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      “Get in and don’t speak,” Khi ordered as he unlocked his car. He was parked outside of The Salty Lizard in Indianapolis where we’d spent the weekend with our friends and roommates celebrating Logan’s twenty-first birthday.

      I rolled my eyes. “The entire drive back to Remington? I’m not allowed to speak?”

      Khi started the engine and gripped the steering wheel as he took a deep breath. “Look, it’s ass-crack early, we have an unplanned required meeting with our boss, and we can barely stand to be in the same room with each other on a good day. Talk if you want, but I haven’t had caffeine and I can’t promise there won’t be bloodshed.” He backed out of the spot and we were on our way.

      “I think that was more words in one breath than you’ve spoken to me since you moved in.” I settled in, tucking my long braids away as I tugged up my hood.

      “We don’t talk. Makes things better,” Khi groused. “For everyone involved.”

      He was right, we didn’t talk. Which was really awkward since we shared a room. But I wasn’t sure about the makes things better part. Khi and I had a history and it included a lot of animosity that seemed to have only festered over the past decade. Probably would have been better to work that shit out. I was leaning toward willing, but Khi had made it clear he wanted none of that.

      I’d been living at my aunt Bev’s house—fondly referred to as Remington Place—for a short time when Khi had shown up. From what his sister, Gabby—an old friend of mine and now housemate—had said, Khi had been through a disastrous break-up and needed a place to regroup.

      Lucky me, I was the only one with a spare bed in my room, so Khi and I were forced to room together. At first, I thought maybe we could clear the air, but I’d quickly realized Khi’s hatred of me was as solid as ever and he was fucked up over the break-up. Plus, we worked opposite shifts—yeah, another bit of luck, we’d both ended up as first responders on the Remington ambulance crew—so we barely saw each other. I slept while he worked, he slept while I worked, and we avoided each other as much as possible in between.

      “Can we at least stop for coffee? I can’t face Julia without caffeine.” I slipped on my shades as the early morning fall sun peeked over the horizon. “Thought about fixing some before we left, but I didn’t want to wake the guys so early.” I huffed. “Can’t believe we have to miss brunch with our friends. I love a good friend brunch.”

      Khi grunted and slipped in an earbud as if to block me out.

      Whatever, fuck him. The guy had been a jerk in high school and he was a jerk now.

      With hopes of a coffee stop on the way, I turned up my own playlist and attempted to doze. But damn memories of high school kept flitting through my mind like they always did when Khi was around.

      Picture it. My freshman year. I’d been an über band geek and drama freak in middle school and entered high school with every intention of carrying that over. Band and theater were my passion way back then. Working with the costumes was an added bonus and probably where my desire to work in the fashion industry got its start.

      Back then, I was opinionated, rich, sheltered, and under the impression I’d run the world one day.

      I was also deeply closeted.

      I shifted in my seat and frowned at the memory. In the closet wasn’t entirely accurate. At that point in time, I’d barely even allowed the idea of being attracted to guys to seep into my brain. I wasn’t exactly in the closet, more like in extreme denial.

      But denial would have meant I’d admitted I liked guys.

      Suffice it to say, mostly thanks to my mega religious parents, I was a fucking mess. But at that time, I didn’t even realize it. I’d changed and grown a lot since high school—thank God, even though a lot of that changing and growing had been at the hand of painful situations—but I doubted Khi knew anything about present me and only remembered past me.

      And, hell, even I didn’t like past me.

      I opened my eyes when the car slowed and made a turn. “Coffee? Bless you.”

      “Gotta get gas. Don’t take too long, I’ll leave your ass here.” Khi opened the door and unfolded his long, solid body. The man was a grumpy asshole and always had been—at least with me—but there was no denying he looked amazing in joggers and a hoodie. And that ass in a pair of uniform pants was enough to make me need 911 services.

      I climbed from the car and stretched. “Want anything?”

      Khi looked at me as if I’d grown two heads. “No.”

