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Chapter 1
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Sage Lewis looked up from her laptop when someone sat down heavily with a huff across from her. She didn’t bother hiding her smirk, which turned into a grin, then a full belly laugh when she saw her best friend’s frazzled expression. Because she had arrived at the coffee shop before Rachael, Sage gently pushed the cup of coffee she’d ordered toward the other woman.

Sage propped her elbow on the table, placed her chin in her cupped hand, and smiled, anticipating what her friend would tell her. “Rough day at the office, Dear?”

“You have no idea,” Rachael said as she moaned when she picked up the coffee, sniffed it, then took a careful sip. She didn’t open her eyes until she had taken several more sips, then straightened her spine, sighed heavily, and settled in her seat to look at Sage. She had a death grip on the cup of coffee she had cradled to her chest as the caffeine helped to wake her up.

“Thank you for the coffee, and for agreeing to meet me. I know we don’t see each other often, but it’s great seeing you whenever we’re together. That’s what I like about our friendship. We are still best friends since high school, and though we don’t see each other all the time, we can pick up right where we left off.”

“I agree,” Sage said as she sipped her own coffee and discreetly closed the tab she had opened on the computer and looked at her friend. “What is this meeting about? Not that I don’t mind meeting you, but you made it sound like it was life or death. I will admit that it has me wondering if I have done something wrong. Or are you experiencing a crisis of some sort?”

“I’m pissed at you,” Rachael didn’t bother to curb her words, but she had leaned in so that others in the coffee shop didn’t overhear their conversation. “I don’t know whether to slap you, or kick your ass.” The way it was said caused Sage to frown, because there was no heat behind Rachael’s words. Her tone said she could have been talking about what to cook for dinner.

“What did I do?” Sage asked in total confusion. “I don’t think I did anything.”

“You didn’t, that’s just it. You never do, and this year, I’m going to drag you there by the hair on your head. I don’t care if you’re kicking and screaming, you will be there this time!”

Sage reached out and took the cup of coffee away from Rachael and glared at her. “Speak in a normal language, you don’t get this back until you do.”

Instead of fighting for her cup back, Rachael pointed to Sage’s laptop. “Open to your Facebook page so I can prove that you won’t be lying to me when I yell at you again.”

With both coffees at her elbow, she did as requested and smiled when Rachael changed seats to look at the computer. Rachael was smiling as she took over, her expression showing triumph, however, in less than two minutes she scowled and looked at her with a confused look. Not so cocky any longer. “It’s not here.”

“What are you looking for?”

“The class Facebook page.”

“I’m not on it.”

“What the hell not?” She grabbed her coffee and settled back in the chair, but held up her hand as she sipped. “Don’t answer that yet. I asked you to meet me because I want answers. If they aren’t good answers, I’m going to drag you kicking and screaming to the reunion.

“What are you talking about?”

“You graduated with me, right? We sat next to each other, because our last names started with the same letter. We were best friends in weeks of you coming to the school.”

“Yes, all that is correct.” Sage looked at her like she had gone off her meds, not understanding what Rachael was trying to say.

“Okay, in one month, we’re having our thirty-year high school reunion. We had one for five, one for ten, one for twenty, now we’re about to have our thirtieth. I’m here to ask, no I’m going to demand to know why you have never attended one of them. We post it all over the page, but you don’t have it on your own page.” She typed on the computer, brought up what she was talking about, and clicked the button for her to join. It was immediately accepted, and Rachael showed it to Sage.

“See, it’s right there. The question is, why haven’t you been on this page, all these years, and why haven’t you ever attended?”

“Honestly?”

“Of course, you dummy.”

“Because I’ve never been invited.”

“Excuse me?”

“I have never been invited to any of the reunions.” Sage settled back in her seat with her own cup of cooling coffee cradled in her hand, and close to her chest. She drew in a deep breath, and let it out in a heavy sigh.

“I moved to your school in November of our senior year. I was in my previous school from kindergarten until two months into my senior year. There was no way for me to stay behind, so I had to move with Mom and Dad when he was transferred to where your school was. No one from my old school invites me to anything either, because I didn’t graduate with them. No one invites me from the school I graduated from because no one either knows me, or remembers me. You are the only person from the class that ever befriended me, and then kept up the friendship all these years. I guess if you want to get technical, you could say I fell through the cracks.”

