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Traffic pisses me off.  I can't understand how all these morons get their driver's licenses.  Check this out.  I'm driving along and I see that traffic is all messed up a block ahead.  I whip over to the right hand lane because I'm gonna hop on the expressway, right?  Well, needless to say there's a truck in the right lane who's trying to get over because the driver's an illiterate fuck who can't read the sign that says Right Lane Must Turn Right.

So I have to stop and wait.  Gets on my last nerve.  But it almost turns out okay because I get to rubberneck at the accident that has traffic all screwed up.  This Toyota Camry tried to run over a Buick Regal.  The Regal won.  So I'm watching them pull this bitch out of the Toyota.  She's got on this stupid looking pink outfit that just goes to show that people will wear damn near anything.  I wonder if she'd have chosen that ratty old thing if she'd known she'd get killed in it.

I'm watching the paramedics try to revive the old bat when I hear the screech of tires and my eyes lock onto my rear-view mirror.  This blue Audi almost hits me.  Long-haired hippie at the wheel is flipping me off.  I look ahead and wave back at him 'cause I gotta admit that it was my fault.  Someone had let the truck squeeze in while I was gawking.

I drive on, thinking about how cool it is to see the bodies up close and personal rather than watch Faces of Death.  I mean, you're there and the bodies are there and you can smell the death and be thankful that it wasn't you decked out in a pink jumpsuit with your brains splattering on the concrete.  Only two drawbacks.  One:  There's no pause button.  Two:  There's no rewind.

So I get on the expressway and I'm cruising along at seventy miles an hour when suddenly that Audi, which I'd forgotten about, cuts me off.  The asshole swerves right into my lane and slams on his brakes.  Bad idea.  I've been dealing with morons who stop to turn right.  Dolts who can't figure out that a continuous lane means you don't have to stop.  Idiots who poke along like they're parking in the middle of the road.  No one's gonna cut me off like this loser.

I swerve to avoid the collision and I gun the engine.  He won't be able to keep up.  No way.  I dart in and out of traffic.  But the jerk follows me.  I glance back and see that his passenger, this stupid looking bitch with a mohawk is hanging out the passenger window.  She hurls a beer bottle at my car.  The bottle smashes into the trunk with a loud thunk.  One more dent to add to my collection.  I cut across three lanes of traffic and slip off the exit ramp that takes me to work.  I make a note of the license plate--personalized to say 2-CUTE.
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