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Dedication

Sometimes two people have to fall apart to realize how much they need to fall back together.

This is for those who found the way back.
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Demon

She was here.

Paige was fucking here.

What the ever fuck was going on?

“You’re hurting me,” she mumbled, her eyes huge as she looked up at me trying to wiggle out of my grasp. My fingers dug into her arm, holding her up as I tried to wrap my head around the fact that Paige fucking Lawson was standing in front of me. “Demon,” she whispered, throwing me back to a time where she would whisper my name and bury her face in my neck right before she came.

I loosened my grip on her arm but didn’t let her go. “What are you doing here?” How the hell did she know King and Meg? Was she here as someone's date?

“I’m here for the wedding. We were just about to leave.” She tilted her head back and looked up at me. “Please let me go.”

“No. Not until you tell me what the hell you’re doing in my clubhouse. I haven’t seen you in over seven years. You just fucking disappeared.”

“Because I didn’t want to be found, but I didn’t expect you to look for me. You made it perfectly clear what you thought of me, Demon. I wasn’t going to hang around.”

“Because I thought you didn’t take care of what was mine,” I growled.

“It wasn’t just yours, Demon.”

“Why are you here after seven years? What the hell do you want from me?”

“I don’t want anything from you, Demon. If I had known that this was your clubhouse and hell, if I had known that Gwen knew you, I never would have agreed to move here.” She ripped her arm out of my grasp and took a step back.

“Gwen?” I was confused as hell what Gwen had to do with Paige.

“She’s my sister, Demon.”

Fucking hell. I had known that Gwen’s sister’s name was Paige, but I never figured her Paige and my Paige were the same person. “Fuck.”

She spun around, ready to take off. I grabbed her by the arm again. “Demon, let me go,” she insisted as I spun her back around. “I just want to go home.”

“How the hell are you getting home? I can tell you’ve been drinking.”

“The same way I got here, in Princeton’s car.”

My blood boiled at that pricks name. Leo’s latest two men who rolled into town had been butting heads with everyone in the club. Well, at least with Slider and I. “You’re fucking dating Princeton?” 

“What does it matter to you,” she hissed. “The last I heard from you was that I was nothing. Who I date should also be nothing to you.” She tried twisting out of my grasp, but instead of letting her go, I pulled her close and wrapped my arms around her.

“I never thought I’d see you again.” One week after everything had happened, I walked out of Paige’s apartment telling myself things would never be the same. So much had changed from just one phone call. The panic in Paige’s voice as she told me she was on the way to the hospital was something I’d never be able to forget. At the time, I blamed her for everything that happened, but after I left and had time to think about it, I knew it wasn’t anyone's fault. I should have gone back to her, but I didn’t. I was too stupid and bullheaded to listen to reason. 

“Well, I hoped to never see you again, so just please let me go.” She looked up at me, panic in her eyes, but I also saw the Paige that I had once loved and wanted to spend the rest of my life with.

“Is there a problem here?” 

I looked over Paige’s shoulder and saw Princeton leaning against the bar, a glass dangling from his fingertips. “That better be fucking water you’re drinking if you’re driving Paige home,” I barked.

“Last I checked I didn’t fucking answer to you.” Princeton drained his glass and set it on the bar. “And for the record, I’m fucking working. Not that you would know anything about that.”

“Guess that answers my question if you’re dating this asshole.” I glanced down at Paige, smirking, and she rolled her eyes. “Not that you fucking deserve her.” I looked back up at Princeton who just shrugged his shoulders. What in the hell was Paige doing with this asshole?

“Please, just let me go home,” she pleaded. She pressed her hand against my chest, trying to pull away. “I’m tired, Demon.”

My eyes fell on her sweet and innocent face, and all I wanted to do was lay her out on the bar and remember every curve and inch of her sweet body that I used to worship. “This isn’t over, Paige,” I whispered. I let her go, took a step back and watched her stunned face at what I said sink in.

She got a grip, finally tearing her eyes off of me and stepped back into Princeton. “I’m ready,” she mumbled, looking over her shoulder at him. He grunted in reply and slid his arm around her waist and pulled her into his side. She stiffened at his touch but didn’t pull away like when I had touched her.

