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Part Five

Evan stared at the clock's second hand as it circled around and around. It was slow but constant, ticking down each second towards his release. He was the only one sitting in detention on Friday. The only one keeping Mrs. Schuler company as she graded papers for her English class.

He glanced at the door and wished for the thousandth time that he could make a break. He was getting together with CJ tonight. It was their first chance to be alone since she'd moved back with her folks earlier this week. He saw her every day and they texted and called each other, but it wasn't enough. Not after she'd lived with him for two days.

He'd spent so much time away from her that his calluses were getting calluses. Sex wasn't the only reason he missed her, but he was eighteen years old! It wasn't fair expecting him to go from getting some two to four times a day to nothing at all for half a week.

Evan let out a sigh and shook his head. It wasn't the sex he missed most. He missed feeling her skin against his while they slept together on his bed. He'd come to love knowing she'd be right there anytime he looked over and could talk to her whenever he wanted. Having CJ with him and being there to listen to her and experience the little things with her— that's what he really missed.

So yeah, he couldn't wait to get out of here and go see CJ. His dad hadn't been happy about him getting detention for fighting, but after he'd explained himself and owned up to it, he'd backed off. He'd expected to end up grounded until baseball started in three weeks, but his dad had just let it go. Now he hoped CJ's dad was willing to do the same.

Evan winced at the thought of his girlfriend's father. The last time he'd seen the man, Mr. Wixon had chased Evan off his porch. It was that or get punched again. CJ said she'd talked to him and he'd cooled down, but that didn't make Evan look forward to their next encounter.

"What's wrong, did you start liking detention?"

Evan jerked his head over to Mrs. Schuler and then to the clock. Detention was over! He scrambled to his feet and shook his head. "No, ma'am! Sorry, I got distracted."

She smiled. "Well get out of here then. Have a good weekend and I hope I never see you in here again."

"Thanks, me too!"

Evan hurried out of the room and made his way through the almost abandoned school to the bike racks. His was the only one left this late. He unlocked it and pulled it out, anxious to get moving when he realized it wasn't moving right. He glanced down.

"You're fucking kidding me!" he howled. Both tires were flat and the tire stem caps were missing. He spun around, searching the ground until he saw both of them near the steel rack. He shoved them in his pocket and put pressure on the tires to see if they could hold him up for a short time. The rims rode the ground, insulated by the rubber but not by air.

His arms trembled with rage as he turned the bike and started walking it. His walk turned into an awkward jog. He had a date to keep!

Evan was breathing hard and suffering from having his shins banged up by the pedals a dozen times to  many by the time he made it to the street in front of the school. He could see the gas station a few blocks ahead, they'd have air there. He pushed on, thankful that he'd been running all week after CJ moved back home. The jogging he'd done with her had shown him how out of shape he'd gotten. If she liked running now he was going to make damn sure he could do it with her.

His shirt was clinging to his back by the time he jogged into the parking lot. He made his way to the air machine and leaned his bike against it with a fresh curse. It took quarters and he didn't have any. He stomped inside, breathing hard and wondering if the stinging in his shins meant blood was running down them. The teeth on his pedals were plastic, but they'd dug into his legs enough they must have done some damage.

He emerged a minute later with a Cherry Coke and enough change to power the air compressor. He fed a quarter in and inflated both tires before checking them for leaks. Once he was sure they hadn't been slashed he put the stem caps on and chugged half his Coke. He slid the bottle in the holder on his frame and mounted up carefully. A few test bounces later he grunted and jammed his foot down, pushing himself forward.

A car honked, forcing him to jerk himself to the right to avoid being run over. He glanced back and was about to flip the driver off when he noticed they'd pulled into the parking lot and he'd been the one to get in their way. Angry and embarrassed, he scowled and pumped his pedals harder, shooting between the two aisles of gas pumps and angling back to the other exit from the parking lot.

Evan pushed himself hard, anxious to make up for lost time. He should have texted her and told her what happened, but he didn't want to waste the time. What would five or ten minutes matter, anyhow?

He coasted into her community and up into her driveway several minutes later. With the bike still moving he slipped off the seat and jogged it to a stop beside her father's truck. He glanced at the aging vehicle and looked away as a chill ran down his back. If Mr. Wixon insisted on chaperoning them the entire time he was there, it was going to be horrible.

Evan parked his bike beside the driveway and walked up to the front porch. Now that he wasn't racing along and the wind wasn't cooling him down he realized how sweaty he was. He stared down at himself and held his arms up and shook them, trying to get the air to dry his arm pits. Did he stink like BO? He sniffed himself but couldn't tell.

