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Six months lacer

~

» L8 Sling it parent does something to you. It shifts your
a 1...:« des, flips everything on its head. You're no longer
lead character in your own life. You become a side char-
a throwaway. The person who takes the bullet. jumps
nt of the train, drowns while rescuing the lead.
a 1S three months old now. We chose the name for
reasons. We needed a new start, and she gave that
At

he moment they laid her on my chest, she became

nportant thing to ever come into my life. More

2 my career, more important than Jeremy,

than m guilt.

I had convinced myself that Verity’s manu-
ruth. But now that I have Nova, I cannot

»ould write such awful things about

hey were untrue. There isn't enough

re .",f'~;-‘.,_‘, T rtothlnkwritinsam'ﬂﬁns
.-:..‘—'_Lw. \1d in any way be helpful

o
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for my imagination. Now 1 don't know what to believe, y
Verity a monster who actually did those things o

1o her oki
2 'as S chil-
dren? Or was she a monster who was sick enough to mak
AKe 1t

all up for the sake of a writing exercise?

I've concluded that whether the manuscript or the let.
ter was the truth, Verity had to be sick in the head to =,
any of it down on paper at all. No sane, protective maother
would be able to write such horrendous fictional things
about a child’s passing within days of their actual death,
Whether Verity is responsible for that death and whether
Jeremy had the right to end Verity's life are no longer ques-
tions that haunt me because with the birth of Nova came
a true sense of what it means to be a mother. Verity was a
dangerous mother either way. I'm convinced of that.

Verity deserved her ending, no matter how much it still
haunts me. It’s especially haunting me today on what would
be her thirty-seventh birthday.

I'm not sure if Jeremy realizes what today'’s date is
Neither of us have spoken of it. But even though Verity has
been dead for almost a year, and I'm finally at peace with
eath, T can't shake the competitive feelings 1 have
& omes to her. Especially on her birthday. Since 1
3 involved in her personal thoughts through bef
_ it feels like she carved her initials next 1o mine
a score card inside my head. No matter whu;:.
constant competition with her. | ?vant tobet
iter, the better mother, th.e better wmfc: .
s never competitive until 1 stePPfd “]" e
Ve evel‘yaspeC(ofit.NOM’lfedllkcl. asmmm

when no one but me is even kecping

306
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~Y y failed, I want to excel. In all the
..? t to set new world records.

ed Nova, simply because Verity

he 1s. And no matter how exhausted

‘jj."\ ~"" 0 Nova's cries before Jeremy

e to wake up . I want Jeremy to recog-

immlvedthanwnyemmas

: ‘*1 ‘manuscript mother or the
im to outdc e;thatvusionafher-

becom; 15 obsessed with pleasing Jer-

lelx

scrif ‘Wl’m
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Victoria's Secret card. It felt like one last punch in her firm,

flat stomach. ' |

ash now, but I feel as though I breathed in that ash and wiy
forever be choking on it. She’s my Achilles’ heel. The thogy,
in mv side. She'’s been dead for almost an entire year, yet heg
pnesei.ncc in my mind hasn’t waned.

Her death was just the beginning of my haunting. She’
a lingering ghost over the life I'm building with Jeremy,
She’s in our kitchen, in our living room, in my bathroom
mirror, floating over our bed when we make love.

I need to figure out a way to exorcize this demon before
it drives me mad.

I put on one of the silk nightgowns I purchased—nothing
too obvious, but enough to hopefully preoccupy Jeremy for the
last two remaining hours of Verity's birthday.

When I open the door to our bedroom, I find Jeremy
in our bed, sitting against the headboard reading a book.
He's shirtless, wearing navy blue pajama pants with a neon
yellow drawstring, his bare feet crossed at the ankles. The
sight of him makes a fist of heat grow in my chest as soon as
I enter our bedroom.

“Is Crew asleep?” I ask him.
“Yeah,” he says, failing to glance up from his book.
Ipullbmltthecovel'sandtrytogetapeekattbeti"‘:k
of the book he’s reading as I climb into bed. It's the second
thriller he's read from the same author this week, a femai
re I : T (DL She’s s’aw

re is plastered right
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lares at me from Jeremy's side of
nile he reads.