“I’ll take good care of her, Demon. Don’t worry.” Princeton winked at me and they disappeared into the crowd and out the door. I counted to ten, trying to get a grip but it wasn’t working. 

Seeing Paige was a sucker punch to the gut, but then having to see her leave with that douchebag fucking enraged me. I glanced around the clubhouse, seeing if anyone had just witnessed Paige and me together. 

Lo was standing ten feet away, with his eyes trained on me. 

“Son of a bitch,” I mumbled under my breath. 

I reached over the bar and grabbed the closest bottle to me. I thought about grabbing a shot glass but figured that would only slow me down from getting annihilated.

“Yo, that’s the last bottle of vodka,” Turtle called from behind the bar.

I shrugged my shoulders and made my way past the bar and down the hallway to my room. I didn’t fucking care if it was the last bottle of booze in the clubhouse. 

Shit was coming back that I never thought I would have to think about again, and my plan was drowning those memories as best as I could tonight.

__________
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Paige

“You sure you’re OK?”

I glanced over at Princeton, and all I could do was nod my head. I was so close to losing it, and all I had left to do was get out of the car and then I could fall apart in my apartment.

“I’ll walk you to your door.” He reached over to unbuckle his seatbelt, but I put a hand on his arm to stop him.

“Please don’t. I'm all right.” My voice cracked, and I prayed that Princeton would ignore it.

He looked at me, his eyes seeing more than I wanted him to see. “I’ll wait till you’re inside before I leave.”

I said a silent thank you, grateful that he could tell that I just needed to be alone. I slid out of the car, not whispering a goodbye. My voice had already betrayed me once; I wasn’t going to risk it again when I was so close to making my escape.

I scurried up the stairs, trying to unlock the door through tears and collapsed on the floor when I finally got the door open. I pushed the door closed and reached up, flipping the lock.

Sobs racked my body as the past came flooding over me.

––––––––
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Over Seven Years Ago

“Paige, open the damn door and tell me what the hell the damn stick says.” Dustin pounded on the door, and all I could do was giggle as I looked down at the pregnancy test in my hand and stare at the two pink lines.

Dustin pounded on the door harder, and I flipped open the lock afraid he was going to break the door down. “It’s about damn time, woman. I ain’t never had to take a pregnancy test before, but I know it doesn’t take fifteen minutes.”

“Well,” I said, holding up the test. “You’re gonna have to wait about nine months before we have to take another one.”

“Nine months,” he whispered, grabbing the test from my hand.

“Dustin, I peed on that. Like, all over that.” I reached to grab it out of his hand, but he pushed my hand away and walked out of the bathroom. I swatted off the light and followed his retreating back down the hallway. “Would you stop waving it around.”

Dustin walked into the kitchen of my tiny apartment and turned on the light. He held the stick up to the light and squinted. “Are we sure this is right? How accurate are these things? I think you should go to the doctor right now before anything happens.”

“Happens,” I laughed. “I’m pretty sure nothing is going to happen for at least eight months.”

“Eight months? You really think you’re that far along? That’s a whole month that you didn’t know you were pregnant.” He threw the test in the sink and pulled me into his arms, burying his nose in my hair.

“I don’t know how far along I am. I’ve only missed one period.”

He pushed me back, holding me at arm’s length. “We need to go to the doctor right now, make sure everything is alright.”

“Dustin, people get pregnant every day and don’t run to the hospital. I’ll call in the morning and make an appointment.”

“Baby, you’re having my baby.” A huge grin spread across his lips, and he pulled me back into his arms. “Our baby,” he whispered into my hair.

Yup, we were having a baby.

––––––––
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The sound of P!nk blaring from my phone brought me out of my daydream, and I opened my eyes. I fished my cell out of my purse and hit the talk button. “Hello?”

“Paige? Are you OK? You didn’t tell me you were leaving.” 

I fell back onto my butt and leaned against the door. “I just got tired. I saw you were having fun and didn’t want to interrupt.”

“Are you sure? Meg and the girls said they saw you leave, and you seemed shaken up.”

Ha, shaken up was an understatement, but Gwen wasn’t going to know that. Gwen didn’t even know that Demon and I were once a thing, let alone about the baby. “Oh, that? I bumped into someone and spilled their drink. It was nothing.”

“Really? Meg said it looked like you two knew each other.”

