Get Me the Hell Out Of This Car

PART ONE


“I”VE HAD IT! FUCK BOTH OF YOU, I’M GETTING OUT!” Their eyes were wide with surprise in reaction to him. They were good people, true, but it had been four hours and Ray had had enough of their shit.


It was supposed to be a good evening. He had picked Jaime up, the girl he had had a crush on for a year. She was finally going to let him take her out. They were leaving Fallmoth for Atlanta and he had her all to himself. Or so he thought.


“Hey lets pick up your friend Will and take him with us.” She had said. He knew then what was going to happen. She had liked Will for as long as he could remember.  She talked about him all the time. “Will seems so intelligent, so punk,” she had said. How pretentious could she really be? She wanted to be with Will, but since neither of them had a car, she had needed Ray for the ride. Oh there was going to be a date, but Ray was now going to be a third party.


And should he have been surprised? No. It had happened before hadn’t it? Shortly after Ray had stupidly introduced them, she called one night to ask him if she could come over, and if he could keep her up all night. Sure enough, Will came with her. And to top it off, they asked him to leave the room! They could have the privacy for Will to give her a tattoo. “It’s a spiritual thing,” Will had said. And Ray was naïve enough to believe him. 

After that, they had seen each other in secret for months. Then Will’s girlfriend found out and it was over. Jaime was crushed. She really was putty in his hands. So she contented herself to love him from afar, and on occasions like this where she could find some reason to be around him.

They picked Will up and the evening went downhill from there. Ray had driven around Atlanta trying to find fun things to do while Jaime and will made pass after pass at each other in the back seat of his car. It neared the breaking point when they stopped to take photos at a cemetery and Jaime and will refused to be in any pictures unless they were in sexual positions. It was quite Juvenile Ray thought, but given the chance, he would have done it himself.

The actual breaking point came when Ray looked in the rearview mirror and saw them making out. She was kissing his neck and his hand was up her shirt caressing her breasts. 

“I”VE HAD IT! FUCK BOTH OF YOU, I’M GETTING OUT!” he screamed. They jerked at his voice, she pulling away from Will’s neck and he tore away from her breasts as though the nipples had a death sting.

“Whats u..,” Jaime tried to say, but that’s as far as she got. Ray pulled the car over to the side of the road and got out.

“I have had enough,” he said in his calmest voice. It wasn’t very calm at all though as he was pretty pissed. He stared out the front window of the car as it sat idling. “I thought we were going out tonight, but this was all a trick to be with him!” Ray turned towards the backseat and pointed furiously at Will who, look at this, had a hard on in his loose trousers. 

“I am tired of being a tool.” He exclaimed. “And right now, there’s no place I’d rather be than nowhere near you two.” In what was clearly the worst decision of his life, he turned the car off, reached under the steering wheel of the car, popped the trunk, and threw his keys at Will. “You can drive us home. I’ll be in the trunk,” he said. He walked to the rear of the car, got in the trunk, and pulled it closed atop him.

He could hear their steps as they walked to the back of the car. “Hey buddy,” Will tried to say. Was he ashamed? Ray doubted it. 

“JUST FUCKING DRIVE ME HOME,” Ray yelled.

There was silence. More footsteps. And then the car cranked and rolled back onto the highway. Ray closed his eyes. It actually felt good to get it off his chest after so long. Who needed their shit? They were losers anyway. He listened and heard nothing but silence in the cab. After a few minutes, he actually went to sleep listening to the sound of tires on gravel.

PART TWO

He awoke to the sound of the hood opening. He was a little dazed at first, but then he saw Jaime and Will, and he remembered everything. He was uneasy, but he wasn’t as angry as he had been. He didn’t recognize the skyline though; it was too bright to be his home. He looked past Will to the right and saw a Toys R’ Us. Now he could hear people yelling though. He looked to his left past Jaime to where the screams were coming from.

There it was: the All Night Pleasure Palace Video store. He had heard about it. Some perverted fucker had put a porn store across from a Toys R’ Us. His “friends” had parked his car in the middle of a group of about thirty people picketing the store. 

Not everyone was picketing it though. A few men in hats and sunglasses slipped in and out of the store carrying big brown bags. “Anyone care to guess what’s in there,” he thought.

“We want to run inside, just to see what it looks like, and then we’ll go home. It’ll be fun. Come on.” Jaime said. Ray wasn’t happy about this, he wanted to go home, but at least they invited him with them. They could have done what they wanted and left him in the trunk. 

He climbed out and followed them in. One old woman yelled “God will kill you for this!” Ray looked at her as he walked by and thought “Would that make life better or worse for me?”

The store was fairly boring to him. There was nothing he hadn’t seen in movies and magazines before. Here was a dildo, anal beads, a harness for air fucking, oils, lubes, and videos. There were movies here that surely no one wanted to watch: Old lady porn, midget porn, and amputee porn. Who watches this shit really?

“Let’s go man,” Will said from behind him. He and Jaime were heading out the door, and look at this, Will had a brown square-shaped bag too.

When they stepped outside, the picketers were gone. The police had been called apparently and ran them off. Will was expected to drive, but this time, Ray sat in the backseat instead of the trunk.

No one spoke for the next thirty minutes. There was a very heavy unease in the car. Jaime and Will were holding hands though if that meant anything to anyone. Ray stared out this window in disappointment. Apparently, his hurt feelings hadn’t mattered that much to them at all. That hurt him worse. He leaned his head against the window and dosed off. Ray only spoke once more. 

The car began going over the bumps on the side of the road. It jarred Ray back to the situation. They were going pretty fast and Will was swerving a little. Ray leaned forward to ask if everything was all right and then he smelled beer. He looked to the front seat floorboards and saw beer cans. The stupid bastards had stopped while he was in the trunk and bought beer.

“What the fuck are you doing,” said Ray. Will looked back at him. Jaime screamed and grabbed Will. Will hadn’t seen the coming curve before looking in the back seat. The car swerved off the highway and hit a tree at eighty miles per hour. Jaime flew through the windshield at hit another tree. Her head was found shoved two feet inside her body. Will had been wearing his seatbelt. His eyeballs exploded as his face hit the steering wheel. Ray, the last musketeer roasted alive in the burning car. 

