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Violet

It was half past seven, and I should be on my way home already, but I wasn’t.

I watched the lone girl who was sitting at the far table and sighed. She came in every day after school like clockwork, stayed till five forty-five then left. Except today, she didn’t. The only way for me to get the heck out of here was to tell her the library was closing, but I didn’t have the heart to.

She appeared to be well taken care of, nice clothes, good tennis shoes and well groomed. But she was never with anyone when she came in. Even when other kids would come in to work on homework or such, she stayed by herself at the far table.

I glanced at the watch on my wrist one last time and knew I had to go talk to her. All I wanted to do was go home, eat dinner, and take a nice long bath with my latest book boyfriend. Was that too much to ask?

After I skirted around the desk, I hesitantly made my way over to her, not wanting to tell someone they had to leave. I wasn’t one for confrontation. “Um, excuse me.”

The girl looked up at me and smiled. She couldn’t have been more than thirteen, fourteen tops. Shiny braces encased her teeth, and black-rimmed glasses sat perched on her nose. “Yes?”

“The library closes at seven.”

She glanced at the watch on her wrist and hit her hand on the table. “Crud. Luke was supposed to pick me up over an hour ago. I’m really sorry,” she said, gathering her books and shoving them into her bag.

“Did you need to call him?” 

“No, he probably won’t answer the phone. He’s only managed to pick me up once this week. He’s busy getting ready for Street Wars. He’s probably stuck under the hood of a car right now.” She zipped her book bag shut and slung it over her shoulder. “I’m really sorry for keeping you here so late. I know the library closes at seven, but I was so into my book I didn’t even notice the time.”

“It’s OK.” I had totally been there before. That was the whole reason I worked at the library, I got to be surrounded by the things I loved all day. 

“I’ll see ya,” she waved and headed out the door.

I quickly flipped off all the lights, making sure everything was ready for tomorrow and walked out the door. “Shit,” I muttered as I got pelted with rain as I locked the door. I ran to my car, looking for the girl but didn’t see her. Was she really going to walk home in the rain? I glanced up and down the street and saw her two blocks up, huddled under a tree. 

Whoever this Luke was who was supposed to pick her up was a complete douche monkey for making this poor girl walk. I assumed it was her father, but it was strange that she called him Luke.

I ducked into my car, tossing my purse in the back and stuck the key in the ignition. I cranked it up and reversed out of my spot. As I pulled up to the girl, all I could do was shake my head. What did she think she was doing? Standing under a tree during a thunderstorm was not a bright idea.

“Get in the car,” I hollered over the wind and rain. That was one of the drawbacks of the library, there weren’t many windows so I never knew what the weather was like until I went outside. “I’ll give you a ride.”

She shook her head no and huddled under her jacket. What was she thinking? It didn’t look like the rain was going to let up anytime soon. “I’m not supposed to ride with strangers.”

Well, that was all fine and dandy except for the fact me being a stranger looked a lot better than standing in the rain. “You’ve been coming into the library for months. I’d hardly call us strangers.”

“I don’t even know your name,” she said, her teeth chattering.

“It’s Violet. Now get in the car.”

She looked up and down the street, and it finally sunk in that I was her only chance of getting home not sopping wet. As she sprinted across the street, I reached across the center console and pushed open the passenger door.

“Oh my God, it’s cold out there,” she shivered as she slid in and closed the door.

“Well, it’s only April. Plus, being soaking wet doesn’t help.” 

She tossed her bag on the floor and rubbed her arms, trying to warm up. I switched the heat on full blast and pointed all the vents at her. She was dripping all over, and I knew the next person who sat there was going to get a wet ass. “Which way?”

“I live over on Thompson, on top of SRK Motors,” she chattered.

I shifted the car into drive and headed down the street. “How come your dad didn’t come and pick you up?” I asked, turning down Willow Street.

“Probably because he’s dead.”

Oh, crap. Whoopsie. “I’m sorry,” I mumbled, feeling like an idiot. She seemed too young to have lost her dad.

“You can rule my mom out, too. They’re both dead.” She pulled a dry sweatshirt out of her bag and wrapped it around her hair, wringing it out.

OK. Well, things seemed to have taken a turn for the worse. “So, um, who’s Luke? Your uncle?”

“No, he’s my oldest brother. I’ve got three of them. They all work at the garage together that Luke owns, he’s in charge.”

“So, your brothers take care of you?”

“Ha, more like I take care of them. If it weren't for me, they’d spend all their time under the hood of a car.”

“What’s your name?” Here I was giving this girl a ride home, and I had no idea what her name was.

“Frankie.”

“I’m Violet, by the way, if you didn’t hear me before,” I glanced at her, smiling.

“Neat name. Never heard it before.” That would be because my mother was an old soul who thought to name me Violet would be retro. It wasn’t. It was a color.

“Eh, it’s OK.” 

I pulled up in front of the body shop and shut the car off. It was raining even harder now, the rain pelting against my windows. “I’ll come in with you to make sure someone is home.”

“I’m fourteen years old. I can be left alone.’

“Whatever. Let’s go.” She was right, but I didn’t care. I was pretty pissed off that her brother had left her all alone to walk home in the rain.

We dashed to the door, my coat pulled over my head, and I stumbled into the door Frankie held open. “Oh my God, it’s really coming down,” I mumbled, shaking my coat off. My hair was matted to my forehead, and I’m sure I looked like a drowned rat.

“I think Luke is in the shop, I’ll go get him.” Frankie slipped through another door that I assumed lead to the shop, and I looked around.

Apparently I was in the office of the body shop. There was a cluttered counter in front of me and stacks of wheels and tires all around. Four chairs are set off to the side, which I assume was the waiting area, and a vending machine on the far wall. 

The phone rang a shrilling ring, making me jump. I looked around, trying to figure out what to do when the door to the shop was thrown open, and a bald, scowling man came walking through. He didn’t even glance at me, just picked up the phone and started barking into it.

“Skid Row Kings,” he grunted.

I couldn’t hear what was being said on the other end, but I could tell Baldy was not happy. I looked down at my hands, noticing my cute plaid skirt I had put on that morning was now drenched and clinging to my legs. Thankfully I had worn flats today, or I probably would have fallen on my ass in the rain. 

“What can I help you with?” 

My head shot up, baldy staring at me. “Um, I brought Frankie home.”

He looked me up and down, his eyes scanning me over. “Aren’t you a little too old to be hanging out with a fourteen-year-old? You’re what, sixteen, seventeen?”

“Try twenty-seven.” This guy was a piece of work. He was looking me over like I was on display and he thought I was a teenager.

His eyes snapped to mine, and his jaw dropped. Yeah, jackass, I’m older than you are probably. “What the hell are you doing with Frankie?”

“She works at the library. You know, the place you promised to pick me up from today?” Frankie said, walking back into the shop. She had managed to find a towel and was drying herself off. I would kill for a towel right now.

“Fuck,” Baldy twisted around and looked at the clock behind him. “Sorry, Frankie. Mitch and I were tearing apart the tranny on the Charger.”

She waved her hand at him and tossed the towel to me. Oh, thank you sweet baby Jesus. I wiped the water that was dripping down my face and squeezed all the water out of my hair into it. 

“How the hell did you get so wet if she gave you a ride home?” 

“Because I started walking home, Luke, until Violet was kind enough to stop and give me a lift.”

He watched me dry my hair, confusion on his face. “Violet?” he muttered.

“That’s me,” I said, sticking my hand out for him to shake. “I didn’t want Frankie to get sick walking home. Plus, it’s getting dark and someone her age shouldn’t be out then.”

“She’s fourteen years old,” he sneered. “I was out on the streets when I was twelve.”

“Oh, well. If that’s how you want to raise her.” Luke was a gearhead that was also an ass. I didn’t have time for this. My bath was definitely calling my name now that I was soaking wet. I tossed the towel back to Frankie and pulled my jacket over my head again. “You’re welcome for bringing your sister home.”

“I didn’t ask you to.”

“I know,” I turned to Frankie and smiled. “I’ll see ya tomorrow.” She nodded her head at me, smiling, and I turned to walk out the door. I twisted the handle, and the door blew into me, rain pouring in. I glanced back at Luke one time, a scowl on his face, and figured the pouring rain was better company than he was.

I pulled the door shut behind me and sprinted to my car, dodging puddles. 

Once I was safely in my car, I looked up at the two-story building and sighed. I wish I could say this was a hole in the wall garage, but it was far from that. The building itself was a dark blue aluminum siding with huge neon letters that boasted, Skid Row Kings Garage, also known as SRK Garage. There were five bay doors that I’m assuming is where they pulled the cars into and over the office part is where I believe they lived. It was monstrous. Everyone in town took their cars here, especially the street racing crowd.

I had never been here before, mainly because I have never really needed repairs done on my car. I always went to the big chain stores to get my oil changed and thankfully hadn’t needed any major repairs.

I started my car, thankful to be headed home. I turned around, the big looming building in my review as I headed down the street.

Hopefully, that was the last time I would ever step foot in Skid Row Kings garage and never see Luke again. He seemed like a total ass.

=_=_=_=_=_=_=_=_=_=_=_=
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Luke

“Why the hell didn’t you call me to come and pick you up?”

“Would you have even answered the phone?”  Frankie tossed the towel over her shoulder and grabbed her book bag she had dropped by the shop door. “I need to change,” she mumbled, heading up the stairs to the right of the shop door.

I ran my fingers over my head and sighed. “Fuck.” I had screwed up again with Frankie. Now she was relying more on strangers than she was me. I jogged up the stairs, trying to catch up to her, only to see her duck into the bathroom and slam the door shut behind her.

“Frankie, I’m sorry,” I said through the door. I leaned my shoulder against the door frame and rested my head against the wall. “Next time call, and I promise I’ll answer.”

“Next time why don’t you do what you said you would and just pick me up without me having to call and remind you.” She opened the door, glaring at me. “It’s Thursday, and you’ve only managed to pick me up once this week. The only reason you did remember was because you were waiting for a parts delivery.” She stormed past me and headed into the kitchen.