“Nope,” I sang out, “Unless you call the minute I talked to him as knowing him.” I had to get her to stop talking about Demon. Gwen was never going to find out what happened between Demon and I. It was in the past, and that was exactly where I planned on keeping it buried. “Are you still at the party?” I was surprised at how quiet Gwen’s side of the call was.

“No, well, yes, but not right now. I had to run to the bathroom and decided to call you. Are you sure you’re ok?”

God dammit, she wasn’t going to let this go. “Yes, little sister. I promise that everything is OK. I had a long day at work today, and I’m not used to staying out so late.” I faked a yawn hoping she would believe me even though I was wired right now and had no idea when I would be able to sleep.

“OK, I was just checking on you.” I heard Gambler in the background, and I thanked God that he was so attached to Gwen. Hopefully, he would help to distract her from bugging me about Demon anymore.

“I’ll let you go, Paige. Call me tomorrow or when you get off of work on Monday,”

“OK, but you know you can call me whenever you want.”

Gwen bugged me all the time that she was the one who was always calling me, and I needed to learn how to pick up the phone every now and then. “I know, Gwen. But you know I don’t call unless I have something to say.” I was quiet and, shall we say, Gwen is not.

“Gambler, I’m coming.” She put her hand on the phone and yelled at Gambler to keep his pants on. “I’ll call you in the morning, P. Love you.” Gwen hung up before I could even get the b in bye out of my mouth. I tossed my phone on the chair by the door and tilted my head back.

I loved Gwen, but I wasn’t going to tell her about Demon. It happened such a long time ago when I was a different person from whom I was today. I piled my long brown hair on top of my head and looked around my tiny apartment. At the time, I thought finding this apartment so quickly was a sign that this was where I was supposed to be, but now I knew how wrong that was. Demon was here, and I had no idea how the hell I was going to be able to live in the same town as him.

Gah, what the hell was going on. I thought I was over Demon. Hell, I figured I was long over Demon. It had been over seven years since he had walked out of my life, but now it felt like it happened yesterday. Seeing him turned me back into that naive twenty-one-year-old who thought her whole world hung on the shoulders of one tall, handsome, dirty talking biker who loved her. 

I laughed and shook my head. You can see how well that worked out for me. Now I needed to figure out what the hell I was going to do.

I was here for Aunt Rose, not Demon, and I didn’t have anywhere else to go. Gwen had lived in Rockton for a year before she had convinced me to move up here and stupidly I had come. Now, I felt the urge to run, but I didn’t have a place to run to.

How had I lived here over two months and never ran into Demon? Especially with Gwen dating Gambler who was part of the same damn club. Seriously, how in the hell do I get myself into situations like this?

I yawned loud, taking my hands off of my head and my hair cascaded around my shoulders. I was trapped. Trapped like a rat and I had no idea what the hell I was going to do. 

How had I avoided him for this long? And then it hit me. All I had been doing for the past two months, was working, taking care of Aunt Rose and that was it. Tonight was the first time I had actually left my apartment for something that wasn’t work or taking care of Rose.

So, I knew what that meant. I had just figured out the way that I was going to avoid Demon. 

No more going to the Clubhouse.

No more hanging out with Gwen if she was with any of the guys from the clubhouse. (Besides Gambler.)

I was only going to work, Rose’s and the grocery store. Three places I was guaranteed to not see Demon.

So, from now on, I was going to be a hermit.

Oh, Jesus, this was going to be ridiculous.

__________
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Demon

“You wanna tell him he’s not in his room, or should we just let him sleep?”

I cracked one eye open, trying to figure out who the hell was talking to me. I looked around the room and realized I had no idea where the fuck I was.

“Does he do this often?”

My head was pounding, and it felt like I was laying on a brick wall. Where in the fuck was I?

“This would have to be a first, babe.” King, I knew that was King’s voice, and I had to assume he was talking to Meg.

“Laying on that table has to be uncomfortable. I mean, Demon is older than I am, and I know I couldn’t sleep on a table like that all night.”

“I’m thirty-five,” I mumbled. I rolled to the right a little, careful not to roll off the table and pulled my arm out from under me that was pinned to the table.

“What?!” Meg gasped. “How in the hell am I older than all of you?”