The front door to CJ's trailer opened. Evan slammed his arms to his side and prayed CJ wouldn't see him blushing. It turned out he didn't need to worry, it was Mr. Wixon, not CJ. Or maybe he had something different he needed to worry about.

"Oh...uh, hi Mr. Wixon, I'm here to—"

"I know why you're here," he cut him off. "I wanted to talk to you before you came in."

"Oh...okay," Evan said. He jerked his head up when he realized Mr. Wixon had said that he could come in. "What's up?"

Ron Wixon turned and looked back at his trailer. He sighed and shook his head. "That's my family, Evan. My girls, all three of them."

"Three?" Evan asked. CJ and LJ were his only daughter. Unless... "Oh! Mrs. Wixon, sorry."

Mr. Wixon nodded. "I watched you grow up. Time and again I thought that if I'd had a son I wondered if he'd be like you."

Evan swallowed. "Um, thanks. I think."

"I guess that's a good thing. You've done good, by and large. I need to ask you a question. You look me in the eye and you tell me what it is about Chelsie June you want? She's a pretty girl. Prettier than her me and her mama ever expected we could make. Is that all you see, a pretty girl?"

"No sir!" Evan rushed to say. "I mean, yes, she is pretty— beautiful, even— but that's not it."

He regarded Evan for a long and awkward moment. "Then what?"

Evan considered the question. There were so many great things about CJ he could tell him. Well, maybe not the ones he'd learned a few days ago, but the way she made him feel when she laughed at his jokes or cheered him on when he was playing one of his sports. Or just how awesome it was spending time with her and listening to her get excited when she talked about something she liked.

"Cat got your tongue?" Mr. Wixon prompted.

Evan shook his head. "Sorry. No, I just... I don't know how to explain it, really. I guess it is about CJ being beautiful. Her smile warms me up and makes my morning better when I see it. How excited she gets when we go for a walk in the woods or go swimming together. Spending time with her and talking to her. Listening to her and letting her help me figure things out. Planning the future we want to have. I just love being with her, Mr. Wixon. It doesn't matter what we're doing, just doing it with her makes me feel like I'm the person I want to grow up to be."

Ron stared at him for a long moment, adding brick after brick to the load on Evan's shoulders. He gave a nod and turned back to look at his trailer. "She deserves the best. Better than we can give her. Better than maybe you too, but she's not no high maintenance girl. She's got a head on her shoulders that I hope her sister learns someday."

Evan grinned. It made him want to laugh to learn that LJ's antics weren't lost on her parents. He forced his smile away and agreed with CJ's father. "Yes, sir, she is special. I know we're young and we do a lot of stupid things, but spending time with CJ isn't one of them. I've been wanting to be with her since we were pushing each other off swings in grade school."

Mr. Wixon's lips twisted up in a smile. He coughed and wiped the grin away before reaching for a cigarette. "I guess you kids ain't kids no more. Eighteen, or so Chelsie June keeps telling me. Well, go on in, but keep in mind the thrashing I gave you the other day was a mistake. I'm sorry about that, but if she gets hurt because of you, expect a whole lot more of that."

Evan drew himself up and looked straight in Mr. Wixon's eyes. "Mr. Wixon, if I ever hurt CJ you'll have to stand in line. I'll be beating myself up first, then my dad. I'll be sure to save some for you too."

Mr. Wixon smiled again and nodded. "Get in there, Evan. She's been nervous as a cat in a room full of sleeping dogs about seeing you. It's a nice day out, I'm going to finish my cigarette out here."

Evan smiled and nodded. He felt the same way. He walked up to the porch and opened the door. The familiar stink of cigarette smoke hit him as he took in the living room. CJ sprang off the couch she was sitting on and rushed to him. He barely had time to take in the sundress she was wearing before she hugged him and kissed him.

Evan kissed her back, forgetting for a blissful moment where they were. CJ's taste and smell overpowered him and left him feeling light headed. The growing bulge in his pants didn't help either, nor did it help when CJ pressed herself against him. Her sister, Laura June, whistled a catcall and brought them back to their senses.

"I'm so sorry," CJ said as soon as she pulled back from him. Her lipstick was smudged and her eyes were shimmering. Her nostrils flared and her eyelids fluttered. She let out her breath and whispered, "You smell soooo good."

Evan tilted his head. He was sweaty and gross, how could she think that was
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