“I’ll make dinner tonight, Frankie. You don’t need to worry about it.”

She shook her head and grabbed a kettle down from the cabinet. “Thanks, but I’ll do it. I’d like to eat now, not three hours from now when you finish up with the car.”

“I just have to finish up one thing on the car tonight and then I’ll make dinner.”

“Luke, I’m not stupid. You head back down there to finish one thing and then you get stuck doing two other things. Before you know it, it’s midnight, and I haven’t eaten dinner yet. I’m making mac and cheese, and then I’m going to bed. I’ll leave some on the stove for you guys so you can eat later.” She slammed the pot into the sink and turned the water on, filling it up.

Dammit, she reminded me of Mom when she acted like this. I fucked up, and she wasn’t going to let me get away with it. I couldn’t really tell her she was wrong because that was exactly what happened every time. “I promise not to be long. When we finish on the car we can stay up and watch a movie.”

Frankie shook her head and set the pot on the stove. “I have school in the morning, Luke. I can’t stay up till one o’clock watching Fast and the Furious with you guys.” 

“Yo, Luke, get your ass down here!” Shit. If Kurt was calling for me, I knew whatever he wanted wasn’t going to be good.

“You better go, Luke.” Frankie waved a spoon at me and turned her back to me.

Shit. I never seemed to be able to get things right with Frankie. I always fucked up somehow. “Half an hour tops, I promise.” 

Frankie just waved her arm over her head at me. I headed back down the stairs to see Kurt and Mitch standing at the bottom of the stairs. “Where the hell did you go?” Mitch asked.

“I fucking forgot to pick up Frankie again.” 

“Dude, that’s the third time this week.”

“No shit, captain obvious.” I shut the door behind me and walked into the bay area of the shop. My Dodge Charger laid in pieces around the shop, waiting for me to put it back together.

“I told you to set an alarm on your phone, man. Particularly with the thunderstorm rolling through today, you should have been there.” Kurt walked over to the car, leaning on the fender.

“You fuckers could help me remember this shit.” I grabbed a shop towel off the bench and shoved it in my back pocket. 

“Hey, you’re the one who said you were in charge and technically, you are her guardian. I’m just her older, more attractive, brother.”

“Yeah, well, I’m fucking it up royally. Mom and Dad have only been gone a year, and it feels like ten.” I leaned against the car, looking down at the huge hole where the transmission should be.

“You’re not doing that bad,” Mitch said, standing next to me, his hand resting on my shoulder.

“How did Frankie get home?” Kurt asked.

“The librarian gave her a ride home.”

“No shit. Was she, at least, one of those sexy librarians? The ones who make you want to stay after school and work on extra credit?” Kurt winked.

“Uh, not sure. She was soaking wet and being a bitch to me about not picking up Frankie. She definitely looked like a librarian. All buttoned up and prissy.”

“Damn, I’m more into the naughty librarians, not actual librarians.” Kurt winced and walked over to the lever to raise the car in the air. “You need to check this out. When you blew up the engine last time, you fried the linkage to the tranny. This is going to be a hell of a lot more work than we thought.”

Mitch and I backed away and watched the car slowly rise into the air. “It wasn’t my fault the fucking motor blew. The damn gauges went out in the car, and I was driving blind.”

“Yeah, well, now you know next time that winning the race isn’t fucking worth all the work we need to get done before Street Wars in three weeks.”

We all crowded under the car and looked up. “Jesus fucking Christ. You mean to tell me you didn’t feel the engine about to blow?” Kurt asked, whistling through his teeth.

“Yeah, well, apparently not.” Kurt and Mitch had been giving me shit for the past week since I fucking blew up the engine. It was getting real old, and I was ready to just get the fucking thing fixed and get over it. “You boys ready to be up all night?”

“Good thing I canceled my plans for tonight.” Mitch grabbed the air ratchet, hooking it up to the air hose while Kurt rolled the tool cart under the car.

“What other plans did you have other than some quality time with your hand and PornHub?” Kurt asked, pulling his gloves on.

Mitch raised his hand, shooting him the bird. “I get ten times the action you do.

“Yeah, how about some names? You always say you get all the action, but we never see these girls you talk about.” This was typical between Kurt and Mitch. They were only eleven months apart in age and always in competition with each other.

I’m thirty-two, Mitch is twenty-nine, and Kurt is twenty-eight. Frankie had been a huge surprise to Mom and Dad. Hell, she was a huge surprise to all of us. I was seventeen when Mom and Dad came home with a baby. I was only around for two years of Frankie’s life before I got a place of my own. 

So, you can only imagine how much of an adjustment it was to the both of us when I became her guardian. I had owned Skid Row Kings garage for the past five years with an ever growing clientele base every year. 

Growing up, we had lived on the wrong side of the tracks, also known as Skid Row around here. Where it was a fifty/fifty chance of getting out alive or in a body bag. Mom and Dad worked their asses off, but there was always only so much money to go around. 

Now, SRK Garage was on the right side of the tracks and all four of us had made it out. When I was searching for a name to the garage, I couldn’t think of a name until one night after a drag race Kurt had won, and someone in passing had called us the Skid Row Kings. The name stuck and the garage was built.

“Alright, fuckers. Let’s get to work. This is going to take a hell of a lot more time than one night.”

Kurt, Mitch and I worked till two o’clock in the morning, and we barely put a dent into all the work that needed to be done.

By the time we dragged our asses up the stairs, Frankie was fast asleep, and the food she had left on the stove for us was dried out and crusty. Kurt popped two pizzas into the oven while I took a quick shower, washing off the grit and dirt from the day. I pulled on a pair of sleep pants and dropped my dirty towel in the hamper. I grabbed my toothbrush and slathered some toothpaste on.

My thoughts kept going back to Violet and the way she had looked at me today. Almost as if she thought she was better than me. I hadn’t had someone look at me like that since I had lived with Mom and Dad. Back then, everyone thought they were better than us.

No one was better than me, and the next time I ran into Violet, I would let her know exactly that.

=_=_=_=_=_=_=_=_=_=_=_=
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Violet

Ugh. I was dragging ass today, and I really didn’t see things getting any better.

I had woken up after a restless night sleep thanks to the pounding rain on my roof and the never-ending drip of water that was next to my bed. I had put a pot under it, but I was afraid the whole night it would overflow so I woke up every couple of hours to check on it.

After I had showered, realizing halfway through I was out of conditioner, I realized this day was going to suck.

I had broken the zipper on my favorite black skirt and couldn’t find another skirt to match the shirt I had on. I ended up grabbing a tight black pencil skirt I hated wearing because it hugged my hips too much, making me self-conscious.

After I had slipped on my kitten heel pumps, I walked down the short hallway to the kitchen, tugging on my skirt the whole way. I walked straight to the Keurig, knowing this was the only thing that was going to make my day bearable.

I grabbed a pod of coffee, popped it into the machine, filled it up with water and hit the start button. I waited to hear the quiet little hum it always did, but nothing happened. The light lit up, but the little coffee nymphs inside were dead. I banged on it, unplugged, plugged, prayed to the coffee Gods, but nothing helped. My Keurig had bit the dust.

After I had banged my head against the cabinet, I knew I needed to find coffee and try to get to the store before work. I scoured my cabinets, finding a container of instant coffee, and downed two cups. My Keurig had spoiled me for instant coffee. It just wasn’t the same.

I grabbed my purse, slinging it over my shoulder and glanced at the clock, realizing I was going to have to wait till after work to run to the store.

Now it is three o’clock, and I am counting down the hours until I could clock out and get to the store. My two cups of crap coffee had worn off two hours into the day, and I had been doing everything to stay awake since. I should have skipped looking for the instant coffee and used that time to head to the coffee shop this morning.

I was leaning against the front desk, counting the lines on a sheet of paper when Frankie walked in, headed to the far table. She waved shyly at me, her cheeks blushing but didn’t stop to talk. There goes my idea of talking to her when she came in. I figured she would have at least come over and said hi.

I grabbed the piece of paper in front of me, crumpling it up and tossed it into the garbage. I needed to talk to someone, or I was going to fall asleep. It looked like Frankie was going to talk to me even if she didn’t want to.

It was Friday afternoon, and it was normally dead at this time. Most kids didn’t come to the library Friday nights because they had other things to do and could work on their homework at home over the weekend.

“Hey, fancy meeting you here,” I said, pulling the chair out from across the table from her. I sounded like an idiot, but I was running on fumes at this point.

Frankie laughed and shook her head at my lame attempt at humor. I was definitely dorkier than funny. “I wanted to get some reading done, and it’s much quieter here than at the shop. Plus, if I come home early, I normally get stuck answering the phones while Luke, Kurt, and Mitch take care of everything in the back.”

“Ah, that’s why you’re here almost every day. Trying to avoid your brothers.”

“Not really avoid so much as try to get my homework done without dirt and grease smudges all over it.”

“Hmm, I hear you on that, although when I was growing up, it was cake batter and icing rather than dirt and grease.” Frankie looked at me like I was crazy. “My mom and dad owned a bakery. We lived in the apartment overtop, but I always did my homework down in the bakery.”

“That’s pretty cool. At least, you can eat what they make. At the shop, all I see is cars coming and going all day.”

“Yeah, it was pretty fun.”

“So how come you work here if your parents own a bakery?”

“My mom and dad both passed away four years ago. First, my dad had a heart attack, and I swear my mom died of a broken heart four months later. I have never met two people who were more in love than they were.” I still remember it like yesterday. I knew my mom missed my dad something fierce, but I never realized how much until she died. One day she was fine and the next she was gone.

“So you’re just like my brothers and me. Although my parents died in a car accident a little over a year ago.”

“I’m sorry, Frankie,” I said, reaching across the table and squeezing her hand.

“It’s OK,” she shrugged. “I still miss them, but it seems to hurt a little bit less every day.” Such strong words for a girl who was only fourteen.

