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Part One: The Flu Shot
 
Leo Miller looked at himself in the mirror. Thinking… just thinking. Thinking about many things that start with A threw Z. Just anything really, any word that starts with an alphabetical letter. Trying to think of other things, than what was to come. School.
Leo hated school, he hated himself. But especially school. He wasn’t looking forward to it. His parents had pulled him out of homeschooling after so many years, and now, he was in public school. 
As Leo looked more deeply into his eyes, his own eyes, brown, the color of crap as he would say in his own words. Then his face almost cleared from acne but not quit. Most of it is black heads, on his chin, nose, and in his ears. But what regular person would look at your ears than your face? Therefore, Leo didn’t worry about that part of his body. But when Leo looked down—he was shirtless—he could see the beginning of acne starting, from his shoulders, to his breast. But not yet to his stomach. If Leo did turn around though, he would see a volcanic eruption of acne starting. The part he most hated of himself. Sometimes he would curse himself for picking at them—since he never picked at his face, except his mother when she got bored. It sickened him when she found it entertaining sometimes—he would reach behind his back, pop the closest one. Feel the white between his finger tips, and sometimes grimace in disgust. He couldn’t ever figure out why people had to have acne. Why did God create man like this? To be humiliated in their puberty years—he could never figure out the right words to say at an important time. 
Finally he heard his tablet beep in his backpack next to his feet, reminding him to be ready in five minutes, then run out the door t school. That was about a block or two away from his own home.
Slipping on a shirt, picking up his backpack, he ran out the door of his home. Running to hope beat the nasty weather about to blow his skin away. It was freezing. Well, at least not to Leo. It wasn’t freezing to him. He was use to California weather, but he still could go outside in the frozen weather with only pants and a long sleeve. He would be fine. Some people called him crazy and weird. Like the girl he was talking to, Daisy.
As he hit the door of the high school, heat kissed his face almost immediately. It felt good, but stung at the same time. Once he rubbed the warmth in his shoulder and arms he walked towards his locker.
His nephew met him there. His locker was next to Leo’s. Macen—but also known as “Ace” to other people—,his nephew, requested it after hearing he was coming to public school. It didn’t take to long to switch lockers with another student.
Oh yeah, his nephew was also older than him. Ace is seventeen and Leo is fifteen but turning sixteen in a few months. (Long story that I might or might not, mention. I guess we’ll find out later on… but anyways—)
“’Sup ugly,” that was their regular slang for saying “hello” to each other.
“Ugly,” Leo says with a smirk. 
“Cold out there, huh?” Ace lightly chuckled, clapping his hands together.
“No kidding brodie. I thought my butt fell off on the way here,”
“Ha-ha. What butt?” Macen raises an eyebrow in a joking question.
“Shut up,” Leo gives his nephew a big hit on the shoulder. (Oh, another thing, Macen is also six foot two almost three, according to Macen’s Dad.
As Leo past him up, he hurried his way to his first class.
 
