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(No title)
Sometimes certain people are destined to be good at specific things.  Some excel at sports while others do well in math and science. Zachary was different, in that he was good at almost everything.  He was an excellent long and short distance track runner, a talented power forward on the basketball team, an accurate and intelligent quarterback, and a strong-armed pitcher.  He could learn how to be a pro at virtually anything.  He did not have to work at it.  On the other hand despite this, he never connected well with other people, anyone other than me.  He had a resume of a genius jock. It seemed on the surface that he could be the most popular highschool student ever.  

On the contrary, he hardly spoke.  He did not have many friends whom he pursued out side of school.  He did not go to the movies, the beach, or parties.  He did not talk on the phone for hours and stay up late watching TV. At age 15, Zachary moved to a new school, my school.  I had friends before he came, and kept in touch with them after, but once we met, it was mostly just he and I.  He told me that for the past 12 years, as long as he could read, he had studied many things, never being specific what these things were.  I would later discover through his actions what he had studied for all those years.  

He told me about how had always been productive, constantly studying, and playing these sports which he was such a natural at.  Being a good citizen, human being, and etc., but all with a sarcastic tone.  As if he despised the system, the way of life that had transposed for all those years.  Not once did I meet, see, or hear from his parents.  I never asked.  Many times I wanted to, my parents were curious as well.  Who was this new mysterious kid, who could do it all?  I eventually had to lie, explaining reassuringly, that his parents were the kindest most responsible people I had ever met and that there was no need to worry about me going over to Zach’s house. 

 I did go over to his house, many times in fact.  It was hidden behind a wall covered in thick dark green ivy.  The driveway was over a quarter of a mile long winding through the large estate.  There were many large glass windows, but they all were covered with blinds, shutters, or some other type of window treatment. Inside, it was cold.  Most walls had some bookshelf, pieces of artwork, or cabinetry.
All the artwork was created by the genius of his own creation.  Great and elaborate paintings, sculptors, and sketches were throughout. A lifetime worth of works with such symbolism and ideology I had seen in the likes of Pablo Picasso, Da Vinci, and Dado.  One sculpture caught my eye.  It may have been its size or the fact that it puzzled me more than any of the others.  It looked like it was made from titanium, a material which I thought would be impossible to mold, especially using the resources of a fifteen year old.  It was of a man who looked like an older version of Zach, maybe twenty-five, twenty-six years of age.  He, I mean it, stood six feet and two inches tall.  The face was looking down at a slight angle with its eyes looking up.  The clothes seemed thin and weak like.  An odd effect considering it was made of titanium.  What kept the image of the statue in my mind was the title etched on the bottom, “Urban Warrior.”  I found this both comforting and threatening.  Did this represent Zach’s belief that he was an “urban warrior” and would need no weapons?  I hoped, but once I again examined the face on the figure, all thoughts of peace were destroyed.  It looked like the face of a fighter, and a killer, methodical in means and ends.

His bedroom contained multiple computers, and thus multiples of all that a complete computer system entails.  I thought, maybe he was just a computer game fanatic, maybe even a specialist in programming.  It was all possible with Zachary.  I knew enough, to know that I didn’t know enough about Zach.  The room had a light bulb screwed in directly in the center of the ceiling.  No cover to dim it, but then again there was no need.  Not once when I was there did he turn it on.  His room’s small window was the only not covered with curtains or blinds..  The floor was marble, always cold; no matter how hot is was outside.  His bed was more of a cot than anything else.  Maybe an oversized cot when described in euphemistic terms.

I never saw another bedroom. Not one.  Even after the multiple locked doors of the house had been revealed to me did I see another bedroom.  These locked doors made up the majority of the house.  What was available for me to explorer consisted of: Zach’s bedroom, a kitchen, a dining room, 3 libraries, and two large rooms full of art.  Now while this seemed like a lot at first, I knew that there was multiple areas not accessible. The house, not including what seemed to be a garage, was at least 20,000-sq. ft. and sat on four acres.  There was so much I had not seen and did not know.  

One thing that amazed me was Zach’s mode of transportation.  Before he turned sixteen, he would run to school, run to my house, run to the store, and etc.  He practically never walked.  The few times that he did walk were when I was too tired to run with him.

The day he turned sixteen, I can’t remember the date now, but anyway he got his license the first day he could.  To my amazement and enjoyment he came and picked me up right after he had passed the test.  As a side note I had always loved cars.  The way they looked, they way they felt, and later the way they drove.  He pulled up in the most beautiful vehicle I had ever seen, a bright yellow Lamborghini roadster.  This was the vehicle I had seen in my car magazines.  The car people drooled over.  It had a price tag of at least two hundred thousand dollars.  A V-12 engine, doors that opened upward, and 0-60 mph in 3.4 seconds.  To my dismay he drove back to his home at legal speeds the whole time.


I waited curiously to see where he would park the cars.  There was a circular drive in front of the house, but we took a different path on his driveway.  I soon realized we were headed for a building, a garage possibly.  I had no idea what a garage it was.  The door opened, dividing in the middle and sliding opposite ways.  It moved slowly and loudly.  I could observe easily that it was at least a foot thick.  It was extremely dark inside.  The only light were those that led the path that the vehicle had taken, resembling those of an airport runway.  After what seemed like hours we stopped our dark journey into this massive garage.  I heard Zach’s door open and close, without a word said to me.  I waited patiently for something, a voice, a light, anything.  I got one.  A row of neon tube lights illuminated in succession across the ceiling.  I watched as they became farther and farther away.  I did not bother to look down and view what was being lighted.  Eventually the lights reached the other end of the room, and by then my eyes were almost level with the ground.  I almost fell to the ground when I saw the garage.  Twenty rows of five cars each filled the room. No matter what type of vehicles they were this would have been quite a sight, but these cars were magnificent.  All competed with the Lamborghini in exclusivity, prestige, and price.  The vehicles included Bentleys, Porsches, Ferraris, a Dodge Viper, a Rolls Royce, Aston Martins, Mercedes Benz, BMW, Lexuses, and Lotuses; many of which I believed to not be legal in the states.  There was a Nissan Skyline GT-R, and a Mitsubishi Lancer Evo VII.


After a few minutes of staring, I began to think normally again. No matter how rich Zach’s parents were or had been, they would never buy this many cars.  No one would spend over six million dollars on cars.   Why would anyone ever need so many?  The maintenance, the gas, the containment of all of them would be a fortune within itself.


I turned to ask Zach, how it was possible.  To my surprise he was gone.  Well, with the opportunity present, I began to walk from car to car.  A few things stood out to me.  All the cars had license plates, none from dealers or anything like that.  No matter how new some of the vehicles were or looked to be, none had dealer logo plates. I attempted to enter one of the Porsches, but it was locked.  I tried a Ferrari, locked as well.  After a few more cars and a few more attempts I began to walk back to where I thought the door was.  Sure enough there was, but it was locked.  Next to it was a keypad and next to that was a large metal box hooked on the wall.  Similar to those you see at a restaurant for the valet’s station. This one was closed though and had a keypad for itself as well. 
At this point I began to get worried.  It had been a half-hour or so since I had seen or heard Zach.  I slammed my fist on the door a couple of times, only hurting my hand, and not much else.  Then I kicked the door, having the same effect as my other attempt, which was no affect at all.  I then began to enter numbers on the keypad. I figured maybe that I could crack the code.  Once I began, I realized how impossible it was.  As soon as I typed the first number it screamed, “Incorrect.” This response was followed with, “Attempt again in twenty-four hours. Thank you and have a nice day.”  I was flabbergasted.  A keypad, so temperamental that one mistake warranted a twenty-four hour penalty. When one mistake was made, twenty-four hours needed to pass before another attempt.  No mistakes would be tolerated.  

At this point I really began to worry.  I slid down the wall on my back to the floor.  I began to wonder when the last time I had talked to my parents was.  I pulled out my cell phone only to find that it had no signal.  The building being built like it was, concrete, metal, etc. accounted for this.  After another fifteen minutes passed I began to walk around again, going from car to car, and row to row.  The area was so enormous, that each car simply had to pull forward or back out, drive down a lane to the right, and then turned left to be lined up with the exit, similar to a layout of a parking lot. I guestimated (guess and estimate) that each car had at least 400 Sq. ft. of space to occupy.  To relieve the stress, I attempted to calculate it in my head how many square feet the whole thing was.  Well, hypothetically it was four hundred multiplied by fifty, equaling twenty thousand sq. ft.  This was not a large enough number; there were two long lanes on the side and an unoccupied space at the back.  This unoccupied space seemed to be the size of about three rows, or fifteen cars. (again, a guestimation)  By the time I had created all the components to add, I had become too tired to add them.  

I  had become sleepy. After walking around and thinking so much, I sat down.  I couldn’t really fall asleep because I was still worried, but I just sat there. In retrospect this probably was not a good thing because I really started to analyze Zach and what he was all about.  Why was he so good at everything?  Where were his parents?  Why was he so rich?  Where did he come from?  There was really no explanation for any of these questions.  I had motivated myself, to demand answers for these questions next time I saw him.

Almost exactly as I had worked myself all up about it, he opened the door.  He told me to come inside.  He did not apologize he only said that there was something that needed to be attended to inside and he assumed that I would be all right in the garage, knowing that I liked cars and everything.  He then pushed the door open and began to go back inside.  I had to jump to my feet and catch the door, or else I would have been locked inside again.  I built up enough strength to ask him, “Zach, how do you live like this, where are your parents, where did you come from.”  He stopped walking and slowly turned around.  It scared me but I stood still.  Slowly his head raised and we met eye to eye.  I was scared, real scared.  And then he said, “I will answer only one of those questions for you, but not now and not for a while.  As for the others no one will ever know but me.  Got it.  Good.”  He turned back around and began to walk toward his room.  I stood still, not following him, not sure what to do except do nothing at all.


By the time he was twenty feet away from me, I again had the courage to say something.  This was not as controversial as the last, but a question none the less.  “What do I do now?” I figured I was safe with this one.  It was generic and left open to a myriad of answer options.  Again he turned around.  He walked the nineteen feet of the twenty he had just traveled and looked me in the eye once again.  I thought for sure that I had done it this time.  I had angered him.  I don’t know why this struck such fear into me.  I wasn’t a small kid, five foot eleven, a hundred and sixty five pounds or so.  He was a sixteen-year-old just like me.  Hypothetically yes, but he was not a normal sixteen-year-old.  There was something about his looks, his action that made you think something was always going on in there, in his mind.  That he was capable of more than I could ever imagine, both good and evil and everything in between.


He looked me in the eye and said, “Here is the keypad code for the box of car keys only.  Take anyone you want, but only one.  Inside each are a garage door opener and a gate opener.  Inside the glove compartment is a credit card; use it for gas and only gas.  I don’t think you own it, you are borrowing it, and be careful.”  I was relieved when I realized what he said was not in anger, or seriousness.  He handed me a piece of paper with twelve-digit code.  I was grateful but also suspicious of the generosity.  


I began to walk toward the door back into the garage when I heard him yelled my name, “Ryan, don’t forget that if you make a mistake, your in there for a day.  I reset it from the last attempt you made but I’m not going to bail you out again.”  I was glad he reminded me about the waiting for a day thing, but a little frustrated that he blamed me for getting locked in there the first time.  None the less, I walked in to the garage, hand trembling.  I lifted the paper close to my eye to make sure I could see exactly what each digit was.  My hand began to tremble.  Frustrated and fearful I attempted to stabilize it, but the attempt was futile.  I pushed the first number, nine, and was just about to push the second number when the same voice bellowed, “You now have ten seconds to complete the code, 9, 8.”  I freaked out.  I took a quick look memorizing the next five digits: four, seven, two, one, eight.  I had 4 seconds left.  I looked down quickly again, and began to type the final numbers: six, nine, four, two, two, three.  


The door to the keys popped open revealing a variety of keys.  I wasn’t sure which one to choose.  I was really going to take my time with my decision until again the keypad spoke to me. “This door will close in fifteen second.”  This did not please me.  I quickly scanned the keys.  Porsche, the yellow Lamborghini, maybe some thing subtler like a BMW or Lexus.  I could not decide.  I grabbed the keys to a Ferrari just as the door closed.  I walked looking for the car I had chosen.  I feared I had the keys to the one piece of junk in the whole group. (The fact that no Ferrari could be a piece of junk escaped me at the time; my mind was playing games of doubt in my head)  

Then I saw it.  It was beautiful, the Ferrari 360 Modena in Ferrari Red.  I could not believe it was mine to drive.  I unlocked it and opened the door.  I smelled the leather, the wonderful tan leather.  I rubbed my hand on the smooth thick paint.  It was gorgeous.  The engine was visible under a glass canopy behind the cockpit, a wonderful V-8 displacing only 3.6 liters, but producing four hundred horsepower.
 I could not wait to drive it.  Luckily it was the model with the clutchless F1 paddle shift transmission.  I had not learned how to drive a manual yet.  How lucky that had been.  To learn how to drive a manual or these six speed beasts by myself could have proven to be difficult.