“So you live with all of your brothers over the shop, then?” I don’t know why I was asking about her brothers. The one I had managed to meet yesterday was a total tool, and I’m sure the other two weren’t any better.

“Yeah, there’s four bedrooms, huge kitchen and living room above the shop. It’s nicer than anything I’ve ever lived in before. Luke always said he was going to have a nice house when he grew up. He definitely got it.”

Wow, there was that much space above the shop? That was impressive. When we had lived above the bakery, there was only one bedroom, and I slept on the pull out sofa. “At least, you have your own room.”

“Yeah, Luke was nice and gave me the master bedroom, although all the rooms are basically the same size.”

Master bedroom at fourteen. This girl was going to have a rude awakening when she moved out and saw how tiny some apartments could be. I swear I could stand in the middle of my bedroom and touch all four walls. Well, not really, but you get how small my room was. 

“Well, I need to finish up some filing I’ve been putting off all day in fear it will put me to sleep, but I can’t avoid it anymore. I’ll see ya Monday.” I stood, giving a little wave to Frankie and headed back to the front desk. I only had two and a half hours until the end of the day, and I was not about to fall asleep now.

By the time I looked up at the clock it was already five to seven, and I had just gotten all the paperwork and filing done that I need to today. 

“Bye,” Frankie waved, walking out the front door. 

“See ya,” I replied, walking over to the stacks of books, ready to shut down. 

After walking up and down all the aisles and turning all the lights off, I was ready to get the hell out of here. 

I was surprised to see Frankie sitting on the front steps, waiting.

“Hey, you need a ride?” I asked, sitting down next to her.

“No, surprisingly not. Luke just called and said he’ll be here any minute.”

Well, score one point for Luke. He had remembered his sister today. “Ok,” I stood up, brushing off my butt and made my way down the stairs. “Bye.”

I walked over to my car, unlocking the doors and throwing my purse in the back. I needed to run to the store to get a new Keurig and then I was heading home to more than likely pass out.

As I slid in, I saw a jacked up truck pull up to the library with the Skid Row Kings logo on it. All the windows were rolled down, music pouring out of it and Luke in the passenger seat. What an ass monkey.

I put my key in the ignition, turning the key and it made a horrible grating noise. Shit. I let go of the key, hoping no one had heard that. I tried it again, and the noise sounded more horrible than the last. Double shit.

I looked up just in time to see Luke hop down from his truck and head over my way. No. No, no, no. I did not want King Douche coming over here. I tried the key one last time, hoping that it would miraculously start, but it just made the horrible noise again.

“Stop,” Luke yelled, waving his arms in the air.

I slammed my hand on the steering wheel and cursed the man for actually being on time to pick up his sister.

“Pop the hood,” he yelled, standing in front of the car.

I shook my head no, not wanting this jackass anywhere near my car. He propped his hands on his hips and stared me down. I wasn’t going to budge.

He shook his head and walked back over to his truck. Thank god I didn’t need to fight him off. I grabbed my phone out of my purse, realizing I wasn’t going to be able to get home tonight and needed to call for a tow. Except I had no idea who the hell to call for a tow. I looked up and saw Luke walking back over to my car, a huge screwdriver in his hand. What the hell was he doing? He stuck the screwdriver into the front of my car and the next thing I knew he was raising the hood of my car.

“Hey!” I yelled, jumping out of the car. “You can’t do that. I didn’t ask you to help me.” I rounded the front of the car to see him leaning into the engine looking at Lord knows what, because when it came to cars, I was less than educated.

“I’m just trying to help. It sounds like your alternator is shot.”

“Well, thank you very much, but I think I’ll take it to the mechanics, and they can tell me what’s wrong with it.” I held my phone in his face, shaking it.

“No one is going to answer. Kurt and Mitch both went out for the night.”

“I’m not calling Skid Row Kings.”

“Well, whoever else you call is going to charge you an arm and a leg just for the tow.”

Shit. He was probably right. I knew the big chain store I regularly took my car to for an oil change wasn’t going to be able to help with whatever was wrong with my car. “Well, whatever. I’m just going to walk home, and I’ll figure it out tomorrow.”

“On a Saturday? Are you looking to get robbed?”

Ugh, shit, it was Saturday tomorrow. Shit, shit, shit. “Whatever, it’s not your problem.” I grabbed my purse out of the back seat and pulled my cardigan tight around me, feeling a slight chill in the air and knew the over two-mile walk to my apartment was going to be a cold one. “Shit.” It looked like tomorrow was going to be another instant coffee morning because there was no way in hell I was going to be able to make the five-mile walk to the store. When you had a car, it didn’t seem too far, but now that I had to potentially walk everywhere, the store might as well be in Timbuktu.

“Hop in the truck, I’ll give you a ride home.” He shut the hood and stuck the screwdriver in the back pocket of his jeans.

“No thanks. I’ll just walk home, and I could use the exercise when I walk to the store tomorrow. I’ll be okay. Have a nice night,” I said, turning my back on him, dismissing him.

“You’re going to walk to the store tomorrow? You do know a thunderstorm is rolling in tonight, and it’s supposed to rain all day tomorrow?” Double damn. There goes my plan of walking to the store.

“I guess I’ll just have to wait another day to go to the store.”

“Or, you could get in the truck, we could drop Frankie off at home and then I can take you to the store and then back to your apartment.”

Dammit, that sounded like a good plan. All except for dropping Frankie off at home. “Why can’t Frankie come with us?”

“Because my Aunt is at the shop and she had plans to go to the movies with Frankie tonight.”

I ran my fingers through my hair and looked at the man who was standing in front of me. He annoyed the hell out of me, but he was offering me the opportunity to get my beloved Keurig and not have to walk ten miles to get it. “How much is it going to cost me?” He was going to be my personal taxi for the next hour. I had to pay him for gas at least.

“For the ride, nothing seeing as you brought Frankie home last night. For fixing your car, I’ll get back to you on that. Mitch will have to pick it up with the flatbed in the morning.”

“You don’t need to fix my car.”

“Then who else is going to do it? Sure as hell not where you got your damn oil changed.”

How the hell did he know where I got my oil changed? Could he tell just by looking under the hood? “How do you-” I started but was cut off when he pointed at the sticker on my windshield. Oh, that.

“I’m leaving now. Get in the truck or start walking.” Luke turned back to the truck, not giving me a second glance.

Shit. What the hell was I supposed to do? I didn’t want to owe this man any favors, but I really didn’t have another choice. I looked down the road in the direction of my apartment and sighed. I really didn’t want to walk.

I heard Luke start his truck and knew I had to make up my mind.

“Shit.” I headed towards his truck, hoping I had made the right decision.
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Luke

“Stop being such a jerk to her. I wouldn’t want to get in the truck either if I was her.”

Frankie was sitting in the back, both of us looking at Violet trying to decide if she was walking or coming with up. “I'm not a jerk. I offered to help her, and she told me no. I was nice, and she was a bitch.”

“If you would have an actual conversation with Violet, you would see that she is anything but a bitch.”

I cranked up the truck, ready to get the hell out of here. I was honestly just trying to help when her car wouldn’t start. I knew her alternator was the problem, and it would only take a couple of hours at the shop to fix it. Little did I know I was going to have to fucking bargain with her to agree to let me work on it. Normally it was people begging me to get their car in the shop, not the other way around.

“Look, she’s coming. Try not to be a complete ass.”

“Hey,” I said, turning around to look at her, “One, stop the fucking cussing.”

“You do know what you just said, right?” Frankie smirked at me and crossed her arms over her chest.

“I’m thirty-two years old, I’ll say whatever the hell I want.” She glared at me but didn’t say anything more. “Two, I'm not an ass. She's not really Miss Heart and Roses, either.”

“That’s because you're a dick,” she hissed at me as Violet opened the door.

“I can sit in the back.” 

“Nope, I’m all buckled in back here, I’m good.” 

Violet stood at the open door, trying to figure out if I was going to bite her or not. She looked fucking terrified of climbing up into the truck. “You need a hand?” Frankie hit me in the back of the head, and Violet glared at me. Hey, it was a genuine question. I’ve had lots of girls who had needed help getting in the truck. Although, they were probably more interested in getting my hands on them than Violet was. I watched as she put a foot on the running board, grabbed the door frame and hoisted herself up. Her skirt slid up her thighs exposing her pale, silky skin.

My eyes were glued to her legs when Frankie smacked me upside the head again. Thankfully Violet didn’t notice and kept struggling to get in. “Your truck really isn’t made for girls who wear skirts, is it?” She finally got all the way in and swung the door shut. She pulled her skirt down and set her purse on the floor.

“The kind of girls Luke dates don’t care if they flash the whole neighborhood when they get in,” Frankie chimed in.

“Classy,” Violet whispered under her breath.

Jesus Christ. Here we were not even a minute in my truck, and she’s insulting the girls I date. Not saying that Frankie wasn’t right, but did it matter? So the girls I dated knew how to have fun and not be some stuck up librarian, big deal.

I pulled out of the parking lot and headed back to the shop to drop off Frankie. I really wished Bev wasn’t waiting for her at the shop because I would rather Frankie be with me whenever I was with Violet. I wasn’t sure if I could contain myself from strangling her whenever she started acting bitchy. Even her name, Violet, sounded like a snotty bitch’s name.

“Are you planning on staying the night at Bev’s tonight?” I asked, flipping on my blinker to get on the road the shop was on.

“Yeah. I have my bag packed. I just have to run in and get it.”

I glanced over at Violet, her face forwards and her hands clasped in her lap. She really did look like a Goddamn librarian. “Text me and let me know what time you’ll be home tomorrow.”

“Yes, Luke,” Frankie moaned, annoyed.

We pulled up to the shop, Bev’s car sat idling by the front door, and I parked next to it.

Bev hopped out of her car and dashed over to the passenger, throwing open Violet’s door. “Who the hell is this? I thought you were running to pick up Frank, not some stuffy librarian.”

