The Mechanics
Written By Alex Block

day, another high as I always say. Usually, fixing broken down cars on the side
of the hi ’t worth a cig; however, I don’t want to go insane from a control-freak
neck. That’s him in the nicely pressed jumpsuit with his head deep in a car’s
o00d boys, he buttoned his suit up to the collar. It’s no wonder I tease

: % d combing his hair between repair jobs. We’re mechanics, not

ing cig.
ants me to stop being me. I can’t believe this is

nt one?”
ded, but it’s kinda hard to take

me. “Dang, two

one-inch gages on one ea Q ke scar for?” I
pointed to the client’s arm.
“Cult initiation. What ab 7 Hi at my scar burned neck.
“Dad threw me in an incine ymero uno, bro?” I jabbed

at Daedalus.
“Em!” Daedalus’s voice barked. “
“Bruh, you high-jacked my turn. Wou
seat?” I offered.
“I’11 take that ride.” The client smirked as heVgull
“EW!!” Daedalus hollered. Enough was enoug
the client. First, he ripped the cig from my fingers. Then, ico

outaw
as he

me over to his workspace. Just when I hoped he caved in to Ie
to his tool mat and ordered, “Emerald, when I ask for a tool, han
that?”

y way, he sat me next
e. Think you can handle

“Can you handle being twins?”’ I snarled back. Red in the face, he rushed back to work.
Gibbons, instead of working on the rat infested car, I get to babysit his tool mat, new part mat,
and old part mat, and yes, they had placement outlines and color codes. Wow, it’s what I always
wanted, and the cherry on top was a good view of my brother’s ass while he did my job. I can’t
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believe he didn’t see this one coming. The moment he asked for a screwdriver, I intended to
screw him with it. With years of experience, I got a hole-in-one.

“GAH! EMERALD!!” Daedalus screamed as he stiffened into a girder.
irst try.” I high fived myself. I even got a fist bump from the client for that.
e.” The client admired my skill.
ow my way around an ass like I know my way around a car.” I boasted.
i$@scoccupied, I can finally fix the car. It wasn’t an engine problem like my
er thought. “It was just out of gas.” I mocked him. A minute later I
ing to the engine roar. I could hear the pill bottles rattle and the porn
jons. It would have been a much lovelier sound if my brother

itfe@ride?” The client said with sleazy intent. Checking the

okah, a tattoo machine, a shopping cart, seance

if you excuse
behind.
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