
A loud thud rang throughout the waiting room from the garage causing one of two young men to jump in terror. The jumper with his dark red hair fashioned into spikes and his jade green eyes twitched with each passing noise. His companion was no less than his antithesis in behavior. He leaned back in the surprisingly comfy chair allowing his long black hair to fall from his matching eyes. He glanced over at his friend that jumped as another thud came from the garage along with a slew of cursing. 


“Calm down man…” he said with a lazy tone. “Everything will be cool. Trust me.”

“Trust you!? You’re the one that told me to take that stupid detour! I’m never trusting you again!” replied the jittery man as yet another unpleasant sound came from the garage.


“So it’s my fault the stupid pigs got out of their stupid truck and made you swerve into the stupid construction site!?” The long haired man was now offended by his friend. 


“No. But, you made me take the road that lead to the stupid pigs!” There was a long pause as the two stared at either each other or the floor. “I’m sorry man…it’s just…my ass is going to get so fired after this! I mean it was simple! Pick my boss’s car up and deliver it.” He sighed as he twisted his tarnished necktie in his hands almost compulsively. His formal clothes were ruined after having to push the car to the garage. His friend didn’t have to worry about that as he was in jeans and a rock shirt that probably hadn’t been washed in two weeks. “Josh…what am I going to do?”


“Don’t worry Anthony, it will be alright.” Josh patted his back as an assistant to the shop owner walked in from the garage. 


“You guys the ones that wrecked the Buick?” He asked never looking up from his clipboard. 


“Yeah…” they said together.


“Well, you caused the transmission to drop out and cuz of a few…mishaps the engine is screwed up. All in all, it will cost about…fifteen hundred.” 


“WHAT!?” screamed Anthony. “I don’t have that kind of cash!! Oh my god!! I’m a freaking errand boy!! I’d have to move out of my place and save like eight weeks worth of rent to pay that off!!!”

“Sorry, but that’s as cheap as we can make it,” sneered the little man.


“Cheap?” chimed in Josh. “You call fifteen hundred cheap?!”


“For a Buick, yes,” he stated plainly. “Maybe the real owner can help you out.”

“What?” asked Anthony with a frightened look in his eye.

“Well,” started the man, “the mechanic found the registration stuff in the glove box and called the owner to explain what happened. He said he’d be here A.S.A.P.” Josh buried his face in his hands as Anthony began to lose all color in his skin.

“When was this?” he muttered. 


“About ten or fifteen minutes after you all got here. So…about…an hour ago,” the assistant said noticing Anthony’s pallor. “You okay?” At that moment the door swung open as the personification of the intimidating businessman walked in.

“Burgess!!” he bellowed. 

“Mr. Kubrick!!” shrieked Anthony. “Please! Let me explain!!”


“Explain what?! Why my car is fucked all to hell!?!” Mr. Kubrick stormed towards Anthony who was at this point frozen with fear. “I’m going to make sure you pay every single dime of out of your own pocket Burgess!! You’re fired!!!”