Frankie laughed, pushing open her door and hopped down. “I’m right here, Aunt Bev.”

Bev backed away from Violet and wrapped Frankie up in a hug. Violet looked at me, shocked. “I’m not stuffy,” she huffed out.

Oh yes, you are, darlin’. I shrugged my shoulders, not wanting to be an ass and tell her she was stuffy. “Yo, shut the doors. I got to run Cinderella to the store, home and then I still got shit to finish on the Charger tonight.”

“Alright, alright. Don’t get your panties in a bunch.” Bev swung the back door shut and motioned for me to roll down the window. “I’m not sure what time I’ll bring her back tomorrow. I might have her stay until Sunday if that’s OK?”

“As long as it’s OK with Frankie and you let me know what’s going on, I don’t think it’ll be a problem.” Bev waved her hand at me, dismissing me and walked back over to her car. Ever since Mom and Dad had died, Bev had been trying to fight me for custody of Frankie. I’m sure the judge would have granted it to her if it hadn’t had been for her very unstable living situation. She always seemed to be moving every couple of months. Thankfully by the time we were going through the courts and everything, I had owned the garage and lived over it for over five years.

“Bye, Violet. I’ll see you Monday?” Frankie asked, eager. I hadn’t seen her that excited talking to someone since Mom and Dad died.

“Of course. Hopefully, Monday I will have had a better morning and be more awake.” Violet winked, making Frankie laugh. Frankie waved at me and headed into the office to grab her bag.

“What kind of store did you need to go to?” I asked, backing out of the parking lot and headed to the shopping center downtown.

“Something like Target. Thank you, by the way.”

I glanced over at her again, eyes forward, lips clamped shut. I think it might have just killed her to say thank you to me. “You’re welcome. I need to pick up some stuff, anyway, so it’s not a big deal.” I didn’t want her to think I was bending over backward to help her out. I was running dangerously low on toilet paper and toothpaste.

“So, you work at the library full time?” What I really wanted to ask her was how she could work at such a boring place every day, but I refrained from asking her that.

“Yeah, Monday through Friday. Sometimes Saturday if they can’t get a volunteer to cover the desk for a couple of hours.” She fidgeted with her hands in front of her. 

“So you’re the only employee?” 

“The only paid one. I make the schedule for all the volunteers and do about fifty other things.”

“Have you always wanted to work in a library?” It was a ten-minute drive to the store, I needed to make small talk, or I was going to go crazy in the silence.

“Yeah. I love reading and just being around books. I’m sure you’re the same way with cars.” She looked over, studying me.

I never had really thought of the fact that I just loved being around cars. Fixing and racing them was just something I was good at. “Yeah, I guess.” 

“Hmm.” Was all she said and turned back to the windshield. She just hummed at me, and it somehow felt like she was judging me. I didn’t know how to read this chick. She was unlike any other woman I had ever spent time with. Usually, I would hook up with one of the flag girls from the races, and that would be it. They’d watch me race, give me a victory kiss when I won, have sex and that would be it. Hell, Kurt and Mitch had a running bet of how few words they could say before the chick would agree to sleep with them. “What song is this?” she asked, pointing at the radio.

I turned it up, unable to hear it. “‘In Chains’, Shaman’s Harvest,” I said, finally able to hear it.

“I’ve never heard of them before.”

“I’m not surprised.” She probably listened to Justin Beaver or something poppy like that.

“What the hell is that supposed to mean?”

“It means you don’t look like a chick who would listen to Shaman’s Harvest, let alone rock music.”

She crossed her arms over her chest and turned towards me. “So what do you think I would listen to?”

“Justin Beaver.”

“Who the hell is Justin Beaver?”

“You know, the dude with the floppy hair and shit music.”

“Do you mean Justin Bieber?”

“Yeah, although Justin Beaver sounds better,” I smirked.

“You’re an ass. I bet you can’t guess what kind of music I listen to.” I pulled up to a red light and looked over at her.

“I didn’t think you’d be this spunky,” I laughed.

“I didn’t believe that you were actually this big of a jerk, but there you go proving me wrong.”

I glanced at the light, making sure it was still red and looked back at her. “I bet you listen to chick crap from the 90’s. Alanis, Jewel, and all that girl shit.”

“Do you really call everything you don’t like shit?”

“If it’s shit, yeah.”

“Why do you think I listen to that music? I could be into rap or something like that.”

“Just the word rap coming out of your mouth sounds wrong. You’re into Indie Rock shit, don’t deny it.”

She glanced forward and pointed out the windshield, “Green light.” She turned back forward, not answering me.

“Tell me I’m not right.”

She glanced at me, glaring. “You’re right, dammit.”

I laughed, surprised as fuck that she actually admitted to it. “You need to pick up some candles and tea to drink while you listen to music tonight?”

“You’re so funny,” she mumbled fighting a smile.

“I think that’s the first thing you’ve said to me that actually wasn’t bitchy.”

“You seriously did not just call me bitchy.”

I glanced over, her jaw hanging open, staring at me. I shrugged my shoulders, knowing that I might have just crossed a line that I didn’t want to step over. 

I pulled into the parking lot of Target, managing to grab rock star parking and shifted the truck into park. “You don’t have to come in,” she said, opening the door, looking over her shoulder at me.

“Need shit,” I mumbled, opening my door and jumped down. My fucking Dodge was pretty tall and jumping down was basically the only way to get down. I looked across the seat just in time to see her drop down, a squeal escaping her lips when she landed.

“Fucking ridiculous,” I heard her mumble, straightening her skirt.

I shook my head and grabbed my wallet from the center console and closed the door shut. She strutted around the truck, not waiting for me, and beelined into the store. I beeped the locks on the truck and followed her.

She grabbed a cart, and I wondered what the hell she was getting. I decided to follow her just to make sure I didn’t lose her in the store and then have to wander around to find her. I fucking hated shopping. Lord help me if Violet was one of those chicks who wandered around looking at everything.

I followed behind, noticing she wasn’t looking at anything. She seemed to be a woman on a mission, and I had to appreciate that. Maybe this wasn’t going to be as painful as I thought.
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Violet

“You think you could pick out a coffee maker before they close the damn store?”

Luke and I were standing in the small appliance aisle in front of the coffee makers, and his patience was wearing thin. I glanced over at him and had to laugh inside. He looked miserable, and he let me know every thirty seconds of his distaste of shopping.

I had to admit that I normally wasn’t much of a shopper either unless it was for something I really wanted. The dilemma I was having now was the fact that I wanted the new Keurig, but it didn’t exactly fit into my budget. If I got it, I would be eating Ramen and cereal for the next month. Was fantastic coffee worth bland, shitty food?

“Just get this one and let’s go.” Luke crossed his arms over his chest and widened his stance. He had already wandered to get what he needed, that ended up being a crap ton of toilet paper and the biggest tube of toothpaste I had ever seen before.

I bit my lip, looking over the more expensive Keurig. Damn, I wanted it, but it really wasn’t in my budget. Hell, even the cheaper one wasn’t in my budget. I grabbed the smaller one, glancing wistfully at the better one and set it in the cart.

“Why the hell aren’t you getting that one?” Luke asked, looking at me confused.

I put my hands on the handle of the cart and pushed it forward. Maybe next time, bad ass Keurig. 

“Stop.” Luke put his foot out, stopping the cart.

“What?” 

“I know you want that one, why the hell aren’t you getting it?”

“Because although that is the most badass Keurig I have ever seen, it’s just not in my budget.” I pushed forward again, hoping to run over Luke’s foot, but he put a hand on the cart and held it still.

He reached into the cart, putting the smaller one back and grabbed the big mac daddy one and put it in the cart. “Let’s go.” He pulled on the cart, pulling it out of my hands and headed down the aisle.

“Stop,” I demanded as I lunged forward, grabbing the handle again and yanked it back. Luke kept his back to me and shook his head. His hand tightened and pulled again. This time, he didn’t manage to pull it out of my hand, but he dragged me along with it.

My shoes slid on the floor, as I leaned backward, trying to put all my weight into making him stop. “Luke, I can’t afford this,” I screeched as we neared the checkout. He ignored me and also the baffled stares we were getting and pulled the cart to the register. He grabbed his stuff, placing it on the belt then grabbed the Keurig.

“So you’re buying a Keurig I see.” I propped my hands on my hips, pissed off that I was going to have to walk back through the store and grab the other one.

“No, I don’t like coffee. I’m more of an ice cold soda in the morning guy.” He pulled his wallet out, flipping through all the bills in his wallet and pulled out a handful.

“Then why the hell are you buying a Keurig?” The clerk scanned everything, and he handed her the wad of bills. 

“I’m buying it and then giving it to you so we can get the hell out of here and go get something to eat. I haven’t eaten since noon, and now it’s quarter to nine. I need food.” He grabbed his change and put everything back in the cart.

“You’re crazy. You can’t give me a two hundred dollar Keurig and expect me to just take it.”

I grabbed the front of the cart, but he continued to pull it behind him. “That is exactly what I want you to do because I really doubt with all your snootiness that you will not take it. That would be rude.” He glanced over his shoulder at me, a smirk on his lips.

Gah, this man was downright infuriating. “I’m paying you for it.”

“Whatever. I don’t care. Pay me or not, I got you out of that damn store.”

“I’m paying you.” We walked up to his truck, and he opened the door

“Fine, pay me right now.” He held his hand out, waiting.

“I can’t pay you right now. That thing was way more than I could afford.”

“Then stop bitching about it, accept the fact I bought the damn thing for you and get in the truck.” He grabbed the big box, set it on the backseat and tossed the toilet paper and bag on the floor. “Get in.” He shut the door and pushed the cart over to the stall.

I stomped my foot, infuriated by the fact there was nothing I could do besides listen to the ass. 

“You know I hate you.” I crawled up into the truck, tossing my purse in the back, not caring where it landed. “I didn’t ask for help, but you seem to think I’m some damsel in distress you need to rescue.”

