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Part Five

Evan stared at the clock's second hand as it circled around and around. It was slow but constant, ticking down each second towards his release. He was the only one sitting in detention on Friday. The only one keeping Mrs. Schuler company as she graded papers for her English class.

He glanced at the door and wished for the thousandth time that he could make a break. He was getting together with CJ tonight. It was their first chance to be alone since she'd moved back with her folks earlier this week. He saw her every day and they texted and called each other, but it wasn't enough. Not after she'd lived with him for two days.

He'd spent so much time away from her that his calluses were getting calluses. Sex wasn't the only reason he missed her, but he was eighteen years old! It wasn't fair expecting him to go from getting some two to four times a day to nothing at all for half a week.

Evan let out a sigh and shook his head. It wasn't the sex he missed most. He missed feeling her skin against his while they slept together on his bed. He'd come to love knowing she'd be right there anytime he looked over and could talk to her whenever he wanted. Having CJ with him and being there to listen to her and experience the little things with her— that's what he really missed.

So yeah, he couldn't wait to get out of here and go see CJ. His dad hadn't been happy about him getting detention for fighting, but after he'd explained himself and owned up to it, he'd backed off. He'd expected to end up grounded until baseball started in three weeks, but his dad had just let it go. Now he hoped CJ's dad was willing to do the same.

Evan winced at the thought of his girlfriend's father. The last time he'd seen the man, Mr. Wixon had chased Evan off his porch. It was that or get punched again. CJ said she'd talked to him and he'd cooled down, but that didn't make Evan look forward to their next encounter.

"What's wrong, did you start liking detention?"

Evan jerked his head over to Mrs. Schuler and then to the clock. Detention was over! He scrambled to his feet and shook his head. "No, ma'am! Sorry, I got distracted."

She smiled. "Well get out of here then. Have a good weekend and I hope I never see you in here again."

"Thanks, me too!"

Evan hurried out of the room and made his way through the almost abandoned school to the bike racks. His was the only one left this late. He unlocked it and pulled it out, anxious to get moving when he realized it wasn't moving right. He glanced down.

"You're fucking kidding me!" he howled. Both tires were flat and the tire stem caps were missing. He spun around, searching the ground until he saw both of them near the steel rack. He shoved them in his pocket and put pressure on the tires to see if they could hold him up for a short time. The rims rode the ground, insulated by the rubber but not by air.

His arms trembled with rage as he turned the bike and started walking it. His walk turned into an awkward jog. He had a date to keep!

Evan was breathing hard and suffering from having his shins banged up by the pedals a dozen times to  many by the time he made it to the street in front of the school. He could see the gas station a few blocks ahead, they'd have air there. He pushed on, thankful that he'd been running all week after CJ moved back home. The jogging he'd done with her had shown him how out of shape he'd gotten. If she liked running now he was going to make damn sure he could do it with her.

His shirt was clinging to his back by the time he jogged into the parking lot. He made his way to the air machine and leaned his bike against it with a fresh curse. It took quarters and he didn't have any. He stomped inside, breathing hard and wondering if the stinging in his shins meant blood was running down them. The teeth on his pedals were plastic, but they'd dug into his legs enough they must have done some damage.

He emerged a minute later with a Cherry Coke and enough change to power the air compressor. He fed a quarter in and inflated both tires before checking them for leaks. Once he was sure they hadn't been slashed he put the stem caps on and chugged half his Coke. He slid the bottle in the holder on his frame and mounted up carefully. A few test bounces later he grunted and jammed his foot down, pushing himself forward.

A car honked, forcing him to jerk himself to the right to avoid being run over. He glanced back and was about to flip the driver off when he noticed they'd pulled into the parking lot and he'd been the one to get in their way. Angry and embarrassed, he scowled and pumped his pedals harder, shooting between the two aisles of gas pumps and angling back to the other exit from the parking lot.
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