I backed it out very slowly, fearful that I might accidentally push the accelerator too hard and hit one of the other vehicles.  I slowly pulled into the lane that would lead me to that gigantic concrete and steal door.  Sure enough there a garage door opener clipped to the visor.  I pushed the button and slowly it slid open.  I drove forward slowly down the half mile of driveway.  I reached the gate and pushed the button for that as well.  To my surprise I had forgotten that it opened backward, I quickly put it in reverse and backed out of the way.  I was mad at myself for forgetting about the gate, but also thankful that I had backed up in time.


The car launched easy onto the street.  I was very tempted to go fast right away, but I was worried.  The saying which stated, if it seems too good to be true it probably is.


After driving for about five minutes I began to relax and get comfortable in the car.  This relaxation was short lived.  I quickly realized how ridiculous this was.  I could not just drive home in a new Ferrari.  My parents are not stupid by any means.  They would be very, very suspicious. I could not explain it.  I remembered that there was a park in ride in walking distance to my house.  I could leave it there and then go pick it up whenever I wanted to drive it.  It seemed like a good idea other than the fact that I would be leaving a Ferrari in the park and ride.


But before parking it I decided to drive for a while.  Not to drive fast, but just to drive and think.  It was great seeing the looks on people faces when they saw this sixteen year old pull up in a car one hundred and fifty thousand dollars in price.  I caused quite a commotion. Cops followed me.  I could see in my rearview mirror that they were calling the license plate to see if it had been stolen.  It was a lot of fun.  I kind of lost track of time and before I knew it, it was dark.  


I pulled into the empty park and ride lot and pulled out my cell phone.  I felt that it was the responsible thing to call my parents.  I was not even sure how long it had been. It was night now, and I think he had picked me up right after school so at least six or seven hours.   I began to weigh my options.  I could come home and get in trouble for coming home late, or try to go back to Zach’s and spend the night there.  Although I did not like to get in trouble, I did not like the idea of going back to Zach’s and asking if I could stay the night.  The house was cold and although he had been nice to me I didn’t see him as the type to make me feel comfortable and “right at home.”


I walked up to the door to my house, hoping it would be unlocked so there would be no need for confrontation instantly.  Unfortunately it was locked and I had no key.  I rung the annoying doorbell and after a couple of knocks my mom came and let me in.  She didn’t look angry; after all I was a fairly responsible kid.  I called when I was going out, never broke the law, and did well in school, academically.  I questioned myself more than she questioned me.  She simply asked, “What have you been doing.”  I told her as calmly as I could that Zach had gotten his license today, and picked me up after school to drive around.  I began to think of what kind of car he should be driving. How could I explain the Lamborghini?  The question came. “So, Ryan, what does Zach drive?”

What if I told her a Lamborghini, would she now what that meant, maybe I could explain it.  She knew he was wealthy somehow.  I said it.  “Zach, oh, he drives a Lamborghini.”

She knew more about cars than I had thought. “Aren’t those really expensive and fast?” she questioned.  I didn’t say anything for a while, wondering what to say.  I decided just to admit it and see what would happen.  “Yes mom, it is fast and expensive but really cool.  I guess his parents left it to him.”  My mom nodded, said goodnight, and then went back upstairs to her room. 

 I could hardly sleep that night.  I was looking forward to driving the Ferrari again, and maybe finding out more about Zach.  Oddly enough, despite the fact that all this exciting stuff had happened not involving her, I thought about this girl at school.  Her name was Amanda.  She was in four of my six classes.  (It is funny how in highschool, a lot of the times your friends and girlfriends are based solely on if you have a class with them.  One year you are the best of friends with a person because you see him all the time in all your classes, but the next year you have no classes with him and then you seem not to know each other anymore.)  For some reason I cared about her, more deeply than would be reasonable.  I hardly knew her, but I felt as if I would take a bullet for her, die to keep her alive.  

The dream I had that night that took place during the short time that I was asleep involved her and me.  I could remember exactly what happened.  It was she and I in the Ferrari, driving real fast down an open desert highway.  Then something happened, it sounded like a gunshot, but it was the tire being popped.  I looked in my rearview mirror and a van had pulled along side and the passenger had shot the tire.  I was losing control into the sand, spinning uncontrollably, sliding closer and closer to the edge of a cliff. I woke up.

I looked over at my alarm clock, 6:55a.m.  I was going to be a little late to school.  Oh well, worse things had happened to the world.  I ran into the shower, bathed, dried off and dressed in my favorite clothes.  I had to look good in my Ferrari. The red blur of a car flying down the highway, with no one but the best driver in control, Ryan.  Amanda by my side driving to who knows where, but it wouldn’t matter.  I snapped out of my imaginary state and spiked my hair.  I said bye to my mom, dad, and sister quickly and in retrospect quite rudely.  My backpack was heavy, but I didn’t even notice.  Running, no it was more like floating to the car.  I pulled out the keys, unlocked it, put my backpack in the passenger seat, and started her up.

It rumbled, loudly, forcefully, directly behind my head.  I could not wait to drive it again, almost like I was addicted to it.  I calmed myself down realizing that I was blowing things out of proportion.  I was just a guy driving a car to school on a Tuesday.

Yeah right.  I floored the gas petal right from the beginning.  It was scary fast, especially for a fairly inexperienced driver like me.  I hit eighty miles per hour before the first signal and was at one hundred not long after. I quickly decided I should cool it and just “cruise” to school.  No troubles with the cops but still an opportunity to look cool.  

I pulled into the highschool parking lot and found the space right next to Zach’s Lamborghini.  Who would have thought that in only two spaces of the parking lot the cash value would equal all the rest combined.  I wondered why Zach was never worried about someone keying his car.  I would be terrified.  I began to fear that he would blame me if the Modena got keyed, because it was now under my possession.  I looked around for Zach to talk to him about my concerns, but it was too late, I had to go to class.  Lunch came and I walked to the car.  Zach had already left which disappointed me.  I walked to the passenger side to put my backpack away, and then I saw it.  A mark made by a key at least a foot long.  My nightmare had come true.  

I was devastated.  I was angry.  I was disappointed.  I just sat there all lunch, not eating, not talking, just sitting inside with all the two doors locked and the radio on.  Time passed quickly as I relished in my own depression.  Zach pulled up and saw me inside.  He gently tapped on the window to get my attention and break my trance.  I opened the door, and led him over to the side.  I just pointed to it.  He turned to me, his face proved he was already angry, “Who did this Ryan.”  I shrugged my shoulders.  I was so scared that the car would be taken away from me, that he would never allow me to talk to him again, never go to his house and hang out.  He turned to me again, “Don’t worry I will fix it.”  I was confused, he really did know everything.  He can even fix scratches on Ferraris. I asked when I should bring it by to fix it.  He turned to me with a confused look, “Just take it to a body shop and use the credit card I gave you.”  

Now I was confused.  What was he going to fix?  I had no idea who had done it or why.  I wasn’t a best friend to everyone but I had no mortal enemies.  Suddenly, those fears that I had when I looked at the statue’s face, and Zach’s face.  The fear that he was capable of killing someone arose.  I was thinking about asking him.  It seemed ridiculous but a very realistic possibility as well.  I asked him what he meant by “fix” it.  He looked at me and asked the fatal question, “What do you think I meant?”  I kind of shuttered for a second and then blatantly said it, “Are you going to kill someone.”  He laughed, but not a, you got to be kidding laugh.  No, it was more like its possible and your naive laugh, possibly the worse laugh of all.

Lunch was over and I walked, more like stumbled clumsily, back to fifth period.

I hardly could think about Spanish with murder on my mind.  My teacher called on me to translate something.  I just kind of looked at her and stuttered out, “Sorry, I wasn’t paying attention.”  “That’s exactly what you were doing Ryan.” she replied.  I suddenly became very angry with her, partly because of her rude response, and partly because of what I was thinking about.  I still had another class to go to after this, and that one I really did not like.  It was Calculus with Mrs. Beast.  Her name only implied about half of how bad she really was.  Most of the time I could put up with whatever she could throw at me, but today, I was afraid it would not be one of those days.  


As truancy went, I was a really good student.  I was hardly ever late for a class, and I never “ditched” unless it would later be cleared by my parents who had arranged it.

I was feeling anti-rules at this moment; I really don’t know what came over me.  I was going to ditch school, drive somewhere not here, and not tell my parents about it.  I had nothing against my parents; in fact they contributed the least to this outburst.


All my life I had been a “good boy.”  This was not bad; I still had fun, still had friends, and overall got to do anything I wanted.  Now, I felt like I was being stifled, maybe part fear and part anarchy.  I had in my possession, a beautiful Ferrari (minus the scratch)  I could get away from this mess that they called school, from a potential killer, a fact which I had now convinced myself to be true, and away from everything else that may bother me.  I wanted to find Zach before he went into his sixth period class, but again with no luck.  I realized a trend, I never found him on campus, if anything he found me.  Anyway, a new idea came to my mind.  What if I asked Amanda to come with me?  We could go to San Diego, Santa Barbara, or Las Vegas together.


I was in sixth period listening to Mrs. Beast a few minutes later.  I had wimped out again.  Why could I not be spontaneous?  Do something for fun that was kinda crazy?

Something that you could tell your kids when you are old and gray, and then follow with a “but you should never do that.”  I was doodling a picture of me driving that beautiful car on a narrow desert road with cactuses on both sides.  Zach would be able to leave like that, no regrets and no worries.  I did nothing except doodle all period, I should of skipped it, I would have been just as educated before going.


Regret was one emotion I seemed to have a lot of, and one emotion Zach did without.  His actions were never hesitant or sweated about afterward.  This worried me.  Despite that he had always been nice to me; a man with no regrets has to be dangerous.  While he may have no regrets about his actions it seemed he disliked the actions of some others.  It seemed as if he was always ready for battle, on a never-ending cycle of training and mental exercises.  At least he seemed to have a purpose.  Those years in highschool, when I was being equally trained in everything not guided one way or another, it was as if I was not allowed to find what I liked, or else I may not do all the other crap they wanted me to do.  Zach on the other hand could do it all so it really didn’t matter.


Sure enough as I was entering, my, I mean Zach’s car, he tapped me on the shoulder.  I knew it was him, but I was not comforted to know that.  He had a card in his hand.  It was for the body shop he recommended.  I had a lot of homework but I figured I should see how soon they could get the scratch fixed.  I drove over and they told me, get this five thousand dollars.  I almost called Zach to see if it was okay, but I realized that he knew how much these things cost, he had forty-nine cars at the same price and rarity.  Just then the body shop owner asked for my I.D.  The credit card must have been Zach’s.  I hadn’t noticed yet because I had never used it.  I looked down and to my pleasant surprise it was for me.  It had my birthday, first name, last name, and middle initial.  What a relief that was.  This happiness I felt for having my own credit card soon disappeared after I began to analyze the situation.  How did he know my middle name?  Who of the age of eighteen was supervising the account?  I could have a credit card under my parents, but who was one under?  How did Zach retain or buy anything without cold, hard, cash.


The card was approved and I put it back in my wallet.  Lorenzo, the Italian body shop owner, knew Zach, and due to his repeated business would get the car done right away.  The shop was located in a part of town I had never really been before.  It seemed safe so I began to walk around, looking at the shops, tempting my self to buy something with the credit card.  I wondered what the limit was.  I pulled it out and called the number on the back.  After a few connection and a few “please holds”, I was told a whopping one hundred and fifty thousand dollars.  Again my joy turned to skepticism.  Credit took time to build, especially to a ridiculous level of one hundred and fifty thousand dollars.  


I decided then and there, that tomorrow I would talk to Zach, and take a stand.  I even decided I should write down all these questions.  I walked over to a restaurant where I could sit outdoors.  I began to write on a napkin all the things that I wanted to know and wanted to ask.  

Just as I finished the first question, my cell phone rang.  It was Lorenzo telling me it was done. I walked back and remembered I had a question for Lorenzo.  I didn’t know whether this vehicle had a trunk and if so, how to open it.  He assured me there was one, located in the front.  There was button located on the underside of the dash.  I popped it open and walked to the front of the car.  It was relatively small, but within it was a black briefcase, fitting almost perfectly, as if it was made just for it (a definite possibility) it had a combination to open it, three digits on each side.  Just to make sure, I asked Lorenzo if he knew the combination.  He answered no, but he did say that all of Zach’s vehicles that he had worked on had a black briefcase somewhere.

One more question to add to the many which I had for him.  Was the briefcase a tracking device, a bomb, or a weapon?  Any of the three was not what I wanted.  What if I got pulled over by a cop?  He would search the car, confiscating the briefcase.  They would take it back to the station and find that it was a deadly bomb, a machine gun, or some drugs and I would spend the rest of my life in prison in a cell with some guy named Bubba.  

I hopped into the car and drove off slowly and cautiously.  I was really worried now.  Again I had convinced myself of the unlikely.  After a few blocks, I noticed a police motorcycle a few cars back.  I started to sweat.  I drove slow, almost too slow. In a forty-five zone I was going forty-three.  I was getting tired of him following me.  I decided that once I got a few turns from Zach’s house, I would try to lose him.  I could pull into Zach’s house and even if he had kept up with me, highly doubtful, once I pulled into the courtyard he could do nothing.  It seemed like a good plan to me.