Luke just shook his head and started the truck. “Look, princess, I’m not in the market to save you all the time. I'm just a decent human being.” He threw his arm over the back of the seat and backed out.

“Most decent human beings don’t buy woman they don’t know two hundred dollar Keurig unless they are trying to get something.” My jaw dropped, and my eyes bugged out at the thought that Luke wanted something from me now. 

Luke glanced over at me and shook his head. “You can put your eyes back in your head, Princess. I didn’t buy you a Keurig to get in your pants. That’s not how I like to pick up girls.”

I sat back in my seat, somewhat disappointed that Luke seemed so put off of the idea of me. Of course, this was me reading too much into what he said, but it still hurt. I glanced over at him, taking in his chiseled features and handsome profile. He really was a good-looking guy, so it was no surprise he didn’t want to be with a geek like me. “Where are you stopping to eat?” I asked, not wanting to continue thinking about the fact that I was strangely hurt.

“You good with Miguel’s? I had planned on eating there tonight. They don’t close until eleven so we’re still good to eat there if you want.”

I quietly moaned, imaging the delicious tamales and humongous burritos at Miguel’s. “I could eat there.” I didn’t want to look like a complete fool talking about Miguel’s. Although once I took a bite of a tamale there was no telling if I would be able to keep my moans of yumminess to myself.

We pulled up to the restaurant, and there were barely any cars around. “Looks like we won’t have to wait for a table.”

I slid out of the truck, sort of getting used to getting in and out and headed inside, following Luke. 

He held two fingers up to the waitress, and she led us over to a corner booth and laid out menus on the table. “Ginny will be right over to take your order.” She beamed at Luke, totally ignoring me and headed back to the front of the restaurant.

“I already know what I want. Two tamales, a chicken, bean, avocado burrito and a huge ass strawberry margarita.” I never messed around when I came to Miguel’s. Life was too short to eat shitty food and worry about what people thought.

“Sounds good. I’ll have the same, but you always need to have the chips and guacamole when you come here.” Luke grabbed both the menus and set them on the edge of the table. I had forgotten about the guacamole. I was going to have to steal a couple from Luke

“Hey, Luke. I haven’t seen you in a while.” We both turned our heads to see who was talking, and my stomach rolled. I should have known when the other waitress had said Ginny that she was talking about Ginny Marco. The bane of my existence in high school. I grabbed one of the menus and opened it up, blocking her view of me.

“Yeah, we were in the mood for some Miguel’s.” I couldn’t see Luke, but you better believe I was glaring at him. Acting nice to the bitchiest bitch around, phff.

“So, what can I get for you? The usual?” Ugh, just the sound of her voice made me cringe.

“Um, do you just want me to order for us?” Luke asked. 

I peeked over the menu, his eyes on me, looking at me like I was crazy. He’d be acting crazy too if Ginny had treated him the same way she had treated me. I waved my hand over the menu, not wanting to talk, and he thankfully knew that meant to order.

After he had ordered, Ginny the bitch thankfully left without even glancing at me. It was no surprise she was infatuated with Luke. She always went after the popular hot guys in school. Her MO had not changed.

“Is there a reason why you have the damn menu in your face and I had to order for you?” He put his hand on the menu, pushing it down.

“Oh, you know, I just thought you would want to be a gentleman and order for me.” My cheeks heated, and I knew I was blushing ten shades of red.

“I call bullshit.”

I grabbed the menu, opening it up again and buried my nose in it. “There’s nothing to call bullshit on.”

He grabbed the menu and set it on the booth next to him. “I will tell Ginny to cancel our order, and there will be no tamales for you.”

“What? You can’t do that,” I huffed, crossing my arms over my chest.

“Try me.”

We stared each other down, Luke crossing his arms over his chest, too, and leaned back in the booth. “I have two brothers and a sister. I can do this staring shit for hours.”

My eyes twitched at his cockiness, and I broke eye contact, looking down at the table. “I’m just not a part of The Ginny Marco fan club, that’s all.”

“I really doubt that’s all. I’m pretty sure if there was a way to escape without her seeing you, you’d be out in the truck by now.”

I shrugged my shoulders, not wanting to admit he was right. 

“Look, you can tell me when you come back from the bathroom.”

I looked up at him, confused. “I don’t have to go to the bathroom.”

“Yes, I think you do.” He nodded over my shoulder, and I turned around in time to see Ginny walk out of the kitchen 

“Shit, shit, shit,” I grabbed my purse and scurried off to the bathroom. “Thank you,” I whispered. Luke nodded his head, a smirk on his lips, but I didn’t have time to appreciate it. I had to get the hell out of there before Ginny came over.

I pushed open the bathroom door, thankful it was empty and pushed it shut, leaning against it. What were the odds that I would run into Ginny here? It had been ten years since high school, but the bitch still managed to terrify me every time I saw her. I ran my fingers through my hair and knew I had to get a grip.

I leaned against the sink and peered into the mirror at myself. Maybe she wouldn’t recognize me. I had lost thirty pounds since high school, and I didn’t have such a baby face anymore. I mean, I wasn’t thin by any means, but there was a slight difference from what I looked like in high school.

My hair was a warmer brown than the pale, straw color it was growing up and the horrible acne I had thankfully cleared up a couple of years ago. I had seen a couple of people from high school a couple of years ago when they had brought their kids into the library, and they hadn’t even recognized me. I just prayed that Ginny would do the same. 

I turned the water on, splashing some on my face and wet a paper towel and pressed it to the back of my neck. Someone knocked on the door, and I about jumped out of my skin. “Just a minute.”

“Vi, it’s me.”

Vi? It’s me? Who the hell was me? “Um, who is it?”

“It’s Luke, the guy who bought you a coffee maker and now dinner.”

Oh shit. What the hell was he doing knocking on the women's bathroom door? “Um, I think the men’s room is just down the hall.”

“I don’t need to use the bathroom. I just came to tell you that I had Ginny make our food to go, and if you want, I’ll give you the keys so you can wait in the truck while she gets the food.”

“What? Why?” What the hell was going on? Luke had said he was starving, and now he wanted to get the food to go?

“Look, I sound like a damn idiot talking to the bathroom door. Just finish up and meet me out in the truck.” I heard him walk away from the door, and I looked back in the mirror. I grabbed the paper towel off the back of my neck, tossing it in the trash and high tailed it out of the bathroom, skirting around the hostess station and busted out the front doors. Thank you, sweet baby, Jesus, I didn’t have to see Ginny again.

I walked over to his truck, realizing he hadn’t given me the keys, but I didn’t care. I leaned against the truck, crossing my ankles and looked up at the sky. It was a clear night, and there were thousands of stars out, all twinkling and shining brightly.

I don’t know what possessed Luke to decide to get the food to go, but I was thankful none the less. I stood by the truck for over ten minutes before Luke walked out of the restaurant.

“Shit, I forgot to give you the keys and by the time I realized it you were out the door.” Luke jogged over to the truck, a huge bag laden down with delicious Mexican food. He beeped the locks open, flashing the headlights and I opened my door. I managed to climb in without flashing the whole parking lot this time and shut the door behind me. 

Luke opened the back door, set the food next to the coffee maker, slammed the door shut and climbed in behind the wheel. He didn’t say anything, just started the truck and we headed out of the parking lot.

“Um, not that I’m not grateful for leaving, but why did we leave? I thought you were starving?”

“I was, and I am. I could tell you weren’t going to be able to relax, so I figured we could just get the food to go and eat it at your place or mine.”

“Um, my place is pretty tiny. I don’t even have a kitchen table. I can just grab my food out of the bag and take it with me.”

“How do you not have a kitchen table?” He asked, glancing at me. 

I looked forward, watching the traffic on the opposite side of the road and shrugged my shoulders. “I live in an efficiency apartment. There’s not a lot of space.”

“Well, then we’ll eat at my place and then I’ll take you home.” He turned down a back road that led to the shop and sped down the road.

“You do know the speed limit is twenty-five on this road, right?” I gripped the armrest on the door and grabbed my seat belt, clicking it into place.

“I’m not into limits, Princess. With limits, you never realize your potential.”

“As poetic as that sounds, I think speed limits are there to keep you safe, not stifle one's potential.” We were approaching a sharp turn and Luke wasn’t letting off the gas. “Luke, slow down!”

“Relax, Princess. I know what I’m doing. Be thankful we’re not in my car. I’m pretty sure I could make you squeal in that.” He slammed on the brakes, and we skidded around the corner, all four wheels screeching.

I bit my lip, holding in the scream that was ready to come out and decided closing my eyes was going to be the best thing for me to do. He jammed down on the gas, rocketing us forward, slamming me back into my seat. 

“How long you think it will take us to get home, Princess?” He asked.

I peeked one eye open, trying to see where we were and slammed them shut when I saw another turn coming. “Um, well, with a reasonable person driving it would take about seven minutes. With you going Mach five, I think we’ll be home in at least five.”

“Hmm, you really believe that it will take five minutes? I think I can beat that.” I already thought we were flying, but he managed to go faster, my fingers digging into the seat and my stomach dropped to the floor.

We skidded around another corner, my body slamming against the door and I heard the coffee maker and food shift in the back seat. I was going to be pissed if my beloved tamales ended up scattered all over the floor. “Um, I’m really not into betting, so do you think you could maybe slow down before we crash or our food ends up in my lap?”

“We’re not going to crash, Princess.” He stomped on the brakes, and I opened my eyes to see we were at the stoplight just down the street from the garage. “I’ve driven ten times more than you have. I’m the safest person to be behind the wheel with.”

“Um, I’ll take your word for that,” I muttered as he stomped on the gas, squealing the tires.

The body shop came into view, and I breathed a sigh of relief. Thank God we were almost there. He skidded into the parking lot, sliding sideways and we came to a rocking stop in front of the door. “You are absolutely crazy.” My heart was beating out of my chest, and I felt like I had swallowed a rock.

“You haven’t seen nothing yet, Princess.” He winked at me, making my heart beat even faster and he jumped down from the truck.

