
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

  

    

      

        

          
            Running Out of Road

          


          
                    
                    
                


          
            Jillian Godsil

          


          
					
                	
                


          
            
              

            

          


          
            

          


        


      


      


    


    


  



	[image: A book cover of a road with trees  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]



	



	RUNNING OUT OF ROAD

	Second Edition

	 

	All Rights Reserved

	Publication Copyright © 2025 by Jillian Godsil

	Whitney Morgan Media

	200 E Broadway, #7638

	Missoula, MT 59803

	 

	No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law. For permission requests, contact the publisher, Whitney Morgan Media.

	 

	The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred.

	 

	Cover art and Illustrations

	made by the Publisher

	with the assistance of Midjourney

	 

	Paperback - ISBN: 978-1-962668-15-6

	eBook - ISBN: 978-1-962668-18-7

	 


 

	 

	To my family and children and friends.

	To my own late fantastic mother, who bears no resemblance whatsoever to Bella’s mother.

	And a special thank you to Bart, who is disguised as George in this book.

	 


Biography

	 

	      Jillian Godsil has been a writer since she was very little. She had no doubt as to this career in her first decade of life. On entering her teens, she was just as adamant but strangely found little time to actually write fiction, only a few scattered attempts echoing whatever book she happened to be reading at the time. 

	Into her twenties, she found university and then travel absorbed her time. She lived in London, Sydney, and Singapore before returning to Ireland with her first husband and first child. 

	For her thirties, it was all marriage and her children, two girls, which occupied her, as did a very demanding job and restoration of a period house in Wicklow, South Ireland. 

	It was as she approached her forties; she suddenly went ‘Whao! Where are my novels?’ and realised for all her talk, she hadn’t actually started, let alone finished any novels. In her final year of her thirties, she sat down and wrote her first children’s novel, The Bell Tower. After this breakthrough, it only took her another six years and a divorce to write Running out of Road.

	Today, ten years after writing her first novel, Jillian has finally emerged from the global financial crash but not before changing the law, running in the 2014 European Parliament Elections and earning 11,500 votes. 

	Jillian is now an OG (original gangster) in the Web3 sector and regularly speaks on the world stage. She has two radio shows in Ireland and has written a number of other books, including a trilogy of erotica which was intended to save her house from the banks. It didn't, but it has proved a popular dinner party talking point. Today she is writing again—it's her passion.

	 

	
	
PART ONE

	
	 

	 

	 

	
Chapter One

	My mother called me ugly. She looked into my sloe-shaped eyes and called them slits. She slapped me and shouted at me to leave her alone. Aged ten, I fled from her presence to cry continuously in my room, clutching my faceless rag doll for comfort.

	       "Ugly slit eyes," she screamed at me more than once. 

	      Aged fifteen, I slapped her back. The shock was palpable. She pushed her hand to her reddened cheek.

	      "No child of mine," she began, but I had already walked from the room. She did not slap me again. 

	      My husband calls me handsome. I remember thinking it was a word for a man, not a woman, and certainly not a girl. Barely nineteen, I had long since left my mother behind. While she was sober, she hated me. When drunk, she was pitiful. No longer a figure of terror, the ties were easily cut. 

	      My husband is the owner of the pub where I work. He is much older and chain-smokes. I tell him to smoke up as I am only interested in his life insurance. His response is to grab a part of me: a leg, an arm, a breast, and squeeze.

	      "There's life in the old dog yet," he growls. 

	Sex with my husband is all squeezing. His large hands manhandle me. Sometimes it is very good. He might grab my buttocks and shape me into him. His kisses are hard and nicotine-laden. The hardness of his kiss travels down through his body, and when I am in the mood, it feels good and strong. 

	      Three years married, and it works after a fashion. I work it because it pleases me, mostly.
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	      My lover calls me beautiful. His doe eyes are soft and full of gentle love. His hands are light, trembling as they cover my body. He is only nineteen, and I am his first. His kisses are sweet and melodious. I do not love him, but I love his loving me. 