      Rolling my eyes in a huff, I shook my head and walked toward the gas station. It was early, surely to God they had fresh coffee.

      I made a quick stop in the restroom before grabbing coffee, doctoring it up, making my purchase, and heading toward the empty car—at least he hadn’t left me. A few minutes later, Khi came strolling out with a cup of coffee.

      I gestured toward his cup. “I offered to get you a coffee. Least I could do for the ride.”

      “Don’t need anything from you except silence,” Khi grumbled as he climbed back into the car.

      I followed suit, feeling prickly. “Fine. Whatever.” I shot him a look. “Aren’t you nearly thirty? The childish silent treatment is a bit much.” I reached for my earbuds, but not before I heard Khi mumble something about just needing to get through this drive. “Yeah? Just want to get through the drive? Well, same for me. The sooner we can get this meeting over and done with, the sooner we can return to our regularly scheduled program of never seeing each other and never speaking. You’re not the only one who would rather not be here right now.” I was talking with my hands and Khi gave me a disgusted look, but I didn’t care. I was worked up. “Every so often, I think that maybe you and I should discuss this whole hate thing we’ve got going on, but then you go and remind me of what an arrogant prick you’ve always been and I realize that it’s not worth it.”

      His lip curled into a sneer before he shoved his own earbuds in, turned on his music, and pulled out of the gas station just fast enough to have me sloshing coffee on my pants.

      “Mother fucker,” I mumbled.

      This drive needed to be over. Stat.

      I caught a glimpse of Khi’s profile before I slipped my sunglasses over my eyes. What a waste of a gorgeous man. I remembered the first time I’d met him. Gabby and I were friends from band and theater and I went to her house. Khi had walked in and immediately bristled. “What’s he doing here?” he’d demanded.

      High school senior Khi hadn’t had the same solid build as now, but he’d been just as attractive. Star of the basketball team, Khi had skated between popular jock and mysterious loner status. He never seemed to be with any one crowd, but no one ever really gave him shit from what I could tell. Honestly, his scowly face was menacing enough that I wasn’t sure who’d want to.

      Khi was the first guy I’d not been able to push out of my head and a major crush started that day. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t stop thinking about him. He was distant and aloof, usually seeming annoyed as hell by my presence, but he put up with me being around because of Gabby. Despite his obvious wish I’d disappear, the way he made me feel wouldn’t go away.

      And when I found out he was gay, my little ninth-grade homo heart had no clue how to process that information. Of course, that was because I was dead-set against being gay. I hadn’t even dipped my toes into giving a name to what I was feeling toward Khi. No way. I couldn’t be gay, wouldn’t be gay.

      My parents spoke daily about the abhorrent sins of homosexuality—honestly, looking back, I wonder if they deep-down, subconsciously suspected about me and put the preaching into effect to steer me back to the good and righteous path—and I knew without a doubt they’d disown me if I gave even the slightest hint that I found males attractive.

      So, my dumb obnoxious ass opted to make it very clear I was disgusted by homosexuality. What better way to prove I wasn’t gay than to abhor the very thing I was trying to hide?

      With a sigh, I leaned my head against the cold window. God, I’d been such an ass back then. Sneering at anything LGBTQ, making snide comments, spreading rumors. All to take any possible speculation off myself.

      By the end of my freshman year, I’d nearly given myself an ulcer with my behavior and trying to figure out a way to go to a conversion camp I’d been reading about. But how to get there without admitting that I needed converted?

      My stomach rolled at the thought of how much I’d hated myself back then—it was a weird combination of hating who I was, hating what I was doing, and hating that I couldn’t just be myself and happy.

      Thank the good Lord, I never figured out a way to get to that camp. But that didn’t stop my self-hatred and hiding. Although, after Khi graduated, I toned it down in the hate-all-things-gay department—I think since my crush was gone, it seemed like there wasn’t as much danger of me being found out.