I sat in my seat, not moving, wondering what the hell had just happened. Luke calling me Princess and winking at me somehow gave me butterflies even though I thought he was a dick. Talk about conflicted feelings.

“You coming in or are you going to eat your food in the truck?” Luke asked, opening the back door and plucked the bag of takeout off the seat.

I grabbed my purse off the floor, hitching it over my shoulder and opened the door. Just as I was about to jump down, Luke walked over and held his hand out to me. “It’s rocky in the parking lot. I don’t think your shoes can handle jumping down on it.”

I shook my head, not wanting to read into the fact that Luke was helping me down from the truck and grabbed his hand. I put one foot on the running board, and he steadied me as I stepped down. He instantly let go of my hand when my feet were firmly planted on the ground, but I couldn’t help but notice the warmth and firmness of his hand. Somehow in those five seconds, he had held my hand he made me feel safe. “Thanks,” I mumbled, closing the door shut behind me.

I followed Luke, not wanting to check out his backside, but I couldn’t tear my eyes away. I had known from the second I had met him that he was handsome, but now I seemed to be taking notice, marking down details in my mind and committing them to memory. His jeans hugged his legs perfectly tight, but not to the point where he looked like he was wearing a pair of my jeans. His shirt was snug across his shoulders, with some car design on the back, and the sleeves hugged his bulging, muscled arms. The man definitely knew how to fill out a shirt. He had tattoos on his arms that were peeking out of both sleeves, making me wonder what they were and how far they traveled up his arms.

He unlocked the front door, holding it open for me and I stepped inside. The front office was dim, the lights of the garage bays shining through the connecting door. “Is anyone still working?”

“No, Mitch and Kurt forgot to shut the fucking lights off again.” Luke walked over to the door, opened it and reached a hand in, turning off the huge lights. “I don’t know how many times I’ve told them to shut the fucking lights off.”

He headed up the steps, and I scurried behind him, watching his butt as he walked up the stairs. I needed to stop being behind Luke, my ogling was getting out of hand.

At the top of the steps, it opened up to a huge living room with three huge leather couches in the shape of a ‘c’ with a massive TV against the wall on the left. There were huge posters of old cars and car part advertisements on walls. To the right was the kitchen with a huge island with pendant lighting over it and five stools tucked underneath. Along one wall were the most beautiful cabinets I have ever seen in a dark mahogany color with a light marble counter top. It was freakin’ gorgeous.

“Wow,” I whispered, taking in the other wall of cabinets and counter that had a huge farm sink with a huge chrome fridge and stove.

“Sit at the island. I’ll get some plates and shit.” 

I tossed my coat and purse over the back of one of the couches and made my way over to the island. I glimpsed a long hallway that I assumed led to the bedrooms.

“This place is huge,” I marveled, pulling a stool out and sat down.

“Needs to be. Four people live here.” Luke grabbed two plates and forks, setting them in front of me. He walked over to the fridge and held up a can of diet soda to me, and I nodded my head yes.

He pulled out the stool next to me and started emptying the bag of food.

“So I know you’re older than Frankie, but what about your brothers, are you the oldest?” I grabbed the container he held out to me and popped open the cover. The delicious smell of perfectly cooked tamales wafted out, and I moaned. I couldn’t help it; Miguel’s tamales were a small piece of heaven.

I looked at Luke, wondering why he didn’t answer me and I was met with his piercing gray eyes staring at me, a smirk on his lips.

“You got a thing for tamales, Princess?”

“Um, it’s just that, well, tamales from Miguel’s are almost sinful. You have to have a certain level of respect for them.” I blushed, hard. I did not just basically voice my weird opinion on tamales, did I?

“I’m going to assume you aren’t one of those chicks who are afraid to eat.”

“That would be a big, fat, negative,” I said, grabbing a fork and cutting off a piece of tamale. They were still warm and moist, the perfect bite. The second it touched my tongue, I closed my eyes, savoring the tender meat and rich masa. Pure. Heaven.

“You’re going to have to stop moaning, Princess, otherwise I’m never going to be able to eat.”

“Sorry,” I mumbled, grabbing a napkin and wiped my lips. I really needed to get a grip. It was food, delicious food, but still just food.

Luke just shook his head and finished grabbing everything from the bag. He set the chips and guacamole in between us and tucked into his own food. I opened my burrito and suppressed my moan as I took a bite and just asked my question again.

“I’m the oldest. Kurt and Mitch are three years younger than me and eleven months apart from each other. They both live here.”

“So they’re both what, twenty-seven?” Yes, I was definitely fishing trying to find out how old Luke was.

“No, twenty-nine. Mitch used to have his own place, but then he got in trouble and was in jail for a year and just decided to move in with me when he got out. Kurt started working for me, and it just made sense for him to live here instead of driving to and from his house. I have the room, no reason for them not to use it.”

“That’s pretty nice of you.”

He shrugged his shoulders and grabbed a tamale, biting off half of it. “They’re family. If this was only one bedroom and they needed some place to stay they could.”

I didn’t say anything more because I didn’t know what it was like to have a family like that. My mom and dad loved me, but they weren’t around anymore. I envied Luke for having that kind of relationship with his sister and brothers. 

We ate in silence, both of us lost in our own thoughts. By the time I had devoured my tamales, half of my burrito and a healthy share of the chips and guac, I was beyond full. I always seemed to eat too much whenever Miguel’s was involved.

“You ready to head home?” he asked, piling all the garbage up on his plate.

“Um, yeah. I’ll just snap the lid back on this and grab my purse.” I don’t know what had changed, but it seemed that Luke had gone back to being a complete dick.

He dumped all the garbage and grabbed his truck keys. He stood at the top of the stairs, waiting for me to struggle into my coat. He flipped the lights off as I walked by and jogged down the stairs. I felt like I had done something wrong but I had no idea what.

I hopped in the truck as he locked up the front door again. I shut the door, and he climbed in as I buckled my seat belt. I thankfully only lived a couple of minutes away so there really wasn’t any need for small talk.

I told him where I lived, and all he did was grunt and turn up the music. What the hell was going on? I thought that we had made some headway tonight, but evidently not.

He pulled up to the front door of my apartment, leaving the truck idling and he jumped down. I slid out, grabbing my purse and the to go container and walked around the front of the truck. He was holding the huge box, waiting for me.

“I can get it.” I hitched my purse over my shoulder, dug my keys out, set the container on top of the box and grabbed it from him. “Um, what about my car? Do you need my phone number?”

He shook his head no and closed the back door shut. “We’ll drop it off tomorrow.”

Oh, I hoped I wasn’t going to have to pay more for them to deliver it. I was about to ask, but Luke moved to get back in the truck, acting like he couldn’t leave fast enough.

“Um, thank you for the ride,” I said. He nodded his head and climbed back into the truck. I backed up, surprised. I saw him shift the truck into park and told myself to get the hell out of there. I didn’t need to stand there like some lovesick girl watching him drive off.

Ugh, I shook my head as I walked to the front door. “You’re an idiot, Violet.” I had for one small second thought maybe Luke had liked me, but he was obviously just being a decent human being like he had said before.

I entered my code to get through the front door, the lock releasing and I pushed through the door, not looking back to see if King Douche was still sitting there.

“Hey, Violet. You need help with that?” I looked down the hall to see Mr. Bernard, his head sticking out into the hallway.

“Um, no. I should be good. It’s only one flight of stairs.” 

“OK, hun, you have a good night.” He waved at me and ducked back into his apartment.

I definitely needed help, but Mr. Bernard was seventy-nine years old and had two bad knees. I don’t think he knew what he was volunteering for. This damn Keurig didn’t weigh a lot, but it really wasn’t easy to carry. Throw in the damn container of takeout that was sliding all over, this was going to suck.

I managed to slide the container of food to me and held it down with my chin and started the trek up the stairs. I didn’t live in a senior living apartment, per say, but more than three-quarters of the occupants of the apartments were over the age of sixty. I stayed because the rent was cheap and no one ever bothered me.

At the top of the stairs I breathed a sigh of relief, thankful I had managed to make it without my burrito falling all over the floor. I juggled the box in my hand, trying to get the key into the lock and ended up setting it on the floor to get in.

I flipped the lights on, grabbed the Keurig off the floor and placed it on the small counter top. I had taken my old Keurig out to the trash on the way to work this morning, so I quickly unpacked the new one, taking off all the plastic and stickers and set it up. I was tempted to run one cup of coffee through it but looked at the time, seeing it was passed eleven, and knew I would have to wait until the morning.

I set the box at the door, turned off the kitchen lights and got ready for bed.

After I had brushed my teeth and slipped on my pajamas, I laid in bed, knowing I should be sleeping but just couldn’t.

Luke and his sudden mood change kept going through my head. All I had done was ask about his brothers, and he seemed to change attitude like flipping a switch.

I still thought he was an asshole, but for a little bit, I had seen what a nice guy he could be. He helped me avoid Ginny, bought me a Keurig and dinner. All three things he didn’t need to do. Gah, I don’t think I would ever understand that man.

I had only known him for two days, and he was taking up way too much of my thoughts. So what if he was hot and was nice to me for a little bit. For a majority of the time he had been king Douche to me, and he wasn’t worth my thoughts. Tomorrow when he dropped my car off, I would pay him, tell him thank you and never see the man again.

Luke Jensen was not someone I was going to worry about from here on out.

=_=_=_=_=_=_=_=_=_=_=
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Luke

I waited till she had made it to the door before I took off. I knew I should have helped her with the damn coffee maker, but I needed to get away from her. 

When she had asked me about my brothers and sounded taken back by the fact that they both still lived with me, she pissed me off. So she didn’t think that family should be there for each other, well then she didn’t need to be around either. She hadn’t been around when Mitch had gone to jail and just when he had gotten out Mom and Dad had died. She wasn’t there to watch my sister break down every day for months missing Mom and Dad. She had no clue about my family, and I wasn’t about to spend time with her when all she was going to do was judge me.