I was about a mile from the house when I punched it.  I was flooring it flat out and before I knew it I was going one hundred and twenty miles per hour.  A turn was coming up so I slowed down quickly but only to fifty-five.  I hit the turn hard and fast.  In mid turn I feared I had lost control, but the car had created a controlled slide for itself.  Once Again I hit a straightaway, but not as long as the one before.  No matter, a velocity of one hundred plus was easily attained.  I pulled up to the gate with no cop in site.  Even his motorcycle was no match for this wonderful piece of Italian machinery.  

I pushed the gate button once, nothing happened.  I pushed it two more times, and again, nothing.  I took it off the sun visor and aimed it directly at what I believed was the infrared sensor. Again, there was nothing.  I began to hear a siren.  Even worse, it was more than one, maybe three or four even.  I panicked.  I even considered driving through the gate.  Suddenly a wave of confidence flowed through me.  I lost them before, I could do it again.  I put it in reverse, slammed on the gas petal, put it in drive and slammed on the gas petal again and I was off.  For the first time in my life I was tripling the speed limit.  I had almost doubled it previous times in my driving career, but never tripled.  I blurred through a forty-five zone at a mind-boggling one hundred and thirty miles per hour.  So far so good, there was little traffic, making it fairly simple to maintain a high speed.

I decided it would be a good idea to get on the freeway.  I could get farther away faster.  I entered the on ramp accelerating as quickly as possible. By the time I had to merge with traffic I was already traveling one hundred and ten.  I was weaving in and out of cars, in and out of the carpool lane, in the shoulder, and anywhere else that was open.  The speedometer was still moving in the clockwise motion, one hundred and twenty, one hundred and thirty, and one hundred and forty.  I returned to normal speed and normal driving.  I had lost them, or so I had thought.  Suddenly I heard the blades of a helicopter over head.  I rolled down the window and stuck my head out like a dog.  I looked above and sure enough it was a helicopter.  Whether it was one from the news or from the police, it really didn’t matter.  

I again mashed the petal to the metal, accelerating to ludicrous speeds that I had experienced a few minutes before.  When I thought I had lost them I decided it would be good to go pick up Amanda.  I would need some company on my trip.  I got off on the next exit and pulled into her driveway, hopped out of the car, and rung the doorbell.  She came immediately and ran to the car no questions asked.  She must have been watching the news or something.  Again I was off on the freeway, reaching one hundred and fifty miles per hour, but now I was not by myself.  Every time I began to think we had lost them I would hear those helicopter blades.  

We had reached an open desert highway with a canyon parallel to the left side.  It was actually really beautiful on the surface, a desert, a Ferrari, and a beautiful girl inside with me.  Underneath that surface it was a police chase of life and death.  Suddenly, while at a speed of one hundred and sixty miles per hour, I heard the tire pop.  I looked in my rearview mirror and saw a van with the side open.  Sitting was a man with a gun.  I looked just in time to see him shoot again.  I lost control of the car and began to spin uncontrollably off to the left.  I felt like a fighter pilot in a flat spin without an ejector seat.   I looked over to Amanda.  Her face was not of fear or horror, but of disappointment, as if she was disappointed in me.  We were spinning closer and closer to the cliff and just as I felt the car start to accelerate in a new direction, a cell phone rang.

It was Lorenzo.  While sitting at the table of the restaurant I had fallen asleep.  For the most part, the dream I  just had was identical to the one I had experienced the past night.

I had yet to find the trunk, and just like in my dream, he showed me the small compartment in the front.  I popped it open with the button under the dash.  I waited patiently as he opened it.  Would there be a small black briefcase with a combination on each side?  No, of course not.  What was inside was much worse and even more mysterious. A black box with no handles, no combination, nothing except a single port to infiltrate its massive darkness sat in the trunk.  

 I decided to go to Zach’s right away and ask him about a few things.  The drive was non-eventful and the gate opened without a catch.  He was not home yet so I decided to park the car in the courtyard and start my homework.  There was a nice bench in front and I could wait for him there.  After about an hour or so he pulled up. He got out and looked at the fixed scratch approvingly. “Lorenzo, does a good job, always has.”

I nodded. “I took care of my business as well, Ryan.”  I didn’t know what to say so I just nodded again.  It was time to ask some questions.


He started to walk inside and I followed behind him.  I asked “Zach, what is that black box in the trunk of the Ferrari.”  He turned around and answered straightforward.  “It is like a black box that they put in airplanes, but for a car.  That way I can see what speed they were driven at, when the car accelerated and stopped, what gas mileage they were getting, when the transmission shifts, etc.  I just connect to the computer using that port and I can see all the information I need.  It can even create a CGI movie of the car’s actions.”  That was a much better explanation than I had expected.  He continued to walk through the house and towards a room that had been locked when I tried to enter. 

 He pulled out a key to open the door.  I could hardly wait to see what was in the room.  Finally, one room would be revealed to me.  He opened it and turned on the lights.  It was a training room of sorts.  Multiple workout machines, treadmills, Stairmasters, bench presses, free weights, punching bags, rails, rings, punching pegs, and martial arts weapons filled the room.  He started to work out, lifting weights, punching the bag, then doing push ups.  I soon realized that this was a routine, and very possibly a daily routine based on the ease he was able to do these difficult tasks.  As he went from one thing to the next I asked him questions.

He told me everything.  For as long as he could remember he had been training in almost everything.  Martial arts had always been a priority.  To be successful at this, aerobics and flexibility was kept in check as well as strength training. Stamina was important so he ran at least three miles a day in the beginning and was now running up to ten on the treadmill, depending on what else he wanted to do.  To go along with all of these physical aspects he had also trained in mental.  He had been trained for the SAT, SAT twos, ACT, Golden States, and any other tests he would have to take.   He had been through architectural engineering and computer engineering quite thoroughly but had really found a liking for computer engineering.  All this was amazing but not what I was looking for.  I was glad to be getting any answers at all, but it was time to pressure for the deeper stuff.  

“How do you afford this house, these cars, and everything else you own?”  He began to punch the punching bag at this point.  I was not sure whether this was a sign that I should not ask this question or whether he had just reached that part of his routine.  I waited for an answer.  He began to talk while he hammered this bag to oblivion.  “This is where the computer”…slam…slam…. “came in handy.  With the Internet, I was able to research certain topics I was curious about.  One specific idea was that of hacking.  I saw, that if mastered, it would be unbelievably useful, and as you can see it has.”  It all made sense, all the cars, the house everything could be bought or attained through hacking or infiltrating large companies.

This was how he did it.  First off, he was able to hack into Century 21 realty and get the house signed to him.  He did not mention how he got the signatures needed but he did say, “It was all handled rather simply.”  He hacked into Visa’s and MasterCard’s web site and eventually was able to get multiple credit cards at the highest credit level possible.  After his purchases of the month and a week or so before the billing would arrive in the mail, he would hack in again, and change his account to make it seem as if he had already paid it.  It was a flawless process.  After a couple years of doing this he created a program which would do it for him.   The few times when a password would be changed or some design element altered, the program would alert him and he would make the necessary changes.

The way he spoke of the process totally convinced me of his abilities.  Some of the things he had bought (stolen) had been in his possession for three years.  This proved that no authorities had discovered any foul play.  He was safe.  Any legal papers that he ever needed he could create, download, or hack and then download.  I allowed him to workout in peace while I thought of more questions.  He could purchase some of the cars over the Internet and just have them delivered I guess.  But what about the license plates, insurance, etc?

I walked over to him, while he was running on the treadmill.  It was at ten miles per hour on an incline.  Practically the most difficult setting one could have.  I asked, “How do you get the insurance, license plates, registration, and everything else needed to have these cars.”  I assumed he would step off the treadmill to answer me, it was difficult enough to run on that setting, but to talk at the same time would be impossible for almost everyone.  He just kept on running and began to talk without a problem. “The DMV is one of the easiest places to have access to.  I could easily get the plates sent here and have them registered.  The registration is paid for with the credit cards.  These day people are not as suspicious of people with such an insane amount of material wealth.  They think I am some dot comer that cashed out at the right time.  The insurance is also paid for with the credit cards.  In the beginning I hired some people to help me out, get things arranged.  I paid them in cash so later, if they ever began to think, they would have no way to link what they had done back to me.”

“You paid them in cash?  How is that possible? Don’t you only have credit cards and stuff?  Did you sell back some of the things you bought?”  This time he stepped off the treadmill.  Again standing right in my face, he said, “That is enough information for today, don’t you think?”  I nodded, even though I was dying for more.  “Ryan, I will see you tomorrow.  Don’t try to ask me at school.  If you come over after school maybe we can talk more.  What do you think?”  I nodded again and began to leave.  After I began to think about what I was told I was feeling pretty satisfied.  At least it was a start and I knew more would be revealed to me later.

I parked the beautiful car in the park and ride for the second time.  It felt so weird just to leave it there.  It needed a home.  Oh well, I was not going to let it sit in that gigantic garage either.  I came home, this time not as late. I simply walked through the front door.  It was time for dinner.  I threw down my backpack by the table, threw off my shoes, and came in to the kitchen.  We were having steak, my favorite.  Everyone could tell I was a little off that night.  Usually, I was fairly talkative; one to start a conversation.  That night I was hardly talking at all, I was just sitting there eating my steak and thinking about how cool Zach was.  

He was like a secret agent or something.  He drove cool cars, was in really good shape, could run really fats, and could hack into computers.  The only thing he didn’t have were the girls.  He could have them if he wanted to, but he just didn’t try.  It would probably be too difficult for him to explain everything.  Zach would be a difficult one to bring home to the parents.  He drives a yellow Lamborghini for God sakes.  “ Ryan, Ryan?”  Suddenly I realized they were saying my name.  “Yes” I answered.  “You’re quiet tonight.”  “I’m just tired that’s all.”  “Oh.” My mom answered, but I knew, that she knew that was not the truth.  

I ate a bit too quickly, and went to lie down.  I started to think again of how cool he was.  He was perfect in almost every way.  He was the best friend a person could have.

I actually was tired and fell asleep on the couch.  I had a dream again.  It was the same as before except, the shooter in the van was Zach.  I could see him in my rearview mirror just before he fired multiple rounds into my passenger side rear tire.  I could see his face clearly every time I made a complete spin to his side.  It would all be a blur and then I would see his face and the gun firing a couple more rounds.  Again, I would turn to Amanda and see a look of disappointment.  In this version we didn’t make it to the cliff.  The car exploded about fifty feet before the drop.  I could see the whole thing from an aerial view, like in a helicopter or something, and then the van would be gone.  All that remained was a pile of burning red metal and tan leather sitting in the desert with a slight breeze playing with the flames.  Cactuses were all around and vultures were circling over head.  

I suddenly awoke in a sweat.  I had done very little of my homework, but it was 12:30 a.m. and I needed to get in bed.  I slowly stumbled up the stairs and into my room, brushed my teeth, threw off my shirt and socks, and climbed into bed.  The alarm went off at 6:40a.m., but I was too tired.  I hit the snooze button to give me an extra ten minutes of sleep.  When the alarm went off the second time I forced myself out of bed and into the shower.  I let the water hit me in the face so I would wake from my deep sleep.  It didn’t work as well as I had hoped.  I grabbed some pants, a shirt, some socks, boxers, my belt, and threw them on.  I put some gel in my hair and brushed my teeth.  I was going to skip breakfast today.  I said bye to my mom and dad, grabbed my backpack, and ran out the door.  I was to the park and ride in no time.  

It was just like what I had done the day before.  I prayed that everything would not be the same.  To have someone key the car again would be ridiculous and very upsetting.  I got to school early enough to get one of the larger parking spaces.  I sat in the car just waiting and relaxing.  Zach pulled up not too much later.  I was tempted to get out and talk to him, but I decided it would be a better idea not to.  I might start asking questions and then who knows what he would do.  

School was more of the same.  In fact, in retrospect, the days of the week have molded together in my mind, and those weeks into months.  What stood out were not the dates that things happened, but the events that happened themselves.  After meeting Zach my life would have many more of those exciting events, but in school, I was just as bored as the next guy.  Really the only things that would brighten my time at school are when Amanda and I would get to talk.  She was so kind and comforting, that I would really have to over react to get scared or nervous.  When we talked it would be as if we had been friends for as long as we could remember.  I actually wanted to ask her out, but this was not the time.  I had to learn more about this mysterious Zach and what he was about.


The more I talked to Amanda the more I liked her.  I figured that if I wasn’t going to talk to Zach at school I should go to lunch with someone else.  I asked her and she said, “Sure, that’s cool with me.”  I was excited she said yes, but I was wondering how I would explain the Ferrari.  I guess I could say I was borrowing it from Zach.  Then my mind started playing tricks on me again.


What if she liked Zach and not me?  He had the big house, the cars, and the athletic ability.  What did I have?  She would never want to do anything with me. This lunch would be the last time she would ever seem remotely interested in me.  I could not compete with this “Zach.”  How could I ever believe I had a chance?  I beat this repeated into my mind throughout the rest of my fourth period.  When I met up with her in the parking lot.  The severe doubt I had disappeared the first time we made eye contact.  She did not realize that the Ferrari was our ride until I opened the door for her.  She looked at me puzzled.  “Don’t ask questions, it will ruin it” I said.  We didn’t go any where to eat.  We just drove around and talked.  It was the best lunch I had all year.