S silly to be Jealous

of a random author simply
se he’s reading her be

»ok, but he found me this wWay.
Yy while lying next to W Tity in

e when they decided to h.ine
ral that him reading another
magke my stomach huyrt.

A Dew writer. It’s only natu-
female author’s books would

and I stare at the woman on.thc back cover. “Is that book
any good?”

. "Yeah, it’s.. " Jeremy stops speaking when he finally
notices my cleavage. He immediately snaps the book shut

ith one hand. “Not as good as yours.” He tosses the book
sehind him, and I hear it land on the floor. It makes me
‘7 1. He rolls toward me, giving me his complete attention.

He couldn’t have done a single thing more perfectly in

TI0Omen
o

Jerem booksaﬁngerinlomygownandpullsitaway
ny chest, admiring the swell of my breasts. He kisses
»p of m: ‘cleavage, and 1ift a hand, winding it through

T, tugging him up to my mouth. I kiss him, slipping

eleases a mixture of a sigh and a groan, and then

-y an v
i v

g

2xt several minutes are...good.

L' e L F N -

ow how to make it mind-blowing, so sex

lways just good. Not that Jeremy is doing
e ""JZ'Q '\ A ; |
s o |
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" but when I've read so many of his Sexua)

ounters with Verity, 1 cant help but think abouyt thoge

enc : . . 1T _
e I'm with him. Verity described in Ereat

encounters whil . :
detail how crazy she would drive him—to the point he

would fuck her multiple times in one night.
Jeremy doesn’t fuck me. We make love. Maybe thay

should mean something special, but all it does is fap the

flames of insecurity that burn inside me.
Does he not find me as attractive? Does he not craye

me like he did her? Do I not drive him mad?
Jeremy is now naked and under the covers, between

my legs, the hard length of him being pressed betweep
my thighs as he looks down at me sweetly. I doubt he eper
looked at Verity sweetly, and that thought annoys me.

I don’t know why I want him to be rougher with me, |
want him to treat me with a little less care, as if his need 1o
be inside me is so much greater than his need to be gentle.
I want the side of Jeremy that Verity used to get. Instead, |
get the respectful side, and it makes me feel so much less

desired.
He pushes into me so carefully, I have to hold back the

roll of my eyes. Since giving birth to Nova, the sex between
Jeremy and I is gentle, like he’s worried he’ll hurt me. It's
been twelve weeks. Sometimes I want him to hurt me.

- “You okay?" he asks.
~ Ibite my cheek because I want to scream, “Yes! Fuck
s ke would probably be too jarring for him, becat




manuscrip FESCription in her imagina-
tion? Not that sex with Jeremy isn't good. That isn't the

problem.

The problem is that I fear sex with me isn’t good.
If I wrote about Jeremy’s desire for me in this moment.
jt certainly wouldn't match up with the way Verity wrote
sout him.
" Does he miss fucking her?
*“Are you okay, Low?"
~ Jeremy is staring down at me, concern pulling his eye-
.A_together. He's stopped moving inside me, and 1 real-
ge isn’t asking me if I'm okay because he thinks it might
Je's asking me if I'm okay because I'm obviously
here else mentally, and I think he might sense that.
rce a smile. “Yes.” I pull Jeremy’s mouth down to
nd I kiss him hard, and he responds, and for the next
inutes I'm imagining how I would describe what's
ing between us if I were writing my autobiography,
thing like the sex Verity wrote in So Be It.
y version, Jeremy rolls his hips into mine, over
nd we kiss, and we moan at just the right inter-
pauses and uses his practiced fingers to make
’T'“‘f‘-:_ ,_; does, and then he takes his turn and

mandwereahtﬂebltsweaty,b\ﬁ

-atmkethechﬂdrenbecausehe
> _; makeano]se, and when it’s
ne, an 'themherollsoﬁmeandlstare
r sex life is perfect.
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Maybe it is. But I don't wamt perfect. | want b, §
wanted by him more than he wanted Verity, < Der ‘fvm:!-
not what I'm striving for. 'm striving for betrer than, ln:
how can I possibly know where I rank when we don't SPes)
of Verity? I can't very well ask him. “So who is better? p,.
the dead one?”