I slammed my hand on the steering wheel. “Son of a bitch.” I shifted the truck into drive and squealed out of the parking lot, pissed at myself for thinking that for even one second she was different than what I had pegged her for before.

I headed back to the library parking lot. If I could get her car back to her before she woke up, I wouldn’t need to see her again. I wasn’t going to charge her for it. Her being out of my life was going to be payment enough.

Her car was still sitting in the deserted parking lot, and I pulled up to it, bumper to bumper. I grabbed the screwdriver from the back seat and hopped out of the truck.

Her hood popped open, no problem. I really should have grabbed her keys from her, but I was so pissed I hadn’t even thought about it. I walked over to the driver's door, tried the handle and was surprised as fuck when the damn thing opened. I looked around, making sure no one saw me because the next thing I was about to do could get me arrested.

I sat in the driver's seat, took off the cover that went over the shaft of the steering wheel and exposed all the wires underneath. I quickly hotwired the car and turned it over to the same result as earlier. Definitely the alternator.

All I had to do was grab the car hauler, take it back to the shop, hope we had the alternator in stock, and it should only take a half an hour to fix. The hard part was going to be convincing Kurt or Mitch to follow me when I brought the car back to her.

I pulled my phone out of my pocket, dialing Kurt. “Yo.” 

“How long until you are home?”

“We’re at the shop right now. We were wondering where the hell you were.”

“Ugh, long fucking story, but right now I’m at the damn library. That librarian who brought Frankie home yesterday had her car break down when I picked Frankie up tonight. I told her I would get it fixed and bring it back to her. I need to you grab the car hauler and help me out.”

“Wait, hold on,” Kurt said. “You pick Frankie up at seven, it is now almost fucking midnight. What the hell have you been doing? Ohhhh, I know. The librarian.” Kurt busted out laughing thinking he was hilarious, and I could hear Mitch laughing in the background. It was hard to believe that these two were almost thirty.

“Grab the car hauler and get your ass here.” I hung the phone up not wanting to deal with their fucking jokes.

I looked around her car, noticing it was clean and neat, unlike so many cars I had repaired before. I flipped through the stash of CDs on the side of the seat and wondered who the hell listened to CDs anymore. Didn’t everyone listen to iTunes or Spotify?

They were all whino chick music from the nineties and shook my head. All shit.

I leaned back in the seat and rested my head against the headrest.

I could admit that Violet was definitely not hard on the eyes, but she just rubbed me the wrong way. I could tell how terrified she was of Ginny, and that was why I decided that we would get the food to go. I had spent time around Ginny, and I had seen how she treated people. If you couldn’t do something for her, you weren’t worth her time. She always showed up at all the races and tried to hang all over me, but I never fell for her line of shit. 

I hadn’t hooked up with anyone for months, partly because I just didn’t want the Goddamn drama anymore. If you showed these girls interest even one time, they thought they were going to get a ring out of you and wouldn’t leave me alone. I was too damn old to be dealing with that shit anymore. I thought maybe Violet would be different, but we were too much of opposites.

Headlights flashed across the parking lot, and I knew Kurt was here. I hopped out of the car and backed my truck up so Kurt could back up to the front of the car. After I had moved my truck, I slammed the hood of the car down and helped Kurt hook up the winch to pull the car onto the bed.

“You want to tell me why the hell this car looks like you hotwired it?” Kurt asked, leaning into the car.

I walked over to the controls of the winch and tightened the slack. “That would be because I hotwired the fucking thing. I forgot to get the keys from her, and I didn’t feel like going back to get them.”

Kurt shifted the car into neutral, and I pulled the car up the bed. “You seem to be in a shitty mood. What the hell happened? Did the sexy librarian turn you down?” Kurt laughed. 

“Hardly. I’m just ready to get this fucking thing fixed and get to bed.”

“Hold on, you’re fixing this piece of shit tonight?”

It really was a piece of shit. It was a four-door, ‘95 Corolla that was dark blue and had rust over the wheel wells. She needed a new car, but from the fact she couldn’t afford that Keurig and the shitty apartment she lived in, I assumed a new car was out of the question. “It’s only going to take an hour, tops.”

Kurt shook his head and helped strap the car down. He climbed back up into the car hauler, and I followed him back to the shop.

I parked in front of the shop while Kurt unloaded the car. “I’m going to check to see if we have the alternator in stock,” I hollered to Kurt. He waved me off, and I headed into the office.

“Who the hell’s piece of shit is that?” Mitch was sitting behind the service counter eating a sandwich.

“Violet’s.” I walked over to the computer, switching it on.

“And Violet would be?”

“The librarian.”

“Ah, the sexy librarian. You dating her now?”

The screen blinked on, and I entered my password. “No. She needed help, that’s it.” I searched on the computer, going through the stock while Mitch scarfed down his sandwich.

“So what the hell possessed you to help this chick out?” He crumpled up his napkin and tossed it in the garbage can.

“Frankie seems to like her. I didn’t want to look like an ass, so I offered to fix her car. I do own a body shop.” I clicked through the inventory and found the alternator. “Go find this part and while you’re at it, find new wipers for her car, too. They look like shit.”

“Aye, aye, boss.”

We both headed into the shop, Mitch headed to the racking in the back, and I walked over to the overhead door, opening it. “You know you could fucking help roll this bitch in,” Kurt cursed, pushing the car in.

“That’s why I pay you the big bucks, brother,” I laughed, closing the door behind him.

“I need a fucking raise,” he grumped, “pop the fucking hood.”

I opened the door, pulled the hood release and closed the door.

“Why the hell are we changing her wiper blades if her fucking alternator is the problem?” Mitch asked, walking over with the parts.

“Because, I said so.” Did she ask for me to put new blades on? No. Would it hurt anything if I did? No. “Check her oil and filter, too. She takes the fucking car to damn Wal-Mart to get the oil changed.” Kurt and Mitch both curled their lips in disgust at the mere mention of having anything done at Wal-Mart.

“Jesus. We should probably check the whole car over. No wonder the fucking thing broke down.” Kurt rolled his cart of tools over and started working on the alternator. 

“Probably a good idea.”

The half an hour I had first thought it would take just tripled. Get her car fixed and then I’d never have to see her again. 

I hoped.

=_=_=_=_=_=_=_=_=_=_=_=_=

Luke

It was two o’clock when I rolled up to her apartment with her car. Mitch, Kurt, and I had done a major tune up on it and replaced and repaired any problems we noticed. We had probably done more work on the car than it was worth.

I unloaded the car, rolling it into a parking spot. I grabbed the bill that I had drawn up and placed it on the front seat. I would have slid it under her door, but I had no idea what apartment was hers.

I shut the door and hopped back into the car hauler. 

After I had shifted the truck into drive, I glanced in my rearview mirror at her car. 

Her car was fixed. Nothing should break on her car until the damn body falls apart in five years. 

My job was done.

=_=_=_=_=_=_=_=_=_=_=_=_=
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Violet

I plopped down in my car, thankful the long work day was over. I stuck the key in the ignition and the car purred to life. Even when I had gotten the car six years ago, it never ran this good.

It had been three weeks since I had woken up and discovered my car, that I thought was broken down, was in the parking lot of my apartment complex. Better than it had ever been. 

Luke had left a bill on the seat, and I still couldn’t believe it. He had listed everything he had done, and let me tell you, it was a long list. He fixed things I didn’t even know needed fixing. At the bottom of the bill was a big fat zero in the amount due column. I couldn’t believe my eyes when I saw it.

I had called the number on the bottom of the bill and talked to Luke for a total of five seconds. All I said was “It’s Violet.” and all he said was “The bill’s been paid.” and he hung the phone up. He obviously didn’t want to talk to me.

That led me to now. Every time I started the car, I thought of the jerk but really couldn’t call him a jerk anymore. Now not only had he bought me dinner and a coffee maker, but he had also fixed my car to where all I would need to be done to it for the next year is get the oil changed every three thousand miles. 

I still saw Frankie every day, but she never talked about Luke, and I didn’t want to look crazy asking about him. He came to pick her up like clockwork every day at seven. Sometimes he was even waiting for her in the parking lot. He never came in to get her, just sat in his truck, idling, waiting for her.

Except for today. We had walked out of the library at the same time, and I was surprised that Luke wasn’t waiting for her. She had waved me off, saying he would be there and sat down on the steps. It was a warm spring night and not raining, so I was torn about what I should do. 

“Shit,” I whispered, knowing what I should do. “Frankie, get in the car. I can give you a ride home.” She looked up and down the street and shook her head. She grabbed her book bag and slung it over her shoulder and walked over to my car.

“Well, it was good while it lasted. I should have known, though. Street Wars are in four days. It was only a matter of time before he forgot about me.” She closed the door shut behind her and dropped her book bag on the floor.

“Well, I was going to go grab something to eat. You want to come with, and then I can drop you off at home?”

“I don’t have any money on me.”

“You don’t need money,” I said, shifting into reverse out of my parking spot. “It’s on me,” I smiled.

“Thanks. Do you think we could hit up Taco Shack? I’ve been craving their tacos lately.” Taco Shack was some of the best fast food around, although if you wanted really good Mexican food, Miguel’s was the way to go. Although ever since I had Miguel’s with Luke, I didn’t think I would ever eat there again.

“Sounds good.” We headed over to the restaurant, Frankie chattering nonstop about the book she was reading. I had come to find out over the past three weeks that Frankie was a huge Abbi Glines lover. 

After we had grabbed our food, we found a booth in the back and dug into our bounty of food. “I seriously don’t know how they make these taste so good,” Frankie groaned, taking a bite.

I think it had to do with the grease that was dripping down Frankie’s chin. “Why do you think I ordered each of us six,” I laughed, opening my taco. I had to groan too when I took a bite because Frankie was so right.

“Mitch is going to be so jealous when he finds out we had Taco Shack. He’s going to be pissed that I’m not bringing him any leftovers.” 