“Damn,” she said, then pulled out her phone and looked at her. “The senior class officers are the ones in charge of the reunions. I’m going to send a text to Brandon, he was the vice-president of the class.” She did as she said, and sat back to sip her coffee as she waited for a response. In the meantime, she also reached over to the other seat and pulled her bag over to them. She dug in it, pulled out a folder and laid it on the table.

When she opened it, she started pulling out papers, but paused when her phone indicated a text message. She looked at it, frowned, then started typing furiously. That went on for a good eight minutes of the back and forth, then she jumped to her feet and stormed out. 

Sage could see her through the window talking with someone on the phone, and she paced up and down the sidewalk. She stamped her foot when she hung up on the person, and came back in to sit next to her.

“That was Brandon, you saw the text I sent him. He sent one back that he had no clue who you were. When my fingers couldn’t yell at him fast enough, I stepped outside to call him. He still can’t remember you. I told him to look you up in the yearbook.”

“I’m not in it,” Sage said quietly.

“Excuse me? Yes, you are. You signed mine and I signed yours.”

“Yes, we did sign each other’s, but if you recall, we filled the next to the last page, the one that was blank. You also signed mine by your picture, but since I didn’t have a photo in the book, I signed either the inside cover or the back cover.”

“Why weren’t you in the yearbook?”

“I was in some candid shots, but not the head shots. I missed the cut off date by two weeks.”

“Well, that sucks.”

“Yeah, but it’s my life. Why are you so set on me attending this year?”

“I’ve always wanted you to attend, I thought you had something going on for the past ones, and couldn’t attend.”

“Will everyone be there? I’m only asking, because I still, to this day, thirty years later, don’t know everyone. We had how many students in our class?”

“Two hundred and fourteen.”

“Yeah, I moved from the school that only had forty-five students in the senior class.”

“Oh, shit, yeah, if you didn’t interact with them over the years, then you wouldn’t have known everyone in that short amount of time.” She looked at Sage when she started to giggle.

“What?” Rachael asked in confusion. Hoping her friend wasn’t laughing at her for wanting her to attend the reunion.

“There was someone that I thought was cute, but it seemed like the entire class either ignored him, or picked on him until they needed his help.”

“Was he a geek? Someone who was smart?” Rachael asked as she grabbed Sage’s laptop and brought up something on there and Sage saw it was their senior class pictures. Rachael immediately went to the ‘L’ and swore when she saw her photo, but not Sage’s.

“Huh, I could have sworn your photo was in there.”

“Nope, I do have one in the school I have moved from, but whenever anyone asks my former classmates, they only say that I didn’t graduate. They didn’t explain further that I didn’t graduate at that school, but I moved and graduated at the new one, yours.”

“Damn, that must have sucked.” 

“Not really, I got used to it, and I wasn’t at the new school for long. Only from November to May, then I went to college.”

Rachael looked at the photos on the screen, then back at Sage with a grin. “So, what was this guy’s name? The one you thought was cute?”

“No clue,” Sage laughed, then giggled at Rachael’s expression of shock.

“Sorry, I deserved that. Describe him to me.”

“Tall, dark hair, he rode a motorcycle, and the vehicle he drove to school was always an older model. Not the new fancy ones that most of the guys drove. Oh, and though his clothes were clean, his hands were stained with grease or something.”

Rachael frowned as they leaned in and looked at the senior photos, and Sage pointed when she spotted the man she thought had been cute thirty years ago. “Him.”

“Johnny?”

“Is that his name?”

“Yes, Johnny Wilson. His hands were always dirty, and he drove the older model vehicles because his family owned a garage. He, Johnny, was always working in the family’s garage, and drove the vehicles he worked on. Don’t quote me on this, but I overheard him once, it was a year or two before you came, but he was talking to the shop teacher about where he gets the cars from. He would go to the junk yard, and ask them if they had cars that still ran. He would buy them, take them to the garage, work on them with his grandfather, and then the two of them would put them back together. Once he drove them for about a month, he would sell them to finance their next project.”

“Wow, that was smart.”