	      I sometimes make people uncomfortable. I know I do. I don't flinch away from eye contact. I say what I think. I don't give a fuck if people don't like me. I am who I am. I do what I do. Fuck them if they can’t handle that. My lover is my secret, though. The line between bravery and foolhardiness is very thin. My husband, Brent, does not suffer fools gladly. I am not scared of him, but I do not provoke him all the same. Let him smoke on!
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	      I joined the protest at the old post office. Why not? It gives me an excuse to leave the pub and meet my lover, Liam. His father is the main ringleader in the protest. He is a very wealthy man, and he leers at me, unbeknownst to Liam. Once, while half-cut in the pub, he felt my breast while passing. 

	      I stopped and told him to "stop the fuck grabbing me". 

	He feigned an accidental fall to show that it was all a mistake, and I could tell he was fearful Brent would discover. That night in bed, Brent, while thrusting into me, gasped, "What did Tom do to you?" 

	      I slowly shook my head from side to side. No answer would suffice. Brent, I could tell, was turned on by the incident. Arrogant old goat, my husband likes to think that every man is jealous of his wife. Likes to think that every woman wonders what it is that got him his young, sloe-eyed bride. If I told them it was my mother's fault, they might not believe me. And neither would I.
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	      In a different, parallel universe, Liam and I might have been school chums. I wonder what that might have been like. To go to school, to sit exams, maybe even to go on to college. I could say that I played truant, but that implies I rebelled against authority. In fact, most days my mother kept me home. It didn't matter what the social workers said or did. If the pressure got too hot, we just moved. We didn't have possessions as such. Our meagre belongings would fit into a couple of plastic bin bags. She claimed I had asthma or was ill or was missing. Never her fault. Over time, I learnt to play along. I reached a point where going to school was plain pointless. I agreed with her on this one thing.

	I met Liam at the demonstration today. Looking both ways, in constant terror of Brent, he greets me. Liam can never greet me in public without looking like a startled rabbit caught in the headlights. I am surprised that no one has twigged. We are bonking like rabbits! I like to wind him up. Today, I pat him on the bum as I say hello. He nearly leaps ten feet in the air.

	      "Bella," he gasps. "Don't."

	      I smile at Liam, and he smiles back; he is putty in my hands. But then my hands are pretty good with putty.

	      It is the most boring protest I have ever had the misfortune to attend. Where are the rotten tomatoes? The linked supporters. The chains that bind us together – lord. The chanted slogans and banners. Instead, we have fucking boring letch, Tom Durley wanking on about the history of the village. He has borrowed the local councillor’s canvassing car and microphone. And so he stands up in the open car roof space, advertising 

	      "Cormac Brennan, Your Caring Councillor". 

	      Can he not see how stupid he looks? The concerned and caring villagers are all nodding. I am nodding off. 

	      "Come on, Liam." 

	      I squeeze his hand and walk purposefully back to the car park. There is a children's playground to the left, and behind that a patch of scrubland, flanked on three sides with trees. We make our way to the scrubland. Me, unconcerned and swinging my arms. Liam, fearful and scampering beside me like a dog. No one is watching us. They are all watching boring Tom Durley, who at this moment has his uses.

	      Out of view, I pull the quarter bottle of whiskey out of my jacket and open it. It tastes good. Hot on the back of the throat and fiery down my neck. I watch Liam, and he is waiting his turn. For all his shyness and timidity, he likes his booze. I think he is an incipient alcoholic. I do it for the pleasure, but I think he does it for the need. That, or just being with me, makes Liam nervous.

	      As he throws back his head to drink, I start to pull at his belt.

	       "Not yet," he yelps. But I am already reaching down his trousers. I know Liam likes me being assertive. He says he prefers romantic fires and hand-holding, but alfresco sex blows his mind. Today I blow him, and he comes in a very short time. I haven’t even lost the taste of the whiskey. He kisses me after, which is kind of him, especially when he knows where my tongue has been!

	      We only just make it back in time to see the demolition begin. Without thinking, I cheer when the ball crashes into the old wall, and it crumples like paper. I am not sure why I cheered. I liked the old post office. Liam and I met there many times and even lit a fire once. It was not a good idea; the smoke drove us out.  Mary Crogan looks at me in disdain. 

	      "Have you changed sides?" she asks.