We sat in silence, both of us enjoying the goodness that was Taco Shack.

I sat back, hand on my stomach and moaned, “Ugh, I don’t think I can eat the last two.” Four tacos and I was ready to tap out. There was only so much grease a girl could handle. “I can’t believe you ate five,” I laughed, looking at the empty wrappers strewn all over the table.

“I might be regretting eating that last one,” she giggled, gathering all the wrappers, balling them up.

“Well, it looks like your brother is in luck. You can take these three home to him.”

“Are you sure? He really doesn’t need them. He can drive himself here if he wants some.”

I waved my hand, knowing if I took them home I would just gorge myself on them, giving myself an even worse stomach ache. “I’m sure. Go ahead.”

She wrapped up the extra tacos in the bag, and we headed back to the car. It was going on eight o’clock, and I was ready to head home. It was nearing the end of school and things at the library seemed to pick up. Between term papers and studying for year-end exams, there was always, at least, ten to twenty kids in the library after school. I was exhausted.

“Thanks for taking me out to dinner.”

“It’s no problem, Frankie. Maybe we can do this once a week. It was fun. I really don’t get out that much.” That was the understatement of the year. The last time I had been out, other than grocery shopping, was with Luke.

“Heck yeah. That would be awesome. I’ll talk to Luke and let him know. How does every Wednesday sound?”

“Sounds like a plan.” Frankie and I had become close these past weeks, and she felt like my own little sister that I had always wanted.

We pulled up to the front office of the shop, and we both jumped when Luke threw the front door open, a glare on his face. He really didn’t look happy. “What the hell do you think you are doing?” he yelled.

Uh oh, it looked like Frankie and I had both forgotten to let Luke know we were going out to eat. “Crap. He looks pissed,” Frankie whispered, peering out the windshield at Luke, who was standing in front of my car, his arms crossed over his chest.

“I’d say double crap.” Luke looked like he was ready to rip my head off. This was not how I pictured the next time I saw him.

Frankie hit the door lock button, locking us in. “He may know how to pick a lock, but it’ll take him a little bit.”

Frankie and I busted out laughing at the outraged look on his face when he heard the doors lock. “I don’t think he expected that,” I laughed.

“OK. I’m going to get out. As soon as my door shuts, throw the car in reverse and get the hell out of here.” 

“I’m not letting you do this on your own. I was the idiot that didn’t even think of telling Luke what we were doing.”

“Yeah, well, that’s what he gets for forgetting to pick me up.”

I unlocked the door and shut off the car. Better to get this over with quick and then I could go home. We both slowly opened our doors, neither one of us wanting to get out.

“What the hell were you thinking? I got to the library, and nobody was there. I drove up and down the street looking for you. I even went to Violet’s apartment looking for you.”

We both walked around to the front of the car and stood in front of Luke. I really did feel bad for making him worry about Frankie. I just figured that he had forgotten, and it wasn’t a big deal that I had taken her out to dinner. I guess I was wrong. Whoops.

“You weren’t there when the library closed, so Violet took me out to dinner.”

“Don’t you think that should have been something you told me instead of just disappearing?”

“Look, this is my fault, Luke. I should have had Frankie call you. Don’t be mad at her for this. I was the one who suggested we grab something to eat.” I didn’t want him to be mad at Frankie. I was the adult in this situation, and all the blame should be put squarely on me.

Luke looked me up and down and scowled. “I really wouldn’t expect you to care about family and letting me know where Frankie was. I’m not surprised at all that you were part of this.”

I gasped, shocked at his words. I took a step back as though he had punched me. What the hell did he mean I didn’t care about family? He didn’t even know me. “I... I’m sorry...” I stuttered.

“How the hell can you say that to her?” Frankie cried, outraged. 

“Because I know what kind of person she is, Frankie. I don’t want you hanging out with her anymore. On top of the fact she thinks she’s better than everyone, she needs to find friends her own age, not a fourteen-year-old looking for attention.”

Another punch to the gut. Where the hell was he getting this? I have never in my whole life thought that I was better than anyone. I felt the tears begin to swell, and I knew I needed to get out of there. I fumbled with my keys and backed up to get in my car.

“See, I told you she would be home soon. I don’t know why you were freaking out so much?” My eyes snapped to the door of the office, and I felt another punch to the gut when Ginny walked out. “All that driving around we did was worthless.”

All the driving around they did? Oh my God. Luke was with Ginny. Ginny was with Luke. The person who had made my life a living hell for four years was now dating the guy who, if I admitted, I had feelings for. I felt my stomach roll, and I got the same feeling I use to get when I would walk into school and saw Ginny standing by my locker, waiting for me.

Recognition dawned in her eyes, and I knew she figured out who I was. “Violet Barnes?” she said with disgust.

Luke looked over his shoulder at her, surprise on his face. “This has nothing to do with you, Ginny.”

“Seriously, Luke. I can’t believe you let your sister hang around scum like Violet. I thought you were trying to better yourself, not hang out with trash.”

And there was the final blow. My keys fell out of my hand, and my heart felt like it was going to beat out of my chest. Luke and Frankie both turned to look at me, pity in their eyes, the same look I always saw when people looked at me in high school. They felt sorry for me, but they never helped. Ever.

I bent over, grabbing my keys, tears blurring my vision, as I grasped them with a handful of dirt. I stumbled back to my car, a sob escaping my lips, and I knew it was only a matter of minutes before I lost it.

I wretched my door open and fell into the car, stabbing the key into the ignition. I closed my door as I started the car and threw it into reverse. My wheels spun as I stomped down on the gas, gravel flying. The car lurched forward as I shifted into drive without waiting for the car to stop. I spun the steering wheel, fishtailing as my tires tried to grip the driveway. 

I thought I heard someone yell my name, but I didn’t care. Escape was my only thought. After all these years, Ginny Marco could still tear me down with just a couple of words. I dashed the tears out of my eyes trying to see the road. 

The sooner I got home, the sooner I could fall apart like I needed to. 
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Chapter 8
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Luke

“What the hell is your problem? I can’t believe you talked to her like that.”

I had no idea what the hell just happened. I was so pissed off at Violet and Frankie for not telling me where they were going, and now I felt like the biggest douche in the world.

“You don’t know her. She doesn’t have any family. How could you stand there and attack her when you have no idea who she is?”

Tears were streaming down Frankie’s face, and I felt like an even bigger douche.

Fuck.

“All he did was tell that piece of trash the truth. She is nobody.”

Frankie growled and flexed her fists at her side. I had never seen her be so protective of someone before. “I have no idea who the hell you are, but if you’re dating Luke, you deserve each other. You’re both assholes.” Frankie stormed into the office, banging the door shut behind her.

“Hey, baby, don’t worry about those two,” Ginny said, coming up behind me and wrapping her arms around my waist. “I can make you feel real good,” she whispered into my ear.

I pushed away from her and spun around. I had no idea what the hell I was thinking when I had agreed to go out on a date with her. “You need to leave.”

“But you promised we would go on a date,” she pouted.

“I did, but I was fucking stupid for agreeing to it. I don’t want to go out on a date with you. You may look good, but the way I just saw you treat Violet, I know you’re not someone I want to be with.”

“You’re dumping me over that piece of trash,” she cried, outraged.

“We weren’t anything to begin with, Ginny. I’m sorry I agreed to go out with you.” I walked around her, but she reached out, grabbing my arm.

“Please, just give me a second chance,” she pleaded.

I shook off her hand and stepped backward. “You don’t deserve a second chance, Ginny. You didn’t deserve the first chance I gave you.” I walked into the office, closing the door behind me. 

“What in the hell did you do to piss Frankie off?” Mitch asked, walking down the stairs.

“Yeah, dude, she is fucking pissed off. I’ve never seen her slam doors and shit around like that before,” Kurt chimed in.

I ran my hands over my head and closed my eyes. “Fuck,” I whispered.

“Yeah, fuck is definitely the right word to use right now.”

“I went to pick her up from the library, and she wasn’t there. She ended up going out to eat with Violet and didn’t tell me.”

“Wait, so she saw you waiting for her to pick her up and she instead went with Violet?” Kurt asked, confused.

“No, I was fifteen minutes late picking her up, so Violet told her she would give her a ride home but they stopped to eat first.”

“And you’re pissed because...” Mitch waved his hands in front of him, trying to figure out what the hell was going on.

“Because she didn’t tell me where she was going. All she needed to do was send me a text letting me know where she was going, and it wouldn’t have been an issue.”

“Yeah, but would you have gotten the text message? You already said that you were late to pick her up, what did you expect her to do? She got offered a ride from someone she knew. I think that’s better than expecting her to sit in a deserted parking lot waiting for you to remember to pick her up.”

“It’s not my damn fault I forgot to pick her up!” I roared.

“Then who’s fault was it? It’s not Frankie’s and it damn sure isn’t Violet’s. She was just trying to be nice. Should she have texted you, yes? But they didn’t because they figured you wouldn’t even realize they were gone.”

Mitch walked over to the mini-fridge behind the front desk and grabbed three beers out. “There isn’t much to do, brother, besides apologize.”

“I don’t think an apology is going to be enough with Violet. While I was out there talking to them, Ginny came out and called her a piece of trash and that she was scum.” I felt sick just remembering the look on Violet’s face at Ginny’s words.

“Like Ginny Marco is some prize to be talking about people like that,” Kurt said, shaking his head. Ginny had been after Kurt for a while, but he had always turned her down. 

“So what the hell happened after that?” Mitch asked, popping the tops on the beers and handing them out.

“Violet left, Frankie yelled at me, and I told Ginny to leave.” I grabbed the beer and took a long pull off of it.

“Well, at least, you had enough common sense to tell Ginny to leave. What the hell were you thinking going out with her?”

If I was honest with myself, one of the reasons I had said yes to Ginny was because I knew Violet didn’t like her. I had been thinking about Violet these past weeks, and I was pissed I couldn’t get her out of my head. “I wasn’t thinking.”
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