After his beginning classes, the lunch room seemed packed to the gills. Nobody missed out on lunch, at least the people in Arkansas didn’t. Leo’s grandma in Angels Camp, back at his old home, always said that Arkansas was only filled with fat girls, and lazy people with no teeth. Leo’s old pastor mentioned before they left home, that this is were they invented the “Tooth Brush”. Everyone got a kick out of that joke. Leo and Macen made fun of it all the time.
“Daisy…” Leo’s words seemed to be swept away by an invisible ghost, or angel. Daisy, she was beautiful to Leo. They had met at camp, it wasn’t love at first sight, but they had eventual got to talking after a forced get-together from his ex. Which only lasted for about a day until the girl’s aunt asked them to separate for good.
“Leo.” Daisy turned from her seat next to her friend’s. She was at the end of a rectangular table. Her smile was everything to him, what he loved most about her was her voice. Daisy is a very short girl, she is kinda chubby to people but Leo never cares about that part in girls. Daisy use to go to church, but with her brother, sister, and parents not going. It was hard on her, and Leo’s ex brought a past up that put the icing on the cake. And the whole thing exploded on her one day.
“How is Granny?” Leo asked after taking the seat in front of her. Her friend next to her smiled at me then went back to chatting with her friends around us.
“Good. Same I guess. Your uncle?”
“Eh,” Leo never really liked talking about his uncle. He is a very sick man, with liver cancer. It teared him up every time anything was mentioned about his uncle.
“Sorry.” She whispered. Since Leo didn’t have any food he placed his arms in front of him and laid his head down on one of them.
“Tired?” Daisy whispered in his ear. Her voice sending his heart-beat faster. But he did his best to ignore this and nodded. Mumbling a few “mhhmm”s.
“You need sleep.”
“I try. But it’s hard.”
“I know.”
“And…” Leo lifts his head to meet her face, “someone cute has been texting me every night till four AM. So how can I anyways?”
Daisy blushed, making her little freckles pop out. Leo admired her face for just a second, sending a huge smile on his face. Only to frown a millisecond later after noticing she wasn’t wearing her hearing aids.
Daisy was born with bad hearing. When they first started to talk after camp, she told him that her doctor, or whatever their called, told her that she might lose all her hearing by the age of sixteen. She was fifteen now.
“Daisy—your hearing aids,”
“Oh,” her hands suddenly went from her fork, to her ears. “I didn’t wear them,”
“Too loud?”
Daisy looked like she was about to say something else, but clamped her mouth shut and nodded sadly.
“I’m sorry,” Leo said. He wanted to reach out, touch her hand. Or hold her hand, but what if someone told his Mom or Dad about it? Or what if it went further than just hand holding. They have been trying for almost a year. Just talking, and having dinner with his family. They wanted to take things slow. They never held hands yet, but even though they wanted to, it almost seemed like the other was to shy enough every time they saw each other.
“Cant you just turn the volume down?” Leo finally asked. Sitting up straight now.
“Yeah. But their just annoying. I’m gonna go deaf no matter anyways, right?”
“Right. But…” But he couldn’t finish. Leo always prayed for her about these things. But they always seem to get worse every week.
 
At the end of school, walking back home by himself. Macen and Daisy picked up by their Mom and Dad. He thought of how much he would be able to see Daisy more at his school, and his nephew. Maybe this would work out. He seemed almost at home with Daisy. Just watching her talk, her voice getting more wonderful by the second. But he knew, deep down, a pit in his stomach, warned him. Its gonna get worse, every week will get slower, and someday, he would wish he would rather die from his own hands then walk another step to his bloody school. He would meet his edge soon.
 
Leo loves to write. He also got his nephew into writing as well. So after he got home, dropping his backpack in his room, running back in the living room and then slamming on the key board of the house computer.
Power Rings is the name of their book series. And they were on their last book. Powers Controlled Book Four. The books are about two teens, based on themselves, they find a meteor that has crashed in a nearby corn field, the two kids run over, find the two rings, and crap starts happening. It’s crazy.
But not only are they writing that book series, but another about teens joining a gang. Their Way Home. They publish their works on a site, and so far TWH has got over one-thousand votes, reads and almost a thousand comments! To them, they think of it as there book to glory. The best book they had ever made yet. They wanted to get it published as well, but also had to wait until they came of age. Now that sucked.
As Leo looked over their new comments on their books. He clicked off the site. Ran into his room and picked up his tablet from inside his backpack.
It was his turn to write his part of the chapter.
Writing was also Leo’s way out of trouble from his mind. He would sometimes put personal stuff into his part of the chapters, hiding them in plain site. He told Macen this once and he was excited. Because he thought afterwards when one of the chapters were complete, that those parts were always his favorite. That made Leo happy. 
His parents supported them both on their writing, even though they haven’t read any of their books yet, they still loved how they bonded when on the phone. Leo’s Mom always said she can never understand a word they say when on the phone. It’s like they talk in pig-Latin mixed with minionese. But fast forward the words, and that’s how they talk. Leo hid that in one of their stories too, it made him laugh when he wrote them. But Leo could also be a grumpy writer, whenever he is in the Moment of a good idea, if someone tries to talk to him, or ask anything, he’ll snap. So now, Leo always tells people that “I’m a very honest, weird, and mean person. And if you don’t believe any of it, come live with me and find out.” But of course, no one still believes him, especially Daisy.
“Leo, your home? Okay, were gonna go to—”
“What?!”  Leo snapped, bearing his fangs as he looked from his tablet to his Mom at the door.
“Leo!”
“S-sorry. What do you want?” he went back to his chapter, calming down his heart as fast as he could. He was in the middle of a fight scene, how could she interrupt at such a good time as this? And why was it so important?
“I said, were going to the Goodwill, and the other thrift stores after y’all homework.”
“’Kay,”
“You going?”
“Mhhm,”
“Then… you better get going on it,”
“Mhhm. ‘Kay. After this chapter,”
“Now,”
“…” Leo didn’t answer, he knew he would win. She finally left and he finally finished his part in the story a few minutes later. Quickly fixing some mistakes that quickly caught his eye, saved the story. And quickly went to his backpack. Today was the first day of school, so not much of homework today, more of just looking over books and schedules. Today wasn’t such a bad day after all.
 