	      I laugh and move away. Fecking old busybody. She is married to the village school teacher and thinks her station is elevated. She is still staring at me as I bump into someone. I turn, and it is Mr. Celebrity Chef. He was in the pub last night and recognised me. He was funny last night and very drunk by closing. Funny and gently lecherous. 

	      "Ah Bella," he coos all friendly bonhomie. He places his hands on my shoulders and pulls me towards him. Instead of the Dublin 4 air kiss on either cheek, he lands one bang on my smacker! How kind of him, and he surely didn’t know where my mouth had been before! 

	 

	
Chapter Two

	It’s not a crime to hit a dog.  I never owned one before. I’ve often kicked a minging stray if it comes too close. Let’s just say I don’t give off dog-friendly vibes. Dogs tend to leave me alone: men, too, before I developed breasts. And even after.

	      Brent gave me the puppy. He wanted to tie me down. Soften those edges a little. Make me dependent on another living creature, or perhaps I read too much into his actions. Perhaps he just wanted a pup. I was not impressed. I shouted and shifted a bit. Stormed out, if I remember correctly and took off for the rest of the day. My recollection is a little hazy. Hazy because I ended up with a bottle of whiskey sitting on Baileys Bridge.

	      It’s actually an aqueduct. Built in the past. Made to last. Made for jumping off; at least that’s what Marie Wilson did. Just after I moved to Ballybawn. She came here at dawn, and by the time the hue and cry had followed her wake, she lay quite dead at the base, splattered across the rocks to one side.

	      I’m not bothered by morbid thoughts. I don’t dwell on others’ misfortunes. I do, however, wonder at the practicalities of her fall. Did she stand up and step out like a sleepwalker? Or did she kneel down first in supplication and tumble forward? Or pitch herself headfirst?  I look over the edge, and despite the height, the ground, the rocks, and the grassy floor are all disquietingly close. Not much room for reflection as she fell. Forget the life passing before her eyes; all she’d be able for was a quick       

	"Oh Fuck" and then, splat! At least it would be fast.

	      I don’t know why I was so cross about the pup. He is a white, short-haired pointer cross. A brown patch covers one eye, with another pressed into the small of his back. His ears, floppy when down, lift like super dog when alert. His long tail is white and skinny with a tuft of hairs at the end. The non-patched eye is pink. His nose is also pink and spotted. As are his ears. His paws are massive and he doesn’t walk, he bounces.

	      When I return, Brent is pissed off. I am just pissed. 

	      “You bloody reprobate,” he shouts. George, our new pup, has pissed all over the back lounge.       

	“We’re all very suited,” I shout back. “You’re pissed, I’m pissed, and the dog is just plain pissing all over.” I start to laugh. I laugh big belly laughs, while Brent looks at me. 

	      “Piss off,” he shouts and storms back to the bar. I piss myself laughing while George bounces, barks, and bounds ‘round the lounge. But that’s enough about piss. And pups. And human pulp.

	 

	
Chapter Three

	 

	So that’s what the celebrity fool was after. Publicity and friends. Clever move though. I have to admire his gumption. He’s really riding on the prodigal son trip now. You’ve never known he was a son of Ballybawn. With all those posh vowels. And cufflinks. And the way he ties his scarf, Rupert bear-like, flung casually over one shoulder. And how does it manage to stay there for fuck’s sake?

	His restaurant, in Dublin, is one of those piss- posh places where the only thing colder than the frozen margaritas are the snotty bitches with their Kate Moss waistcoats and five-inch heels. I’d spent some time working in the kitchens in similar restaurants. The women order salads and avoid the bread, but they swill down the wine like there’s no tomorrow. When they do order proper meals, they just push the food ‘round their plates and send them back half, less than half, eaten. I should have had my pup then; he could have dined like a king.

	      Jeff, our newly resident celebrity chef-in-town, is in the pub at five o’clock. 

	      “Bella, Bella, a very large pint of the black stuff please,” he coos at me. I watch him from under my eyes; I’ve never really seen a man coo before. He isn’t effeminate. He is definitely a full-blooded male. But still he coos. Strange.

	      “So, it’s true then,” I ask.

	      “Yes, yes, I’m coming home,” he beams.

	      “You’ll get bored.”

	      “Don’t believe so.” 

