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Luv Karen

 

I was in the yard waiting for my dad to return when Mr. Coleman the yard foreman saw me and called.  “Grace can you spare me a moment?”  I liked him, he always had a kind word for me.  I trotted over and he led me to a brand new 26 foot truck sitting in the corner.  He peeled off $50 and handed it to me.  “Think you can arrange to have this covered in graffiti by Friday morning?  There’s a case of spray paint in the corner next to the step ladder.”  What Mr. Coleman asked for Mr. Coleman got. I had a think about who I knew who was into graffiti painting then thought again. 

 

I stepped back and admired my work.  It wouldn’t get an A in art but the truck looked really scruffy.  The next day dad came home early.  “They’re closing the plant.”  He announced.  “They’re selling everything off in a yard sale tomorrow morning.  I think I might go for nostalgia reasons.” 

 

We got down to the yard early the next morning.  People were starting up the trucks and seeing how they ran.  Mine wouldn’t start and the tires looked different like there was no wear left on them and when I peeped in the cab the new seat had been replaced with a really old one.  The other trucks went up first until only mine was left. I bid my $50 and Mr. Coleman who was running the auction just knocked it down to me as is and moved on to the forklift trucks. 

 

“Dad I think I just brought a truck for $50.”  He looked at me and looked at the truck then shook his head.  I went over and paid my $50 and asked for the truck to be put in dad’s name.  They gave me two sets of keys, one for the truck and one for the box and a receipt.  I walked dad over to the truck and he walked round it and kicked the tires.  One of the front ones was flat.  Then he opened up the back and quickly shut it down again.  “Go tell them we’ll move it this afternoon.” 

 

We returned around three in the afternoon with mom.   Mr. Coleman gave us a hand to change all the wheels with ones that had been put in the back.  The seat with the broken spring got left as it was.  “Oh you might need one of these by the way.”  I don’t know what it was but when dad opened up the bit in the front and fiddled the engine started first time.  Then we went round to the back and opened it.  It was just full of things.  Mom opened up one carton and found it full of tins from the canteen.  She quickly closed it down.  “You know I’ve always thought one of these would make a good camper van.”  Mr. Colman wandered off. 

 

I looked at the box truck as dad it drove it into the trailer lot.  A graffiti covered box truck for god’s sake.  Still as mom said at least we owned it and with little money coming in that was good.  After handing in our notice on our rental unit we spent all our spare time converting it.  Practically everything we needed was in the truck.  Wood and batts of insulation left over from some building work together with a kitchen sink.  The only thing missing was a range.  The fridge was elderly and came from one of the offices as did three microwaves, a rice cooker and two Instant Pot cookers. The strange thing was the graffiti gradually washed off in the rain. 

 

You could say it was cramped.  Even with dad making me a sort of bunk bed with a hanging rail underneath, my room, such as it was, was tiny.  Still it was home and as mom said we weren’t in debt.  Mom picked up a couple of shifts at the day care centre.  She even signed dad up as she said sometimes they were just desperate when someone went sick.  Dad managed a couple of trips for an owner operator he knew who wanted to take a few days off. Dad changed the seats back over in the cab and that became my very own private place with a lock on the door.  I even arranged some curtains on the windows so I could get changed in there. 

 

At school everyone talked about the plant closure.  Some families moved away.  I volunteered at the food bank and noticed more people coming in and we were giving out more bags of rice rather than expensive tins.  Martin was in the library one day when I was waiting to use one of the computers with their internet connection.  “My neighbour is having a garage sale on Saturday.”  It seemed an odd thing to say but I knew where he lived so Saturday bright and early, well 8:30 at least you want to get the best bargains after all I arrived.  He was sat on the porch drinking coffee and waved when I got there.  “Come and have a cup of coffee.”  Martin speaking a whole sentence wow. He isn’t sociable normally at all. He led the way into the kitchen where his grandmother was cooking bacon.  “You’ll have a bacon sandwich.”  I had a bacon sandwich and grinned at Martin.   