      For the next three years, I focused more on friends, band, theater, and fashion instead of exhausting myself trying to hide the fact that I found guys attractive. Luckily, my group of friends often went out as a whole rather than coupling off so I didn’t really have to worry about dating. So, I was still completely hiding, just mixed in with a friend group rather than being an ass.

      Shifting in my seat, I tried to ignore the irritated feeling under my skin. I hated who I’d been back then and how I’d handled myself. Yeah, I’d been a confused kid, but it hurt to think of the way I’d acted and how much time I’d wasted hiding the real me.

      Mostly, I hated that I’d hurt Khi. Or, maybe hurt was the wrong word. Could you hurt someone who hated your very being?

      I wondered if he’d ever stop being an asshole long enough for me to apologize for what happened the day he left.
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      Of all the damn people in the world for me to be stuck in a car with, why did it have to be Dre King?

      The hatred between us ran deep and showed no signs of stopping.

      I’d known him for about ten years, even though we’d just recently ended up back in each other’s circle, and he got under my skin as much now as he did back then.

      Sure, at least he’d finally come out, but beyond that? He was still annoying as hell and the person sure to piss me off quicker than anyone.

      What about Blaine?

      I gritted my teeth at the memory of my ex-fiancé.

      Fine, the angry fire I felt toward Blaine was more than I felt toward anyone else in the world.

      But Dre was still the man who could make me stabby just by walking into a room.

      Why?

      Honestly, the answer to that question was difficult to pinpoint.

      I’d seen the kid around school back when he was a freshman and I was a senior. He was the quintessential theater and band geek, which meant I should have had no reason to interact with him.

      As one of the better players on the basketball team, my only goal was to get a scholarship and get out of Bellville—away from my drunk-ass father and the memory of my absent mother.

      But my damn little sister, Gabby, had befriended Dre so I ended up seeing him around a lot more than I wanted. The first time Gabby brought him to our house, I nearly died of embarrassment. We were the epitome of wrong side of the tracks in our trailer park, even had the car up on cinder blocks that my unemployed dad swore he was always going to fix and never did. Either Gabby didn’t realize—or didn’t care—that guys like Dre King grew up a lot different than us.

      I knew he lived in the fancy subdivision in a huge house with parents who made more money in three months than we’d see in a year. I hated his nice clothes, his nice house, and his involved parents from the moment I laid eyes on him.

      Dre was everything I wanted to be.

      But then, I got to know him a bit and realized he was also everything I swore I’d never be.

      I’d been an outcast—written off—basically since birth. Or at least that was the way it’d always felt. I constantly felt the need to prove myself, always fighting a chip on my shoulder.

      In my little Midwest town, with a Black father and white mother, I was born with a strike against me. My given first name was Reginald, after my father, but I’d been called Khi since birth and I would never go by that man’s name. The only things my mother gave me were her blue eyes and her back as she walked away. The two people who were supposed to love me had screwed me over more than I liked to think about.

      I recalled year after year of teachers being surprised I was smart for a Black boy, coaches joking they’d thought I’d be a lot better since I was Black, and fellow students never able to figure me out. I didn’t fit with any one group—too white for the Black kids, too Black for the white kids. While, I wasn’t super popular, no one ever gave me any shit which I guessed was lucky—just ignored me for the most part.

      I remembered the day I came out in eighth grade. I’d spent nearly a year coming to terms with the fact I was gay. I’d finally decided that I was already the kid from the wrong side of the tracks with an alcoholic father and basketball as my only way out, I figured I’d grasp onto my truth and be my authentic self. Plus, I knew having a gay son would piss my dad off even more than knowing I was good at basketball, but not great. I swore he’d only agreed to have kids with my young, naïve mother—before she took off for a better life—because he was under the impression we’d turn out better than him and support his sorry ass.

      Well, joke was on him, Gabby and I did turn out better than him, but we both left that trailer and never looked back.