	      And he suddenly turns to look at me full on. “Do you want a job?”

	      “I have a job.”

	      “No, a proper job, you could be my maitre’d.”

	      I laugh. I laugh right in his face. “Fuck off,” is the only reply worth saying. 

	      But Jeff just smiled and took a deep drink of his pint. 

	      “We’ll see,” he proffers, but this time his cooing is a little cool. A cooling rather than a cooing. Such a difference a letter can make. “You never wrote, so I married another.” How many soldiers returned to married lovers, not theirs anymore, just because of a letter, or rather the lack of one?
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	      Brent quizzes me after. I am sitting in the back lounge, the dog lying across my lap. 

	      “Put the mutt on the ground,” he snarls as he sits down beside me and pushes George down. “What was Jeff talking about?” 

	      “He offered me a job.”

	      “The fuck he did!”

	      “You’re right.” I turn back to the television. 

	      Brent leans over and tries to kiss me; his hand travels with speed and authority to my left tit. 

	      I push my face away and turn my body across. “No.”

	      He still pulls me back, and I recognise his mood. “God, I want you, Bella,” he whispers into my hair. 

	      I close my eyes, but I cannot make it stop. I don’t want it to happen. Don’t want it. Don’t. Want. It. Do want it. God, why do I want it? Fuck you, Brent. Fuck me. And he does.

	 


Chapter Four

	George is goddamn awful to walk on a lead. All bounce and pull; my arms are twice the length they started. I now have a choke collar, but it’s not great either. I just end up choking the poor bastard, and he has to stop because he is nearly dead. Not good for the soul. So much for quality time with my pet. I bring George out for a walk and choke him every other step. Great.

	Mind you, when I get to the forestry, then it is fun. George is now leadless and consequently headless, feckless, clueless. He runs a mile a minute. He hares off one way, then bounds back another. Each time, he careers towards me, almost knocking me over. 

	      “George, you arsehole,” I roar when he clatters into me. 

	      But I am laughing, laughing, laughing. I love George when he runs, runs like the wind. I am laughing too because I am meeting Liam, and I have not seen him for at least six sex days. Or rather, like George, six sexless days. We are both in our ‘lesses’ now. But mine is about to be put right. 

	George bowls into me again. I feel the familiar curses rising in my throat, but, hey, give the dog a break, give the dog a bone, give the girl a bone. Liam had better have a bone on.

	      I am early. George actually, fucking, stops. Still. My God, my Dog. There’s that letter-thing again. Just switch them around this time. From God to Dog. There’s a joke there, but I can’t remember. Something to do with a dyslexic, or was that the jerk that came to the toga party as a goat? 

	      I light up. I don’t often smoke, but I like to wind Brent up sometimes. Then sometimes, I want to light up when he’s not there, and I worry, well, wonder, if I might keep on going. Of course, I smoke grass. I am just not keen on the whole nicotine ride. Fat cats feeding off stupid fuckers. I could get angry, but mostly I can’t be bothered. Life’s too short for whatever the fuck it’s too short for. Natch. There is Liam. Thank the living fuck. He is smiling. Beaming. 

	      “Hi, Liam.” I watch as George bounds over, and Liam, caught unawares, is almost knocked over. 

	      As he recovers, “Hey, pooch,” he coos.  

	      God, is that catching? What is happening to the men in this place? 

	      Our sex is so hungry, I feel faint. No, I want to faint. I want to keep doing this. I am breathless. Liam is wiped. Beamed. Beamed out. This is a fusion of alfresco and connection. I really feel it this time. Not before. Before, I wanted him. Wanted him to want me. Wanted to watch him. Apart. Now I am in the moment. In the groove. In the feeling. God, this is weird. Is it because he cood? Fuck, no. But what is happening to me? This is just sex. But it’s better. 

	      George looks on, bemused. He tried earlier to get involved, but Liam, uncharacteristically, kicked him off, and he yelped away. Now, he watches from a safe distance. Does he know what we have done? What we were doing? Did we know what we were doing? I look at Liam. 

	“Let’s go get a pint."
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	      Brent is busy talking with customers when we get back. I put George in the lockup and enter by the back. Liam walks in the front door and orders a pint. He beams his order. Brent looks at him, his tossed hair and beaming smile.