“Babe, does it matter?”

“No, well, yes, I mean no,” Meg sputtered.

I opened both eyes, taking a good look around and realized I was in church, laid out on the big ass table we sat around. How in the fuck did I get here? I reached out, grasping for the edge of the table and managed to roll over without throwing myself over the ledge of the table. Meg and King were standing at the head of the table looking down at me. “You’re not older than all of the guys.” 

“Don’t do it,” King warned. 

He knew exactly what I was thinking, and I was too hungover to realize that saying it was not the best idea. “I don’t believe that you're older than Gravel.”

Meg gasped, threw her hands up in the air and stormed out of the room, but not before she walked by me and slugged me in the shoulder. “Ass,” she hissed.

I closed my eyes and ran my fingers through my hair. “What the hell time is it?” The last I could remember was falling into bed after finishing the bottle of vodka. Which again led me to the question, what in the hell was I doing on the table?

“Half past twelve. Meg and I were headed out for our little honeymoon when she spotted you in here. I figured I should make sure you weren’t dead.” King pulled the chair at the head of the table and sat down. “You mind telling my why the hell you’re in here and not in your room?”

“I don’t have a fucking clue how the hell I got in here. The last I remember; I was in my room.”

“How fucking drunk did you get last night?” King laughed.

“Apparently too drunk.” I slowly sat up and felt my head swimming and the room slowly spun.

“You getting wasted wouldn’t have anything to do with Paige, would it?”

Fucking King. I knew when I had spotted him last night after talking to Paige that he had seen shit he shouldn’t have. “Who the hell is Paige?” I was going to play stupid, because honestly, I was too hungover to do anything but.

“Something tells me you know exactly who Paige is, but since I’ve known you ten years, Demon, I’m going to let you wallow in your own self-pity for a bit longer.” King stood up and pushed the chair back under the table. “I’m taking Meg away for a couple of days. Sober the fuck up and then maybe you’ll tell me what the hell is going on when we get back.”

“Not likely,” I mumbled.

“We’ll see about that. You’re in charge, you already fucking know that. Call me if you have any problems. We’ll only be an hour away.” King walked out the door, and I was left alone with the pounding in my head. 

I swung my legs over the side of the table and looked down at the floor, willing it to stop spinning before I stood up. It had only taken me twenty minutes to finish that bottle of vodka, and that was the last thing I remembered.

“Well, if it isn’t sleeping beauty.” 

Ugh, fucking Rigid and Gambler. The last two assholes I wanted to talk to right now. All I wanted to do was find a gallon of coffee and crawl into the shower. “Fuck off,” I growled. I stood up and closed my eyes as the spinning of the room picked up.

“I think he’s more like Goldilocks, Rigid. I think he came into my bedroom first, trying to crawl into bed with Gwen before I kicked his ass out and then he wandered into your room.” I opened my eyes as Gambler leaned against the wall by the door and crossed his arms over his chest.

“Ah, so it was you who gave him the black eye.”

I reached up, touching my eye that I had noticed was throbbing but figured it was from the roaring headache I had. “You fucking punched me?”

Gambler shrugged his shoulders. “You climbed into bed with Gwen while I was in the bathroom.”

“Now see, I have to believe that he really didn’t know what the hell he was doing because when he came into my room, Cyn was standing in front of the TV trying to find a movie to watch when he climbed into bed with me and tried to fucking spoon me.”

“He spooned you?” Gambler wailed. He busted out laughing while Rigid flipped him off and sat down in the chair next to the one King had just sat in.

“Are you fuckers done?” I was always up for a good ribbing except when I was the one taking it. “I don’t even remember what the fuck happened last night, assholes, so yuck it up and leave me the hell alone.” 

“Oh, but where would be the fun in that, Demon. You give us shit all the time, it’s time the tables have turned.” Rigid leaned back, propping his feet up on the table. “Plus, we came in here to find out what the hell was going on with you and Paige last night.”

“I don’t know who the hell you’re talking about.” Time to act stupid again.

“See, now that is where I think you actually are lying. Now, I know that you think Rigid and I get all of our info from Meg and the girls, but when in reality, everything we heard came straight from your mouth. Paige’s too, although she does speak rather quiet so we had to fill in the blanks in some parts.” Gambler pushed off the wall and stood in front of me. “You forgot to look at who was behind you, brother.”

