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A smooth race never made a skillful racer.

When life gets bumpy, stomp on the gas and ride it out.
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Violet

It was half past seven, and I should be on my way home already, but I wasn’t.

I watched the lone girl who was sitting at the far table and sighed. She came in every day after school like clockwork, stayed till five forty-five then left. Except today, she didn’t. The only way for me to get the heck out of here was to tell her the library was closing, but I didn’t have the heart to.

She appeared to be well taken care of, nice clothes, good tennis shoes and well groomed. But she was never with anyone when she came in. Even when other kids would come in to work on homework or such, she stayed by herself at the far table.

I glanced at the watch on my wrist one last time and knew I had to go talk to her. All I wanted to do was go home, eat dinner, and take a nice long bath with my latest book boyfriend. Was that too much to ask?

After I skirted around the desk, I hesitantly made my way over to her, not wanting to tell someone they had to leave. I wasn’t one for confrontation. “Um, excuse me.”

The girl looked up at me and smiled. She couldn’t have been more than thirteen, fourteen tops. Shiny braces encased her teeth, and black-rimmed glasses sat perched on her nose. “Yes?”

“The library closes at seven.”

She glanced at the watch on her wrist and hit her hand on the table. “Crud. Luke was supposed to pick me up over an hour ago. I’m really sorry,” she said, gathering her books and shoving them into her bag.

“Did you need to call him?” 

“No, he probably won’t answer the phone. He’s only managed to pick me up once this week. He’s busy getting ready for Street Wars. He’s probably stuck under the hood of a car right now.” She zipped her book bag shut and slung it over her shoulder. “I’m really sorry for keeping you here so late. I know the library closes at seven, but I was so into my book I didn’t even notice the time.”

“It’s OK.” I had totally been there before. That was the whole reason I worked at the library, I got to be surrounded by the things I loved all day. 

“I’ll see ya,” she waved and headed out the door.

I quickly flipped off all the lights, making sure everything was ready for tomorrow and walked out the door. “Shit,” I muttered as I got pelted with rain as I locked the door. I ran to my car, looking for the girl but didn’t see her. Was she really going to walk home in the rain? I glanced up and down the street and saw her two blocks up, huddled under a tree. 

Whoever this Luke was who was supposed to pick her up was a complete douche monkey for making this poor girl walk. I assumed it was her father, but it was strange that she called him Luke.

I ducked into my car, tossing my purse in the back and stuck the key in the ignition. I cranked it up and reversed out of my spot. As I pulled up to the girl, all I could do was shake my head. What did she think she was doing? Standing under a tree during a thunderstorm was not a bright idea.

“Get in the car,” I hollered over the wind and rain. That was one of the drawbacks of the library, there weren’t many windows so I never knew what the weather was like until I went outside. “I’ll give you a ride.”

She shook her head no and huddled under her jacket. What was she thinking? It didn’t look like the rain was going to let up anytime soon. “I’m not supposed to ride with strangers.”

Well, that was all fine and dandy except for the fact me being a stranger looked a lot better than standing in the rain. “You’ve been coming into the library for months. I’d hardly call us strangers.”

“I don’t even know your name,” she said, her teeth chattering.

“It’s Violet. Now get in the car.”

She looked up and down the street, and it finally sunk in that I was her only chance of getting home not sopping wet. As she sprinted across the street, I reached across the center console and pushed open the passenger door.

“Oh my God, it’s cold out there,” she shivered as she slid in and closed the door.

“Well, it’s only April. Plus, being soaking wet doesn’t help.” 

She tossed her bag on the floor and rubbed her arms, trying to warm up. I switched the heat on full blast and pointed all the vents at her. She was dripping all over, and I knew the next person who sat there was going to get a wet ass. “Which way?”

“I live over on Thompson, on top of SRK Motors,” she chattered.

I shifted the car into drive and headed down the street. “How come your dad didn’t come and pick you up?” I asked, turning down Willow Street.

“Probably because he’s dead.”

Oh, crap. Whoopsie. “I’m sorry,” I mumbled, feeling like an idiot. She seemed too young to have lost her dad.

“You can rule my mom out, too. They’re both dead.” She pulled a dry sweatshirt out of her bag and wrapped it around her hair, wringing it out.

OK. Well, things seemed to have taken a turn for the worse. “So, um, who’s Luke? Your uncle?”

“No, he’s my oldest brother. I’ve got three of them. They all work at the garage together that Luke owns, he’s in charge.”

“So, your brothers take care of you?”