“Yeah, it’s my understanding that Johnny and his grandpa did that, while his brother, don’t ask me his name, I couldn’t tell you, and their father would work on the newer cars like the other guys in our class would drive.”

“I heard one of those jocks ask Johnny once what was wrong with his car. Johnny only had him start it, shut it off, lift the hood, and five minutes later, had the guy start it again, and it sounded quieter. After that, whenever anyone tried to pick on Johnny, that guy, don’t remember his name, would tell them to back off.”

“Shit,” Rachael said as she did something with the folder she’d pulled earlier, and addressed an envelope right there, and then ran outside and slipped it into the mailbox out on the sidewalk. When she returned, she grinned as she handed the same thing to Sage.

“I just mailed an invitation to Johnny and this one is yours. As we were talking about him, I realized that he had never attended any of the reunions either. Oh, and you can bring a plus one. I’m bringing my husband.”

Sage snorted a sound. “As if I would have anyone to bring.”

“Are you not dating anyone?”

“Oh, I go out on dates, but the pickings are slim.” She raised her hand to cover the giggle that escaped. “They are either total Mama’s boys, wannabe alphas, or just plain stupid.”

Rachael snorted a laugh as she grabbed a napkin and wiped the coffee she spilt.

“What about you and Steve? Are you still going strong?”

“We are. We’re coming up to twenty-five years on our next anniversary.”

“How are the kids?”

“Good, I know I haven’t seen you for a few years, but something good came out of the pandemic, and I’m grateful to Steve for it.”

“What happened?”

“We were having a discussion one night, and out of the blue, Stevie said that if he ever got married, he was going to demand that his wife stays home while he works. Steve, his father, took that opportunity to turn his statement into a math problem for both Stevie and Ellie.”

“How so?”

“It took him a couple of days, but he made up lists. He didn’t give them to the kids all at once. They had a week to research what was on the list, and Steve wanted three quotes for each item.”

“Can you tell me what the items were?”

“Daycare, a chef, a housekeeper, and what their duties would be if they were hired. Once that was done, he gave them another list for household chores, what should be done on a daily and or weekly basis, how much time it would take to complete, and the cost of doing it. It took three months to have them do all their research, then Steve sat them down and explained that what they had done was what a stay-at-home wife and or mother would do. If he wants his wife to stay home, is he willing to pay her for her services based on what they researched, because Steve went on to explain that her, Stevie’s future wife, not getting paid is not an option. She would need to plan for her own retirement, meaning when the kids left for college, and not be left penniless when she wouldn’t be able to draw social security when the time came. During the entire pandemic, we did their schooling, and taught them about life, and even had them learn how to do their own laundry, and cook for themselves. The entire shut-down was a learning experience for both of them, and us too. I know this is just me, but I believe it brought all of us closer together, and had the kids’ eyes opened.” She paused to sip her coffee then sat forward and put her arms on the table.

“Stevie is now in his first year of college, and it turns out that other students are coming to him to ask him how he is so put together. He’s now teaching them some of the things that Steve taught him, and he’s been on the Dean’s list twice now. Before the pandemic, that never happened. He wasn’t failing, but he wasn’t on the Honor Roll. He passed, but just barely.”

“Wow, what about Ellie?”

“She’s a junior in high school, and she too has improved her grades, before she was on the Honor Roll, now she’s on the High Honor Roll, and looks like she’ll be inducted into the National Honor Society next year.”

“That’s so cool, I’m happy for you.”

“Thank you, I was getting to the point where I thought I was raising two entitled selfish brats and was starting not to like my own children. Later, Steve told me he felt the same way, that was why he started the project. It opened their eyes to what life is all about.” They sat there in silence for a few moments before Rachael frowned at her.

“What did you mean by you went on a date with a Mama’s boy? How did you know he was one?”

Sage giggled and quickly covered her mouth to try to stop them, but she was giggling and laughing so hard, her entire body shook, and she had to reach up to grab several napkins to wipe her tears.

“Because he brought her to the date.”

“No way. You’ve got to be lying.”

“Nope, it was like a job interview. Whenever I tried to talk directly to him, Mommy got snippy and informed me that all communications would go through her. I shook my head and told her the date was over. I don’t date under-aged boys.”