Jeremy is tucked against my side now, breathin, hesd
ily, and he's running a lazy finger between my beeasts It
happened again,” be says. His voice breaks me out of o,
spiraling cycle of self-doubt.

“What happened again?”

“We forgot to use a condom.”

“We should be fine, I'm still breastfeeding.” We'se been
using the LAM method, and while it isnt foolproof, nenher
is the pill, or condoms.

“Do you want me to get you a towel?” he asks, lifting
onto his elbow.

I cling to him. “No, please dont get up.”

Jeremy kisses my cheek and then rests his head near
mine on my pillow. continuing the trail of invisible art be's
tracing over my skin with his fingers. “How'd writing
today?” he asks.

 He doesn't ask often because most days it doesnt g
well, but it's as if he can tell when it's safe to ask. He knows
the moods I bring to bed are often a reflection of how su
cessful 1 feel during the workday.

 "Writing was good,” I say. I'm not lying. 1 worked a kt
wh an attempt to avoid thinking s
‘ two novels left in Veriys

www.PDFSeva.com




' COLLEEN MOOVER o=t

T have
book rcmit:::::“oi: ::uﬁ't’)" ﬁFTm‘;dre\’cB'thing = v
can't get il e T name means truth. 1
T, even in book titles.
fitioni o o e
the series today. I'm bom:m o m?.to-lmm.‘.n
& to hear something tomaorrow,

: “Ldon’t know how you do it,” Jeremy says. “You write a
Jot faster than she did ™
He might mean that as a compliment, but most writers
don’t like being told theyre quick. Quick in the publishing
world translates to lazy and lacking, and my fear is that the
sublisher will tell me my work is second-rate next to Verity's.
] want to change the subject and move it far away from
ity and her writing. “We should take a vacation,” 1 sug-

&d & .
A

*Somewhere warm.”
Nith a baby? And a six-year-old kid?” Jeremy asks.
 can either be stuck in this house with a baby and a
-. K or amnchwamwrbachinMe:dcowithabahy

o
»
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“I don't know that I'd be happy. Nova is still so young ™ |
look at his face, examining it for clues. “Would you?*

Jeremy's eyes journey back to mine. “I'd have 5 hun-
dred babies with you, Low.”

I feel his compliment slide over me, and I think, 1,
that, Verity. Happy fucking birthday.

He runs his thumb over my nipple, and 1 feel SOMye
of my breastmilk ease out with the contact. It's sticky ang
warm beneath his thumb as he continues sliding it across
my breast. Jeremy is watching his hand intently as he runc
his thumb back and forth. “Can 1 taste it?" His eyves meet
mine again, and the thought of him doing something with
me that I'm not sure he did with Verity makes my thighs
clench with desire.

“Yes.”
Jeremy's eves glimmer with curiosity, and then he low-

ers his mouth to my breast and closes his lips gently over
my nipple. He starts to suck, and it's both odd and exhil-
arating. His right hand is sliding over my hip and then my
outer thigh as he continues pulling at my nipple with the
suction of his mouth. He squeezes my ass and with a final
lick of his tongue, he releases me from his mouth.

He’s smiling as he looks down at me. “It's sweeter than
I thought it would be.”

I want him to do it again, for longer this time, but he
gives me the kind of kiss that indicates it's time for bed. It's
almost always the same, a very routine goodnight, always
one brief kiss against my mouth and then one against my
cheek.andthenhesays,‘llovem,’andhemakeshisvn_y
back to his side of the bed so he can double check that his

314
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COLLEEN HOOVER
is charging before turning off his light and adjusting
o= Routine goodnights are also something Verity never
described. T don’t know if I should be disappointed that we
jave them oF flattered.
whasbemaantingabeachdaytoplaywithhis
<and toys,” Jercmy Says. “We should take him tomorrow

.ﬁunoonaﬁerlﬁnish laying the patio stones.”
“you don't think it’s too cold for Nova?”