“Ha, more like I take care of them. If it weren't for me, they’d spend all their time under the hood of a car.”

“What’s your name?” Here I was giving this girl a ride home, and I had no idea what her name was.

“Frankie.”

“I’m Violet, by the way, if you didn’t hear me before,” I glanced at her, smiling.

“Neat name. Never heard it before.” That would be because my mother was an old soul who thought to name me Violet would be retro. It wasn’t. It was a color.

“Eh, it’s OK.” 

I pulled up in front of the body shop and shut the car off. It was raining even harder now, the rain pelting against my windows. “I’ll come in with you to make sure someone is home.”

“I’m fourteen years old. I can be left alone.’

“Whatever. Let’s go.” She was right, but I didn’t care. I was pretty pissed off that her brother had left her all alone to walk home in the rain.

We dashed to the door, my coat pulled over my head, and I stumbled into the door Frankie held open. “Oh my God, it’s really coming down,” I mumbled, shaking my coat off. My hair was matted to my forehead, and I’m sure I looked like a drowned rat.

“I think Luke is in the shop, I’ll go get him.” Frankie slipped through another door that I assumed lead to the shop, and I looked around.

Apparently I was in the office of the body shop. There was a cluttered counter in front of me and stacks of wheels and tires all around. Four chairs are set off to the side, which I assume is the waiting area, and a vending machine on the far wall. 

The phone rang a shrilling ring, making me jump. I looked around, trying to figure out what to do when the door to the shop was thrown open, and a bald, scowling man came walking through. He didn’t even glance at me, just picked up the phone and started barking into it.

“Skid Row Kings,” he grunted.

I couldn’t hear what was being said on the other end, but I could tell Baldy was not happy. I looked down at my hands, noticing my cute plaid skirt I had put on that morning was now drenched and clinging to my legs. Thankfully I had worn flats today, or I probably would have fallen on my ass in the rain. 

“What can I help you with?” 

My head shot up, baldy staring at me. “Um, I brought Frankie home.”

He looked me up and down, his eyes scanning me over. “Aren’t you a little too old to be hanging out with a fourteen-year-old? You’re what, sixteen, seventeen?”

“Try twenty-seven.” This guy was a piece of work. He was looking me over like I was on display and he thought I was a teenager.

His eyes snapped to mine, and his jaw dropped. Yeah, jackass, I’m older than you are probably. “What the hell are you doing with Frankie?”

“She works at the library. You know, the place you promised to pick me up from today?” Frankie said, walking back into the shop. She had managed to find a towel and was drying herself off. I would kill for a towel right now.

“Fuck,” Baldy twisted around and looked at the clock behind him. “Sorry, Frankie. Mitch and I were tearing apart the tranny on the Charger.”

She waved her hand at him and tossed the towel to me. Oh, thank you sweet baby Jesus. I wiped the water that was dripping down my face and squeezed all the water out of my hair into it. 

“How the hell did you get so wet if she gave you a ride home?” 

“Because I started walking home, Luke, until Violet was kind enough to stop and give me a lift.”

He watched me dry my hair, confusion on his face. “Violet?” he muttered.

“That’s me,” I said, sticking my hand out for him to shake. “I didn’t want Frankie to get sick walking home. Plus, it’s getting dark and someone her age shouldn’t be out then.”

“She’s fourteen years old,” he sneered. “I was out on the streets when I was twelve.”

“Oh, well. If that’s how you want to raise her.” Luke was a gearhead that was also an ass. I didn’t have time for this. My bath was definitely calling my name now that I was soaking wet. I tossed the towel back to Frankie and pulled my jacket over my head again. “You’re welcome for bringing your sister home.”

“I didn’t ask you to.”

“I know,” I turned to Frankie and smiled. “I’ll see ya tomorrow.” She nodded her head at me, smiling, and I turned to walk out the door. I twisted the handle, and the door blew into me, rain pouring in. I glance back at Luke one time, a scowl on his face, and figured the pouring rain was better company than he was.

I pulled the door shut behind me and sprinted to my car, dodging puddles. 

Once I was safely in my car, I looked up at the two-story building and sighed. I wish I could say this was a hole in the wall garage, but it was far from that. The building itself was a dark blue aluminum siding with huge neon letters that boasted, Skid Row Kings Garage, also known as SRK Garage. There were five bay doors that I’m assuming is where they pulled the cars into and over the office part is where I believe they lived. It was monstrous. Everyone in town took their cars here, especially the street racing crowd.

