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        Julian

      

      

      I shifted into fifth gear as I merged onto I-35, quickly sliding into the left lane to get around the slow driver in front of me. This car was my baby—a ’65 Chevy Chevelle SS—and I loved putting her to the test after all the upgrades I’d done to her. New engine with a high as fuck horsepower for one. And in a city like San Antonio, TX, I could easily test her out.

      And that’s what I was doing now.

      I flew down the interstate, heading toward I-410, weaving in and out of lanes as it went from three to four, and then eventually to 5 as I headed toward Balcones Heights. Exits soon began to come from both sides, and before long, I was passing the airport on my right and bridges were soaring overhead.

      I honestly should have been thinking about where the hell I was. Balcones wasn’t somewhere you wanted to fly through, but I was on an adrenaline rush. My car was faster than it had been yet, and my hair was whipping in the wind. I was free—unstoppable. Nothing could touch me, and no one could catch me.

      My heart was racing, and a grin was stretching my lips. I lived for these moments. The moments when I could leave my day-to-day life behind and just be. It wasn’t often that I got to do this kind of thing.

      A laugh broke past my lips as I weaved through three more cars, my heart thrumming against my breastbone, echoing like a drum beat in my ears, spurring me on.

      Sirens reached my ears. The smile fell from my lips, my laugh abruptly cutting off when I saw those fucking blue and white lights flashing in my goddamn rearview mirror.

      Shit.

      I quickly downshifted and made my way to the side of the interstate, racking my brain for what excuse I could use to get out of this speeding ticket. Because God only knew what the hell he’d clocked me at. I could easily go to jail for the speed I’d been going. And with my previous record from my troublesome, younger days, they just might throw away the key, even if I hadn’t gotten in trouble in years.

      I blew out a soft breath, hoping my bad past as a reckless young adult wouldn’t fuck me over today. I prayed this officer would run my license, see I hadn’t been in trouble in years, and let me go with a high-ass speeding ticket. I’d gladly pay it if it meant I got to keep my license and I didn’t go to jail.

      I cringed when he stepped out of his car, my brain running a mile a minute to try to figure out some excuse to use. What the hell could I say? Jesus—I’d been weaving in and out of traffic, going way over the limit. What would excuse that kind of driving?

      Not a damn thing, when you thought about it.

      I shoved my fingers through my hair, the adrenaline rush draining from my veins, leaving me shaking and a little pale.

      “Do you know how fast you were going?” the officer asked when he stepped up to the passenger side of my car, his hand resting on the door as he peered at me through his dark shades. I grimaced.

      “No, sir. But I was speeding for a reason!” I rushed out.

      He arched a single brow at me. There wasn’t a chance in hell he believed me. “And what reason could you have for flying through traffic, putting not only your life at risk but the lives of all the other drivers on the road?”

      I didn’t even think. My mouth flew open. I wasn’t even sure if my brain fully registered what the hell flew out of my mouth before it was too late.

      “My wife is having our baby, and she’s terrified. She’s prone to panic attacks in high-stress situations. She needs me there.”

      Wife?

      Having a baby?

      Panic attacks?

      Fucker, you’re not even married! And kids just about give you hives!

      It took every bit of my restraint not to run my hands down my face at my stupidity. How the fuck I was going to figure this one out, I had no idea. But I’d put it out there like a right dumbass, and now I had to figure out how the fuck I was going to make this story add up.

      “You know how often I hear that bullshit excuse?” the officer asked.

      “It’s true!” I exclaimed. Fucking kill me now, God. Just take me. “I’d show you a picture, but my phone is dead.” And it was, thank God. I could at least prove that. I grabbed it from the console and waved it at him before hitting the power button. The phone was so dead, it wouldn’t even light up to show me it was sitting at zero percent. “If you just follow me to the hospital, I can prove it. Please. She needs me.”

      I was an idiot. Really, truly, I was.

      The hole I was digging just kept getting deeper and deeper. At this point, I was wondering if I should’ve just stayed silent and allowed the officer to arrest me so I could’ve hired an attorney to speak for me.

      Not only was I going to go to jail at the end of all of this, but I knew Lucifer was already preparing me a seat in Hell for the bullshit lies I was spewing from my mouth at rapid speed. It was like word vomit. I was on a roll, and I couldn’t stop. The shit pile just grew bigger and bigger, and it smelled pretty rank.

      He snorted. “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me. Let’s go. If you’re lying, I’m charging you with everything I can throw at you,” he promised.

      Shit.

      But did I fess up to my lies? Nope. I just smiled at him, thanked him, and waited for him to get into his car and flash his lights at me to go.

      Julian, you are in a world of shit—and it fucking reeks.

      My hands tightened on the steering wheel when he followed behind me the entire way, his lights flashing, clearing the roadway for us.

      I was truly, royally, completely fucked.

      And it was all my own damn stupid fault, too.

    



OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/image-310931133_689542578734407_488649117057364752_n.jpg
-.“.\¢

_HOW TO GET'OUT
OFA |

SPEEDING TICKET

o @

WoESoNE G ARSERESNEE