«we can bundle her up.”

lmllovarandpntanarmmeermy’schest.l—ﬁsﬁn-
gers meet my elbow.

Jeimkissesthempofmybead.andwefnnadaep
like that, his fingers grazing elbow, and my arm against

thoheaﬁbetﬂnsinsidahischest.
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and Verity’s home in such a hurry, I'm not sure | wonld j,.
picked our specific house if I had time 10 be more sclcnl‘-w&
We didn't realize that the fifteen-foot stretch of sanqd ,::
our dock is swallowed up by water several months gu :'
the year, which is why we always load up the car and tak,
a short drive to a better beach when Crew wants to hui;d
sandcastles.

There's only one other car parked in the area of the sac.
tion of beach we choose. I put Nova into her stroller while
Jeremy grabs Crew’s sand toys out of the trunk. Crew starts
to run ahead of us.

“Crew, wait for us!” Jeremy yells, Crew stops and looks

back at us impatiently.
I place the diaper bag on the handle of the stroller. *Go

ahead, I'll catch up,” I say to Jeremy.

“You sure?”

"T've got it.”

Jeremy walks ahead of us to catch up with Crew, and
they disappear over the dunes. I lock up the car, then push
Nova in the stroller toward the beach entrance.

I'm relieved to see it's completely deserted in this
immediate area, just how we prefer it. Jeremy reaches a
spot about ten feet from the water and drops the blanket for
me and Nova, then he continues with Crew to a softer part
of the sand. He dumps the bag of sand toys out and then
heads back in our direction.

Jeremy pushes the stroller the rest of the way to the
blanket. It’s a little bit windier than I'd hoped it would be,
but Jeremy uses the diaper bag and a few packs of Caprl
Sun to hold down the corners of the blanket.

A www.PDFSeva.com "



COLLEEN HoOvER
Once we're unpacked ang | Bet settled with Nova, Jer-
Jooks at his Apple watch and then at me.
er in. Will you three be okay?”
L m?;emmy took up running sho

o .[;;.;’t you already go for a run this
“It clears my head,” he says.

morning?”

“Yonrunsomnchnow;l’mstartingtow?wy

.*ou:thgnmnberofthingsthatneeddeaﬁng.'lmeannas
joke, but Jeremy's expression is somber.

yr :natgofu,'hesays,bisvoioemrewmm




al’ |
;-3-5'4;(.,

He takes a sip and then says, “1 don't like it tha Miuch »

I laugh. “It’s all you ever want to drink.”

“It’s the only thing you and my dad ever buy me
He tosses the half-full packet of juice on the blanket 54
turns to go back to his sand toys. The juice is leaking oyt all
over the blanket, but I'm holding Nova and I'm not nimble
enough to reach it.

“Crew!"

He ignores me. I look down the beach for Jeremy, byt
all I can see is one person walking a small dog on a leash,

I leave the juice packet where it is. The blanket is
already covered in sand, what's a little juice going to hurt?

Crew and I have struggled to find our footing. We
have our moments where it seems like we could become a
team, but then he’ll say or do something to throw me off. It
reminds me a lot of the first day I showed up at their house,
when he slammed the front door in my face.

It’s the little things he does that disturb me, but noth-
lngeonoerningenmlghthatleouldevengotoJermy-
lwmttohhnoncewith,amajorconcemlhadreguding




COLLEEN HOOVER
He
lwsm

pimself-
Later,
me that

and said, “I don't care. She's just gonna die”
nned silent; I couldn™ even ask him to repeat

when 1 told Jeremy what happened, he assured
it was just Crew’s way of protecting himself—that
nothing. “Both of his sisters are gone, it's natural

hbnothmgmontlumanimmmtm
_ 1 realized there was a bond between Jeremy
At m’twmingtothrmnﬁenhatm
hronghtitupmm.lt\nhditmﬁt

A, D‘w‘.‘l femy 3

el —-ob
mﬁmm”

Wm
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Tty
wave every now and then, so anytime we're at the beach, we

don’t let him leave our sight.