Not even Spanish with Mrs. Nichante or Mrs. Beast for Calculus could get me upset today.  I was on cloud nine, maybe even ten.  I hardly paid any attention to the culture of the Hispanic Mayans or complex derivatives and the use of integral to find the work of fluid on a wall of a triangle.  As useful and interesting as all that was,  I had other things to think about.  I felt that I had made a lot of progress with two people.  Zach had been the day before and Amanda today.  Things were going good for me. 

I left sixth period in a hurry.  I wanted to see Amanda one more time, ask her to lunch tomorrow and maybe ask for her phone number.  I walked down to the parking lot hoping that I would catch her.  Did she have her own car?  After waiting for ten minutes, I went into the car.  I was disappointed that I wasn’t able to talk to her.  Just as I was about to fire up the engine, someone knocked on my window.  It was her.  I rolled down the window. “Well are you giving me a ride or what?”  I replied half-stunned and half-ecstatic with an enthusiastic, “Of course I am.”  She hopped in.  This was perfect now I could see where she lived, ask her to lunch tomorrow, and get her phone number.

I wasn’t sure how I should drive with her in the car.  When we talked during lunch I didn’t really think about it.  I probably drove the speed limit.


I tried that, but I noticed she was getting bored.  A yawn caused me to ask her. “Am I boring you Amanda?”  “It’s not you Ryan; it is the way you’re driving.”  I had no problem with speeding up.  Whatever would make her happy.  Soon I was driving eighty miles per hour in and out of cars.  It seemed like she was enjoying it.  A light went from yellow to red quicker than I had expected and I slammed on the brakes.  “It’s like a roller coaster, Ryan.  You’ll have to let me drive it sometime.” I nodded  

Out of my rearview mirror I could see this hot yellow car pulling to my right.  Could it be?  It was Zach in the Lamborghini.  I waved, but I received no wave back.  He gave me an earnest and serious look and started to rev his engine.  I did the same.  Now I was serious.  My eye was focused on the light for the perpendicular intersection.  When that turned red I would know that my green would not be far behind.  I suddenly realized that Amanda may be freaking out, in a bad way.  I asked her, “Is this okay with you.”  She looked back at me and made eye contact.  “Burn him Ryan, burn him good.”  From a statistical standpoint I was toast but I wanted to do it from Amanda.

The engine growled.  It was small displacement V-8 to large displacement V-12.  The light clicked to green and we were off.  We were even, I was amazed, but I did not let up.  We were reaching triple digits after ten seconds or so.  I was pulling a slight lead. I hit one hundred and twenty, but was still reluctant to let up.  The next light turned red.  Both of us came from a speed of one hundred and twenty five miles per hour to zero as fast as these exotic cars could.  I was getting ready for another race, when he got out of his car.  I was worried of what he might do.  What he did surprised me; he bowed, then got back into his car and made a turn at the signal.

I was pumped full of adrenaline, but it was slowly wearing off.  As I came back to my senses I realized that I had not asked for one direction to Amanda’s house.  I asked her, “Aaaa, are we going the right way.”  “No” she answered, “but I didn’t really want to say anything.  I enjoy your company.”  I blushed a bit and then answered, “And I enjoy yours.”  She informed me to make a U-turn at the light, go back to Daisy Blvd and make a right, then a left on Cypress.  Her address was 914 Cypress.  

I would keep that in my memory.   As we were driving back she pulled a piece of paper out of her backpack and grabbed a pen out of the front pocket.  I was curious what she was doing, but I kept my eye on the road.  I made a right on Daisy and continued to drive straight.  I think she was writing down numbers.  Could it be her phone number?  I think she noticed I was staring and she quickly turned her head, as if she was trying to catch me red handed.  I had missed Cypress and I was pretty embarrassed.  I made another U-turn, turned down Cypress and stopped in front of her house.  

It was blue, with white trim.  Pink and yellow flowers surrounded the walkway up to the front door.  I got out to open the door for her, but by the time I got over there she had already let herself out.  The product was an awkward moment.  She handed me the paper.  It was her phone number.  I was so excited.  She said, “See ya tomorrow, Ryan” and started walking up to her house.  

I got in the car and just sat there dumfounded.  When should I call her?  Tonight, or is that too soon?  I turned on the car and drove off; worried she may be wondering why I was just sitting there.  I knew that when I talked to her next she would have thought about everything.  Girls did that; they could take something as it was at the time, but as soon as they had time to think about it you were in for it.  I hoped this would not be the case with Amanda, the Ferrari, and me.  I knew she was smart so I knew it was only a matter of time before she would want some answers, just as I had wanted answers from Zach.  She would get her answers much sooner from me than I had from Zach.

That reminded me, I was supposed to come over to his house again and get some more information.  I was trying to remember Amanda’s address so hard that I had forgotten Zach’s.  What was it, Pine Tree, Pine Cone?  It came to me suddenly, Pine Leaf.  I drove quickly over to his house, opened the gate and again pulled into the courtyard.  I turned off the car and walked up to the oversized front door.  I rang the doorbell.  I assumed it worked despite the fact that I could not hear it from the outside.

After a couple more rings I heard the gate open behind me.  He hadn’t answered because he was not home yet.  He stopped next to the courtyard. “Ryan, I have to do something tonight.  Be here at eight pm to help me.”  Without a response he pulled into his garage.  Judging by what he told me it seemed he would be leaving soon, so I waited a few minutes.  I was startled when the gate began to open.  I was certain that Zach and I were the only people to have access to it.  I hid behind one of the benches, waiting for some government authorities to storm the place.

As soon as the gate had opened fully I could hear the gears beginning to turn to open the large garage door. I heard a growl of a large engine, possibly a diesel, coming form the door.  Suddenly a black Excursion with very darkly tinted windows sped out of the garage and through the gate.  He must have really not wanted to talk to me.  Disappointed I got back into the car.  

Before I drove out of his property I thought about the race he and I had.  Maybe he was upset that I beat him in front of Amanda.  I knew Zach better than that.  Those sorts of things wouldn’t bother him.  In fact, I beating him at all was virtually impossible.  He was an expert at driving, just like he was at everything else, he had a six-speed transmission, and his car was faster than mine was.  Then it hit me.  He had let me win.  He had seen Amanda in the car and had been nice enough to let me win in front of her.

Despite some odd traits Zach was a much nicer guy than I had given him credit to be.  He had given me a car, and allowed me to beat him in a race so I could impress a girl, despite the fact that it would damage his pride.  I knew how competitive he was.  It must have killed him.  In fact I could not remember a single time when he had lost.  Even in team sports he was able to get everyone to play one hundred and ten percent, and if they couldn’t, do it he would do it himself.  Zach, in some games, managed to put the i in team.  

I drove back to the park and ride, grabbed my backpack and walked home.  I had a lot to think about again.  Should I call Amanda?  What did Zach need help with at eight, and why had he driven away so quickly?  When would I be able to ask more questions of him?  I was excited again, by the fact that Amanda had given me her phone number.  I suddenly remembered I had left it in the car.  I walked back to the passenger side.  I had set the piece of paper in the passenger seat.  I opened the door, grabbed it and closed it back up again.  I looked at the door where the scratch had been.  You could not tell it had ever been there.  It was lucky that it had not happened again at school today. Once in two days was plenty.

I walked home again.  I was looking forward to calling Amanda sometime that night.  I had to do some homework, help Zach, spend some time with my now suspicious family, and eat some food.  I got home and decided to get some much-needed time in front of the tube.  All that was on was the local news.  I was just about to turn it off and do something more constructive when our city was mentioned.  A senior at my highschool had been found dead from a fatal blow.  He had been put in an ally behind a strip mall not far from the school.  I didn’t really know the guy.  He had been on the football team, and was a bully to most of the freshman and sophomores that he came in contact with.  I felt guilty for thinking badly of him after his untimely death.  The one detail of the story that really caught my attention was very abnormal.  His own keys had been jammed into his back.

A speaker for the police department added that they had no leads as of now, and no real evidence of who had done it, but they would do all they could to find the killer.  Who would kill some highschool kid, especially someone who could deliver a single fatal blow?  He had been a jerk to a lot of people, but none who would kill or could kill for that matter.  If it would have been done with a gun any average Joe Blow Jr. could have done it.   It didn’t take a genius to shoot a gun; ironically it took someone of a lower intelligence to kill some highschool student or students with one.

That news had depressed me a bit, but looking back down at the piece of paper with Amanda’s number cheered me up.  She had doodled a little happy face and flower on it. Girls like to do that.  It could make some plain piece of paper feel personal.  

I started my homework.  I had a lot as usual, but I had not been doing it.  Previously, I had never missed a single assignment, in contrast that past week I had hardly done any. Dinnertime came quickly, not because I was having fun, but because time had been moving quickly for me in general.  These companions had made my life more complicated, mostly in good ways, but some bad.  As usual my mom had prepared a gourmet dinner.  This night I was more talkative, more my normal self.  At times during my story and joke telling I felt as a better version of myself,  more positive, more aware, more intelligent, just a better me in general.  All doubts that my parents had in me disappeared at the dinner table that night.

Instead of doing my homework, I went up to my room to call her.  I realized that I was breathing hard.  I tried to stop, but it was uncontrollable.  I attempted to calm down, but my lungs were not having it.  I was startled when a man answered.  I almost hung up.  Maybe I dialed the wrong number.  I figured it wouldn’t hurt to ask if she was there. “Is Amanda there,” I asked.”  “Yes, but she is busy right now.  What is it concerning?” The man replied.  What was it concerning?  What was it concerning?  I didn’t know?  I just wanted to talk to her about stuff.  “Ahhh…just school work.”  “Well I will tell her you called. Your name is…”  “Ryan”  “Well I will tell her that you called, Ryan” he said a bit sarcastically.

I was a bit disappointed that after all that build up I would have to wait until tomorrow to talk to her.  This would also mean that I would have to do homework; before I had an excuse not to.  It was seven p.m. and I didn’t need to be at Zach’s until eight.  

I did homework for another forty-five minutes, finishing my Calculus and some U.S. History studying.  I told my parents that Zach needed some help with schoolwork and I shouldn’t be gone for long.  I actually didn’t know how long I was going to be gone, but I could always call if it was going to be a long time.  I walked down to the Ferrari and drove over to his house.  I was a bit early.  It was really dark so I stayed in the car.  I heard the same engine I heard that afternoon, growl and shut off behind me in the driveway.  I got out of the car and walked over. 

 Zach was just getting out.  I could hardly see him.  He was wearing all black.  I couldn’t tell exactly, but it all looked like one piece, no contrasting articles of clothing.  From his neck to his toes was all one color.  I tired to break up the serious tension created by the situation.  “City Movers at your service.”  He hardly acknowledged the lame joke. “Open the back of the truck and start bringing in the cases. I will open the front door.  Put them in my bedroom until there are six.  Then start putting them in the siting room.”  I nodded and grabbed the first two out of the back.  The first thing I noticed was how heavy they were.  After I made it inside the door with the first two I had to set them down to have a short rest.  I then continued the rest of the way to the bedroom and set them down.  I followed the same process with the next two pairs and was going for the next when Zach told me he would take the rest.

I told him I would wait in the sitting room.  He looked at me puzzled. “You going to stay a while.” he asked.  “You want me to leave?” I asked.  “Well I just didn’t plan on you staying. That’s all.”  “Just answer me one question before I go.”  “OK” he said. “Did you let me win the race?”  “Of course not he answered seriously.  You think I wanted to lose.”  I almost believed him until he shot me a small grin.  I walked out confused, but some how satisfied with the day.

On the drive back I tried to guess what was in the cases.  Possibly, it was more computer equipment to go with all those other computers or maybe some more of those black boxes for some new cars.  Nothing really made sense.  After the six I brought in, there was at least twelve more in the truck.  What would he need eighteen of, and why had he been dressed in all black.  Maybe I was looking t into it too much.   One thing that really puzzled me was why he asked for my help at all.  I brought in one third of the total amount and did it much slower than he could.  I struggled with two, taking a break halfway.  He could have run with two if he needed to.  It just didn’t add up. On the positive side, my parents would not need to worry or get suspicious.

I walked into the door at eight thirty.  My mom was actually surprised to see me that early.  After all, almost every night before that I had gone over to Zach’s house I had been home at ten.  I did a little more homework and went upstairs to my bedroom.  I hadn’t seen it as much as I would have liked to.  It was nice and big. It had a television, VCR, DVD player, subwoofer, CD player, and cable.  Oh well, the stuff that I would have seen in movies through those devices I was living.   Fast cars, cool friends, and beautiful women. (Amanda)  I looked forward to talking to her tomorrow at school.

That night I slept peacefully and without the recurring dream I had had recurring recently.  I just slept with out any real worries or fears.  Despite the fact that I had gone to bed relatively early and slept well the alarm was still an unpleasant sound to hear.  It meant I had to get up and go to school again, had to do more homework, had to deal with more teachers, and many other things I found unpleasant.  It was different today.  I looked forward to school for one real reason, Amanda.  Her blond hair and blue eyes were beautiful.  Her tan skin was nice, but not too dark.  She had an athletic body and took good care of herself.  Best of all she was nice to me and enjoyed my company.  What else could you ask for?

