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Abigail
traipsed out of the school building with her heels on fire. Her
eyes were set on the red rover in front of her, that spelled out
fun, and was adorned with her major current love – Ken Rodgers. He
was the finest overall sports player, he was the smartest guy in
school, he hadn't even been through year ten when he got a college
scholarship, and he was her date for the night.

 


“I just have to
hurry before Beth sees me...” she murmurs inside of her mind as she
rubs her red rouged lips together in order to place a high finish
gloss on her lips.

 


“Abigail!” Beth
yelled as she saw her older sister half-way across the lawn.
“Abigail! Wait!” she screamed as she raced her legs in order to
catch up to her sister.

 


Abigail walked
a little faster in order to try and duck into the car without
having to speak to her younger sister. She plastered a smile as she
made her body work underneath her. She felt a blush rise to her
cheeks and worried that she might need to slow down in order to
stop any sweat from forming – but her kid sister won the race, and
cut in front of her as she caught up.

 


“We're going
home together right?” Beth questioned as she smiled up at the face
of her sister that looked rather lovely with the blush finish.

 


“Beth today I
have a ride.” murmured Abigail as she moved to step by her
sister.

 


The car honked
behind, and Beth turned in order to view the item with the guy who
looked like he had a popular image with his gelled hair, his fabric
softened shirt, and his sport star swatches.

 




Beth became
confused when she saw her older sister run to the passenger side
and hop it, but she shrugged the event away, and ran for the bus
before it left without her.

 


“Cute kid.”
murmured Ken as he backed the car and made for the road.

 


“That's my
sister.” murmured Abigail as she buckled herself up.

 


“Bummer – what
a drag...” murmured Ken as he shook his head and drove.

 


Abigail wasn't
sure what that meant, but she knew that it was not a good sign.

 


“We're
half-related.” she added on the whim, just in case there was more
to the statement then she could decipher.

 


“That's just
fine.” murmured Ken with a smile as he sped along the highway at
full speed.
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