I had never been here before, mainly because I have never really needed repairs done on my car. I always went to the big chain stores to get my oil changed and thankfully hadn’t needed any major repairs.

I started my car, thankful to be headed home. I turned around, the big looming building in my review as I headed down the street.

Hopefully, that was the last time I would ever step foot in Skid Row Kings garage and never see Luke again. He seemed like a total ass.
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Luke

“Why the hell didn’t you call me to come and pick you up?”

“Would you have even answered the phone?”  Frankie tossed the towel over her shoulder and grabbed her book bag she had dropped by the shop door. “I need to change,” she mumbled, heading up the stairs to the right of the shop door.

I ran my fingers over my head and sighed. “Fuck.” I had screwed up again with Frankie. Now she was relying more on strangers than she was me. I jogged up the stairs, trying to catch up to her, only to see her duck into the bathroom and slam the door shut behind her.

“Frankie, I’m sorry,” I said through the door. I leaned my shoulder against the door frame and rested my head against the wall. “Next time call, and I promise I’ll answer.”

“Next time why don’t you do what you said you would and just pick me up without me having to call and remind you.” She opened the door, glaring at me. “It’s Thursday, and you’ve only managed to pick me up once this week. The only reason you did remember was because you were waiting for a parts delivery.” She stormed past me and headed into the kitchen.

“I’ll make dinner tonight, Frankie. You don’t need to worry about it.”

She shook her head and grabbed a kettle down from the cabinet. “Thanks, but I’ll do it. I’d like to eat now, not three hours from now when you finish up with the car.”

“I just have to finish up one thing on the car tonight and then I’ll make dinner.”

“Luke, I’m not stupid. You head back down there to finish one thing and then you get stuck doing two other things. Before you know it, it’s midnight, and I haven’t eaten dinner yet. I’m making mac and cheese, and then I’m going to bed. I’ll leave some on the stove for you guys so you can eat later.” She slammed the pot into the sink and turned the water on, filling it up.

Dammit, she reminded me of Mom when she acted like this. I fucked up, and she wasn’t going to let me get away with it. I couldn’t really tell her she was wrong because that was exactly what happened every time. “I promise not to be long. When we finish on the car we can stay up and watch a movie.”

Frankie shook her head and set the pot on the stove. “I have school in the morning, Luke. I can’t stay up till one o’clock watching Fast and the Furious with you guys.” 

“Yo, Luke, get your ass down here!” Shit. If Kurt was calling for me, I knew whatever he wanted wasn’t going to be good.

“You better go, Luke.” Frankie waved a spoon at me and turned her back to me.

Shit. I never seemed to be able to get things right with Frankie. I always fucked up somehow. “Half an hour tops, I promise.” 

Frankie just waved her arm over her head at me. I headed back down the stairs to see Kurt and Mitch standing at the bottom of the stairs. “Where the hell did you go?” Mitch asked.

“I fucking forgot to pick up Frankie again.” 

“Dude, that’s the third time this week.”

“No shit, captain obvious.” I shut the door behind me and walked into the bay area of the shop. My Dodge Charger laid in pieces around the shop, waiting for me to put it back together.

“I told you to set an alarm on your phone, man. Particularly with the thunderstorm rolling through today, you should have been there.” Kurt walked over to the car, leaning on the fender.

“You fuckers could help me remember this shit.” I grabbed a shop towel off the bench and shoved it in my back pocket. 

“Hey, you’re the one who said you were in charge and technically, you are her guardian. I’m just her older, more attractive, brother.”

“Yeah, well, I’m fucking it up royally. Mom and Dad have only been gone a year, and it feels like ten.” I leaned against the car, looking down at the huge hole where the transmission should be.

“You’re not doing that bad,” Mitch said, standing next to me, his hand resting on my shoulder.

“How did Frankie get home?” Kurt asked.

“The librarian gave her a ride home.”

“No shit. Was she, at least, one of those sexy librarians? The ones who make you want to stay after school and work on extra credit?” Kurt winked.

“Uh, not sure. She was soaking wet and being a bitch to me about not picking up Frankie. She definitely looked like a librarian. All buttoned up and prissy.”

“Damn, I’m more into the naughty librarians, not actual librarians.” Kurt winced and walked over to the lever to raise the car in the air. “You need to check this out. When you blew up the engine last time, you fried the linkage to the tranny. This is going to be a hell of a lot more work than we thought.”

Mitch and I backed away and watched the car slowly rise into the air. “It wasn’t my fault the fucking motor blew. The damn gauges went out in the car, and I was driving blind.”