I had my first four classes with her, but then after lunch I was on my own.  We didn’t sit next to each other in first period U.S. History, but in English we sat right together.  I got in trouble for talking too much during class, but for the first time I didn’t care.  What really told me that she liked me back was the fact that when she was told to quiet down, she didn’t care either.  “Amanda, I called you last night, but your dad wouldn’t really let me talk to you.  Does he hate me already?”  I said jokingly. “He is not really affectionate with guys, my brother included.”  We both laughed a bit.  “So should I not call you at night?” I asked.  “Well, maybe not for a while.  I will have my own phone line soon, and then you can call me anytime you want.” she said.  “I would like that” I answered ridiculously.  The teacher told us to quiet down.  We both decided it might be a good idea to hold off talking until our next class.

The bell rang, and I walked out of class.  For the first time Zach was waiting for me outside.  I was dumfounded and stunned to see him there.  Amanda bumped me playfully as she walked bye and said, “Hi Zach.”  “Hi Amanda” he answered back.  I figured that Amanda had known who he was, but I was unaware that they were good enough acquaintances to say hello in the hall.  I kind of liked it though.  My best friend knew and liked my possible soon to be girlfriend.  We started walking, Zach and I, through the halls.  “Thanks for helping me last night.”  Was that a thanks I had heard coming from his mouth?  Not once in all these years had he said thank you. “Your welcome.” I replied.  “I left you something in your glove compartment, ya know, just to show my appreciation.”  This worried me.  I was not sure if Zach was an excellent gift buyer.  His taste had the possibility to be a little out of the ordinary.  “Thanks” I said a little unsure.  He then walked off to his class and me to mine.

Next was Physics.  I liked the whole idea of Physics and stuff, but I didn’t really like being tested on how much I knew on the subject.  The teacher could be decent at times, had a good sarcastic sense of humor, similar to that of what the great Mark Twain.  Sarcasm could get old, especially when used at the wrong time, but he was pretty good about it most the time.  Again Amanda and I talked, but this teacher was a little less forgiving.  We stopped after the first time we were told to shut up.

Art class was next, my favorite class.  We were able to work at a reasonable pace and talk as much as we wanted as long as we were still getting our work done.  Luckily

 I could talk and paint at the same time so Amanda and I were able to get a lot of information back and forth.  She had kept an interest in me before we had talked as I had an interest in her.  She liked my sense of humor and I liked her kindness.  Everyone she dealt with knew she was a wonderful person.  It was that type of caring that you knew was not fake. I liked her beauty too, or looks in common terms, but I thought that may be a little shallow to give as my only reason.  I could compliment that later.  

She agreed to accompany my invitation to lunch, and this time we would actually go somewhere to eat.  The local sandwich place was a favorite of us both. I liked roast beef sandwiches with cheddar while she was a turkey and Swiss type of girl.  We just sat outside, eating, drinking, and best of all connecting eyes.  Her eyes were beautiful.

We finished with little time to spare.  It was time for the amazing Ryan, the race car driver, to show his stuff.  I had become comfortable in the one hundred thousand-dollar plus automobile.  I could drive quickly.  We made good time but the parking lot was still fairly full.  I was paranoid of having someone open their door too far and scratching the car.  I assured myself that the people parking around me were just as paranoid as I was.  They would have to pay a large amount of money if they made that little mistake.  

Just as Amanda was getting out of the car I remembered that Zach had left a “present” in the glove box.  Amanda closed her door; I reached over, and opened it up.  I was amazed when I saw a stack of thousand dollar bills.  There were possibly one hundred of them.  I closed it quickly worried Amanda would see and get really suspicious.  I had yet to explain the Ferrari to her, but I assumed because her and Zach had talked; that he may have it explained it for me.  We walked side by side towards the school.  It was Thursday and my Friday night was open.  That may had been a good time to ask her out, but I didn’t.  I didn’t chicken out like usual, but because Zach ran up and began talking to me.  “See you tomorrow Ryan” Amanda said walking backward, then turning back to the school.

I was a little upset with the interruption Zach had made, but it turned out to be for the best.  He needed my help again the next night.  If I would had been able to ask Amanda I would have either told Zach that I couldn’t than changed my plans on the girl I may of loved.  That reminded me of the hundred thousand dollars in the glove box of the car.  I was just about to ask him when the second bell rung, the one that said “Why are you not in class yet.”  Zach said we could talk about it over the weekend and ran off to his class.  It was good to see he could still run like the wind.

Well back to my two least favorite classes and teachers.  There was no Amanda to brighten up these two.  I had to bear down and hold on.  I watched helplessly as the homework piled up.  That was one feeling I hated the most in school.  The teacher forced you to sit there and listen to her.  Now while you were sitting there doing nothing more homework was being assigned to you, then the class work, or what you would be doing today, was revealed.  Any attempt to get a little ahead while still at school was futile.  If anything, steps in the negative direction were made.  The worst scenario of them all was when, regardless of the homework assignments, you had a lot from previous assignments.
As pessimistic as this sounded, as usual I was correct in my blatant judgement of the school system.  I didn’t hate all my classes, all my teachers, or all my time at school, I just didn’t like certain aspects of it.  Well, luckily I managed to get through these classes without a hitch.  My teachers handled themselves responsibly and all went well, no anarchy.  

I met Amanda in the parking lot again and gave her a ride home.  On the way we just talked about how our last two classes had been.  It was funny how similarly we felt about fifth and sixth period and really school in general.  We had so much in common, how could we ever fight.  I got out of the car again, but this time because I wanted to stand eye to eye when I asked her out for Saturday night. “Aaaaa, Amanda, I was wondering if you would want to go to a dinner and a movie Saturday night with me?”

Suddenly a look of disappointment swept over her face.  I wasn’t sure what to think.  Luckily it was a good thing.  “I would really want to, but my family and I already have plans this weekend. Sorry Ryan.  Maybe next week, ok.”  She could tell I was disappointed and a little hurt. She gave me a hug and then said goodbye.

   I was a little out of it on the drive back to my house.  I was driving about the speed limit, but not really paying attention, like I was just in a mode of habit going back to my house, nothing fancy.  It was going to be a calm ride back until a guy passed me on the left.  I hated it when people passed me, especially when I was in one of the ten fastest cars in the world.  I was coming up on my turn.  I had to make a decision, follow this guy who had just pissed me off, or go home and do homework.

I accelerated quickly and started to gain on the vehicle, not as quickly as I would have expected considering I was going triple digits.  As I got closer, the car began to look familiar.  It was yellow and exotic looking.  It had to be fast to be staying ahead of me.  Again I had to decide if I wanted to pursue this guy or whoever it was.  What if a cop saw me?  I would lose my license until I was twenty-one if I was caught quadrupling the speed limit.  I was already at one hundred and forty miles per hour in a forty zone; why not push it a little more.  I was catching up quickly now.  Obvious this driver didn’t know who he was dealing with.  

I was only a car length behind him now.  It was a Lamborghini, and suddenly it hit me, how many yellow Lamborghinis were there in this city, it wasn’t Beverly Hills. I thought it might be fun to catch up to the side of him and maybe race again.  I got along side but the windows were up.  They were too tinted too see through.  I waved hoping he would see as well slow down.  We were still going one hundred and twenty in a forty-five zone.  I was glad to see the window start to roll down.  I could now see there were two people in the car.  They both had ski masks on.  Now I was suspicious.  The passenger looked over at me. He was laughing.  

Suddenly he raised a pistol from below and pointed it at me.  I slammed on the break just as he fired two rounds.  He was trying to kill me.  That wasn’t Zach, someone had stolen his car.  I accelerated again, but this time stayed behind it.  I called Zach’s cell phone.  “Zach, it is Ryan.  I think someone stole your car.”  He answered quickly and angrily, “Yea, just five minutes ago, but how did you know.”  “I am right behind them.  They have a gun and they tried to kill me.”  “Stay on them, don’t lose them.  I will be there soon.  Just stay behind them.” “OK.” I replied and then he hung up.  Now it was just like the movies.   A real car chase, but now it was much more serious than it had ever seemed on the screen.  I could die.

The driver of Zach’s car slammed on his breaks and pulled a fast U-turn.  As they drove by in the opposite direction two more rounds were fired in my direction.  I made a swift U-turn too, and accelerated back to their tail.  Suddenly they slowed down to the speed limit.  I was hoping that they were turning them selves in when I saw the passenger rising up and facing my direction.  I punched the acceleration and pulled into a parallel lane divided by some old building.  He fired off the whole clip across the gap.  The second to last bullet hit my mirror.  I could see he was reloading so I moved back next to the car.  I didn’t really have a plan, but now I was furious.  I was even considering ramming him from behind or the side when my cell phone rang.  It was Zach.  “Ryan, back off and try to stay about four hundred feet back.”  Again he hung up.   I started to slow down and fall back when I saw the passenger rising with the pistol loaded again.  He fired his last round.  It pierced the windshield to my right.  As they were just about to pass through the next intersection I could see a large black truck coming from the other direction.

The man with the gun turned and saw it as well.  It was too late. The large truck t-boned the Lamborghini with such incredible force it broke into two parts.  A feat I thought was impossible.  I suddenly realized that I need to stop as well.  I slammed on my brakes and came to a stop.  I was far enough back to not be in danger of an explosion, but I could make out what was going on.  The passenger had been ejected from the vehicle while standing up and was lying in the middle of the intersection.  The driver was sitting in his seat in the front section of the car.  

The door of the unharmed Black sports utility hopped out.  It was Zach.  I was curious what he was thinking.  He had just destroyed a two hundred thousand dollar car to catch the guys who stole it.  He had something in his hand when he got out of his truck.  I couldn’t make it out until he used it.  He fired two bullets into the most likely already dead passenger of the car who had been ejected.  He then walked over to the driver who was still in the mangled wreck.  Some words were exchanged and then I heard two more rounds fired.  

The sound of police sirens was now audible.  I could see Zach get out his cell phone and dial a number.  My phone rang.  “Ryan, get back to my house as quick as you can.”  He hung up again.  I was not stupid.  I didn’t want to go to a killer’s house, but I didn’t want to be caught at the scene in the vehicle of the man whose vehicle had been stolen.  I started driving again, this time toward Zach’s house.  I could see him getting some things out of his truck as I turned right at that intersection.

I pulled through the gate and into the courtyard.  Shortly after I had turned off the car and gotten out; Zach pulled in.  His black Excursion was relatively unharmed.  It was raised four inches or so, had tires of at least thirty inches, had a skid plate, ram guard, and a supercharger.  The ram guard was dented but it had not been crushed so much as to be touching the trucks grill.  The skid plate was covered with yellow paint and a bit of blood. The man who had been standing in the car had been launched into the black tank of a vehicle and had probably hit that skid plate.

 He hopped out quickly and ran to another part of the house.  He came back with a hose, bucket and a sponge.  He threw the sponge at me and said “Start cleaning.”  I didn’t want to say no. He had a gun.  He filled the bucket with water and soap and I started to wash.  He pulled the Ferrari into the garage while I was doing so.  The paint was coming off easier than I had expected.  It must have been some stronger soap.  Zach came back out of the garage to see how much I had gotten off so far.  “Keep going.” He said and then went back inside the house.  It was another few minutes when he came back out again.  He had changed clothes.  I was just about done.  He finished the rest.  “Go inside Ryan.  I will be in there in a second.”  I nodded and began to walk inside.  I could hear the truck roar to life and the garage door open.  

I sat down in a sitting area inside, the same place that he and I had set the black cases the day before.  They were gone.  He came inside and sat down.  I was scared, what had just happened started to kick in.  He could tell.  He attempted to calm me down.  “Don’t worry Ryan; you were not a part of this.  If the cops ever suspected anything of you I would confess immediately.  Nothing will happen to you.” I was suspicious obviously, but I had no reason to doubt him.  He had held his promises and could do just about anything.  I felt like this was a good time to start asking.  

“How did you know where I was, and where your car was?”  “You know those black boxes in the cars.”  I nodded.  “Well, those do not only record the data of the driving. They can be used as a tracking device as well.  I assumed that they would be ahead of you because I told you to stay back.  It would have been difficult for me to catch up to you in the truck but they made a U –turn and headed toward my direction.  All I did was time it right. They had it coming.  That is the last time they steal my car.”  He laughed a bit. I was terrified.  How could he laugh after shooting two men point blank?  I was beginning to see who Zach might really be.

I looked closely to make sure who this man really was.  He was 6’2’’ and two hundred pounds.   He was extremely muscular and well built.  He could be very intimidating, but at times I had felt comfortable in his house, with him, talking to him.  He had seemed like such a nice guy today when he had said hi to Amanda.  He had smiled with his perfect white teeth.  He had black hair, blue cobalt eyes, and was tan but not dark.  He had a favorite pair of sunglasses which were black as well and covered his tell tale eyes.  He wore pants and a shirt almost all the time, never wearing shorts.  During the winter he had wore large jackets and trench coats.  He never wore anything that seemed really comfortable.  During the winter he had left his hair long and pushed forward, while during the summer it was spiked up all over on top.