“Was he under aged?”

“No, he was in his fifties.”

“Holy shit, I don’t mean to swear, but holy hell, Sage. What did you do?”

“Looked him directly in the eye and told him that until he can cut the apron strings no woman would ever date him. Then I turned and walked out.”

“Damn, now I’m kinda wondering about the other type of men you described, the wannabe alphas and the just plain stupid ones.”

Sage giggled again while wiping the humor from her eyes. “The alpha male, remember, I labeled him the wannabe, he tried to tell me he was a Dominant and what he said goes. That I would have to ask his permission for anything I wanted to do.”

“What did you do? Based on the look in your eye, you did something.”

“Yep, as soon as those words were out of his mouth, I looked him directly in his eyes and in a demure voice asked, “May I please go to the bathroom to take a shit?”

Rachael burst out laughing, and ended up wiping her own tears. “What did he say?”

“Nothing, he was stunned, then I turned into a Domme right before his eyes, making demands of him, and he actually started following them.”

“He was a submissive?”

“Yep, and I played it up, told him that he had to pour my drink, ask me what he ordered, to see if I approved of it. I forget what all I said, but the asshole followed every single demand.”

“Oh my, what else happened?”

“I had to get a restraining order against him because he would call me up and demand that I tell him what to do. He wanted me to control him.” Sage shuddered and shook her head. “I know you’re going to ask, but for the guys that were stupid, they said that because they invited me, and planned to pay for my meal, then it was my duty to go home with them. When I refused, they said then they had to come home with me. Three times that happened, the waiter or waitress was right there, and when the bill came, they had separated them, without me even asking them to do it. I thanked them, paid my bill, and left. Thank goodness I used an Uber to go on these dates. I didn’t need them to know what I drove.”

“Good for you. How’s your job coming along? Do you still work from home?”

“Yeah, I sit at a computer all day.” She didn’t elaborate, and Rachael didn’t ask any more questions. They continued to catch up on their lives and when Rachael left, she made Sage promise to be at the reunion in two months’ time. She wouldn’t leave until she got the agreement from Sage, only then did she hug her friend and left, leaving Sage to shake her head, wondering what she had just agreed to.
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Chapter 2
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Johnny “Wheels” Wilson pulled his motorcycle up to a stop outside a repair garage, shut the bike down, and slowly removed his helmet. He was slow in his movements as he looked around to see the improvements his family had made to the shop while he had been gone. Fifteen years was a long time to be away, but he was home now for the next sixty days, and planned to catch up with his family and friends.

As soon as he got off the bike, he heard something that didn’t sound right. He cocked his head to the side, heard it, and strode inside. Since he still wore his sunglasses, he didn’t have to stop to allow his eyes to adjust. He heard the noise again, and shook his head as he strode forward.

“Shut it down!” he screamed at the person sitting in the driver’s seat of the car with the hood up, and when the engine continued to rev, Wheels reached in and ripped the battery cable off and the engine quit revving.

The person jumped out of the driver’s seat and started after Wheels, he took one look at the leather clad biker before him, and stopped in his tracks. Before either one of them could say anything, a voice rang out.

“What’s going on?”

Wheels and the other guy turned to the newcomer, and Wheels allowed the younger kid to dig the hole for himself. He had to withhold his smirk when he saw the man standing there with his hands fisted and planted on his hips.

“I’m waiting,” the man barked out, and Wheels grinned, but remained silent. He also didn’t turn to look fully at the man making demands, and kept his sunglasses on.

“This asshole ripped the battery out of the engine! I was tuning it, and he came out of nowhere and attacked me!”

“If you had been listening, you would have heard the engine was about to blow!” Wheels yelled back. He didn’t like the expression on the punk’s face and turned to the older man, unable to hold back, he left his frustration out.

“For fuck’s sake, Pops, you would have beat my ass if I tuned an engine with ear buds in. As a matter of fact, I remember you actually crushed my headphones that I had around my neck.” As he’d talked to his father, he had turned fully toward him and removed his sunglasses.

