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A Different Angle
It was a 1978 Nova, technically a classic according to Paj. It was all hers, a summer waitressing job at Denny's later—only she couldn't bring it home. It sat in the school shop, dark green looking almost black in the garage. She liked to visit him. She called it "him." In fact, she named him Stu. She knew it was weird to name a car but it had just come to her. Paj said it happened that way sometimes with cars. He'd been working with them all his life, and some just had names that they liked to be called, he said. She often sat on Stu's hood and commiserated with Paj about parents and grades and SATs and what a bummer they all were. Bummer. That was Paj's word, but she liked it, she found it apropos, considering her situation. Apropos wasn't Paj's word, however, it was a vocabulary word in the SAT study book.
Ted was determined that she was going to U of M next fall—his alma mater. She didn't care. The University of Michigan was as good as any school, as long as she could work on cars somewhere. Of course, he wanted her to be pre-law or pre-med. She was going to be pre-whatever until she could figure out how to wrangle her way into the racing circuit and begin qualifying. As long as she was keeping up her grades, her stepfather didn't seem to care. It was the SATs that were killing her. Her verbal pretests were top notch, it was her math that was the problem. Geometry to be specific. Until she made a solid 500 on her math SAT, Stuie was stuck in Paj's garage. No score, no car. She found it rather unfair, and ironic, considering Ted the real estate attorney didn't know the difference between an isosceles triangle and a parallelogram, but she couldn't argue with him. At least, not while her mother was around.
"Paj, they're getting me a tutor," Cat lamented, sprawling her books on Stu's hood and using the bumper to hoist herself up into the midst of them. "I feel like such a failure, like I'm some Special Ed reject or something." She sighed.
"Well hey, maybe they'll letcha bring Stuie home so you can drive yourself to the tutor?" Paj hadn't looked out from under the Neon's hood. Rebecca Watson's car—she recognized the retro bumper sticker she thought should have gone out with the Reagan era: If You're Rich, I'm Single. Brilliant.
"Ha! I wish. This guy lives around the corner. They made sure I could walk and no one would have to be bothered to drive me, or that I would have to, god forbid, drive myself. Eighteen years old and I still ride the friggin' bus to school. It's pathetic. Isn't that Becky's car again? What'd she do to it this time?" Cat swung her long legs down, and came over to inspect the engine, interested.
"Forgot to put oil in her… again."
"Cheerleaders suck." Cat snorted. Paj grinned and shrugged. Yeah, that's exactly why she's getting her car fixed for free, too. Cat rolled her eyes.
Paj glanced over at her, then raised his eyebrows. "Hey, you don't wear skirts. What is it, national suck up to your math teacher day?"
"Do you like it?" Cat did a little twirl, flaring the navy blue pleats a little, exposing one pale, thin thigh. "It's my English school girl outfit. Navy skirt, white button down, knee socks, Mary Jane's." He cocked his head, as if waiting for a punch line. "The new tutor is English. You know, from England. Thought it might help."
Paj chuckled, ducking his head back under the hood. "Girlie, he's not the one giving you the test. How's it gonna help you get a better score?"
"Well it can't hurt." Cat pouted. "It works for girls like Becky."
Paj cleared his throat, flipping the wing nut back on the oil pan. "Well sweetie, and I'm going to say this with all honesty and as much tact as this old man's got—Rebecca Watson has...a figure."
Cat crossed her arms over her admittedly small chest and frowned. "Gee thanks, Paj. You think just because a girl doesn't have big tits, she can't turn a guy on?"
Paj shrugged, his face turning slightly red as he cleared his throat. "Cat, we prolly shouldn't be talking about this. I know the bell rang already, but technically I'm still a teacher, and you…"
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