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I stomped on the gas pedal and the tires
squealed against the asphalt. Fields of wheat and the occasional
tree whipped past my windows as I watched my speedometer climb
steadily upward. Sixty miles per hour...seventy miles per
hour...eighty miles per hour...

I let out a whoop and eased off the gas,
still cruising along at about eighty. I tapped the stereo controls
and soon pounding rap music assaulted my ears.

“Happy birthday to me!” I shouted, my voice
drowned out by the music. Today was my eighteenth birthday and my
parents had given me this BMW sports car suited with all-leather
seats and a whopping V8 engine. I told them I was just going around
to show my friends, but what I really wanted was to get out on the
deserted highways north of town and just gun it, to see how fast
this baby could go.

I flipped on the e-brake and whipped the
steering wheel all the way right as I came to an intersection. The
wheels screeched in protest as the car drifted, bringing me around
to face where I came from. A new song started on the radio with a
throbbing beat and sick rhymes—the energy of the music pumped me
up.

“Three...two...one...” I counted down, then
stomped on the gas again. The needle jumped up and then kept
climbing and before I knew it, I was at eighty again. I laughed and
cheered.

Flashing red and blue lights put an instant
damper on my celebration.

“Fuck. God fucking damn it!” I pulled to a
stop on the shoulder and slammed my fists against the steering
wheel. I was a car owner for two hours and I was getting pulled
over already.

Fuck!

I lowered my window, turned off the car, and
waited patiently for the cop to come ask me how fast I was going,
to see my license and shit. I’d never been pulled over before, but
I’ve been a passenger when my buddy got pulled over, so I knew the
drill.

I looked in the rear view mirror and watched
the five-o. They were probably still scarfing down donuts. I let
out a sigh and tapped my fingers on the steering wheel.

When would this cop get out of his fucking
car and just give me a ticket already?

OEBPS/cover.jpg
STRIP SEARCHED