Looking over his texts between him and Macen took about thirty minutes. He needed to erase them before his Mom saw them. They were part of Their Way Home, but they were filled with language and other topics. That’s part of why they get so many reads on TWH it’s filled with crap. And that’s how they get through so many chapters at a time, but as I mentioned before, Leo puts a lot of himself into the stories, some of the things he says are thoughts on girls before he met Daisy. It helped throw them away. But if his parents found out, Macen’s parents wouldn’t care, but if Leo’s parents found out they wouldn’t think anything close to Leo’s answer. It would be disgusting, and the sacrifice of his table forever until he moved out or turned eighteen. He couldn’t let that happen.
He prayed about it a couple times, even tried confronting himself in front of his parents on what he wrote in TWH but always, some kind of conversation pops out of his parents mouths, having to do with if they found one of their kids playing with sexual content on their devices, and what would happen. So he prayed, asking for an answer, all he got was that he had to quit writing. But Leo couldn’t live without writing, he wouldn’t survive without it. He loved it too much. Too much of him was into those stories.
Then he looked over his texts with Daisy, sighing, not in relief but in awe. Since he was in his car with his Mom and little brother, he didn’t have no Wi-Fi to text back to her thought she had just sent him:
DAISY: I lied today during lunch. Well kinda ig. But the real reason y I wasn’t wearing my hearing aids was not only cuz it was loud. But tht my left ear has been giving me trouble since this morning, I couldn’t hear out of it at all… I’m sorry I lied… 
It almost always seemed, when he left from seeing Daisy’s face for a while, he would forget what it looked like entirely, forget what her voice sounded. Her smile faded, she wasn’t the same when he couldn’t see her every day. And he too, also prayed that they could be something. To where he could see her in every morning of his life, forever. For the rest of his life.
“Also, since your in the car not doing anything…”
“Mhhm,” Leo sighed again and shut off his tablet, replacing it with a book on the ground he was reading.
“Your getting a flu shot,”
And the world seemed to slam right into his forehead just then. Did he hear his Mom right? Flu shot?! She never believes in getting her kids flu shots. Especially after hearing what happened to one of her friends Mom. She died a few days later from it.
Putting  the book down next to his tablet, and looked at her. “What?”
“Flu shots. You and Edom.”
“When?”
“I don’t know, Soon. Tomorrow or day after,” parking into an open spot in the parking lot in front of the Goodwill, she unbuckled herself while saying, “and no, you don’t have a choice with this appointment. But you will get a school day off. So just look forward to it and prepare,” Leo would have laughed at these words if his mind was clear of Daisy, and his book writing.
“Ugh,” he crosses his arms.
“Why are we getting flu shots though,” asked his red-headed brother in the backseat as he got out. “we’re not sick…”
“It’s so we don’t get sick in the future,” Leo answers right away.
“Not talking to you, talking to Mom,” then he slammed the door on his brother’s words, they retreated back to his mouth and then he got out too.
“Your brother is right,” Leo hears his Mom say as they walk from the side of the car towards the thrift-store.
“What did he say?” he asked innocently. Making Leo roll his eyes. Wait until I’m the boss of your work. Redhead. Leo talked inside of his mind for a while, working out fight scenes of his fictional characters, and working on how to reply to Daisy’s text once he got home.
 