“Johnny?” the man asked with a shocked expression, and in three strides, John Wilson had his son wrapped in his arms and was thumping him on the back so hard, Wheels thought he might have to make an appointment with a chiropractor to put his spine back where it belonged. He looked at his father when he stood back with his hands on his shoulders and studied him intently.

“Damn, it’s good seeing you, but we need to deal with this first. I’m not saying Jared is wrong, but did you yank the battery cables from the car?”

“Yes, he was revving it so hard that the pistons were about to explode. Also, he has his earbuds in and the music is so loud, he probably couldn’t hear it.”

“Masan said it was for more insurance,” the younger man said, then slapped a hand over his face.

“My office,” John Wilson barked out, and the three of them turned to walk in that direction. No one said a word until they walked in, and Wheels immediately went to the coffee pot and poured himself a cup, without asking. He settled his hips against the cabinet behind his father, but before anyone said anything, he removed his boot, withdrew the slim black folder, put the boot back on, and opened the wallet to hook over his belt.

“Holy shit,” John said. “You’re a federal agent?”

“Yes, we’ll get into that, I’m interested in what this punk has to say about this Masan character and insurance.” He turned his gaze to his father. “It sounds like insurance fraud to me. My question, before we go any further, is this. Dad, are you aware of anything like this kid is about to say? Are you personally responsible for any insurance scams going on in your garage?”

“No, I have a feeling once we question him, I’m going to be firing my manager.” John looked at his son, then pointed to the badge. “Which branch?”

“DEA and ATF, but I can make one phone call and have the FBI here in thirty minutes. You might want me to do that.”

“Why?” both of them asked.

“Because if what I suspect Masan is doing, then you’re going to want to get ahead of the insurance fraud that could potentially cause you to lose this shop, and go to jail.”

“Like hell, make the damn call.”

Wheels pulled his phone and walked outside. He dialed as he walked, and the phone was picked up on the third ring.

“Kessler.”

“Hey, it’s Wheels.” At the pause on the other end of the line, he grinned, then chuckled. “You know me as Johnny Wilson.”

“Oh, hey, what’s up?”

“I’m home in Virginia Beach. I just got here, and I walked into a situation. I need a forensic accountant at this address as soon as possible.” He gave the address, and explained the situation. Then he dropped the bombshell. “I would like someone from the FBI to come and go through Dad’s books. We haven’t talked to the punk yet, but from the sounds of things, there’s some sort of insurance scam going on. I don’t want my Pops to lose his life’s work when a punk is trying to cheat the system.”

“I have to ask, do you think your father is behind any of this?”

“No, I asked him, and he’s the one that told me to call who I had to in order to get an accountant here to go over the books.”

“Okay, thanks for alerting me. I’ll reach out to the FBI and get the ball rolling.” He verified the address, and admitted there was an FBI office in his area. Before they hung up, he said firmly, “Have you told the others you’ve reached home?”

“Shit, sorry, no. I’ll do that as soon as we hang up.” They said their goodbyes, then Wheels sent a group text letting Snake, and Bulldog know that he had reached home. He got the thumbs up, and then he received a text that the FBI should be there in thirty minutes and not to interrogate anyone until they were there.

“Shit,” Wheels said quietly, then went back into the office. He picked up his coffee mug and settled back behind his father.

“What did you do?” his father asked.

“I called my boss, and he’s sending someone from the FBI here to talk with this punk, and get to the bottom of things.”

“I didn’t do anything,” the kid said, and looked around wildly.

“Don’t even think it,” Wheels said coldly. “I can shoot you down before you even make it to the door.” He glared at the other man and didn’t take his eyes off of him for a second. “I made a promise to my boss that I won’t question you until the FBI get here.”

“Who are you?”

Wheels grinned, and laughed when the kid shuddered. He used his thumb to point to the older man sitting in the chair behind the desk. “I’m his son.”

“I thought he died.”

“Nope, I haven’t been home in a while, but I’m not dead.” He frowned at his father when he snorted a laugh. “What?”

“A little while? Try like sixteen years.”

“Has it been that long?”

“Yes, but I understand why, you explained it to us when you were last home.”

“Is Gramps still around? How about Mom?”

“Yes to both of them. I should send a message to let them know you’re here, but now that we’re dealing with this shit, it will have to wait. How long can you stay?”