	      “You look like you just got laid, son,” he smirks. Liam is so full that he just grins. Brent grins back. There is grin fever sweeping the pub just as I enter from the back. I grin too. 

	      Brent looks at my grin. Liam’s grin. The fucking dog’s grin if he were here, no doubt, and did the fucking math. Fuck me. Or rather, no, really don’t. 

	      He turns to Liam, who is still fucking grinning. Ear to bloody ear. 

	      “Get the fuck out of my pub,” he pitches low and earnest. “And don’t ever return if you have breath in your body, or I’ll tear you limb from limb. And if you touch her again, I’ll cut you from your scrawny balls to your fucking lips.” He stopped and just looked at Liam. Whose grin fades fast. And he leaves fast.

	      That was one fuck of a costly pint.

	 

	
Chapter Five

	Brent is cross, cross, cross. To be honest, I’m a bit pissed off myself, and no jokes about the dog, please. My cover is blown. Brent is not going to cool down, let alone coo down, for quite some time. I am just going to have to ride it out. Or rather, not ride it out if I want to be coarse. Me, coarse? Pretentious, Moi? Whom am I kidding? And that’s pure Snoopy in Charlie Brown.

	      I am just full of graffiti. I’m the wall that stopped the wail. Write on me, why don’t you? Piss against me. Lean against me.  I’m in neon. I’m just the whipping boy. I’m the poster girl for my generation. We’re Generation Y, thank you. Don’t know what the fuck it means. Please attach a definition to me, to it, to life. Give me another label. Ugly, once but no more. Now I’m so damned attractive, I’m fucked! Or not.

	      Brent is not Generation Y. He’s not Generation X.  Fuck, he’s so geriatric he’s the generation game. Soon he’ll be zzzzzz.  But right now, he is so angry, it’s palpable. Visible. I see it in the air when I walk past him. There’s a whole halo of anger around him; burning, burning bright, like a tiger in the night. That’s not right, I know. But I can’t help it. 

	      I am surprised in some ways at Brent. I thought him more shallow.  I thought him less in love with me. There’s that less again. He’s not less at all. He’s more. More than angry. More than cross. More than that. He, to be fair, has never cooed and never will. What’s more, or rather less, is that he didn’t take me last night. That’s how he stakes his claim, normally. Sex is his defining tool, his weapon, his marker. But he must be hurt because he didn’t even come to bed. I expected to be marked, and this is worse.

	      All the same, I want to be with Liam. Something has changed there. I haven’t a fucking clue. Why the fuck are both of them changing? I am the change child,  and I hate it. All I want now is fucking domesticity – shit, that’s a lie – but I don’t want change. I want my rules—which are none—in a place that is static. 

	      I pass Brent in the hallway, in the pub, in the street. All I get is venomous looks. I think if the penalty were not too high, he would kill me. If Liam comes back, he’d certainly kill him. Tom has not been in the pub since, for which small mercy, I am very relieved. 

	Jeff is back again. Renovations are continuing apace at his restaurant. At least that is what he says. Can’t be bothered to use simple talk. Has to bunch up at least two or three fine-sounding words, pitch them into crap-long sentences, roll them all up a wordy carpet, and then unleash it on the unsuspecting public. Thump. Whack. Have your dose of words. How did you find them? Tasty, tasty, very, very tasty. Sometimes I laugh, but more often I feel like gagging. Talk like a normal idiot, please. I want to talk to him about that job. Things are not so cosy at home here as you can imagine. A bit of breathing space would be good.

	      When I pluck up the courage, he is all ears and eyes. My, how big your ears are, Mr. Jeff? And how big your eyes are, Mr. Jeff? And how big your teeth are, Mr. Jeff? He breathes across me, the waft of the pint dark and warming. 

	      “I think,” he says bitchily, “that your attitude would not make for a welcoming Maitre’d, or indeed any front of house role. But I can offer you a job in purchasing if you want?”

	      I do want and terms are agreed. He wants to seal the deal with a drink, but I think my attitude might be less than favourable.  I toy with the idea of telling him to fuck right off, but I can’t be bloody bothered. Let him get his kicks elsewhere.  Mad men, bitchy men, and scared men. I can’t be fagged with any of them. I am turning lesbian instead. I will be the only gay in the village. Yeah, right, fuck off!