“So… I got an idea…” Leo finally finds his place in the conversation to ask this question. Leo has been on the phone with his nephew for more than two hours already, he had this thought inside his mind about Powers Controlled, but couldn’t figure out the right time to say it.
On the other end of the line, Ace cleared his throat. But In a good way to keep his voice clear, “Shoot,”
“Are you sure you’re ready,”
“Yes,”
“Positive?” Leo winces, waiting for his favorite person in the world to say the two simple letters into one word, no.
“Positive brodie, oh my God.” He laughed. Leo winced at that to, he never liked it when people took God’s name in vain like that. This also was something that his parents drilled into his head. Speaking of parents, Leo looked down at his tablet; his Dad would be home from work in thirty minutes. His time on the phone would be over. The home phone was almost dead anyways, giving off an annoying beep every five minutes, warning him that it needed to be charged.
“Okay…” Leo closed his eyes, and starts walking in a circle in the middle of his room, like he had been doing between the two hours of talking this whole time. His room was quiet, his Mom and brother already in bed, probably annoyed from all the talking him and Macen were doing as well. “how would you feel…”
“Yeah?”
“If, uh, if Jane,”
“Brodie, I swear if you don’t start talking I’m gonna hang up,”
Knowing that his nephew wasn’t kidding he finally said it, “What if Jane died…?”
“What about it?” Leo was awestruck from what he said.
“What do-do you think. Like if she died at the end of the book, and that’s how it ends?”
“Maybe. So like, after everything, Louis could be so depressed right?”
“Yeah. That’s what we were aiming for.”
“So instead of Berry or someone else dieing. It could be his girlfriend.”
“Yeah,”
“What made you think of this? Daisy giving you a hard time again?” Macen gave off a half-hearted chuckle. But he knew how Leo felt about her.
“Nah, just came to my head after reading this one book,” Leo waited a few seconds for him to ask “what book?” but since he knew his nephew would never ask such a question he moved on to something random. “What do you think about TWH?”
“About it? Like how do I feel on how it’s going?”
“Sure,” he nodded, walking circles into the carpet even faster. He was nervous for some reason, or excited, he couldn’t figure out which.
“I think its going slow…”
“But sort of fast. Because were writing whatever comes to our minds first when typing.”
“Yeah, yeah. And, uh, and I think that since there isn’t a big plot, like in PR—Power Rings—that its going a lot smoother.”
“True, true. And how about the idea of Abigail and Macen being together?”
“I don’t know. I kinda want her to die,”
“Yeah… but, I kinda like her though. Like how she’s all goo-goo eyes for him and everything. How she reacts to things he does.”
“True, but she’s annoying. Reminds me of the girl I hate,” we both started to laugh. Thinking of the same person, Ericka. Oh he hated that girl. She’s always hitting on him, inviting him over to things at her house. Its hilarious how he responds to her.
“Like what’s-her-name,” Leo bites his lip a bit to remember. “Grace,” he says finally laughing a bit more.
“You know what her Snapchat name is on my account, right?”
“Grace? Ha, no. What is it?”
“Annoying,” Ace’s chuckles turn into hard breathes. “Dude, she doesn’t even know!”
“No way!”
“Yes, dude. It’s so hilarious. Making her mad when she’s depressed. Oh my God, dude.” There goes that again, thought Leo rolling his eyes but laughing a little still. I wish he would stop saying that, geez.
“Brodie,” He wipes his eyes with his free arm, dropping to his knees bending over, but trying to keep quit now that he remembers people are trying to sleep. “brodie, you’re so mean. So mean,”
But both of them couldn’t help but giggle like little girls over it.
“Yeah, but I think have to go,”
“Ah, okay.” Ace pouted on the other end. “Talk after you get off?”
“Ye, if I don’t get caught, that is.”
“True. Don’t get caught. And stay up! I have an idea on how to start my chapter on TWH!”
“Okay! Deuces brodie,”
“Deuces,” Leo hangs up.
 