Son of a bitch. I didn’t even think that these two assholes would hear everything that Paige and I said. “It’s nothing, and you’d do best to forget about everything you heard.”

“I don’t think you’re right, Demon. I think what we heard is a whole lot more than nothing.” Gambler crossed his arms over his chest and glanced at Rigid, a smirk on his lips. “I’m pretty sure if I let it slip to Gwen that you know Paige, I’d find out real quick what exactly what it is you’re hiding.”

I scrubbed my hand down my face. “I thought we were fucking brothers, Gambler.”

“Oh, we are. I have no intention of telling Gwen because I know she would fillet you like a fish. I’m just interested in one thing.”

Lord knew what the hell Gambler wanted to know. Fuck, Paige and I had nothing to do with him. When I was with Paige, I was still only a prospect. Paige barely even knew the name of the club when she and I were dating. “Spit it the fuck out, and if you’re lucky, I’ll tell you what you want to know.”

Gambler eyed me up and down. “Is she the one you always talk about? The one you let get away?”

I glanced at Rigid who looked as eager as Gambler to hear my answer. Paige was definitely the one who got away. “Yes,” I bit off.

Gambler reached out, resting his hand on my shoulder. “In that case, Rigid and I are here to help you get her back.”

Oh fuck me.

_________
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Paige

“Do you want to tell me why you’ve been avoiding me like the plague since Meg and King’s wedding?” 

I was at work on my lunch break, my phone pressed to my ear while Gwen scolded me for barely talking to her for the past two weeks. I had been doing an impressive job of avoiding anything that would bring me into contact with Demon, but I was utterly exhausted from constantly worrying about running into him. “I’m not avoiding you. We just got a new shipment of books in and I’ve been helping Rose put together a new puzzle.” Jesus, even my excuse sounded lame to me.

“Books and a puzzle are the reason you can’t talk to your sister?”

I shoved the last bite of my sandwich into my mouth and crumpled up the empty brown paper lunch bag. I was going to gain fifty pounds if I continued to get lunch from the deli down the street every day. One had to think that having a huge roast beef sandwich every day wasn’t good for my waistline. “Yes and no.”

“I don’t care what you say, Paige. Gambler and I are coming over tonight.”

Shit. Although I had to admit, Gwen and Gambler coming over was better than all the other things she had suggested. First, she wanted me to come over to the clubhouse and watch a movie with her, and you better believe I shot that one down right away. “Fine. I’ll grab something on the way home for dinner.”

“No, I’ll bring something. Gambler and I won’t be over until six, and you get off of work at five. It’ll be cold by the time we get there.”

“I need to stop at the store anyway, Gwen. I’ll just pick up a rotisserie chicken and some salads from the deli.” From the weather reports I had been hearing, there was a huge storm blowing in that was supposed to dump over sixteen inches of snow over the next three days.

“Fine, but probably get two chickens. Gambler can finish one off by himself.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “Well, he is a growing boy.”

“Yeah, a growing boy at the age of thirty-three. We’ll be over at six.” She hung up before I could protest again and I set my phone on the small table in the breakroom. 

I ended up getting a job at the bookstore that was only four blocks away from my apartment. Finding this job was another thing that made me feel like moving here was the right thing to do. The only thing that didn’t scream that was Demon.

“All done with your break already?” Marg, the owner of the bookstore and an all-around awesome lady, walked into the break room and opened the fridge. “I brought lunch from home, trying to make sure I didn’t go to the deli but wouldn’t you know their tuna on rye is calling to me.” She slammed the door shut and looked down at the crumpled paper bag in my hand. “Looks like I’m not the only one who can’t stay away from there.”

I couldn’t help but smile. Marg talked a mile a minute and typically I just tried to keep up. “The roast beef is going to be the death of me. It’s addictive.”

“Same with the tuna.” Marg sat down in the chair next to me and kicked her feet out in front of her. “Any plans for the weekend?”

Thankfully today was Thursday, and I was fortunate to have the whole weekend off. “Nope. I just need to run over to Rose’s house, check up on her before the storm hits and then I plan on being snowed in.” Yes, I was one of those freaks who absolutely loved winter and snow. If it would snow every day, I would be happy.