 

When we finished he led the way over to his neighbours and opened the garage door.  I looked in and a head popped out of the door into the house.  “Just take a look through.  I had a clear out, I’ll be with you in a moment.”  Well there was a back pack that looked useful for school for a start.  Once I’d removed the dust covers I saw two racks holding pairs of jeans, skirts, dresses, and tops.  I looked at them longingly but knew from experience getting the wrong size just wouldn’t work.  Martin turned the light on and closed the garage door.  “Try a few on.  There’s mirror behind you.  I’m going to talk to Nora in the kitchen.”  I kept my back towards the kitchen door and started trying a few things on.  One or two items were a bit short, I’m rather tall but some fitted perfectly including one perfect prom dress.  Finally I’d been through them all.  I sorted the two racks in order of which I liked best.  Next would come how many I could afford.  Nora popped her head out of the door.  “See anything you like?”  “Most of it but I’m not sure how many I can afford.”  Nora grinned and stepped into the garage.  “You’re tall, most of my daughter’s old things would be too long for most people.”  She picked up the prom dress, “This brings back memories.  Her boyfriend proposed when he saw her in this.”  She looked assessing at me “Take the lot.  Save me the trouble of putting a sign out.”  “I’ve only got twenty.”  “Twenty will do fine for the two racks.”  She looked around and saw the back pack.  “Is that one yours?”  “No.”  “Well it is now.  I seem to remember Martin’s grandma from next door saying she had a few things to add.” 

 

I picked up the back pack.  It felt a bit heavy to me so opened it and there was a laptop buried inside.  “Are you sure?”  “It looks old, heavy and battered to me.”  So that’s how I got my first laptop.  Now I could use the Wi-Fi at the library without having to wait for a computer.  Martin helped me roll the two racks into his garage where he promised to keep them safe for me until I got more storage space.  I grabbed one or two things though and carried them off with me. 

 

With my own laptop my grades improved which was good.  Mom said the only way out of the trailer park was through school.  Dad picked up a bit of seasonal work here and there.  Mom had three zero hour contracts who all seemed to want her at the same time.  Winter at the trailer park was the pits.  Even though dad had lined the walls and shoved insulation in there they were cold.  He’d put studs and batts in but the thicker the insulation the narrower the home would be.  I just slept in two sleeping bags, one inside the other. 

 

Martin looked troubled one day at school.  He stopped by my desk and I looked up in amazement.  “I need to talk your parents?”  I tried to think of anything I’d done that would cause such a thing.  “Anything I can do?”  He bit his lip, “No I think your parents are my only hope.” Things were desperate indeed.  I collected him after school and we took the school bus home.  Mrs. Hernandez, the driver, looked at me as I got on behind him but I just smiled sweetly and she nodded. 

 

We walked through the trailer park, the kids just staring at him.  We don’t get many strangers in the trailer park.  Some homes were wider than ours sort of double width but then we were at my home.  I looked apologetically at him but he seemed nervous than I.  He looked over the outside then we went in.  Mom and Dad were in the kitchen.  “Mom, Martin wanted to talk to you about something.”  “Well sit down first and have a slice of cake and coffee?”  Martin squeezed on to a bench besides me.  “Now then have you come to ask for my daughter’s hand in marriage?” “Dad!”  Parents can be so embarrassing sometimes.  I turned to Martin and apologised.  “Well it wasn’t my first thought.”  You mean I might get a proposal and here was I in scruffy jeans and a tee shirt.  I wanted to crawl under a large stone and die.

 

“Just ignore my husband, Grace often does.”  Could things get any worse?  “How can we be of service?”  “My grandmother died this morning.”  “My condolences.” “Thank you, but my problem is I’m under eighteen which means I either have to move to the west coast where I have some relations or find someone over eighteen so I can stay at school here and I’d prefer to stay.”  Dad looked round “We haven’t exactly got room for another body. You could share Grace’s bed but it’s a narrow loft bed.”  Don’t you just hate it when parents try to show how broad minded they can be.  “I was hoping you could move in with me.”  “You mean all of us?”  I’d seen the outside of his grandmother’s home and paused.  “Yes all of you.”  “It’s not to be thought of.”  “Dad could we just take a look?”  How would we get there?” “I could call a cab?” “Shana next door will run us over, quicker than a cab and she gets all the money unlike Uber.”  He handed me fifty, “Will that cover it?”  Fifty in trailer park land will buy you anything “More than enough.”  I spoke to Shana and soon we were on our way in Shana’s beaten up mini van.  We drew up outside and walked up to the front door.  Both mom and dad looked a bit anxious. I just wanted to peep inside. 

