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I was not a pretty pretty princess.

 

My name is Lacy, and I
grew up behind the rough wood of my Mama’s bar. Wood scarred by
knives and cigarette butts ground out by rough men my Mama warned
me away from. Listening was never my strong suit, a trait born into
me. When I was thirteen Mama married a dark-eyed, unsmiling man
named John. John was gruff and absent more than he was home,
coasting down the highways on big rigs filled with unripe fruit,
headed for the markets in middle America.

 

He brought with him a son, green-eyed Luke
Singer. The opposite of his father in every way, Luke’s face wore a
perpetual cocky grin. He was two years my senior when they moved
in, and I felt every bit the gawky teenager, coltish long legs and
skinny arms making me invisible to Luke as he flirted his way
through every buxom beauty in the county.

 

John flipped his rig outside of Mobile six
months into their marriage, and he died under several tons of
burning steel, the scent of scorched apples mixing with diesel in
the air. The smile never quite reached Luke’s eyes again after day,
except when he talked to me.

 

When I turned fourteen, Luke bought me a set
of throwing knives and spent countless hours teaching me perfect
accuracy. He never wore cologne, but the clean scent of Ivory soap
engine grease burned into my memory as he guided my aim.

 

“You never know what’s out
there, Lacy,” he said, a bitter grin that I didn’t understand until
much later crossing his lips. “Always a good plan to have a backup
or two.” I flicked my wrist and the knife hit a
bullseye.

 

I had practiced with those knives until the
shed wall was pockmarked with misses, but that one bullseye made
the hours worth it when Luke let out a whoop of approval and swung
me around in the warm sun.

 


***

 

Years later and the gangly teenager had
filled out quite nicely. This time, when I rounded the bar, all
eyes were on me for a much different reason. Long legs tanned from
too many hours outside in the Texas sun, tattered denim shorts just
long enough to be almost decent and a white tank top that hugged
every curve guaranteed that every trucker who passed through would
have a good tip for me.

 

Luke was behind the bar, pulling drafts and
pouring shots for the regulars and the drifters, and eyeing me
during the lulls. For years we had been thick as thieves, and as I
grew older, so did the tension. Mama raised us up as brother and
sister, never treating Luke as a burden that had been thrust upon
her, and he repaid her in loyalty.

 

Luke spent his nights behind the bar,
serving far younger than was legal, though there were always three
days each month he disappeared. Days would find him shirtless, his
skin darkening in the hot sun as he repaired fences, rebuilt
engines, and replaced floorboards, restoring the house and bar to a
glory that I was fairly certain had never actually existed.

 

He was my brother in everything but blood,
but my thoughts had grown less and less sisterly as the years
slipped away. A bead of sweat dripping down that muscled chest had
me wondering if other girls thought of their brothers, step or not,
this way in the secret corners of their mind.

 

I lost my virginity in the back of a truck,
like any good country girl, and in the dim light with my eyes
squinted the boy could have been Luke’s twin. His eyes were the
wrong color, but his lips were soft when he kissed my lips, and his
hands were just rough enough when they pushed down my jeans. If the
name I moaned when his cock pushed inside me wasn’t his, he kept
quiet.

 

Luke had never touched me. Five years of
living side by side, of innocent brushes of hands and teenage
hormones, and Luke had held himself in check. Tonight though,
something hung in the air. Like a drop in pressure that warns of an
impending thunderstorm, something was brewing.
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