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Wrench

I’m glad to be back home. Really, I am. But I’m still pissed off about getting discharged because of a fucked up shoulder injury. Like, what the fuck? My shoulder wouldn’t have stopped me from being able to do the fucking job.

I had tried to appeal the decision with my superiors but they wouldn’t go against doctor's orders. It fucking sucks, but that’s the military for you. 

When I first got home, everyone tried to steer clear of any conversations that would bring up my time with the military, as if afraid of pissing me off. At least until I set them all straight. 

I’m not fucked in the head because of anything that happened while in the service. I’m fucked in the head because they had pushed me out before I was ready to leave.

The night I came back home, I met a beautiful blonde that is new to White Summer. She owns Hays Den, the little work out studio where the other girls take self-defense classes.

Hayden had intrigued me from that very first night. She’s the reason I always volunteer to keep an eye on the girls when they go into town. Especially on the days they have class.

Like the creeper I am, I stand in the back of the room with my eyes trained on her every move. She acts as if she doesn’t notice, but I know better.

I see the way she peers at me from the corner of her eye whenever she thinks I’m not watching. But I’m always watching. She’s so damn beautiful she literally takes my breath away.

I’m so lost in this creepy new hobby of mine that I don’t notice anything but her. Until I feel a small tug on my cut. Looking down, I see the beautiful little girl I recognize to be Hayden’s daughter.

“Hello, little one.” I smile down at her, waiting to see what she will say. I know from previous visits that she’s an outspoken little girl and I know I won’t have long to wait.

“You’re the only man in here,” she whispers, her eyes wide and serious. “Why?”

I drop to my knees and meet her gaze. “I’m making sure no one messes with the women while they work.”

She considers that a moment before asking, “Like a bodyguard?”

I grin. “Yep. Like a bodyguard.”

“Can you be my bodyguard?” There’s something in her eyes that I can’t quite put my finger on.

“Why would someone as cute as you need a bodyguard?” I tap her on the nose with a smile.

“Hanley! You’re supposed to be in the office.” We both look up as her mother reaches us. “I’m so sorry if she was bothering you.” Hayden scoops the child into her arms.

“She wasn’t bothering me,” I assure her. “We were having a very serious conversation about bodyguards.”

She chuckles a little at that. “Why would you two be talking about bodyguards?”

“I told her I was the women's bodyguard, and she asked if I could be hers as well.” Something I can’t quite figure out flashes in her eyes and her smile fades.

“Well, the girls are all done for the day. So, I guess we will see you next time.” Spinning on her heel, she hurries away before I can say another word.

“What was that about?” Mina asks, approaching me with the others, their workout bags all slung over their shoulders.

“No idea.” I frown and glance in the direction Hayden had disappeared and then offer to carry a few of their bags.

Why had she reacted that way when she found out what Hanley and I had been talking about?

Hayden

Back in my office, I set Hanley down in front of the toys she’d left scattered in one corner.

The door pops open behind me and I spin around to see Austin, one of my employees and closest friends rushing in. “Hey, are you okay? I saw you talking to Wrench then running to your office as if the fires of hell were after you.”

“Haven’t I asked you to knock before just walking in here? And I wasn’t running.” I roll my eyes and scowl as he chuckles at my expense.

“Oh, you were definitely running. He doesn’t bite, you know. Unless, of course, you want him to. Do you want him to?” He perches on the edge of my desk with a smile on his face, as if he already knows the answer.

I groan. “Don’t you have other things to do? Like taking inventory in the back room or something?”

“Does everything have to be about working with you? When was the last time you went on a date?”

I lift my nose in the air and take a seat at my desk, directing my gaze on my computer screen. “Why do you care?”

“I’m fairly sure you haven’t gone out with a man since the jack-hole we don’t talk about.”

My eyes snap to him, poised and ready to bite his head off for even remotely mentioning him. “I go out to eat with you all the time.”

“That’s not a date. We tried that whole dating thing back in high school, remember? One kiss and we knew we weren’t meant to be. Was like kissing my sister or something.” He wrinkles his nose. “Gross.”

I reach out and shove his shoulder. “It wasn’t that bad. Besides, you don’t even have a sister.”