Ten minutes after hanging up with Macen, running back to his bed—lights off—with his tablet:
LEO: What was tht idea?
ACE: Idk if I can explain on txt. I’ll have to start me chap n c.
LEO: Okie. Let me know when.
ACE: Ight, brb. DON’T GO TO SLEEP!
LEO: Lol, Kk
After that, Leo quickly checked his texts with Daisy, he had replied to her:
Three hours ago: 
LEO: Its ok, I understand. If u want we can talk about it later tonight. But maybe you should try getting some sleep.
Then she had replied not to long ago:
DAISY: Yea.
Leo didn’t know how to reply when she did that to him. It was better than a simple “k” which she sometimes did, but that was worse when she did that. Ugh, what am I going to say?!
Leo fought over this until:
Five minutes later:
ACE: Go look.
LEO: Kk.
Leo went to go look on what he added, in the two hours of them talking; Leo had said they needed to go back on doing their parts of the chapters on the site instead of text for a while. Ace didn’t feel comfortable, Leo sensed, but he had agreed anyways.
Once he finished editing some words here and there, he added to it. Five minutes later he texted his nephew back:
LEO: Thts good! Btw, r u sure you want Rebecca to act like tht? Lol, n go look at what I added!
ACE: Ight! N yes, I do. Cuz I think its funny.
LEO: Ah, kk.
ACE: Yeeeee
LEO: Lol
Leo set his tablet in the space between his blue wall and bed, where he usually places it. Laying on his back—only in his shorts now—he thought about her. Daisy. He missed her.
“I miss her…” Leo choked out, but quietly so no one heard.
He wanted someone to say back, I know. But that didn’t happen, only his imaginary characters replied to him, but in combat. Louis and Jane practice fighting, Jane with her glass shields and Louis with his fire balls.
I miss her…
His tablet flashed a bright light between his bed and the wall, a text from Macen:
Ace: Go look brodie!!!!
LEO: KKKKKKKKK!!!!!!!!
 
The next morning, as Leo woke up. He thought about her again. Only to be interrupted by his Mom, yelling from across the room, from the kitchen.
With a loud grunt, he threw the covers off. Before getting all the way up from his bed he picked up his tablet. Looking over his texts, he noticed he had fallen asleep on Ace:
ACE: Go look! N tell me if thts a good way to end it!
Dang it. Thought Leo, I thought he fell asleep on me first. Must have taken more time on his part of the chap.
LEO: KKKK! N sry for falling asleep on u last night! I thought u fell asleep on me! LOLOL
After sending that. He took himself and his tablet over to the dresser, slipped on a dark black shirt that said, CALI, on it in silver letters. Then walked out looking down on his screen for notifications from their writing site. But at the same time, texting Daisy good morning with a heart emoji.
After getting his coffee with creamer, making a short comment to himself, I like my coffee white, like my girl. Then led them to the table not to far away, walking like a fast thinking zombie after brains right after he bursts from his own grave. Edom was still asleep, Leo could tell because before he came out of the hall from his room the door was still shut. But his Mom was wide awake and doing who-knows-what on her phone, she was up on the small blue recliner. His Dad was still asleep as well, he gets up at eight—its seven right now—and he goes to work at twelve.
Leo looks over a new story he found on his writing site by one of his favorite authors, something about this half-elf half-human, trying to become a sorceress knight. So far, to Leo, its good, he’s only a few chapters into it. But he only reads these to get ideas. Just how he likes to look at cover pictures, or just regular pictures. That’s how him and his nephew work you see, whatever they see; they always try to put that into words. Like a picture of fire consuming a body. How can that be turned into words? Or a picture of a cracked brass knuckles. How did that brass knuckle break? Was it an accident, or was it in a crime scene of a murder?
That’s how these awful, genius minds of theirs work. 
His brother finally woke up about ten minutes later, Leo wasn’t much of a morning person. He tried telling Daisy this one time but she refused to believe it. She always says, your too nice to be mean!
He even tried telling Grace this, the girl he and his nephew found online on the writing site. Leo was asking people to read his book in exchange for him to read theirs. She was one of the few people who staid with them, read all their stories, and then soon, a week later, became very close friends. No matter how mean they were to her, she always called them “weirdoes” or “mean weirdoes” hilarious. It was weird how so many people didn’t believe him to be weird or mean. His Mom told him so every day, along with his little red-headed brother.
 