The person walking the dog is getting closer to s Foe
& cautious moment I wonder if I should Stop breastfeed.
ing, but when I see it’'s a woman, I'm not as concerned. The
dog looks like a Yorkie from here. I watch as soon as Crew
sees the dog. hoping he doesn't go bother the woman, byt
the dog scems just as excited to spot Crew. They veer in his
direction, and even though theyre about ten feet away, it
still makes me nervous that a stranger is getting that close
to him. If she speaks to Crew, she'll likely speak to me, and
Jeremy and 1 keep to ourselves for very good reasons.

I feel a weight form in my stomach with every step
closer she takes. I cant place her. but she seems familiar,
Dread washes over me. You're being paranoid, Lowen. No,
youre being cautious. Paranoid. Cautious.

This is the exact reason we rarely leave the house. The
beach is the only place we usually go, and we only do this
when we know it'll be deserted. We're both more than a lit-
tle fearful about being recognized together.

We've told no one about us, nor have we told anyone
about Nova. It helps that neither of us have connections we
weren't sad to sever. My mother had Just died before I met
Jeremy, and his parents have passed, so it was easy to get
away from the life we knew.

Corey doesn't even know I had Jeremy's baby, or that
I'm living with Jeremy and Crew. After Verity died, Jeremy

andlsepamhedwl*aelvesfmmoneanotherwminimize
suspicion over Verity’s death. April never even knew I came
back to live with Jeremy and Crew, and no one else knew

320
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It Mmmmﬁﬁw b it

NG ras born, we gave her our same last name.
5}"; © one knows I write Verity’s books since I write them
under my pen name, Laura Chase. When people ask what :

T’

- 5
o . ——— -
s original books written unde
e L = ,b'-- r > o 2 T
o . A '.~\ — A 1
- - »

——— ¥ —

o for a living, T tell them I'm a writer and 1 give




ey
Praying to any deity that will listen that (hhmh-
walking and minds her business.

She doesn't.

She pauses a few feet from Crew, and it looks like she
speaking to him. She glances in my direction, then logks
at Crew again. She’s saying something I cant hear over the
sound of the ocean, and then she waves at me.

I return a smaller wave, anticipating the inevitable
conversation with a face full of dread. I pull Nova from my
breast and put my shirt back into place, glancing down the
beach for signs of Jeremy. I can see him, but he's so far away,
1 can’t even tell if he's jogging toward us or away from us.

The woman begins to head toward me, her blonde hair
blowing flyaways into her face. She's wearing sunglasses,
butabepnﬁuthemonmpofberhudaahew
She’s pretty in a basic way. Maybe that’s why 1 feel like
she’s familiar, because she looks like the typical millennial

'woman I try to avoid. Which is most of them. 7
wmmesuwm“ .
“weren't enough of an intrusion. I've only been a mother for

T —

- > k
1Y 3 T " A
ﬁ\ r v P . o
> PR . - o
- 1 h\ s L & —y o« = 4 - y N y f 5 :
_ . S - - : 1t Ry - ' B 2 0 B ) . M
.S b N "N : 2 -

_—



COLLEEN wOOVER

# pushing down the fear vhare fighting 1o

r’:‘,‘”‘_
‘d you should,” she says, waving off her own
ms back toward Crew. =1 recognized

/” =~ She looks back at me and smiles 1
p':‘wwbenluw;mu e
q’immedhtely search for Jeremy again. I need

”mmﬁomthwmoment I don't know the peo-

o life, I don’t know what I'm supposed to say, 1

: '. who I'm supposed to be right now. Lowen Ash-

‘] wuala”?Aﬁmﬂyfrwnd?

“De ‘gmweachother?'luk,commﬂmgthemm

3| 2
‘ l ..7-' Y yono
- really.” The woman is staring at Nova again, her

h curiosity. Or is that suspicion? And what
Wuwsumcw:mwm
as to knc himinmm

1, Douduworkatdnlocd

mmm

- ’....‘_'_‘5’.. =
‘.‘.." . wY

h ‘Ri-"-‘" e -
: v he drooped
i S e arop

, irnth

ORI (1) o
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“Yes.”