 

Martin opened the door and I peeped into the rooms.  Sort of luxurious but comfy if you know what I mean.  Then I entered the kitchen.  It was big and mom crept in behind me.  She opened cupboards and poked round then sat on a stool and burst into tears. I ushered Martin away to give her privacy.  “She doesn’t like it?”  He hazarded looking glum.  “Oh she likes it well enough it’s sort of a dream kitchen for her and she enjoys cooking. I think that was the hardest part of moving to trailer land.”  He picked up his phone and dialled “Veronica I need something fixing and bring a lawyer with you.”

 

We walked through the bedrooms together, “I thought your parents could have the master bedroom and you might like this one.”  He opened the door and I looked round.  “Sure you don’t want to marry me?”  I joked.  Martin put his tongue out at me.  “I’m just asking you to move it with me at the moment.”  “Which is your room?”  He led me to the end of the corridor and opened the door.  Well it wasn’t pink that was for sure.  There were shelves of things, bits of robots lying around, things with black pointy things sticking up in the air.  It might have a double bed but noway was there room for my things in that room.  No I’d just have to put up with the guest room on the end and sharing a bathroom with him.  Suddenly that sounded for too intimate to me and I grew nervous. The front door bell rang and Martin went down to open it. There stood what I could only describe as an intimidating lady in a power suit, behind her trailed a slightly younger version. 

 

“Hi Veronica I need you to make things happen.”  “I still think the west coast is a good option.”  They walked through to the dining room table and took seats, whilst I collected mom and dad. 

 

Martin looked round the table.  “What I’d like to do is stay here and finish my schooling with my friends.”  Martin had friends this was news to me.  “Yes but because you are under eighteen you need to live with an adult and no I’m not moving in with you.”  “I’d hoped that Mr. and Mrs. Taylor would serve an adults?”  The younger girl besides Veronica frowned.  “They work at a daycare centre from time to time so they have their police certificates to say they aren’t child molesters.”  “But do they want to give up their home?”  I wasn’t going to touch that one.  “I thought if we did a six year contract.”  “Why six years?”  “Two years of school and four of college.”  “So rent free for six years?”  Dad qualified.  “That was the idea and possibly Grace’s mom could be hired as housekeeper?”  “What about our home?”  Martin looked thoughtful “Well if you left it in the garden as a garden shed your dad could drive the truck bit.”  “It would need a new box.”  Veronica looked up “What sort of license do you have?”  “A full commercial one for anything.”  “Could you find another two drivers?”  “Well there is Dave and Mohammed from the works.”  Veronica looked thoughtful.  “We have problems sometimes shipping things if I found you two tractor units and six trailers provided you made yourself available when required could you work that with Dave and Mohammed?  Sandra could create the company.”  Dad blinked.  “What about the 26 foot box?”  “I could talk to our transport manager and see if he can find a use for it.  I’ll give you my card with his name on the back.  Just drive it over and we’ll see what can be done.” 

 

“So do I get the end bedroom or not?”  I asked with my fingers crossed.  Veronica looked at dad.  “Try it for a month and if Martin is too much for you, you can back out and he gets sent to the west coast.”  I relaxed no way was mom going to give up her kitchen.  “Well when do you want to start?  I suggest this evening so Martin is supervised”  Martin scowled at her but I grinned.  “Mom can make sure you wash behind your ears.”  Dad grinned as well “Well lad are you up to having your ears inspected each night?”  “Let the boy alone the pair of you.  I suppose we could stay this evening.”  and that was that, we’d moved in.  Veronica was going to get a removal company to move us when dad said no.  As she turned to go she motioned Martin and I to accompany her to her car.  “You realise once people in school put two and two together they may think Martin has money.  Especially as he is still living in his grandmother’s house, they’ll think he owns it so he needs protecting.  Keep close to him and you’ll need a car with four wheel drive but if he has one then lots of young ladies will be wanting lifts so Grace gets the car and a girly car not a muscle car.”  “I don’t have a license.”  “You’d better get one.” 

 

The following day dad drove our home into Martin’s back yard.  Then he and Mohammed removed the box from the back and drove off to see Veronica’s transport manager.  That evening there was very large tractor parked outside our home.  I peeped inside, it even had it’s own bed would you believe.    