“Sixty days, then I have to go to my next assignment. I won’t tell you now, because the kid doesn’t need to know what we’re discussing, but if you’ll have me, I’d like to spend my time with you and Mom.”

“You’re welcome, you know you are. Gramps is living with us now, but your room is still the same as when you left it.”

“Really? The same?”

“Yep, still have the posters on the wall.”

Wheels wrinkled his nose, then looked up when he saw two men dressed in suits enter the garage, and excused himself. He left the office, and approached the two of them, making sure his badge was in plain view.

“FBI?” Wheels asked as he approached with his hand out.

“Yes, you?”

“ATF and DEA. I’ll get right to the point here. I just arrived about thirty minutes before I called Kessler. I’ve been known in the past to have an ear for knowing when an engine is running wrong. Nine times out of ten, I can troubleshoot a problem within seconds. As soon as I got off my bike, I heard an engine being revved aggressively. It was so bad that when I screamed at the guy pressing the gas to shut it down, he ignored me, or he didn’t hear me because he had ear buds in. Anyway, I ripped the battery cables off to shut it down.”

“Why were you at this particular garage?”

“Oh, sorry, my father owns and operates this business. His father did the same before he retired.”

“So, it’s the family business.”

“Yes.”

“Why did you call us?”

“Because the kid said that Masan, who I later learned is Dad’s manager, told the kid that if they blow the engines then that’s more insurance money for them.” Wheels stopped when the two men exchanged looks and turned back to him with raised brows. “I have not questioned him, but I called Kessler to request a forensic accountant to go over Dad’s books. He told me he didn’t know about what Masan has been doing.”

“Do you believe him?”

“I think so, but I haven’t been back here in over fifteen years.”

“Why?”

“Because of my job. I might not look it, but I am doubly certified to be an agent for both the ATF and DEA. I use that knowledge in my work.”

“What type of work?”

Wheels looked over both his shoulders and leaned in. “I infiltrate the one percent motorcycle clubs and gather intel from the inside.”

“I heard of people like you,” one of the agents said and held up a hand. “Nothing bad, but I had wondered how big the balls of the people were that did that type of work. Again, no offense, but I applaud you for what you do. I don’t want to know, but I imagine there are stories to tell.”

“You have no idea,” Wheels said, then he stuck his hand out again. “By the way, I’m Johnny “Wheels” Wilson.”

“Wheels?”

“That’s my club name. It means that I can fix the engine on anything that has wheels on it.” He turned to point out the big overhead door and nodded. “That’s my bike. I built it from the wheels up.”

The agents from the FBI turned and looked, and Wheels saw their eyebrows raise as they turned back to look at him.

“Impressive.”

“Thanks, let’s go see my father, his name is John Wilson. I have no idea who the kid is,” he said with a shrug and turned on his heel and headed back to the office he had left his father and the employee in. Without knocking, he opened the door and walked in. As soon as he picked up the cup of coffee he had abandoned when he went to greet the men, he turned to ask if they wanted any. They declined, and Wheels introduced his father.

“I have no idea who this kid is,” he said as he pointed to the younger man, who didn’t look old enough to drink, and shrugged.

“I’m Agent Clifford, and this is Special Agent Tower, we’re with the FBI.” They both pulled out their badges and showed them to the three of them. “Agent Wilson said there might be an insurance fraud going on here?”

“I have no clue,” John said with a shake of his head. “You’ll have to talk to Phillip here. He mentioned something about charging the insurance companies more money and that’s when my son stopped the conversation to bring us in here to talk, but then he made a phone call and said to wait for you guys.”

“Okay, as of right now, no one is in trouble, we’ll get to the bottom of this, and Agent Wilson said he wanted a forensic accountant to go over your books. If you agree, or if we feel it is warranted, we’ll bring people in. However, that won’t be done until we know what’s going on.” Agent Clifford turned to look at Phillip. “What can you tell us?”

“I don’t know a lot, and I’m only talking now because I don’t want to go to jail.” He sat up, scrubbed his face with both his hands, and looked directly at John as he explained,

“About six months ago, when you were out of the garage for that week, when something happened with your father, Masan called a meeting. He said that he found a way to line his pockets, not yours, not ours, but his.” He turned to look at the agents who were taking notes. “Those were his exact words, I found a way to line my pockets.”