“Yeah, well, now you know next time that winning the race isn’t fucking worth all the work we need to get done before Street Wars in three weeks.”

We all crowded under the car and looked up. “Jesus fucking Christ. You mean to tell me you didn’t feel the engine about to blow?” Kurt asked, whistling through his teeth.

“Yeah, well, apparently not.” Kurt and Mitch had been giving me shit for the past week since I fucking blew up the engine. It was getting real old, and I was ready to just get the fucking thing fixed and get over it. “You boys ready to be up all night?”

“Good thing I canceled my plans for tonight.” Mitch grabbed the air ratchet, hooking it up to the air hose while Kurt rolled the tool cart under the car.

“What other plans did you have other than some quality time with your hand and PornHub?” Kurt asked, pulling his gloves on.

Mitch raised his hand, shooting him the bird. “I get ten times the action you do.

“Yeah, how about some names? You always say you get all the action, but we never see these girls you talk about.” This was typical between Kurt and Mitch. They were only eleven months apart in age and always in competition with each other.

I’m thirty-two, Mitch is twenty-nine, and Kurt is twenty-eight. Frankie had been a huge surprise to Mom and Dad. Hell, she was a huge surprise to all of us. I was seventeen when Mom and Dad came home with a baby. I was only around for two years of Frankie’s life before I got a place of my own. 

So, you can only imagine how much of an adjustment it was to the both of us when I became her guardian. I had owned Skid Row Kings garage for the past five years with an ever growing clientele base every year. 

Growing up, we had lived on the wrong side of the tracks, also known as Skid Row around here. Where it was a fifty/fifty chance of getting out alive or in a body bag. Mom and Dad worked their asses off, but there was always only so much money to go around. 

Now, SRK Garage was on the right side of the tracks and all four us had made it out. When I was searching for a name to the garage, I couldn’t think of a name until one night after a drag race Kurt had won, and someone in passing had called us the Skid Row Kings. The name stuck and the garage was built.

“Alright, fuckers. Let’s get to work. This is going to take a hell of a lot more time than one night.”

Kurt, Mitch and I worked till two o’clock in the morning, and we barely put a dent into all the work that needed to be done.

By the time we dragged our asses up the stairs, Frankie was fast asleep, and the food she had left on the stove for us was dried out and crusty. Kurt popped two pizzas into the oven while I took a quick shower, washing off the grit and dirt from the day. I pulled on a pair of sleep pants and dropped my dirty towel in the hamper. I grabbed my toothbrush and slathered some toothpaste on.

My thoughts kept going back to Violet and the way she had looked at me today. Almost as if she thought she was better than me. I hadn’t had someone look at me like that since I had lived with Mom and Dad. Back then, everyone thought they were better than us.

No one was better than me, and the next time I ran into Violet, I would let her know exactly that.

=_=_=_=_=_=_=_=_=_=_=_=
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Violet

Ugh. I was dragging ass today, and I really didn’t see things getting any better.

I had woken up after a restless night sleep thanks to the pounding rain on my roof and the never-ending drip of water that was next to my bed. I had put a pot under it, but I was afraid the whole night it would overflow so I woke up every couple of hours to check on it.

After I had showered, realizing halfway through I was out of conditioner, I realized this day was going to suck.

I had broken the zipper on my favorite black skirt and couldn’t find another skirt to match the shirt I had on. I ended up grabbing a tight black pencil skirt I hated wearing because it hugged my hips too much, making me self-conscious.

After I had slipped on my kitten heel pumps, I walked down the short hallway to the kitchen, tugging on my skirt the whole way. I walked straight to the Keurig, knowing this was the only thing that was going to make my day bearable.

I grabbed a pod of coffee, popped it into the machine, filled it up with water and hit the start button. I waited to hear the quiet little hum it always did, but nothing happened. The light lit up, but the little coffee nymphs inside were dead. I banged on it, unplugged, plugged, prayed to the coffee Gods, but nothing helped. My Keurig had bit the dust.

After I had banged my head against the cabinet, I knew I needed to find coffee and try to get to the store before work. I scoured my cabinets, finding a container of instant coffee, and down two cups. My Keurig had spoiled me for instant coffee. It just wasn’t the same.

I grabbed my purse, slinging it over my shoulder and glanced at the clock, realizing I was going to have to wait till after work to run to the store.

Now it is three o’clock, and I am counting down the hours until I could clock out and get to the store. My two cups of crap coffee had worn off two hours into the day, and I had been doing everything to stay awake since. I should have skipped looking for the instant coffee and used that time to head to the coffee shop this morning.