      So, there I was, a high school senior when I met the infuriating cute little asshole, Andre King. At that time, the only things I took time for were homework, my sister, and basketball. I’d been out for over four years, but I had zero room for dating or relationships.

      Which meant the stupid little crush I started to have on Dre completely fucked with my head. He was too young, too rich, too different from me. And then he started to show a side I’d not been expecting. When I’d first met him, I thought there’d maybe been a bit of interest shining in his eyes, but it soon turned to derision.

      I’d never in my life seen a kid who tried so hard to deny his sexuality. Overall, I didn’t give a damn if he wanted to be in the closet or not, but when he started the shit with badmouthing all things LGBTQ, making snide comments, and spreading rumors, I had to admit I was shocked. It was likely for the best because Dre and I had zero business having any sort of involvement, but his blatant disgust of me turned the annoyance I’d already felt toward him into full-blown dislike.

      And then the day came for me to head off to college, leave town—hopefully for good—and be the best I could be.

      A day that my hatred for Dre was cemented in my soul.

      “What do you think this meeting is about?” Dre asked, tearing me from my trip down memory lane.

      I glanced over and took in his dark brown skin, deep brown eyes, and long black braids. One thing I’d never been able to forget was his killer smile—it was still great and it just pissed me off even more.

      Maybe he’d finally found himself and come out—good for him, I didn’t wish for anyone to have to hide themselves—but that didn’t change the fact that he was an ass back then and he was an ass now.

      Were you much better back then? Are you any better now?

      I ignored the thought. Didn’t matter. Dre and I were nothing to each other. We were much too different and we just needed to survive this temporary roommate situation and move on to bigger and better things while forgetting the other even existed.

      Even if I didn’t hate him. Even if he didn’t get under my skin just by breathing. I’d sworn off anything resembling a relationship after Blaine. Hell, I struggled even with friendships. I’d been burned and vowed I’d never again trust anyone with my emotions, my heart.

      “How the hell should I know? We got the same damn text. That woman is a complete hard-ass and there’s no guessing what burr she’s got up her ass this time.” I drummed my thumb on the steering wheel.

      “She may be a hard-ass, but I think she’s good at what she does.” Dre took his earbuds out.

      Great, now he thinks we’re going to talk?

      “After I left Bellville, I did the whole college thing, but much to my parents’ chagrin, I got my degree and never looked back. They wanted me to get my masters and my doctorate, but I knew academia wasn’t for me. I knew I wanted to get into fashion design, but I also knew that one didn’t just walk into that field without either really good luck or a lot of persistence—or both—so I became an EMT. Figured I could work at something I enjoyed and still have time for creating and pushing my designs,” Dre rattled on.

      “Why are you telling me this? Is there a point somewhere?” I didn’t give a shit about Dre’s past. Although, I hadn’t been at all surprised when I learned he was working to get into fashion. Seemed a waste that he’d only gone as far as EMT when he could have done a little more work and become a paramedic. But what did I care? If he wanted to work as an EMT while getting his foot in the door as a fashion designer, what did it matter to me?

      It didn’t and I needed to remember that.

      Dre smiled—and I ignored the fact that it could still warm my blood—and waved a hand about while he continued. Dre was always talking with his hands—a trait that bordered right at the line of endearing and obnoxious. I took it as obnoxious and another reason to be annoyed by him at all times. “Right, the point. The point is, I worked on a few ambulance crews before I ended up at Aunt Bev’s. Julia is tough, but she’s good.”

      He wasn’t wrong. I’d worked on several crews and this one—although smaller than many I’d worked on—ran like a well-oiled machine and it was likely due to the chief and our deputy chief—our immediate boss, Julia—but that didn’t mean I was going to tell him he was right. “I don’t care if she’s the best boss in the history of bosses. I don’t like being called into a meeting with her without some sort of heads up as to what it’s about. Being there with you makes it even worse.”

      Dre opened his mouth as if he wanted to say something, but snapped it shut. “Yeah, hopefully it’s over quick and isn’t too painful.”

