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    Levy Wells was an eighteen year old boy from Kentucky, or as he liked to call it, 'The Home of Fried Chicken'. He had recently graduated from his secondary school, and was now enjoying some time for himself, away from his studies. Don't get me wrong, Levy was a very hard-working kid. He listened to his parents and teachers. He studied well and passed every test with flying colors. And after all that, he just wanted some freedom. However, he had no idea this freedom would only trap him even more.

     "Levy, have you chosen what college you want to apply for?" Levy's mom asked after spotting him on his game console, aggressively pressing buttons and thrashing his head around. Levy didn't hear her since his volume was too high. His mom stomped over to him and yanked his headset off.

     "Mom!" Levy whined, as if he were seven years old again. "I could've won the game!"

     "Levy," his mom said sternly. Levy sensed the tension between them and dropped his annoyed look. "I've given you your freedom, but it's time to stop," she continued. "You need to choose a college now. You should've chosen one before you graduated!" She was yelling now. "Do you not care about your future anymore? What about that dream of yours? About wanting to become a programmer, or a tech nerd or something? Or did you drop that too?"

     Levy didn't mean to, but he raised his voice at her, "That was eight years ago, mom. I was ten. And I wanted to hack into my video games. Just stop pressuring me, okay?"

     His dad appeared into the room, a razor in his hand and half of his face covered in shaving cream. "What's going on here?" he demanded, obviously having heard all of the commotion.

     Levy kept silent, ashamed of the way he yelled at his mother when she was only trying to help him. Instead, he ran up to his room and locked the door.

     Levy spent the next few days going over colleges he thought were good choices. However, all the schools he wanted to attend had already stopped taking applications. It was then he realized how bad he messed up. All of his friends were already packing for college and yet he, the smartest kid in school, was letting himself rot. He didn't want to disappoint his parents anymore, so he lied. He printed out a fake application and filled it in, and showed it to his parents. His mom was a little skeptical of the school, but was satisfied nonetheless. So was his dad. And then suddenly four years went by, of Levy moving out and pretending to go to study. He used the money his parents gave him to rent out an apartment, but since he never went to college, no work places would give him a job. And then a few more years flew by, and he was kicked out of his small apartment because he could no longer pay for it. Even his boss let him go, saying they couldn't foster a homeless person. Even though it was a very low-paying job, Levy felt like he reached his lowest point. Being at top in high school didn't matter anymore. He was broke, homeless, and unemployed. He didn't have anything left but his family.

     So he went home.
 
     He went home and told his parents everything, that he was lying to them for the past six years, that he was lying to them every time they called to check in on him, when he said he was doing fine and living a great life.

     His mother was overwhelmed. She was too surprised to react to the situation, but his father was furious. He was yelling at him, about why he didn't come back sooner, about why he didn't ask for help.

     About why he lied.

     Levy didn't know what to say. He just stared at his father with pleading eyes, begging him for help. But he knew, deep in his heart, that there was nothing anyone could do for him, not even his parents. His choice to lie and assume he was going to get away with it and be alright ruined his life. Even his family was ashamed and disappointed by what he did. He would have to live his life alone, rotting away. Even if his parents took him back, then yes, he would have a roof under his head, and even food. But how long would that last? The only work he could do was pick up garbage, or wash dishes. Soon his parents would retire and then money would become a whole different problem. This was it. The problems would never stop coming.

     And it was all because he wasn't honest.
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