“Hmmm, sounds good except I think you need a man to be snowed in with. I can still remember the first time Rod and I were snowed in together.” Marg got a dazed look on her face, and I could only imagine what she was thinking about.

I stood up and tossed my trash in the garbage. “Well, from the sounds of the weather report, you and Rod can relive that memory this weekend. Are you heading out to get lunch?”

“Yeah, I think I’ll text Rod and see if he can sneak out for a nooner.” Marg pulled her phone out of her pocket and sent a message off to her husband.

A month ago, I would have been shocked by what Marg had just said, but now that I’ve been around her and know that there isn’t a filter from her brain to mouth, all I could do was giggle and head back to the front counter.

I looked up and down the aisles, making sure there weren’t any customers who needed help, and then plopped on the stool behind the counter and picked up the book I had been reading. Working at Read Your Ass Off definitely had its perks. 

Marg ran a traditional bookstore, but where she actually made money was in her online store where she catered to any and every book request that was thrown at her. Generally, only a handful of people came into the store every day, and the rest was all over the good ole’ internet which was what Marg took care of. Before I moved to town, she took care of both ends of the business and was burning out quickly. 

Now that I was here taking care of the actual customers that came in, most of the time she spent her time in back or some days she didn’t even come in, working from home. I glanced on the wall on the clock, seeing I had over four hours of work left and opened my book.

At least I’d have good company until it was time to go home.

__________

“That’ll be twenty-seven fifty-two, ma'am.” I fished my money out of my wallet and handed it over to the cashier. 

Two chickens, a pound of pasta salad, garlic rolls, and an angel food cake later, I was ready to get home and relax. I hadn’t done a lot at work today besides read and do a quick inventory, but I was completely exhausted. I had tried calling Gwen to tell her I was too tired for her and Gambler to come over tonight, but she didn’t answer her phone or the five text messages I had sent her.

“Hey, beautiful, Paige is here.” Rigid and Cyn walked through the doors of the store, and I couldn’t help but cringe a little at the fact that I wasn’t going to be home as soon as I had hoped.

“Hey,” Cyn chirped. I had never seen a more beautiful and happy pregnant woman in my life before. Add in Rigid who was always fawning over and watching her, I was a tad bit jealous.

“Hey, guys!” I grabbed my change from the cashier, shoving it into my wallet then picked up the two bags. 

“Whoa, two chickens?” Cyn laughed as she looked into my bags.

“Gambler and Gwen are coming over tonight. I was advised that Gambler had the appetite of a growing teenager.”

“So does this one,” Rigid laughed, pointing at Cyn.

“Hey,” Cyn whined, smacking Rigid. “I’m growing your damn baby right now.”

“Yeah, apparently growing babies need caesar salad, pickle flavored sunflower seeds, and lemon bars.”

Pickle flavored sunflower seeds? I couldn’t help but cringe at that combination. “That sounds interesting.”

“Speaking of lemon bars,” Cyn said, rubbing her belly. “Meg told me she’ll be over in twenty minutes with a pan fresh from the oven. We better grab the salad and seeds and get home.” Cyn grabbed one of the red shopping baskets, put it over her arm and grabbed Rigid’s hand.

Rigid nodded to me as he pulled his phone out of his pocket and they headed into the depths of the store. “I’ll talk to you later, Paige,” Cyn hollered over her shoulder.

I walked out of the store, thankful Cyn was too occupied with her cravings to want to talk much and headed down the street to my apartment.

Now I only hope Gambler and Gwen didn’t want to stay long and then I could pass out.

__________ 
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​Chapter 5
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Demon

“You think you could not look at your phone right now and help me pull this god damn engine out?”

I shoved my phone back in my pocket and cranked on the hoist to raise the motor out of the Buick Gravel and I were working on. Rigid had just texted me saying he had just seen Paige at the grocery store. I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was jealous as hell that Rigid had just seen Paige.

It had been over two weeks since I had seen her at the wedding, but it felt like years. “Cool your jets, old man. This car doesn’t have to be done for another three days.” This morning King had a meeting with all the shop employees telling us with the storm coming we needed to get all of the work done as soon as possible. Gravel must have taken his words to heart because he had been working his ass off all day.
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