      Trepidation churned in my gut. I’d gotten perfect monthly reviews since starting with the Remington ambulance crew. But I knew Dre also got perfect reviews. It wasn’t like we were competing against each other. As a paramedic, I was the one with more training and experience. Sure, EMTs were important, but…whatever, that wasn’t the point.

      Would we be called in together if one of us were being fired? We were both the newest on the crew, but would they fire us both? No, that was ridiculous, there was no reason to think an EMT and a paramedic, both with stellar on-the-job performance reviews, would be let go.

      Right?

      I wouldn’t ever wish for someone to lose their job, but Dre had his aunt and his fashion to fall back on—he’d rebound, I was sure. I’d once thought his parents would be there as support, but I’d learned through hearsay in the house and from Gabby that Dre’s parents disowned him when he eventually—only recently—came out. Which was what had brought him to Bev’s Remington Place.

      But I needed this job. I needed the room at Bev’s with the super low rent while I rebuilt my life. I didn’t plan to stay in Remington forever, but I needed time to lick my wounds, heal my heart, get my head on straight, and pick myself up, ready to face the rest of my life after the shit with Blaine nearly knocked me down for good.

      You know Dre makes less than you, he probably needs the job just as much.

      I gritted my teeth. Why did I give a fuck?

      Whatever, it didn’t matter. We weren’t being fired because that would make zero sense.

      “So, you don’t have any guesses?” Dre pushed the subject again.

      “No,” I bit out. “If I did, none of them would be good. No reason to contemplate the unknown. We’ll be there in a bit and find out then.”

      Dre sighed. “None of them good?”

      “You really think she’s going to call us into a Sunday meeting to tell us anything that isn’t shitty?” I sneered at Dre and rolled my eyes.

      His eyes flashed with worry and anger before he shrugged.

      My phone buzzed just as I noticed Dre checking his as well. With a quick glance at the screen, I saw it was from the deputy chief. Not about to read a text while driving—I saw way too many wrecks from texting behind the wheel—I threw a look toward Dre. “You get a text from Julia?”

      Dre sighed. “Yeah. She’s pushing the meeting back because she needs us to pick up some supplies.”

      “The fuck? She messes with my Sunday and now she wants me to be her delivery boy?” My damn molars were going to be nubs by the time this day was over.

      “The fire station and the hospital, they’ve both got supplies for us she doesn’t want to wait on.” Dre shrugged. “I guess we need to take a little detour.”

      I pulled up at the hospital a bit later and all but jumped from the car. I needed out of the small space, needed to stretch my legs. Needed away from Dre.

      When I returned with the supplies Julia wanted, I found Dre leaning against the car. “Come on, let’s go. We don’t have all day.”

      “So, you can stretch but I’m not allowed. Got it,” Dre deadpanned as he climbed into the car.

      “You ever notice how high and mighty the damn nurses are?” I asked—because my irritation at the nurse I’d just dealt with outweighed my annoyance at Dre for the time being—as I started the engine.

      Dre chuckled. “Kinda like how high and mighty the paramedics are to us lowly EMTs?”

      I shot him a look. “No, the nurses are just so…full of themselves? Looking down their noses all the time. I could do CPR in circles around an RN, run a code better than they ever could. Need meds pushed? Who needs a doctor’s order? Not me, oh but the nurse does.”

      “You’re talking in generalities, but I get what you’re saying. Why do you think some hospitals hire paramedics for the ER and ICU rather than nurses? You’re cheap and you’re good at what you do.” Dre shook his head. “But I gotta tell you—from my personal experience—what you feel toward the nurses? That’s what EMTs feel toward paramedics.”

      I sneered. “I’m not as bad as a nurse.”

      Dre scoffed. “Maybe not you personally, but in general, yeah, you are. Just like doctors think they’re better than nurses, nurses think they’re better than paramedics, paramedics think they’re better than EMTs. There are more stops in that hierarchy, but you get my point.” He checked his phone. “Fire station next. We’re good on time.”