	 

	
Chapter Six

	What is home? I never had one as a child. Fuck, I was hardly a child before I became an adult. I left whatever it was that could be called home long before those apron strings should have been cut. Mine were never even untied properly. The crunch point came when I was fifteen. I slapped my mother during one of her drunken rages, and it was all over. But my mother did not die, did not set the house on fire or even take up with an unsuitable man who beat me up. Oh no, her revenge was much sweeter than that. 

	      She got sober, and she got God.

	      By the time I was sixteen, I was gone. Fuck me, but she had done all in her power to create a retard and then when she had me totally twisted up, she took a straight road to totally fuck up my head. Well, I wasn’t, fucking, having that. No thank you. Fifteen years of chaos, of madness, of sheer lunacy, and then, "Count Your Blessings"—I don't think so. 

	      She got sober and religion overnight, virtually. Once the blurry double vision of alcohol cleared, she suddenly saw how God-damn hot priests were. She didn’t need to fornicate—the alcoholic years had fermented her libido—but boy could she adore. Adore, adoration, and adulation. It gave her a purpose and a drive and a mission and a will and a determination and an obsession. It also gave her a much bigger stick to beat me than ever before. 

	But I wasn’t having any of it.

	      "Fuck You," I said and sailed off into the sunset.

	God, the naivety of it all. I thought I could wander over to my friend’s house and bunk down there, but Kim’s mother was having none of me. 

	      "It is not possible for you to stay here," she said through clenched teeth. 

	      To this day I am not sure which reason she finally chose to reject me on. Possibly because she thought I was a bad influence on her daughter. Probably because her hairy-assed boyfriend had stopped scratching his balls long enough to suggest I was a hottie. Definitely because it was easier to say no.  Scrawny bitch, all I wanted was a bed. 

	I spent the first night at the bus stop. The second in the bus station. By day three, I was hungry, and I turned a trick. It was easier than I thought, and I earned fifty euros. I have to confess the punter was known to me. Kim’s ball scratching step dad. Disgusting? Of course. Profitable? Yes. He felt sorry for me and subsequently gave me a month’s rent in a hostel. 

	Naturally he wasn’t my first but he was my first commercial trick.  He was coming out of the pub about nine o’clock on day three and saw me walking up the street. Little did he know that I had walked up and down that street about a dozen times, not necessarily looking for anything but with nowhere to go. Funny phrase that – streetwalker – boy I knew what it meant after five hours of walking. He asked how I was, and then we were going back into the pub again. Six vodka and Red Bulls later, it was payback time. Not that he asked—specifically—just that I felt grateful and he felt horny. It was the least I could do. Actually it was the least I could do. He listened. He did talk to my breasts, but he listened. 

	He was like the Dad I never knew, except for the sex of course.  He visited me twice a week. Panted into my ear and pushed into my body. Then lectured me on what to do. After a month, I decided that sex with lectures didn’t do it for me, and I fucked off. 

	Sayonara fucker. Get a life. Go fuck your girlfriend. Go lecture your daughter. And don’t confuse the two.

	      So, home for me is a pretty moveable feast. 

	[image: A black and white design  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

	I answered the advert in the paper. 

	      "Come at six," says a breathless voice. Brent is out front, and I slip out the back.

	Ballybawn is a small village. Home to just 7,000 souls at the last census. But like all Irish villages, it is expanding, whether it likes it or not.  The house is near the edge of the village and is in shit-awful repair. Jesus, I think. I’d better become a smoker fast so I can be rejected out of hand!

	The door opens, and there stands Brigid. Owner of the breathless voice. 

	      "I have a God," I say quickly fishing in my bag for a fag. Fuck, none when I need them.

	      "A what?" she questions, and I repeat myself, dyslexically correct this time. 

	      Only I bluster and say "I have a fucking dog." And while she blinks at the curse, she smiles at the dog bit. 

	      "Much safer I think," she says. 

	And so my new home is with Brigid. So too is George’s; once I tell Brent and him. Him and Brent. Brent and him. Once.
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