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is an infringement of the copyright of this work and violators will
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This book is for sale to ADULT AUDIENCES
ONLY. It contains substantial sexually explicit scenes and graphic
language which may be considered offensive by some readers. Please
store your files where they cannot be accessed by minors.

 


All sexually active characters in this work
are 18 years of age or older.

 


This is a work of fiction. Names, characters,
places and incidents are solely the product of the author’s
imagination and/or are used fictitiously, though reference may be
made to actual historical events or existing locations. Any
resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business
establishments, events or locales is entirely coincidental.
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This isn’t pleasant tale, so don’t go
skipping to the end looking for the happily ever after. Our hero
isn’t much of a hero. He’s not a prince nor a spy nor a noble
be-kilted warrior. He’s a modern-day “everyman”: an investment
banker, or a sales rep., or maybe he’s one of those geeks that
comes to your house when your computer fails.

Our heroine isn’t a princess. She’s a
schoolteacher or a podiatrist. She might even teach aerobics
classes to seniors in her spare time.

They don’t live in a magic kingdom far, far
away, nor on a Terra-formed planet frozen forever in an oppressed
feudal state. They don’t live in the past or the future. They don’t
even live in an exotic locale like Paris or New York or
Bangkok.

I don’t know them, I never met them. And as
of today, their bodies have never been found.

In fact, the only thing truly “folk” about
this folk tale is that it does begin in the traditional manner.
Thusly, I, your storyteller de jour, present to you…

* * * *

Once upon a time
there was a young man. His name was Ashley. His
unimaginative mother had named him after the weak-willed cad in her
favorite movie. Doped up on painkillers and exhaustion from 36
hours of labor, she’d misremembered the hero’s name, and thus, her
bouncing baby boy (7 pounds, 8 ounces) would never be the dashing
Rhett she’d been aiming for, but would always be Ashley, the
ineffectual pawn around whom events spin and sputter toward
disaster.

But, as people whose names have fallen out
of favor with the passage of time often do, he re-christened
himself “Ash” between high school and college, thereby, changing
the pejorative first impression from “nerd” to “cool” with the
amputation of a single syllable.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/28326
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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