      I pulled the car to a stop at the neighboring fire station a few minutes later. We were in the same county so under some of the same jurisdiction even though our Remington station ran fairly independently for the most part. But we’d share supplies from time-to-time and often the bigger orders would get sent to the bigger station which left us having to pick up what we needed or wait for them to make a drive to Remington.

      By the time Dre came out with the supplies, I was itching to get to our meeting and be done with it. Better to get the bad news and move on.

      “Coffee?” Dre asked. “We’ve got time.”

      “Nah.” I was already jittery, didn’t need to add to it.

      Dre huffed. “Can you please swing through Starbucks so I can get something? I’ll get one for Julia, too.”

      I took a deep breath and fought the urge to tell him no, but I realized that would have been extra shitty, even for me. “Suck up,” I mumbled. Remington had very few big chains, so one exit before, I drove him to Starbucks and let him run inside for his coffee.

      Without meaning to, I found myself watching as he stood in line. About five foot eleven to my six foot two, Dre was neither skinny nor built. He was very average and carried the look of someone who didn’t go to the gym but still looked good. His long braids—which I’d noticed he sometimes added blond and colorful strands to—hung banded together to the middle of his back, just below his shoulder blades. For someone so into fashion, he did an amazing job looking casual in just joggers and a hoodie.

      I shook my head to clear the thoughts as he climbed back into the car with two cups.

      “Do you think we should go home and change first?” Dre asked as he gestured to our clothing.

      “No, she had us running errands, she can deal with casual. Plus, we can’t change the fact we were gone for the weekend when she popped this meeting on us.”

      “Oh, shit.” Dre took a sip of his coffee, his brown eyes staring wildly at me over the cup. “Do you think she’s pissed we both took the weekend off?”

      I shrugged. It had crossed my mind. “Maybe? Don’t know. She approved it, but maybe she’s pissy? I only had to take one off because the other shift I was already scheduled off. You had to take both?”

      He nodded. “Yeah, but I got someone to cover both of them, so none of the shifts were in a lurch.”

      “Guess we’ll find out soon.” I turned the car toward Remington.

      Dre silently sipped his coffee as worry emanated from him in waves.
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      I handed Julia a coffee and smiled as she sighed and sipped it. “Thank you. I needed that.” She sat behind her desk and shuffled through some papers with one hand while taking another drink. “I appreciate you both coming in. I apologize for pulling you from your weekend off, but it had to be done.” She opened a folder and handed us each a piece of paper. “Starting tomorrow, we’ve got some big changes being put in place. As two of my best, I’m switching your shifts and assignments a bit.”

      As my eyes scanned over the assignment sheet, I sensed Khi’s anger boiling beside me.

      “You’re putting us on the same shift? Riding together?” Khi cleared his throat.

      Julia narrowed her eyes and leaned forward on her elbows. “I am. Is that a problem for you, Mr. Harris?”

      “No, ma’am.” Khi shifted in his seat and I knew he was fighting the urge to explode. “With all due respect, may I ask what brought on the change?”

      “Some things came down on me from the higher-ups and I had decisions that needed to be made. We’re not the biggest station around, but we stay busy and we need to be consistent with those around us. Switching to these new shifts and new assignments will put us where we need to be. That’s all I’m willing to answer.” She scribbled a note. “I expect you here on time for your first shift together. You’re top of my list and I know there won’t be any issues.” She cocked her head. “Any growing pains you might deal with, I have no doubt you’ll figure that shit out together. As partners. Any questions?”

      I folded the paper and shoved it in my pocket. “No, ma’am. There won’t be any issues and we appreciate the opportunity to serve the community.” I stood. “Thank you.”

      Gritting his teeth, Khi stood as well. “Thank you,” he said. I doubted Julia recognized the irritation in his voice, but I heard it.

      We left the station and headed toward Khi’s car.