During lunch, as Macen, Leo and Daisy all talked at once to each other. Leo just couldn’t get his mind off of PC—Powers Controlled—for some reason, his idea last night, hurt him somehow. He might look happy right now, with his friends, smiling and making fun of some of the teachers at the school, but he was also thinking, A threw Z, once again, back to the beginning. Back to his edge.
He knew something was about to start. Plan A, and then, at the end, it was going to go farther than Plan Z.
“Yo, ugly. You okay?”  Ace broke Leo’s train of thought. He forgot what everyone was talking about.
“Hmm?” Leo asked, rubbing his swollen eyes with his hands. A sign that he hadn’t been sleeping well again.
“You okay,” Daisy’s beautiful voice almost broke his heart into tiny, ant size pieces. He loved her.
“Mhhmm. Tired though.” And gave out a believing yawn, his mouth opened wide.
Leo then feels a hard slap on his back from his nephew. Sending his chest into the table. 
“Agh, DANG IT! Really Ace?!” Leo and his girl say a sync.
But he lifts his hand up innocently stating that he only did it to wake him up.
“You’re cruel.” Daisy mutters under her breath. Making Macen lean on the table smirking.
“You only say that, but really mean that you love me the way I am.”
“Hey! That’s my line!” Leo laughs put pushed his nephew to the side.
“Yeah. We should use that in TWH Dude!”
“Oh yeah!”
“What’s…? T.W… whatever?” asks Daisy, her eyes leading into Leo’s.
“Oh, uh, TWH? Just a story we’ve been working on…” Leo answers and casts his eyes towards under the table, as if he was looking for something. Like looking for his stupid brain.
“What’s it about?”
“Uh… I’m gonna head for class. Only a few minutes until the bell rings.” Macen starts to get up, but Leo catches him by the shorts. “Hey, you never leave lunch early!”
“I-I just don’t wanna be here when you tell her what our book is about.”
“Oh, darn you.” Leo releases his shorts and shrugs.
“It’s on our site,” Macen finally says, rubbing his hands together, then stuffing them into his shorts pockets.
“Yeah,” Leo grunts as he tries to crawl from out of his seat. “Surprised you haven’t stumbled upon it yet.”
“Nah, haven’t been on that place for about a week or so.” She shrugs and tries to get out from the table, only her slight chubbiness was in her way. But Leo was there to help her out, grabbing her arms and helping her. But when they both stood straight up, they didn’t notice how close they were now. Just a few inches, there hands not to far apart. He looked down into her gorgeous eyes, wondering, how long it would take him to ask her out to anywhere. The whole family dinners weren’t even allowed to be called dates, really they were just get-togethers so the parents could see what kind of girl their son was seeing. And they liked her, they did. They really did.
But something, something about those eyes, and they way he looked into them, then down to her lips and cheeks, back to her eyes. He wanted to say—
The bell rang for the beginning of evening classes. 
 
“The people on the game are mad at me, because I haven’t been on for three weeks!” Leo’s little brother blurts out randomly during dinner.
“Okay,” he responds.
“Wasn’t talking to you,” Edom spits at him.
“Okay,” He says once again, trying to keep his cool as he bit into his steak sandwich.
“Wha—”  Mom starts to say, but she looks at Leo and swallows her dinner before saying. “what game?”
“Animal Crossing on Wii,”
“Pfft,” Leo almost chokes from this.
“Don’t wanna make those animals mad. Just look at Max and Frankie out there. I bet they wouldn’t be too happy once you get out to feed ‘em in the morning,” She chuckles down another bite of her food.
Leo just nods his head when they expect him to laugh. Leo was off into space, in his own world. But this time, Louis had his fireballs against his best friend, Mark. Leo almost laughed at himself when one of Louis’s fireballs caught Mark off guard and sent his pants aflame.
“Leo,” suddenly his Mom’s voice breaks threw his thoughts.
“Hmm?” he hummed a sharp tune looking up, taking in the last of his steak-patty into his mouth, but chewing with his mouth closed, respectfully.
“How were these two past days of school?”
“Good. I guess, its just school.”
“I know. But at least it won’t be like summer, stuck in the house all day.” 
“Yeah,”
And that was that. His Mom sighed and poked at her chicken, thinking how she can’t wait to get back to watching Yes To The Dress and get her mind off these awful things.
 
“So brodie…” 
“Hmm?” Leo hummed tiredly on the phone that night—with Macen, duh. He was on his bed—shirt off, in shorts—eyes closed, his breathing becoming slower, as his body tried drifting off to sleep.
“How’s Daisy, or, how are you guys doing?”
“I don’t know, man,” But Leo thought for a minute, Daisy never texted him back. He hadn’t seen her very much at school today except for at lunch. But she seemed like she was invisible most of the time. He wondered if something was wrong.
“Ah, well. I hope it is.”
“Me too,”
“Yeah,”
“Yep,” Leo popped the P loudly.
“Tired?”
“True,”
“Man, I can’t wait until you visit me over at the house again. We haven’t played Xbox together in a hecka long time!”
“I know, I know. Just been busy,”
“Uh-huh. With what?”
“Eh, homework. Getting use to public school, I guess. Dealing with Daisy, trying to catch more sleep. Same old, same old,” He rolled his eyes under his eyelids, to lazy to open them and do so.
“Hey…” nobody spoke when his nephew said this. A few seconds passed before he said again, “Hey, uh, is there something you’re not telling me?”
“No, except that I’m getting a flu shot soon. Is that it?”
“Flu shot? What?! I thought you guys don’t do those.”
“I know! We don’t, but for some reason she wants us to get one. I think it has to do with the school, or something. Like the Whooping Cough shot or whatever.”
“Huh, I don’t know. I don’t remember having to get a flu shot when I started going to public school…”
“Well… whatever the case. I’m getting one soon. That’s all I didn’t tell you.”
“Hmm, ight, well, you know you can tell me anything, brodie. Right?”
“Ye, I know. I know. I never keep stuff away from you.” Which wasn’t really true, but he never really lied to Macen, that’s what really counted.
 
