her brothers, two men she hadn’t seen in ten years... two men she would be happy to never see again in her life. Jeff and Ed left the office in a rush, never looking back at her.

As Carol gathered her purse and stepped through the doorway of the office to the reception area, the lawyer followed her out. He cleared his throat one last time and Carol was struck by his resemblance to a short gray toad. Awkwardly, he patted her on her forearm in an attempt at sympathy.

“I am truly sorry for your loss, Miss Weston. I hope you bear me no ill will. As an attorney, I am bound by my oath to follow the wishes of my client, in this case your father, whether I agree with them or not. I just want you to know,” he added, swallowing as he noticed Carol’s withering look. He quickly withdrew his hand from her arm and tucked his arms behind his back. “No one was more shocked than I when your father wrote his well and stipulated the terms he wished. I certainly had assumed that he would leave you the shop in the building with the apartment above, given the fact that you have essentially been the operator of the shop for the last five years while your father was sick.”

Sighing, he took a handkerchief out of his pocket and gently blotted at his temple where a little sweat had appeared. “But, as his attorney, I could do nothing more than simply draw up the document as he wished. I just wanted to let you know, in all my years, I have never been so torn by my commitment to attorney-client privilege as I was in this case. It seemed a grave injustice that your father gave both the shop and a valuable antique car to the two children who had not been even in his life over the last ten years, and to leave his
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