“Did he tell you the plan?” Special Agent Tower asked quietly.

“Not in minute detail, but he said that if one of the expensive cars come in for engine repair, then we are to do damage to it, and he would be the one to talk to the customer and to deal with the insurance company.” He turned and looked at John. “He told me that he had a special folder on the computer that he uses when something goes wrong and he needs to work with the insurance company.”

John held up his hand, then turned to look at the agents. “Does he need a lawyer?”

“Not yet,” Agent Clifford said as he turned to Phillip. “Have you ever messed up a vehicle in order for Masan to make an additional insurance claim?”

“No, well, I was going to do it with the car I was working on today, but that guy stopped me.” He had pointed to Wheels when he said it.

“What happened?” John turned to his son and asked.

“I got here, took off my helmet, and as I stretched, I heard the engine running. It sounding like it was about to blow and when I told him to shut it down, he ignored me, so I ripped the battery cables off.”

“Did he kill the engine?” John asked, then clarified at his son’s look. “Break it?”

“No, I’ll have to listen to it again, but I don’t think there’s anything wrong with it.” He shook his head and looked between Phillip and his father. “You need to reinforce the rule that no ear buds are to be worn in the garage. I know this is your place, and Masan is your employee, but from what I’ve heard so far, this punk is trying to not only scam you, but also insurance companies. You don’t want that type of reputation, or you’ll lose your business, the house, and any standing you have in the neighborhood. You don’t need a punk-ass kid taking your livelihood from you.”

John turned to look at Phillip. “It’s still in place, you’ve been written up before, Phillip. You better hope there’s nothing wrong with that car or you will be losing your job.” Then he turned to the FBI agents. “I want someone brought in to look over my computer.”

“Okay, we’ll make the call. They probably can’t be here until tomorrow. Where is this Masan person, and what are his details?”

John had anticipated that question, so he reached into his bottom drawer and pulled out Masan’s file to hand over to the agents. “It’s his complete personnel file. He’s been with me for three years. He’s on vacation this week and won’t be back until next Monday.”

The agents took the file, but didn’t look at it. They both turned to Phillip. “Do not leave town, and do not contact Masan for any reason. If we find you didn’t listen to us, there will be consequences, and they won’t be in your favor.”

“Am I free to go?”

John jumped in before anyone else could answer. “Not before you tell Johnny what you were doing when he interrupted you.” He looked at his son and received a nod. The two of them left the office for John to talk with the agents, and Wheels went over to the car and as they both reattached the battery cables, Phillip told him why the car was in the shop and what Masan had asked him to do.

“Let me get this straight, this car was in for an oil change, and Masan told you to drain the oil, replace the filter, but start it up without any fresh oil so you could blow the engine?”

“Yes, he’s done it before.”

“Christ on a cracker, kid,” Wheels said with a shake of his head as he rubbed the back of his neck. He looked up at a noise, and saw his father and the two agents only a few feet away. By the look on their faces, they had heard what Phillip had said.

“Yeah, we’ll get someone in here tomorrow,” Special Agent Tower said as he handed John his card, and glared at Phillip. “DO. NOT. LEAVE. TOWN.” They turned on their heels and walked out of the door. Leaving John to deal with his employee. He didn’t mince his words when he stared at the younger man.

“You’re a good kid, Phillip, but you need new friends. As much as I want to fire your ass, you’ve proven yourself since you’ve been here. You know your stuff, and I see a real future here for you. You’re lucky my son saved your ass, or I would have been pressing charges against you for destruction of property. Because of the amount this engine would have cost, that would have been a felony on your record.” He paused for that to sink in. “Go home for the day, and be back here at opening time tomorrow.”

Father and son watched as Phillip scrambled to clean up his work area, and within twenty minutes he hurried out the door.

John looked at his son and shook his head. “You ready to get out of here? I’m going to close up shop for the day, it’s only half an hour earlier than usual, then head home.”

“Are you going to warn Mom and Gramps that I’m with you?”

“Nope,” John said with a grin, and it all came back to Wheels as he helped his father close up the shop. It felt good to be with him again.
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