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Pressing the volume up on my steering wheel, I feel the nervous jitters finally melt away. I’m starting my new job today at the museum, and all I can think about is how long I’ve waited for this moment. To be independent and done with school. It’s going to feel so damn good.

I see my turn up ahead and a smile stretches across my face. But it disappears lightning fast when out of the blue, a big, ugly pickup truck pulls out in front of me.

I gasp and slam my foot against the brakes as hard as I can, causing the wheels to screech as my fingers dig into the steering wheel. My car fishtails slightly, and I do come to a stop. But not before smacking my nose into the rear bumper of the pickup.

“Are you kidding me!” I huff and put my car in park, glancing in the rearview to be sure no one is coming up behind me.

The road is clear, so I take a few calming breaths and shake my head, wondering why of all days this had to happen today. I give myself a few moments, wondering if the person I just hit is all right. I mean, they should be. Usually, it’s the person who does the rear-ending who ends up with the injuries. But I think I’m okay.

Shaking from adrenaline and frustration—because this will likely make me late for work—I kill the engine and get out of my Prius. Cringing, I take a few steps forward, assessing the damage as I run a hand through my hair. My entire hood is bent inward like someone took a sledgehammer to it. And all because of the truck’s tow package.

“Wonderful. Just wonderful.”

The door to the pickup opens. Irritation brews inside of me, but I remind myself to be nice. After all, I’m okay, and it could have been a lot worse. Plus, you never know what kind of day someone is having. The driver could be on the way to the hospital to visit a loved one who’s sick. And they probably feel bad enough as it is.

A guy steps out of the truck, and I force a smile. “Hey, are you okay?” I ask.

His brows knit as he approaches wearing crusty blue jeans, crusty boots, and an even crustier expression. He peers to where my car is kissing his. Angry eyes swivel in my direction, and I’m taken aback as he glares at me.

“No I ain’t okay,” he spits out. “You fuckin’ hit my truck.”

“What?” My jaw drops. “You pulled out in front of me.”

“You was driving like a maniac, tailgating me and whatnot.” He tongues a wad of tobacco in his mouth before spitting a glob of brown saliva on the ground in front of me.

I scoff and back away, holding up my hands in defense as my blood pressure rises. “Okay, whoa. I was not driving like a maniac. I was going the speed limit when, about twenty feet ago, you pulled out from this side street.” I toss a thumb over my shoulder and the asshole dares to snarl and point a finger at me.

“You’re a little liar, and my dad’ll be here soon to prove it.”

I come this close to swatting his hand away, but I tell myself to stay calm, that nothing good ever came from hitting. Plus, I don’t trust this guy. He’s the type that might hit back.

“I don’t know who your dad is, or how he could possibly prove that I’m a liar when I’m anything but.”

A cynical smile stretches across his face. I struggle to recall where I’ve seen this loser that’s making my skin crawl. He’s probably about ten or fifteen years older than me, putting him in his early to mid-thirties.

And then I remember, and my skin really does crawl.

I suck in a rushed breath and recoil from him. “Wait a second. I know who you are. You’re Ned. Cooter’s brother.”

“I’m Ted,” he corrects, almost with pride. “Ned is my twin brother and Cooter is my cousin.”

Cooter is the most disgusting man around. He lives in Carolina Ridge, I think, but he has family all around. Last I heard he went to jail for doxing a girl he catfished.

“Yeah, well, I wouldn’t go around telling people that if I were you.”

“Why? I ain’t ashamed of my flesh and blood family. And as far as who my dad is? He’s the head mechanic for Ax’s Garage down in Carolina Ridge. He can look at an accident and tell right away whose fault it is. And any idiot can look at this and see that you were the one tailgating me. It’s always the person in the rear’s fault.”

I toss back my head and laugh. “Oh boy, I can’t wait to prove you wrong. Idiot.” Jerking open my door, I fall back into the seat of my car to get my phone. This is a job for the police to solve, not some backwoods, inbred hillbilly whose family has the worst reputation in town.

I go through my contacts list, looking up the number for the local police station. I don’t want to dial 911 for this, but I do want police presence. I’m not about to get into a “he said, she said” situation without law enforcement to mediate and take pictures.

Sad that it’s come to this. We should be able to exchange insurance info, phone numbers, and be done with it so I can get to work. Crap! I’ll have to call in late on my first day.

If I get fired, I’m suing this dickhead.

I find the number for the police when I see another truck pull up behind me. Rolling my eyes, I figure it must be dickhead’s dad. Perfect. Can’t wait to hear what he has to say about this.

I’m about to hit send on this phone call when he steps out of the truck and starts storming my way.

“Oh hell,” I mutter. His sheer size and dominating presence make me pause. I hold my breath, waiting for him to tap on my window and start giving me grief. But he walks past my car, side glances the damage done, then stops right in front of his son who’s done nothing but pace by his truck.

“What the hell have you done now, son?”

I hear him growl at Ted, and my brows shoot up. I drop my phone in my lap, leaning forward to get a good look at the two. His dad looks pissed, and Ted jabs a finger in my direction.

“She hit me, Dad. You’re yellin’ at the wrong person.”
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