I was leaning against the front desk, counting the lines on a sheet of paper when Frankie walked in, headed to the far table. She waved shyly at me, her cheeks blushing but didn’t stop to talk. There goes my idea of talking to her when she came in. I figured she would have at least come over and said hi.

I grabbed the piece of paper in front of me, crumpling it up and tossed it into the garbage. I needed to talk to someone, or I was going to fall asleep. It looked like Frankie was going to talk to me even if she didn’t want to.

It was Friday afternoon, and it was normally dead at this time. Most kids didn’t come to the library Friday nights because they had other things to do and could work on their homework at home over the weekend.

“Hey, fancy meeting you here,” I said, pulling the chair out from across the table from her. I sounded like an idiot, but I was running on fumes at this point.

Frankie laughed and shook her head at my lame attempt at humor. I was definitely dorkier than funny. “I wanted to get some reading done, and it’s much quieter here than at the shop. Plus, if I come home early, I normally get stuck answering the phones while Luke, Kurt, and Mitch take care of everything in the back.”

“Ah, that’s why you’re here almost every day. Trying to avoid your brothers.”

“Not really avoid so much as try to get my homework done without dirt and grease smudges all over it.”

“Hmm, I hear you on that, although when I was growing up, it was cake batter and icing rather than dirt and grease.” Frankie looked at me like I was crazy. “My mom and dad owned a bakery. We lived in the apartment overtop, but I always did my homework down in the bakery.”

“That’s pretty cool. At least, you can eat what they make. At the shop, all I see is cars coming and going all day.”

“Yeah, it was pretty fun.”

“So how come you work here if your parents own a bakery?”

“My mom and dad both passed away four years ago. First, my dad had a heart attack, and I swear my mom died of a broken heart four months later. I have never met two people who were more in love than they were.” I still remember it like yesterday. I knew my mom missed my dad something fierce, but I never realized how much until she died. One day she was fine and the next she was gone.

“So you’re just like my brothers and me. Although my parents died in a car accident a little over a year ago.”

“I’m sorry, Frankie,” I said, reaching across the table and squeezing her hand.

“It’s OK,” she shrugged. “I still miss them, but it seems to hurt a little bit less every day.” Such strong words for a girl who was only fourteen.

“So you live with all of your brothers over the shop, then?” I don’t know why I was asking about her brothers. The one I had managed to meet yesterday was a total tool, and I’m sure the other two weren’t any better.

“Yeah, there’s four bedrooms, huge kitchen and living room above the shop. It’s nicer than anything I’ve ever lived in before. Luke always said he was going to have a nice house when he grew up. He definitely got it.”

Wow, there was that much space above the shop? That was impressive. When we had lived above the bakery, there was only one bedroom, and I slept on the pull out sofa. “At least, you have your own room.”

“Yeah, Luke was nice and gave me the master bedroom, although all the rooms are basically the same size.”

Master bedroom at fourteen. This girl was going to have a rude awakening when she moved out and saw how tiny some apartments could be. I swear I could stand in the middle of my bedroom and touch all four walls. Well, not really, but you get how small my room was. 

“Well, I need to finish up some filing I’ve been putting off all day in fear it will put me to sleep, but I can’t avoid it anymore. I’ll see ya Monday.” I stood, giving a little wave to Frankie and headed back to the front desk. I only had two and a half hours until the end of the day, and I was not about to fall asleep now.

By the time I looked up at the clock it was already five to seven, and I had just gotten all the paperwork and filing done that I need to today. 

“Bye,” Frankie waved, walking out the front door. 

“See ya,” I replied, walking over to the stacks of books, ready to shut down. 

After walking up and down all the aisles and turning all the lights off, I was ready to get the hell out of here. 

I was surprised to see Frankie sitting on the front steps, waiting.

“Hey, you need a ride?” I asked, sitting down next to her.

“No, surprisingly not. Luke just called and said he’ll be here any minute.”

Well, score one point for Luke. He had remembered his sister today. “Ok,” I stood up, brushing off my butt and made my way down the stairs. “Bye.”

I walked over to my car, unlocking the doors and throwing my purse in the back. I needed to run to the store to get a new Keurig and then I was heading home to more than likely pass out.

As I slid in, I saw a jacked up truck pull up to the library with the Skid Row Kings logo on it. All the windows were rolled down, music pouring out of it and Luke in the passenger seat. What an ass monkey.