The next day after school, Macen, Daisy and Leo hung out over at Macen’s house. Leo and Macen were playing against each other on Call of Duty: Black Ops II. Daisy was lying on the bed, spread eagled, eyes closed. Listening to the two teens beat their controllers nearly to death, and yell at each other.
“Oh you little!” One would yell, and then. “Stupid! Ugly!”
“Dang it—”
“—Got you! I’m the—”
“—Worst, poop head!”
Boys, will be, boys. Daisy smiled.
“Okay, I think its Daisy’s turn,” Macen finally blurts out after killing Leo on the last round.
“Daisy?” Leo lifted the controller in front of her face, but just for a second, he thought of how lucky he was to even talk to such a beautiful girl. But he was still annoyed that she didn’t wear her hearing aids still.
“Hmm, Leo?” she opened one eye lazy.
“Wanna play for a bit?”
“Uh-uh,” she shook her head, and made a big yawn.
“Okay. Well, I’m gonna get a drink, want something, anyone?” Leo looked around. The only other person in the room was Edom, Leo’s brother. He was on his mini phone, ear buds in his ears, watching a new video of a stupid guy playing Minecraft.
“Coke or Pepsi,” said Macen.
“Water, please,” said Daisy.
“Ight,” he nodded, “BRB guys,” then chuckled at what he said as he went downstairs from Macen’s room, to the small kitchen at the end of the house.
Leo took out two Pepsi’s and a cold water bottle. Felling his Pepsi against his acne face, he walked up back the stairs, slowly. He was thinking again, thinking of a different scenario for his stories. Alpha needs to die somehow, he thought with a grimace. Somehow, but who will do it, and how will it happen…?
When he finally got up to the room. Daisy was up and playing with Macen.
“Hey! You said you didn’t want to play!” he shouted, but still kind of smiled about it.
“The ‘uh-uh’ was a yawn,” she giggled, but still looking at the screen instead of him.
“Uh-huh, suuuuuure,” But he slipped her the water bottle, and gave Macen his Pepsi.
“Aye, thanks brodie,” Macen thanked him as he took the cold liquid from his hands.
“NP, no prop Bob,”
Macen paused the game and opened his can, then Daisy her bottle, and Leo his.
“Hey, where’s my drink?!” Leo’s brother shouted from across the room, everyone looked at him. His ear buds were out of his ears now, his video paused. 
“Go get your own, ugly,” Macen chuckled, taking a huge gulp of his drink.
“Whatever, ugly,” Leo’s brother spat, poking an ear bud back in.
“Stop trying to be smart,” Macen spat back.
“Stop breathing my air, stupid!”
As they kept going at it, Daisy turned to Leo, rolling her eyes a couple times. “Do they ever get along?” she asked with some sarcasm in her voice.
“That will be the day,” he replied, mesmerized by her eyes once again, he was only about a foot away from her. On a swivel chair right next to her.
“Hmm. Yeah,”
“Yep,” That beautiful face, Leo smiled at the nice thought.
The yelling ended with Macen’s Mom yelling at the two boys to shut up, and Macen yelling out, “GO GET YOUR OWN! AND DON’T COME BACK UP!”
“Fine by me!” Edom quickly replied before stuffing the other ear bud back into his ear and storming down the stairs.
Macen sighed in relief. “Finally! Peace and quit,”
Daisy and Leo glared at him for a quick second before sighing themselves. Then chanted together, “Finally, peace and quite,”
Finally, thought Leo.
 
After all of them worked on some of their homework together in the room—minus Edom—they decided to go for a walk to the store.
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