“She’s beautiful ™ the woma -

I dont like this question. ';:m.
answer it when Crew says, “She was born three M‘Vhelhg,. ‘o
She's my sister.” He says it with pride and EXCiterneny "%,
any other time that would make me melt, byt § -
filled with fear because I still don't know who thi:mwg:‘ :'.
and if she should be given that kind of delicate in‘orm‘h: |

I can tell almost immediately that she'’s taken |
by Crew's comment. She glances nervously at him, .:;:-d
some sort of danger to him, uifsheknowshimbem.u.:
I do, and she should knowinformaﬁonsudxu(kwhﬂu
a new sibling.

“So that would make Jeremy the father?” The woman
tilts her head, her eyes narrowing in my direction.

She knows Jeremy's name? “I'm sorry,” 1 say, pulling
Nova a little tighter. I stand up so that I'm eye-to-eye with
this woman. “Do I know you?"
~ She smiles with her lips, but her eyes don't get the hint.

e PR TR L T e
g . N aa J p *.-.I

- ¥ - - - - . -
. i ‘ B 1 ) - Lr « -
oy : V V - SAays o oS o “’ = '.»,.,‘v -
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COLLEEN MOOVER

’ means [ can’t trust her.

ﬂ’ Jeremy approaching us from behind her
He pauses about twenty feet from us at the

”I water. He's watching this unfold, 1o far tn hear

nid. but hopefully close enough to know 1

p"

’ mnhlsdry.nd Nmubegtnntngtomup
"I feel like I'm about to have a panic attack and

o is coming at me at once and | have no idea how
nd with answers to simple questions that somehow
1 o life-threatening,.

msﬁgbtbehmdhernow

God.

voice makes her jump, and she throws a hand

e, er chest and spins around. She wasn't expecting

- to be here. “Jeremy. Hi."
Je walks be » me and Patricia, putting a hand on
_ ._ “mmudmmwu

-r.r“' il

L | e
) ! ’ 3L
R > 4
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“What are you doing in North Carolina?” Jeryy,

~william and 1 have a place here.” “"’mnm.\
mmanddnsmdhsm'ﬁceﬁ)tam'mmh
.mmhmrstwasks.sivinsbu‘ocused%:
to Jeremy. “Is this where you ran off to after selling the v,
mont house? Wemallsocurbus.'“temyha%
back to me accusingly makes it clear what she’s implying

“We're just visiting,” Jeremy says Wi(habew&.
“Vacation.”

Patricia nods, then motionstowardhbvn.‘\'mm
to mention at the funeral that you were going to be 3 fathe,
again.”

An obvious dig now that she’s done the math. Jeremy
says nothing. He grips tighter at my waist, as if he’s need-
ing my support to keep him from saying something be
shouldn't. He bites his tongue for several seconds. Then, “h
was good to see you,” he says, clearing space for her to exit.

~ Patricia forces a smile, but I can see the nervousness
begin to seep in, as if she's realizing she happened upoo
walked straight past. She takes

g
OO

R -
Rt
s
> v
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| swing mY attention to him. “Why?"

Jeremy looks left and then righe, checking the beach
- s. Then he faces me, placing two firm hands on my

MM I've never seen him look so resigned. He mas-
s his thumbs gently into my shoulders. “You know |

wm“m?'%maloadedquwion-ﬂeloohmem
,dwbetween the eyes. “She's suspicious, Low. In ten
w,be'; going to be calling her friends and turning
wmsomﬂhm&'

“into what?” I whisper, not wanting to admit that our
mmmammuake.