      “Would you rather I walk home?” I asked. I wasn’t looking forward to whatever explosion was brewing.

      “Don’t be fucking ridiculous.” Khi waved the folded paper in the air. “Might as well get used to riding together since she just fucked us over.” He growled. “I can’t fucking believe your ass is going to be driving me around. Fuck!”

      I gritted my teeth. Not only was the change in shifts going to be an adjustment, riding with Khi was going to be…interesting. The fact that we’d be on the same schedule while sharing a tiny room—both at home and now at the station—was going to be…ugh, I pinched the bridge of my nose. “Maybe we should…”

      “No. We aren’t doing anything. We’ll go to work, do our jobs, and avoid each other as much as possible. I don’t want to talk about anything, I don’t want to make the best of a bad situation. I’m going for a run and to the gym. When I get back, I’ll eat dinner with the crew and go to bed. I’ll go to work, save some lives between ridiculous call-outs, live up to my five-star reputation, and do it all again the next shift.” Khi tossed a glare my way. “You and I aren’t friends, we’ll never be friends. We may have to be partners, but that’s all it is.”

      “You think partners should maybe try to work through issues so it doesn’t affect their performance on the job?” I mean, damn, we were often dealing with life and death, seemed like the amount of animosity between us would possibly set us up for less-than-stellar working conditions.

      “No. We’re both good at what we do. We don’t need to hold hands and sing around a campfire. We just do our jobs.”

      The words threw me for a loop, I hadn’t ever realized Khi thought I was good at what I did. Honestly, I’d always felt he looked down on me because I was only an EMT and not a paramedic like him.

      “We don’t have to be friends to do our jobs well.” Khi whipped his car into park at Remington Place. “Nothing has to change. We’ve never liked each other, we never will. You keep to your side of the room and don’t speak to me, I’ll keep to my side and not speak to you. I doubt either of us plans to live in Bev’s tiny room forever; this is temporary—at least, for me—and now I have even more reason to get my shit together so I can get the fuck out of this situation.” Khi climbed from the car and grabbed his bag before taking angry strides toward the house.

      Well, then. Okay.

      I took a deep breath and reached for my own bag. By the time I made it to the house and stopped in the kitchen to talk to Aunt Bev, Khi was pounding down the stairs in gym clothes.

      “Going for a run,” he told Bev, completely ignoring me.

      “Thanks for the ride,” I said. I may not have liked the guy, but I wasn’t going to be rude.

      Khi grunted and made for the door.

      Bev’s eyes studied the door for a moment before turning my way. “I’d ask how the weekend went, but it appears the answer is fairly obvious.”

      I snorted. “The weekend itself was good. Logan had a great birthday party. We met some fun people and had a really good time.”

      “How is it you and Khi ended up back here before everyone else?” Bev pursed her lips as she watched me with a gleam in her eye.

      My phone buzzed and I glanced at the screen. It was Cruz asking me if we’d made it back okay. I typed out a quick message to let him know we were home.

      “I’ll tell you about it after a walk to clear my head, a shower, and some time with my sketchbooks, if that’s okay?”

      Bev nodded. “Of course. There are croissants and fruit if you need breakfast. I’ll be here all day.”

      A few hours later, I’d finally given up on a walk clearing my head. I contemplated a nap after a quick shower, but knew it would fuck with my sleep that night. I spent a while trying to sketch some designs, but my head was way too messed up.

      Khi had come into our bedroom, huffed and rolled his eyes, and left to shower. I had a feeling the two of us just peacefully hanging out in our room—together—was something we wouldn’t be doing a lot of. The idea of never really escaping his dislike—here at home, in the rig, in the tiny station bunk room we’d share—was eating at me and we hadn’t even had our first shift together.

      Well, fuck him.

      A knock sounded at the door and Cooper popped his head in. “Everything turn out okay with your boss?”

      I laughed humorlessly. “Not exactly.”

      Cooper made face. “Bev and I were going to have tea, you want to join and tell us about it?”
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