 

“Well Jack are you happy?”  “I’d never thought to own anything like this.  I thought a box van would work fine but when Mohammed and I sat down and ran the numbers this baby can transport more goods for less fuel plus you don’t need to wait whilst it gets unloaded.  You just drop the trailer.”  “Does the sleeper cab mean you’ll be away from home a lot?”  “I’m hoping not a lot but it offers a bit more flexibility on what loads we can accept.” 

 

Mom and I went car shopping.  All the four wheel drive cars looked massive to me.  Eventually we stopped by the Volvo dealership as their cars were supposed to be safe and found a smallish all electric car in a pastel colour that was four wheel drive.  The stupid driving instructor had never driven a four wheel drive electric car before and he was supposed to teach me? 

 

Dad had me set up the books for his cooperative and I took them into school for our business class so they could help me see it was all done right.  The class came up with the idea that if mom and I got paid for doing some of the work then the family income would be higher as the tax would be lower than if just my dad got paid.  I explained the idea to dad and the next thing I know is we are paying Dave and Mohammed’s wives an extortionate amount to wash the trucks down.  Did you know a truck takes nearly 200 litres of gas.  I looked at the numbers for fuel economy they differed wildly, but then I noted they varied with the weight being carried.  The worst was a turnpike double run that dad did well until you worked it out on a per km / ton basis.  Still the industry average was 39 litres per 100 km and we were getting 35 ish per 100 km.  The downside was the class could get an idea of how much my dad was earning.  $20,000 a month, I got hit on by guys who thought I was rich, me for heavens sake.   

 

Veronica was right about Martin being hit on as well.  It was so blatant.  Eventually we sat down and talked and went through our classes and came up with a set of courses for our final year that we both could stand and would allow me to sit besides him in class.  I just didn’t manage to convince him that biology and child rearing were ideal for him.  I ended up selecting tougher more academic courses than my teachers had suggested might be appropriate to my parents. 

 

My new car was fun, in winter it scoffed at the weather.  It just drove through everything, cool.  In spring I was in the slow lane at the lights. In the next lane over was Kieran in his muscle car and on the outside was Callum in his dad’s new whatever.  Insults were being shouted out and traded from one open window to the next.  Both were revving their engines before the lights changed.  Martin grinned at me.  “Give it the boot when the lights change.”  You’d never believe it but we pulled away and left them both behind.  I stayed at the speed limit once I hit it and the other two zoomed past Kieran’s rear tires were smoking.  “How did we do that?”  “Four guys in Callum’s car and Kieran has a standard so lost time when he shifted gears plus with four wheel drive we have four wheels pushing us forward.”  I just had to look innocent at school when Callum glared at little innocent me and as for Kieran well Holly asked me what had I done to him.  Apparently he sold his car shortly afterwards and brought a second hand truck. 

 

Never say you’ve nothing to do to Veronica when asked.  Both Martin and I got sent on a truck driving course to keep us occupied.  Then we’d get phoned to meet one of our trucks as the driver would run out of time two hours from home.  Not only that but mom, the traitor, pointed out I could run the truck round different places and first drop off then load up with partial loads so that dad could set out early in the morning to do the intercity hauls with a full load and get back the same day.  Well dad couldn’t drive more than so many hours in the day but the truck could be used when he wasn’t driving it.

 

At school the courses were tough still with internet at home and Martin to explain some of things that were unclear to me I struggled through and when graduation finally came my grades were just high enough to do the same University course as Martin.  Veronica dropped by and asked Martin very pointedly who was he taking to the prom.  Martin had a scared look in his eye and glanced at me as if to say save me.  “He asked me yesterday I just hadn’t got round to mentioning it.”  Martin gave a sort of sigh of relief.  Somehow I think Veronica guessed.  Still she arranged a great prom night for the pair of us and my perfect prom dress got worn and photographed. 

 

I got sent on ahead to find an apartment within walking distance of the University, hey I was going to University everything paid for curtsey of Veronica.  I wasn’t totally sure about the course but I signed up for the one Martin wanted to do anyway.  I found a two bedroomed one and had some IKEA furniture delivered.  Martin helped me put it all together after I explained the importance of instructions when he started to just put things together.  Are boys allergic to instructions?  