I put my key in the ignition, turning the key and it made a horrible grating noise. Shit. I let go of the key, hoping no one had heard that. I tried it again, and the noise sounded more horrible than the last. Double shit.

I looked up just in time to see Luke hop down from his truck and head over my way. No. No, no, no. I did not want King Douche coming over here. I tried the key one last time, hoping that it would miraculously start, but it just made the horrible noise again.

“Stop,” Luke yelled, waving his arms in the air.

I slammed my hand on the steering wheel and cursed the man for actually being on time to pick up his sister.

“Pop the hood,” he yelled, standing in front of the car.

I shook my head no, not wanting this jackass anywhere near my car. He propped his hands on his hips and stared me down. I wasn’t going to budge.

He shook his head and walked back over to his truck. Thank god I didn’t need to fight him off. I grabbed my phone out of my purse, realizing I wasn’t going to be able to get home tonight and needed to call for a tow. Except I had no idea who the hell to call for a tow. I looked up and saw Luke walking back over to my car, a huge screwdriver in his hand. What the hell was he doing? He stuck the screwdriver into the front of my car and the next thing I knew he was raising the hood of my car.

“Hey!” I yelled, jumping out of the car. “You can’t do that. I didn’t ask you to help me.” I rounded the front of the car to see him leaning into the engine looking at Lord knows what, because when it came to cars, I was less than educated.

“I’m just trying to help. It sounds like your alternator is shot.”

“Well, thank you very much, but I think I’ll take it to the mechanics, and they can tell me what’s wrong with it.” I held my phone in his face, shaking it.

“No one is going to answer. Kurt and Mitch both went out for the night.”

“I’m not calling Skid Row Kings.”

“Well, whoever else you call is going to charge you an arm and a leg just for the tow.”

Shit. He was probably right. I knew the big chain store I regularly took my car to for an oil change wasn’t going to be able to help with whatever was wrong with my car. “Well, whatever. I’m just going to walk home, and I’ll figure it out tomorrow.”

“On a Saturday? Are you looking to get robbed?”

Ugh, shit, it was Saturday tomorrow. Shit, shit, shit. “Whatever, it’s not your problem.” I grabbed my purse out of the back seat and pulled my cardigan tight around me, feeling a slight chill in the air and knew the over two-mile walk to my apartment was going to be a cold one. “Shit.” It looked like tomorrow was going to be another instant coffee morning because there was no way in hell I was going to be able to make the five-mile walk to the store. When you had a car, it didn’t seem too far, but now that I had to potentially walk everywhere, the store might as well be in Timbuktu.

“Hop in the truck, I’ll give you a ride home.” He shut the hood and stuck the screwdriver in the back pocket of his jeans.

“No thanks. I’ll just walk home, and I could use the exercise when I walk to the store tomorrow. I’ll be okay. Have a nice night,” I said, turning my back on him, dismissing him.

“You’re going to walk to the store tomorrow? You do know a thunderstorm is rolling in tonight, and it’s supposed to rain all day tomorrow?” Double damn. There goes my plan of walking to the store.

“I guess I’ll just have to wait another day to go to the store.”

“Or, you could get in the truck, we could drop Frankie off at home and then I can take you to the store and then back to your apartment.”

Dammit, that sounded like a good plan. All except for dropping Frankie off at home. “Why can’t Frankie come with us?”

“Because my Aunt is at the shop and she had plans to go to the movies with Frankie tonight.”

I ran my fingers through my hair and looked at the man who was standing in front of me. He annoyed the hell out of me, but he was offering me the opportunity to get my beloved Keurig and not have to walk ten miles to get it. “How much is it going to cost me?” He was going to be my personal taxi for the next hour. I had to pay him for gas at least.

“For the ride, nothing seeing as you brought Frankie home last night. For fixing your car, I’ll get back to you on that. Mitch will have to pick it up with the flatbed in the morning.”

“You don’t need to fix my car.”

“Then who else is going to do it? Sure as hell not where you got your damn oil changed.”

How the hell did he know where I got my oil changed? Could he tell just by looking under the hood? “How do you-” I started but was cut off when he pointed at the sticker on my windshield. Oh, that.

“I’m leaving now. Get in the truck or start walking.” Luke turned back to the truck, not giving me a second glance.

Shit. What the hell was I supposed to do? I didn’t want to owe this man any favors, but I really didn’t have another choice. I looked down the road in the direction of my apartment and sighed. I really didn’t want to walk.

I heard Luke start his truck and knew I had to make up my mind.

“Shit.” I headed towards his truck, hoping I had made the right decision.
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