He had a long, but not clearly noticeable scar on the left side of his face and a small one on his hand.  It looked to be from a knife falling on his hand as it was lying flat on some surface.  He looked much older than I did due to his physique and other feature.  It looked like he had been through a lot already.  More than I could imagine.

He had said my name three times before I noticed.  I had been staring at his face this whole time.  “Ryan, I know that you want more information about me, but I will never tell you everything.  Can you live with that?”  I waited for a second to respond.  Could I be his friend knowing that there was a part of him I would never understand?  I had been fine up until this point.  “I can live with that, but I still need to know more than I do now.”  He gave me a serious look.  “Alright, but you must follow one condition.  When we are both in times of distress, you must, must, follow my directions.  Regardless of how crazy they sound, you must do what I say at that those times.”  Times of distress, what the hell did that mean?  How many times would I be shot at again? “What do you mean times of distress?”  “For some reason I attract attention, well more like trouble really.”  “I have been friends with you for three years and never had anything like this happen before.”   “Well, to you it seemed like all was peaceful.  I know we did a lot together but I did a lot on my own too.  How do you think I got all this stuff?  You know how long it takes to steal fifty cars?  Believe me when I say it takes more than sixty seconds.”  

I had always assumed he had stolen all those cars, but I didn’t really want to believe it. Car theft had always been cool in the movies but to have a friend who had stolen fifty automobiles seemed so, illegal.  This meant that he had not only stolen these vehicles, but had driven them before he had his license.  “You were stealing cars before you could legally drive?” “Yea, it was great.  If I got caught what would they think?  What would they try me as?  They probably would pass it off as some kid joy riding except the fact that these cars cost as much as the judge’s houses and the fact that I could drive a six speed like a pro.”  He laughed again. He found all this ironic and entertaining, while I found this quite difficult to swallow.  He must have trusted me greatly to tell me all this.  I suspected that I might have been the first to hear it, or the only still living.

I could still see him shooting the passenger of the stolen car.  “How did you get that gun, ya know,” I gulped “the pistol.”  “Yea, I’m sorry you had to see that Ryan.  Next time I will tell you to leave first.”  Why always next time?  He was blatantly saying that all this would happen again, and this worried me.  Should I just pass it off, think realistically, and assume that something like this would never ever happen again.  I was smarter than that.  I had been exposed to the truth, had seen the truth, and was warned of the truth in the future.  “After getting all this other stuff, the house, the cars, the TVs, it wasn’t difficult to get a gun.  In fact I have managed to create quite a collection.”  

I shuddered.  All the innocence I had as a teenager, albeit little was gone.  My best friend stole credit card, guns, cars, and anything else he wanted.  I was worried he would corrupt me.  The real problem was, as much as I hated him for doing it all, a part of me wanted to do it too.  I was always doing what I was told, whether my homework, my actions, when I eat, where I could go, when I could be creative, and when I couldn’t.  That was when it all changed.  I didn’t resent Zach for what he did.  I admired him for doing what he wanted.  He had the skills, why not use them?  While this was a phase I passed through, it affected many of my decisions in the future and a few of my actions.  


The best analogy I could come up with to rationalize this change was as follows.  One day you are driving down a street.  You are in a hurry, but you are not driving at a ridiculous speed.  You approach a light that is still green; you think nothing of the situation.  Suddenly it turns yellow.  Now, this is where you have to make a decision: slow down now and stop for the soon to be red light, keep the same speed and wait to see how quickly this light changes to red, or finally punch the accelerator and speed through the yellow or possibly red light.  I was tired of coming to a complete stop and wasting thirty seconds of my life.  I felt like I had been wasting countless hours doing many other things. It was time to make a change, here and now.  How childish I was, but I just wanted to have fun sometime.


I agreed to all Zach’s conditions.  I would do what he said when he said.  “Zach, if you ever need help, on a job, whether cleaning the skid plate or stealing a car, call me and I will help you.”  Zach was as surprised to hear that from me, as I was to hear it from myself.  Even though I had made a conscious decision to change, it was still startling.  He explained the plans.  “Alright, this is how it goes.  You won’t be driving the Ferrari for a while, just in case.  I will get your one hundred thousand out of the glove box and give you another hundred.  The Excursion will also stay in the garage for a while.  I suggest that maybe you should drive something a little more substantial and not as fast.  I have seen how you have been driving the Ferrari and it is ridiculous.”  He laughed. “Take the BMW sports utility.  I will give you a pistol and two clips of ammunition.  If you want, I have an extra bullet proof vest.”  I nodded to all he said to me.  I just kept on nodding even if he wasn’t talking.  I was so stunned at what was happening here. “Don’t tell Amanda exactly what is going on, but come to me if things get a little more serious, we’ll figure out something to do.  Plus I think you would make a good couple.”  Oddly enough, that sounded really good coming from him.  


He went and got the pistol for me.  He gave a crash course in gun safety, well sort of.  Gun safety doesn’t really contain “how to fire accurately.”  He pulled the beautiful vehicle out in the courtyard.  I walked over to examine my new ride.  It was silver with darkly tinted windows and black interior.   I had read about this one.  They called it the sports car of sports utilities.  It would fit me perfectly.  As I circled the vehicle Zach informed me that the two hundred grand and the pistol were in the glove compartment.  The pistol was loaded with the safety on and two extra clips were in the center console.  The bulled proof vest was under the passenger seat.  


I remembered that I wanted to ask Amanda out for Saturday night.  “Zach, do you need me Saturday night.” “No, but remember I need you tomorrow.  Be here at eight O’clock sharp.  Never be late.”  I nodded, got inside my X5, opened the gate and drove out.  Another trip to the park and ride was in order. I felt a little better about driving this car.  It was a little more common, a little less obvious.  I left everything in the car. I hoped that the alarm system was excellent.  The car had about two hundred thousand dollars inside.  I caught myself laughing when I remembered what happened to the last people that tried to steal Zach’s car.  I was ashamed with myself.  It was not like me to laugh of someone’s death.  I was different.


I walked into my house.  My mom said hello and asked how school was that day. “Not bad, just those two teachers bother me.”  “We should do something about them” she said comfortingly.  The great thing was she was serious. She actually cared; I loved her for that. 

 I was just about to sit down and do some homework when I remembered I had left my backpack in the Ferrari.  Oh well.  I could do it tomorrow at school. Hopefully Zach would get it for me.  I knew he would.  I went upstairs to think. I just recapped all that had happened in just one day.  A love interest, a car chase, and a revealing of truth.  If only this could happen everyday, I thought part sarcastically and part seriously.  One factor that made all this so simple to laugh at was the miracle that Zach, Amanda, or I didn’t get hurt. 

 It was still early, nine thirty, so I turned on the TV.  The news was on, as always.  After a few boring stories, they spoke of the accident.  They had very little facts, but they had footage of the scene.  It was the scene that I had witnessed a couple of hours before.  The Lamborghini was burned even worse than it had been when I was there.  I could see the blood trail where the passenger had been dragged toward the car.  

It clicked.  That was why Zach went to the back of his truck.  He had gotten something to light the car on fire with.  He dragged the one man into the car and burned all the evidence, including the car and its license plate.  He was cleared.  Something told me that this had happened before, he was very efficient.  I didn’t care any more though. Ironically, I was part of a one-man team.  My life would no longer be boring or out of my control, or so I thought.  I could control, well to use a cliché, my destiny.  Things were going to be different.  In retrospect as crazy as this change had been, I wanted excitement so bad, and I would do illegal things to get it.

I went to bed looking forward to the next more exciting day.  What new adventure would I have?  I would not have fallen asleep if I wasn’t so tired.

That night I dreamed, but not the dream I had had before.  I was on a motorcycle driving through some city.  It was nighttime and there were lots of lights and people all around.  Amanda was no where to be seen.  I was wearing my bulletproof vest, black leather jacket, black pants, black boots, and the black helmet.  The dream was played out like a movie to me.  I could not control what I was doing.  This seemed good at first but turned bad.  I didn’t know how to ride a motorcycle in real life.  I always wanted to know how, but soon I would learn.  The lights of the city are flashing by, weaving in and out of cars.  Suddenly, I reach an intersection and all the people were gone, all the cars were gone, and all the lights were off except the single lamp on the bike.

Out of no where a spotlight shines on me.  Police cars come from all direction except the one directly behind me, their sirens blaring.  Each officer got out of their vehicles, taking ready position behind their car doors.  I was curious what I would do.  How would this dream portray me?  Rationally I was thinking that cops wouldn’t shoot me if I didn’t pull out my gun.  There was a moment of silence; suddenly I could hear that loud growling diesel engine of Zach’s cars, coming directly at me.  It was moving fast.  All the cops turned and started to fire at him.  

I watched to see what I would do again.  I peeled out in the motorcycle and turned around.  The cops did nothing.  They had other things to worry about, like the black behemoth headed straight for them.  The cops’ bullets did nothing to the vehicle, and it eventually plowed through the two middle cop cars.  Zach had come to save me again, and best of all, his entire car seemed invulnerable to bullets.  I was still accelerating but slowed down a bit so Zach could get along side me, maybe we could exchange words.  He caught up quickly, but instead of pulling along side he got right behind me.  I was confused, what was happening.   Suddenly he bumped the motorcycle.

This was where it got complicated.  The actions of this person on the motorcycle were so extraordinary, that it didn’t seem feasible.  The character pulled a wheelie on the motorcycle, and then jumped backward off it, into the windshield of Zach’s truck.  The motorcycle stayed on the front of the car for a second then was run over. The character drew his pistol and emptied the entire clip onto the windshield.  Small marks were made, but Zach was unharmed.  The truck began to accelerate and the character slid to the top of the vehicle.  

Zach slammed the brakes and the man flew off the car and in front of it.  Spontaneously, the point of view of the dream changed, from outside, to inside the helmet of the man, well in reality, I was the man just long enough to see myself get crushed by the large tires of the sport utility.

I woke up in a sweat and scared.  I began to interpret this dream right away.  What if this really happened, or what if the dream meant this was going to happen?  This was an impossible thought, right.  I couldn’t ride a motorcycle, let alone do a wheelie.  In addition what would Zach gain in killing me?  I had not asked for the money, the cars, and the credit card. 


After running these thoughts through my head I calmed back down and I was just about to fall asleep again when my alarm went off.  I had not bothered to look at my clock, but I could hardly believe that it was time already.  I had this feeling almost every morning, but this morning especially.  I got up and checked the time of my VCR; it was blinking 12:00.  I walked over to my wall clock. It read six thirty.  I was depressed and tired.  I thought things were going to be different today, but it wasn’t, at least at that point anyway.


I did my morning routine like a drone.  Take a shower, dry off, get my clothes, put on my clothes, brush my teeth (I never ate breakfast), and put on my shoes.  I would then vacate my room, find my parents, say goodbye to both of them, grab my backpack and walk out the door.  Today I didn’t have my backpack, but this was variation in a bad way.  I was assuming that Zach would bring it, but assuming is risky business.  I was going to school when I remembered that I had a new mode of transportation waiting for me in the park and ride.  That brightened my day a bit.  I hopped in, and drove to school, 

I parked and then shortly after Zach parked next to me.  I believe he was driving a Porsche Turbo then.  It was silver with dark tinted windows just like mine.  They looked gorgeous sitting next to each other.  All the people stared as they walked by, but it was not as bad before when there was a bright yellow Lamborghini and red Ferrari.  Zach climbed out of the car.

 “How you doing on this beautiful Friday.” he asked.  It was ten degrees too hot and a bit smoggy, but I went along with it. “Pretty good, just startled from a dream last night.” “You will have to tell me about it sometime.”  I wasn’t sure if he was being sincere or just saying that with no intent to ever hear what it was.  He might get suspicious if I told him as well so maybe it was a good idea to keep the whole thing a secret, and if he asked me about it down the road I would just say I forgot.  “See you later, I’m going to class.” he said.  “Wait Zach, do you have my backpack, I left it in the Ferrari after the incident.”  “Oh yea, I forgot too, it is in here.”  He reached into the car on the passenger side and pulled it out.  “I knew you were going to remember to bring it, how did you even know it was in there?”  “I pulled it into the garage for you remember.”  I nodded. “Bye, again.” He then walked off.  I was going to walk with him for a while, but the pace he was walking at discouraged me to do so.

I went to first period looking forward to Amanda’s face and smile.  Sure enough she was in there already getting her binder out.  She was a good student, just as I was, or used to be a week ago.  I had not been doing my homework lately and my grades had suffered.  I looked at her as I walked in, but she was not looking up.  I was looking forward to making eye contact again, with those beautiful eyes.  I sat across the room from her as usual.  For the first five minutes of class I would periodically look over, and see if I could catch her looking over towards me.  After those five minutes I began to doubt that we had ever talked, maybe it all had been a dream, but after we made eye contact again, I knew that it hadn’t, it had been real.  

We spent the rest of the period doing our work and listening to the teacher, but periodically looking over and making eye contact.  That class passed fairly quickly as did the rest during the day, due to the fact it was Friday.  We walked together to our next class.  “Do anything exciting after school yesterday, Ryan?”  I felt bad lying, but I could never tell her what had happened.  The fact that she asked the question at all made me think that she knew, but she didn’t. “Nothing much, Zach gave me a new car to drive.” I said unsure of myself. “It’s not as fast, but it’s still cool.  Are we going to lunch again?”