 

I looked round the lecture hall on the first day.  One other female and a hundred geeks.  Martin slipped his arm round me after I’d been hit on for the seventh time and we sat closely together.  Well at least Veronica was wrong about his classmates hitting on him.  Rhys looked interested so I kissed Martin on the lips much to his surprise, Rhys looked disappointed at Martin although he and I often chatted afterwards.  I had to explain to Martin that I’d kissed him to discourage Rhys.  “Was he interested in you?”  Give me strength, “No he was interested in you.”  “You mean he’s not interested in females?” Martin is so bright at times. 

 

At lunch time it was interesting to observe the liberal arts students.  Anyone would think a geek was walking meal ticket once they’d graduated.  I stuck close to Martin but it was fun to see even Rhys chatted up by female students batting their eyelashes.  Well until one evening I’d left Martin alone in the library.  He came through the door with a girl glued to his arm.  His face as he came in was beautiful to behold.  “Martin darling you’re brought someone back to share our bed together.  I hope she’s better at eating pussy than the last one.”  I stepped over to him and gave him a hug and along lingering kiss.  When I stepped back I heard the door close as she departed.  “I couldn’t get rid of her.”  He said.  “Never mind I’ll serve supper now you’re back.” 

 

I moved into his room that night, well he had a king size bed after all but how do you take it to the next level?  Two kisses in two years, and I’d instigated both.  I wondered if I should leave a Ladybird book on Sex lying around if they had one. 

 

Next I needed someone to fill up my room just in case someone thought about moving in.  I recalled two Liberal Arts students who hadn’t been chasing geeks but rather staring into each other’s eyes.  I tracked them down the next day.  “Interested in a king sized bed rent free?”  They blinked, “You mean share a bed and a room?”  Asked one.  “Yes.”  “Why?”  “I’m trying to protect Martin and I didn’t think you would be interested in him.”  “Do we want to commit ourselves like that?”  “Does Martin live there as well?”  “It’s a two bedroomed apartment and I’m sleeping in Martin’s bed so no one else does.”  “A mixed apartment would sound better to my parents.”  “We’ll discuss it and let you know.”  We exchanged phone numbers. 

 

I got at text saying they’d be over at seven so I cooked Martin one of his favourite meals to put him in a good mood.  Then when they showed up showed them the room.  Martin was glued to a computer screen when they arrived.  Alice crept up on him “I’m Alice and this is Olivia.  Grace mentioned we could have your spare room. Is that OK?”  “Yeah sure whatever she says.”  There are times when I wish I’d left my smartphone on record.  I could go a long way with that sentence.  The girls moved in the next day. 

 

I got back early two days later with some shopping and walked in to the kitchen where Alice and Olivia were making out.  “Sorry.”  I murmured and stepped back out.  “Have you ever tried making out with a girl?”  Asked Olivia shyly.  “Not exactly.”  “You need to expand your horizons.”  Chimed in Alice.  The next thing I knew I was sprawled out on the bed in our bedroom with Olivia giving me a massage whilst Alice was more aggressive and was working her tongue up my thighs.  I admit it she knew exactly what to lick and where to lick it and I came.  You know how in the after glow you are a bit lethargic?  They took advantage of my lethargy and removed all my clothes before sliding silk stockings up my legs and hooking up a garter belt with lots of delicate touching.  Then they took me to the brink so many times just stopping short of giving me release.  Two mouths slurping my breast and crotch.  Then one found out how sensitive my toes were.  Olivia drew on my body with lipstick and when I protested she murmured “It’ll will wash off afterwards.”  I sensed Martin’s presence.  I tried to cover myself but with two hands to each of mine it wasn’t going to happen.  “Hi.”  I sort of warbled.  He stepped across to the bed and I watched Alice and Olivia tear his clothes off.  “She’s just about ready for you.”  Ready was the understatement of the year.  He lay on the bed and took me in his arms and kissed me.  I slid my hand down and guided him in.  Relief at last.  I came as he entered then again as he released himself deep inside me.  “What took you so long?”  I murmured “I didn’t have the instructions before.”  I fell asleep then but next morning when I woke up and staggered to the bathroom.  I glanced in the mirror before turning red.  My bush was framed by the garter belt and stockings and written in lipstick was “lick here” and “insert here” with arrows.  Still it got us to the next level.  
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