“Well, if I did, kissing her would be just like that. No sparks. At all. And I can’t be hanging out with you all the time. I love you, but I need to go out with the guys. Maybe get a little action. Find my perfect woman.”

I snort out a laugh. “That’ll never happen. Your perfect woman doesn’t exist. Unless, of course, you’re hoping for a Stepford Wife. 

Austin grins and shrugs. “You never know, Hayhay. She may be out there, just waiting for me to come along and sweep her off her perfect little feet.”

I smirk, rolling my eyes at the very idea of it. “I hope she’s the total opposite of what you want, and I also hope she gives you hell every step of the way.”

Austin pushes himself off my desk and narrows his eyes in my direction. “That hurts. Seriously, you’re not my best friend anymore.”

“Guess that means you won’t be there for supper then?” I call after him as he strides out of my office.

His head pops back around my door. “What are you cooking?”

“Spaghetti and meatballs with a salad on the side.”

“I’ll be there at eight.”

He disappears once more, ignoring my quiet chuckle.

My gaze drifts over to Hanley, where she sits, completely engrossed in whatever she’s watching on her tablet.

Then I think back to what Wrench had said about bodyguards and Hanley had asked him to be hers. Does she remember what we had gone through with her father?

I refuse to call him her dad. That kind of title is to be earned, not freely given.

Two years in the state prison of West Virginia is all he got for what he had done to me. That two years is almost up though, and soon, he’ll be getting out. As part of his parole, he’s not supposed to leave the state and I can only hope that will keep us safe from him a little longer.

The phone rings, pulling me from my thoughts. Mina’s name flashes on the screen.

I stab the talk button with one finger and put the phone to my ear. “Hey, girl. You forget something?”

“Actually, I did,” Mina says. “I wanted to invite you to our family cookout on Saturday. Hanley will have a lot of kids to play with and it’ll give you time to hang with us girls. What do you say?”

I purse my lips and consider that for a moment. “Umm, well, I’m not sure. I need to check my schedule first.”

Just then, Austin walks back into my office. “Check your schedule for what?”

“Mina invited Hanley and me for a cookout on Saturday.”

Shaking his head, Austin reaches over and presses the button on the phone base, switching it over to speaker mode.

“She will be there,” he says, ignoring my wide eyes. “She never schedules things on Saturdays.”

I glare daggers at his big, stupid face, but he pays me no mind.

“You’re welcome too, Austin,” Mina says with the hint of a smile in her voice.

Austin smirks. “I will be there,” he replies. “And I will make sure Hayden is there, too. On time.”

“Perfect. Saturday at noon,” Mina says. “That’s when the guys actually start up the grills. See you all then.” 

We say our goodbyes and I wait to hear the click of the line disconnecting. Narrowing my eyes to sharp slits, I glare vicious daggers at Austin.

“What?” he asks, his eyes wide with fake innocence.

“Don’t what me,” I snap. “What if I didn’t want to go?”

Austin rolls his eyes. “You know damn well you want to go, and we both know why. Wrench.”

“You don’t know anything,” I huff.

“I know you better than you’d like to admit.”

“I don’t really like you, you know,” I lie.

“I know you love me, so you’ll get over it.”

His laughter echoes through the open door as he exits the room and makes his way down the hall.

Wrench

Mina had invited Hayden and her daughter to the cookout on Saturday, and when she’d accepted, I had released a breath I hadn’t even realized I’d been holding.

I haven’t gotten excited about anything in a very long time, but anything to do with that woman excites the ever loving hell out of me. The closest thing I’d ever felt was when I’d been overseas, waiting for the enemy to pop his head up over the sand dunes. 

“You stare at the door any harder and it’s likely to explode into flames. Looking for someone?” Timber plops down next to me on the bench.

“I don’t know what you mean.” I turn, watching the kids playing around the tree with the tire swing hanging from it.

“Yeah, okay. Whatever you say.” He leans back and changes the subject. “Did you get to that Super Glide this week?”

“Purring like a kitten now,” I reply, happy for the distraction. “Tell the guy to just bring it in next time, instead of trying to fix it himself.”

Timber shrugs. “You know as well as I do, most of these guys like to act like mechanics, even though they don’t know shit about how the bike works.”
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