“I want to, but my friends are getting mad.  We’ve gone out to lunch, just the two of us two days in a row and they feel a bit ditched.”  “I understand.”  She could tell I was disappointed and began to think of ulterior ideas. “How many people can your new car hold?”  I thought about it for a second.  “Three including you and me.”  “That’s perfect, she said ecstatically.  I have three friends that want to go out to lunch.  We could all go together…..unless you mind?”  I was not going to say no, but I wish I had.  


Physics came and went, without a hiccup.  Fridays felt so good.  You knew no matter how much homework you got or what horrible thing you had to do next, you had a weekend in between.  Art was becoming my favorite class.  The teacher was laid back, and it was my creative outlet.  In addition we could sit wherever we wanted and talk as much as we wanted as long as we were quiet.  Amanda loved to paint flowers, while I was more into abstract or non-abstract form creation.  Basically modeling stuff out of cardboard and then painting it.  That class passed almost too quickly.


Amanda told me to go to the car and get it cooled down with the air conditioner while she got her friends.  I did what I was told to do plus I needed to hide the weapon, bulletproof vest and the large amount of cash.  Something told me they might find it suspicious.  I saw them coming and was a bit disappointed.   One of her friends I had always disliked, due to her abrasive comments and self-centeredness.  The other two were fine.  I had met both briefly, but they seemed nice.


I got out of the car because it seemed the right thing to do.  Amanda introduced them to me. “Ryan this is Glenda,” the one I didn’t like, “Jennifer and Megan.”  They were all beautiful, blond, fair skinned, and fit, but truthfully, while that added to the positives of the other two, it didn’t compensate for Glenda being an unpleasant person.  Unfortunately she sat up front with me which I found very odd.  I later found out that it had not been arranged by Amanda, but Glenda said, “I can’t sit in the back, or I will like get totally car sick.” Or something like that.  As I said before I wish I had said no.  Based on the tone and action of this retrospective of mine, you might have assumed that something awful happened to us.  Some guys with guns shot up the car or something.


Nothing like that happened. The feeling that made we regret my decision was based on many things, none violent.  First of all, they could not decide where they wanted to go.  Secondly, they talked quite loudly and blatantly said they hated “that kind of music” or to be more specific the music I liked.  I could handle that, but when Glenda refused to talk to me because we didn’t go where she wanted to go, that got me a little upset.  I was attempting to be really nice.  I stayed out of the food decision all together saying “Whatever you girls want is fine with me."  Glenda’s logic led her to believe that because I was driving, I had ultimate say, thus I was purposely not doing what she wanted.  What a load of crap that was.


Anyway, I made it through lunch without going insane.  Amanda knew how hard it was for me, and appreciated me doing it at all.  She gave me a little peck on the check as I got out of the car, in front of her friends.  I saw Glenda turn away, but Christine and Megan made that oooooow sound.  Normally, I would have blushed, but I felt so comfortable around Amanda it didn’t really bother me.  I was just glad she liked me enough to kiss me in front of her friends. I said my “Nice meeting you’s to the girls and then split off with Amanda for a minute.  “So what about the dinner and a movie on Saturday?”  “I wouldn’t miss it.” she answered.  “Alright, can I pick you up at six thirty?”  “Sounds good, I will call you if anything changes.  Thanks again Ryan.”  I just smiled.


Spanish was annoying as usual, but we had a substitute in math so it was actually enjoyable.  I had a lot of school friends in that class.  School friends being people that you talk to at school, but never pursue outside of school.  We just talked all period and put the title on our papers to make the sub happy.  By the end, it was sixth period, Friday.  People didn’t want to talk to their school friends, they wanted to get out of school and do something fun.  I know I did.


I met Amanda in the parking lot again, but this time she had her three friends.  Great, I just got out of school and now I have to spend a half an hour taking these girls home.  Luckily I was taking them all to Amanda’s house and Amanda sat in front this time.  We tried not to talk too much.  Neither of us wanted to exclude the rest of the girls, well maybe I wanted to exclude Glenda.  I got out of the car and opened all three of the doors for them.  Amanda gave me another kiss, but this time none of them saw.  “See you tomorrow.” I said.  “Looking forward to seeing you Ryan.”  Megan and Jennifer followed up with a kind “Bye Ryan, thanks for the ride.”  While Glenda gave a “Bye, Ryan.”


I drove home and parked the car in the driveway because my dad was out of town, and my mom and sister went to some old friend’s house.  I was on my own. My sleep deprivation was getting to me.  I slept for about two hours and felt a little more rested.  I thought it would be a good idea to not be tired when I helped Zach that night.  I did some much-needed homework for the next hour and a half, and then heated some left over pizza.  I wasn’t much of a cook, but I was an excellent microwavtionalist or something like that.  It was now seven so I decided to get ready.  

I brought in the pistol, extra clips, and the bulletproof vest from the car.  I needed something to wear that could cover all this with out it being noticeable.  I had some baggy pants that where made of a water-resistant smooth black material, carrying many pockets, and an interior lining.    I “borrowed” some of my dad’s black hiking boots that he never wore, a shirt of his, and his leather jacket.  To wear both over the bulletproof vest they had to be a little bigger than my regular size and his fit me perfectly.  I looked myself in the mirror.  I was amazed at how cool I looked.  My hair was short, but long enough to gel and push forward at a slight angle.  My eyes were known to change from blue to green depending on the person who was looking at them. And finally I was light skinned.  I could never really tan, but I didn’t burn too easily.  I put on my sunglasses just to complete the package despite the fact that it would be dark when I went out.  I just wanted to look cool.

It was time to go, and I felt ready for whatever I needed to do.  I got into my car, pulled out of the driveway and drove over to Zach’s house.  I pulled into the courtyard through the gate.  I was a little early, which was much better than being late.  He had two motorcycles sitting out.  I almost screamed for a second, but I had control over myself.  It just startled me to see a correlation with my dream.  I parked the car and jumped out. I was excited.  Zach could tell.  “Calm down Ryan, we’re not going to Disneyland.”  He had a point.  “Well, then what are we doing?”  “Hold on, Ryan. Patience.”  Great, that explained everything.  “Give me the keys to the X5 and try to familiarize yourself with one of the motorcycles.  Choose whichever one you want, but not the yellow one.”  He had become such a kidder. There were only two motorcycles.  I mounted the black one and fired it up.  It screamed to life, and startled me greatly. 

He drove out of the garage in the Excursion.  He climbed out of the driver’s seat holding two motorcycles helmets, one for me, black, and one for himself, black. I had never put on a motorcycle helmet on before, let alone this specific one, yet I knew exactly what the view from the inside was going to be like. 

I put it on. No surprises. I took it back off quickly. Zach laid out the plan clearly.  We were going to a research facility in the Nevada desert.  It would take three hours to get there.  He would put his own motorcycle in the truck but I would ride. “I needed the practice”, he said. I could already tell this was going to be an all night mission.  I asked Zach if I could call my parents and tell them I am spending the night.  He agreed.  I almost teared up during the phone conversation.  I felt as if this would be the last time I would ever talk to them.  I first called my mother and sister at her friend’s house.  I talked to both.  I then called my dad who was a bit upset I interrupted him, but was glad to talk to once he realized that I really wanted to talk.  In both conversations I said a goodbye like it would be my last.

I hung up the phone and put it in my jacket pocket.  “You ready to do this Ryan.”  I put on my helmet and nodded.  I didn’t want him to see the expression on my face once I agreed so I put the helmet on first.  He climbed into the truck and started the loud engine.  We left the courtyard, driving slowly, so that I could get the hang of the bike.  I had never driven a motorcycle before, but I would have three hours of practice to get better.  We pulled into the local gas station to make sure the gas tanks were full on both motorcycles and the Excursion.  We topped them off and started on our way again.

As soon as we got to the open highways I began to practice.  I practiced 2-3 gearshifts over and over again and then the 3-4 and 4-5 changes.  They went smoothly and predictably.  I could do them fairly consistently after an hour.  One aspect of my motorcycle skill that had received almost no practice was that of stop to go.  Since we did not have enough time to stop I never tried this except while in the courtyard, leaving the gas station, and the few signals and stop signs that I experienced before escaping our city.  I tried doing a wheelie once, but almost lost control and decided I should wait for a while.  

Zach rolled down his window and signaled me to come closer.  I was worried that he was trying something, due to my dream, but he just wanted to talk.  I signaled that with the wind and the engine noises of both vehicles, I could not hear what he was saying.  He showed me his cell phone and dialed a number.  Suddenly I could hear his voice. It startled me.  I was not an avid churchgoer, but I thought it was God.  It was Zach actually.  

“I forgot to tell you that these helmets have phones inside.   Technically it is one way because there is no keypad for you to dial on.  It picks up automatically as soon as someone calls.  You can talk normal and I will be able to hear what you say.”  Gadgets interested me and this was a cool one.  I had been worried how we were going to communicate.  He informed me, that now; I should have had enough practice to drive faster.  He taunted me, “Just try to keep up rookie.”  There was no way that he could outrun a motorcycle in a huge sports utility, or so I thought.  

The phone conversation disconnected immediately after those comments.  I heard the engine of the supercharged truck roar and the exhaust scream.  He was off.  I watched for a second as the distance between us increased.  I realized that he was leaving me in the dust so I quickly punched the throttle, released, held the clutch, shifted from 4th to 5th, released the clutch, and pushed the throttle again.  I was gaining quickly.  I was just about to pass him when 5th gear ran out of steam.  I was disappointed until I realized this bike had a sixth gear.  I followed the same procedure for my 4th to 5th shift as for my 5th to 6th.  This time I did pass him.  He was still accelerating, but I was accelerating quicker.

I had passed him by about ten car lengths, when I heard rubber squeal.  I looked back for a second and saw the Excursion pushed back on its haunches and gaining quickly.  It passed me like I was standing still.  I was in pure amazement.  It may have been feasible at freeway speed, but not while I was traveling one hundred and forty miles per hour.  Suddenly Zach called again.  I was ready for some ridiculing.  “Good job.  You got ahead until I used NOS.”  So that was how he passed me.  NOS stood for Nitrous Oxide.  It can add a three hundred horsepower burst to the vehicle.   I was curious if I had something like that.  I had only read of it once, in some motorcycle magazine, a NOS canister on a motorcycle.  I saw a red button that seemed custom placed, not stock.  I thought about it, but I decided to ask Zach first.  Just as I was about to ask he said, “That red button will do the same thing for you, but make sure that you lean as far down as you can.  The bike will try to lift in the front, be careful.”  Again he disconnected the phone.  

I built up enough adrenaline and courage to do it.  I leaned forward, and checked the speedometer.  It was custom as well. It read one hundred and fifty miles per hour currently but had the numbers up to two hundred and forty.  Beside the custom speedometer was a boost gage.    I pushed on the button with my chest so I would not have to release my death grip.  Suddenly I saw the boost gage point toward full and the speedometer climb.   I looked down, 160, 170, 180.  I looked forward again; I had already caught up to Zach and was in the process of passing him.  The speedometer still moved quickly to 190, then 200.  Suddenly the phone clicked back on. “Ryan, you are not supposed to accelerate that much on one boost.  You must still be pushing the button.”  

I saw the boost meter still reading full and my acceleration still climbing.  I was too afraid to lift up on the button.  I could get blown backward off the bike at over two hundred miles per hour.  I would have to wait for the boost to run out.  I accelerated to 210, then 220, 230, and then pegged it at 240.  At two hundred and forty miles per hour you are covering a mile every fifteen-seconds, fifteen-seconds!  I did not calculate this until after the situation.  I was too scared at the time to think about anything like that.  The scariest part was, despite the fact that the speedometer had stopped showing acceleration, I had not.  Previously I thought a speed of two hundred plus was not possible on the street.  I was going over two hundred and forty.  The boost ran out

I began to decelerate due purely to wind resistance at that speed, all the way down to a hundred miles per hour.  I eventually came to a complete stop.  I had to wait a while for Zach.  After every minute I had covered a mile more than him, and that was only if he was traveling at one hundred and eighty miles per hour.  I assumed I could have gotten at least five miles ahead.  I could hear Zach’s voice again.  He had been talking during the whole incident, but my fear had pushed it out.

When he caught up he stopped next to me.  He inspected most of the parts on the bike.  The tire, the chains, the clutch, the transmission, and everything else still seemed up to par.  He replaced the NOS tank, with an extra from his truck.  He informed me I had just spent five hundred dollars in gas.  I apologized, but he had been joking.  I let him go ahead of me.  I still needed sometime to calm down.  I began riding again at a speed of one hundred and seventy so I could catch up.  That previous ridiculous speed didn’t seem so ridiculous anymore.  I had gone as fast as I would every go on the ground.

We rode side by side at a fast speed, making good progress.  I assumed we would reach our destination ahead of schedule based on the doubling of the legal speed limit, but we didn’t.  It took three hours right on the dot.  Zach must have compensated for the mishap by increasing or decreasing our speed for the final two hours.   We stopped in the parking lot of the testing facility.