“into exactly what it is,” Jeremy says, releasing me.
-mthunmthewandwaitform.'knmyloohin
patricia’s direction, and then bends down, slipping off his
“’Mﬁkavemythingbehind,notmapieocd

 trash” He throws everything—his shoes, the Capri Suns,
gmm—omotbehhnka.ﬂennbsm(:mw’snnd
 toys and packs them up, knocking over evidence of the
. sandcastle before walking back to us and tossing the toys

~ onto the blanket. Then he wads up the blanket into one

- em—

..)‘\ r, 3 : - - .
. A o Y dl L]

n » L-::","‘ 2

“"Why are w

-
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“Go.” He points toward the car, indicati
us soon. The look in his eyes is terrifying, so 'l':o::“ follen,
thing. 1 dont even ask him to stop and think abgy, e
ever he's about to do. Whar.

I can feel my panic beginning to bubble, so | 24D the
stroller and Crew’s hand and start walking away in
When we're almost to the edge of the sand, 1 """"Ww
shoulder, just as I see Jeremy reach Patricia.

She doesn’t see or hear Jeremy coming. Neither does
the dog. Patricia is there, and then she isn't.

Jeremy is kneeling in the water, his knee pressed into
her back, his hands putting pressure on the back of her
head. They're too far away for me to hear anything, but 1
can see enough to know what's happening. I glance around
us, checking for eyewitnesses, then I pull Crew even faster
toward the car.

laniedmyeheebbnmlngandthemuﬁnduq
wmmmmmmymmm
wise he might notice I'm on the verge of falling apart right
mhnd-mhhpunbmdemldon\mb
emy to be caught, but part of me is in panic mode because |
feel like I should be helping Patricia.
~ But saving her life would possibly mean risking mine-

LIS ¢



“" CULAEEN HOOVER

pefore looking back out at the beach. When 1 do
l’ back, I can’t see anything over the dunes. |

";M what's transpiring. I have no idea if it’s over.
Y
Nova F to the car seat. She's crvi
ﬁ awhmt‘gbeca‘l&m'mvetIJMfmm'ui
gnare his pleas to stay. P'm just trying to pay attention as I pack
mmintothecarsoasnotto leave anything behind.
when everything is put away, I climb into the passen-
seat and wait for Jeremy. The wait feels like forever.
“Nova, stop crying,” Crew mutters. He gets annoyed
with her crying sometimes, but I'm not in a position to do
m.boutitinthismoment.lcanocﬂyfocusonm.
ting out of here, but we can’t do that until Jeremy returns.
~ Whereis he?
‘uup!’CrcwycllsatNm
hﬂmm.ndlookatlnm “Crew!”
h'-umomhuchestandplcpsbackagamst

wmah
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1Y e S s 3 -&‘ |

.‘ '.
-




Ly

bottom lip is shivering from the cold as he begine
out of the spot. Nova is crying even ‘G’du‘now,.nd bN
band just killed a woman, and 1 didnt do a mdd-m?\
to stop him, and Nova is still crying and | can take it ;N
take the screams, the fear of being caught, the knowi.
knowingwhatJmmyjustdid.&ollcanmtheu 3
unbuckleber.leaseheroutoﬂhecarswandhﬂmh::
mydm&aslfuceforwardapin.lgivebermyhmm
the car grows quieter.

As we're pulling away from the beach, Jeremy reaches
for my hand and squeezes it. When I look at him, he's star-
ing hard at me.

“We had to,” he whispers.

I nod, because maybe we did, but I wish he wouldat
have said we.

We didn't just drown someone.

He did.

I glance out my window and let the tears silently fall
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; don® know how to wrap my mind around what hap-
1 dont know which part | should be the most wor-
pd*tan. I dont know if I'm an accomplice. That's two
ried dead at his hands now. Am 1 really going to wait
‘-' nd until he decides to make me number three?
He wouldn't do that. Get thar owt of your head, Lowen.
He was protecting me. Us. We just ran into one of the
mk"l"op'e in this world we hoped to never run into. It
was unfortunate circumstances, but the chance of anyone
tying it back to Jeremy is unlikely.
I spend several minutes takingtheitmﬁ'omthe
troller, and I put them away like it's any other day. I throw
the blanket into the wash and make my way toward the bed-
it down the hall. I've been calm up until this moment, but
right now I can't tell if I'm about to scream or ery or vomit
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