
It was by far the hottest July that NYC had ever experienced, so it only made sense that Willis would go in for his usual five lap marathon before Speckert’s science class. He rubbed his temples, “Where is Harvey? He must be late again. Typical!” Just then, his iPhone vibrated in convulsions. The text read: “Sorry dude. Be there in one.” Willis slid his phone back into its holster and bolted for the change room door. Shortly after, he climbed onto the diving block, but he noticed that the water had a strange crimson tinge to it. “Jeez, Holy Mother of…” he shrieked! Mr. Cricket, the condominium’s beloved property manager’s lifeless body was floating like soggy toast in the deep-end of the indoor pool. Suddenly, Harvey opened the door to the pool, looked at his father and ran back out. Willis noticed a muddy work boot print near the edge of the pool and quickly took a photo with his phone.

In a split second, Willis ran after Harvey, hoping that the guy would not do anything drastic. Luckily, he found him outside crying into his Aeropostale tee. He waited wondering how he would lift up his bud’s spirits. Taking a huge gulp of Monster, he whispered, “We’ll get this fiend!!!”