It was large with many sections connected by corridors.  There were few windows, but the few that did exist were one way mirrors.  There was only one large window that spanned from the ground the ceiling of the first floor.  I could see our reflection, but the workers inside could see out at us.  It was made out of a shiny silvery material.  It may have actually been silver or titanium depending on what type place this was.  It was in the middle of no where practically.  There were no signs that said the name of the facility around.  I could not see a door, but there was a few technological devices mounted on the far side of the outward-facing wall.  It was not area fifty-one, but it did look like it could be. 

 I stepped off the bike.  My legs hurt like I had ridden a horse all day.  Well, in actuality I had ridden about two hundred and fifty horses, and at time three hundred and fifty.   I was hardly ready for some crazy mission or personal vendetta.  I was curious how Zach was going to get inside.  He began to tell me.  “You see those things mounted on the wall over there.” I nodded.  “Well those include an I.D. card scanner, a key pad, a retina scan, and a finger print scan.  All are needed to gain entrance.” I knew Zach was skilled in almost every aspect of any skill, but how was he going to pull this one off? 

“I had no way to get all those resources, so I have an ulterior method.”  He ran to the back of the truck and pulled out some cubes, of what looked like clay.  It was actually C-4.  Zach quickly set up the necessary devices to make it a bomb, walked over to the large window, and stuck it to it.”  He walked back to me. “I am going to set the bomb off.  Hopefully, it will blow the window out.  I will drive in on my motorcycle, get what I need and get out.  I want you to pull in after and help me take out any of the initial guards.  Here is my extra gun, you may need two.”  He handed me his pistol which was loaded and with the safety off.  I put it in my other holster.

He told me to get on the motorcycle and ride behind the Excursion.  It would protect me again the blast.  I pulled behind it.  I was unable to watch so I waited for the sound. I hoped I would be able to hear it.  Suddenly, the loudest sound that my ears had ever heard roared all around me.  I watched the windows of the cars in the parking lot, all but those of the Excursion’s shatter from the blast.  I turned to see Zach waiting for the smoke to clear.  An alarm began to sound. I pulled to the other side of the truck.  Zach turned back to see I was there and then slowly began to pull forward.  He was waiting for the smoke to clear a little more.

I could now see what the C-4 had done.  It had not only blown out the window, but also bent the metal inward that made up the building.  Zach accelerated toward the hole in the building quickly.  I followed him from about fifteen feet behind.  He drove straight through the whole and through the next door within the building.  It had been blown out as well.  I could see three guards.  Each holding a high powered automatic weapon.  They had all been knocked unconscious by the blast.  I feared that Zach would doubt that I had killed them.  I drew both pistols and fired three rounds of each toward the walls around the guards.  

It seemed like an hour had passed and still no sign of Zach.  I slowly rode the motorcycle through the building, following the trail led by tire marks and rammed open doors.  There were so many different rooms and sections I feared I would get lost inside.  I just kept on the track I thought was right.

The first few rooms had cold metal tables with metal chairs.  The walls were plain and very uninviting.  They looked as if they could be used for interrogation.  The next few rooms had huge super computers with multiple screens.  There were technicians working on some of them, but I could see some were still recovering from a motorcycle driving through their offices.  They had been knocked out of their chairs to the ground and some of the computers had been shot.  What was startling was how few even turned around when I drove through, they were typing as fast as they could, so locked into what they had been doing, bullets, explosions, and motorcycles was not enough to draw attention away. 

The next few rooms had experimental testing, in the first rooms were animals, and in the rest, humans.  All the scientists were out of these rooms, but the test subjects were still inside.  There were monkeys doing math in one of the rooms, and dogs counting to ten by barking once then a pause, twice then a pause, etc.  The rooms with the humans were even stranger.  They were strength training, stamina testing, and in one room, where you could only see in, but not out, two were fighting each other with such professionalism it was unbelievable.  I wanted to stop every time I got to a new room, but I needed to find out what happened to Zach.  Eventually, I pulled into a large room that was empty of furniture except for one metal chair.

In the chair was Zach, surrounded by four guards with automatic weapons pointed on his head.  Their attention was drawn to me. This gave Zach a chance to stand up, punch the guard closest to him, and grab his gun, and begin to fire at the three facing me.  They began to turn back around to Zach.  One didn’t make it and the other two started firing wildly.  I drove my motorcycle into the back of the one on my left, while Zach tried to shoot the last one standing.  Both the guard’s and Zach’s clip emptied.  I could see Zach’s motorcycle sitting on the left side of the room still intact.  While I was fighting this guard Zach yelled to me, “Get out, I will catch up later, go!”  

I quickly swung around the bike and began heading out the way I came, this time at a much faster rate.  At some parts where it was straight I was at wide open throttle.  The motorcycle engine’s scream echoed throughout the halls.  I smiled to myself when I thought of those computer guys who hadn’t looked up before.  I drove out of the hole ripped into the side of the titanium building, and back onto the streets.

I soon realized that I didn’t know where I was going.  I headed onto a main street assuming it would take me somewhere with a lot of people.  A place where I could lose anyone following me.  I was driving one hundred miles per hour when a spotlight was put on me.  I turned around and could see a police helicopter on my tail.  It was at a fairly high altitude.  I began to accelerate to a high speed attempting to outrun the helicopter.  Normally, this would be impossible, but I was on a motorcycle capable of two hundred and forty miles per hour, and an area long and open enough to attain that speed.  

By the time I reached one hundred and eighty, the helicopter swooped down to a lower level, to gain velocity.  It worked to a certain point, but again I accelerated faster than it could handle.  It lost me as I reached one hundred and ninety.  I could not hear any police sirens or anything like that.  I took it as a good sign.  I began to see a couple of cop cars ahead, attempting to create a roadblock. I had gotten there sooner than they had expected, thus sooner than they had time to set up.  I went in between the only two cop cars present at the time.  They were spaced about ten feet apart.  They didn’t know what hit them.

I could see a large well-lit city appearing on the horizon.  I knew we were in the Nevada desert so the first place to come to mind was Las Vegas.  Sure enough it was.  Even with traffic I attempted to maintain a high speed.  The helicopter completely was out of the picture due to the slower speed it could maintain and its inability to fly around buildings legally.  I was quickly through the main part of downtown.  I had passed all the big name hotels and casinos, but was not getting to the older not as populated section.

As I drove farther there was less people and less lights.  It eventually got to the point when I was the only one on the rode, and my bike’s lamp was the only light around.


This changed quickly when multiple cop cars, maybe five or six, came from each side of the intersection and barricaded me.  I grabbed the brake and came to a stop.  They all got out of their cars quickly and stood the car doors, pistols pulled.  I had been caught. I would spend the rest of my life in jail, never seeing my family or Amanda again.  I almost started to cry.  The megaphone yelled, “Raise your hands and step off the bike, slowly.”  


I had started to raise my hand when I heard that growl of a supercharged diesel engine.  The exhaust was screaming and the sound of tires chirping suddenly infiltrated the air.   I could see the black mass coming form behind the police cars very quickly.  The car was pushed back on its rear tires.  He must have used NOS a second ago. All the cops wanted to keep their weapons pointed at me, but the truck drew their attention away.  They all turned toward it staring in fear.  I attempted to imagine what they were thinking at that point. An all black eight thousand-pound vehicle was approaching at one hundred and sixty miles per hour.  


They soon realized that he was not stopping.  They opened fire attempting to disable the vehicle.  I watched as the tires practically absorbed the bullets, and the windows barely rattled.  The car was obviously bullet proof.  This gave me the chance I needed, to turn the way I had came, and accelerate away.  Zach’s black Excursion plowed through two of the cop cars without losing much speed.  In fact he was quickly gaining on me.  


I began to remember my dream I had had the night before.  This whole Las Vegas thing happened exactly the same thus far as it had in the dream.  I almost crashed on the bike when I remembered what happened next.  Zach had rammed me from behind, causing me to jump on the hood and empty a clip on the windshield.  I had then been launched in front of the truck and been run over.  I was not going to let that happen in real life.  I hit the NOS button so I could leave him in the dust.


Nothing happened.  I pushed it again, and again nothing.  The boost gauge stayed at zero.  He had pretended to replace my tank after it ran out, so then he would be able to catch me later when he needed to kill me.  His truck could take two canisters so he may have put both in his.  My hypothesis was proven again when the tires on his vehicle chirped and he began to gain at a very fast rate.  He was almost on my tail.  I was just about to pull my gun and start firing when he pulled along side of me.


I held the pistol aimed at his window ready for anything.  Suddenly the phone inside the helmet crackled to life. “Sorry about this Ryan.”  I thought he was going to side swipe me until he began to talk again. “I’m sorry about all of this.  I should have never got you involved.  Remember that day when I told you that if you were ever in danger of getting in trouble, I would take the blame for everything.  Well, this is the time.  And remember how I told you early tonight that you must do whatever I say.  It is that time as well. First throw your weapons into the truck.”  He rolled down the rear window and I threw one pistol at a time inside.  “There is another road block ahead.  They will fire and kill us as soon as they can so this is what you need to do.  Trail behind my truck with about fifteen feet distance.  I will attempt to maintain my speed as I go through the barricade.  As so as we go through pass me on the right.  I will slide the car side ways to the left and create a shield for you to get away.  Did you get all that.”  


I nodded. He asked again, “Do you get it.”  I had forgotten he could not see whether I was nodding or not and answered yes.  He said one final thing to me that I will never forget. “Once you pass me Ryan, clean break, alright, clean break.” I knew what that meant.  I must never speak of him again, go to his house, or say anything of him.  I must return to what it was like when he was not in my life.  I accepted it and began to think of the task ahead.

 As soon as I could see the cop cars’ lights I pulled behind Zach.  I was very nervous.   What if I got shot going by?  What was Zach going to do after he turned sideways?  What had he been trying to steal or do?  Why had he not replaced my NOS canister?  I tried to get those thoughts out of my head so I could be clear minded for this crazy plan about to take place.  The cops started to fire as soon as their bullets could reach us.


The bullets were hitting the asphalt around the car, creating pieces of debris that shot up at me.  I pulled back a little.  I was afraid he would be slowed down by the cop cars and I would crash into the back of the truck.  I didn’t want that to happen.  Suddenly a huge crash sound ripped in front of me, and the Excursion rocked a bit.  I passed through the gap created.  And pulled to the right of Zach and then in front of him.  As soon as he saw me pass him he slid out to the left, coming to a stop, and creating a shield for me.


I zoomed by and accelerated to one hundred and eighty miles per hour quickly.  I could hear more guns shoot and cars explode coming from behind me but I didn’t want to look around.  I knew that he would be killed, and if not, spend the rest of his life in prison.  I had seen him kill four people at least.  That was plenty to get him life in prison without parole or the death sentence.  


Once I was sure the cops had no idea where I was, I stopped for directions.  I was back to my hometown in four hours.  I didn’t know where to go.  I didn’t want to go to Zach’s.  The cops could be there any minute.  I didn’t want to go home because my parents would wonder why I came back at six in the morning.  I decided to go to Amanda’s.  I wasn’t sure why.  I had never been inside her house or met her parents but for some reason I gravitated to her house.


I drove past the house and parked the motorcycle a few houses away.  I sat there unsure what I should do.  I was really tired.  I hadn’t slept all night.  Usually, when I had gone to Zach’s house we had been out late.  If I didn’t come back until the afternoon that Saturday, my parents wouldn’t care. I drove to a Motel Six, got a room, parked the bike, and slept.  When I awoke it was five p.m.  

 I remembered that I had a date with Amanda that night.  I left the motorcycle with the keys in the ignition, in the park and ride. It was related back to Zach so I had to ditch it.  I walked home.  My parents looked at my closely.  I must have looked funny in my all black clothes, my messed up hair, and my tired eyes.  I said hello and attempted to walk by them quickly.  They were not having it.  “Ryan, what is wrong with you.”  “Oh mom, I spent the night at Zach’s.  We stayed up all night so I am tired.  I forgot to bring my stuff, so I couldn’t do my hair or wear my clothes.”  I almost screamed when I remembered I still had the bullet proof vest on.  I tried to change the subject.  “I have a date tonight so I need to go get ready. Can I borrow the car?  Is that alright.”  She nodded, while still thinking about what I had told her to explain my appearance.

I remembered how not too long ago, the night before, I thought I was going to die. How I thought that I would never see my mom, my dad, or my sister.  I hugged each of them.  They were curious why I did so, because it was not like me to hug.

I went up stairs and took off my heavy odd clothes.  As I took off my jacket I could see a piece of debris had hit me in the chest, penetrating the shirt and stopping on the vest.  “At least it had been a piece of asphalt and not a bullet,” I thought.   I took a shower, and grabbed some clothes that I was more accustomed to.  Some shorts and a nice t-shirt.  It was pretty hot outside, especially while in all black clothes on a motorcycle.

I did my hair, brushed my teeth, and basically got all ready to go.  I was not as nervous as I thought I was going to be.  I was probably because I had so much on my mind.  Would I never hear or see from Zach again?   Had the cops killed him?  I didn’t know.  Should I bring it up when I am with Amanda?  I didn’t know the answer to any of these questions.

I grabbed some money for the movie and dinner, got the keys from my parents, and said goodbye, again with a hug.  I walked to the garage.  It had been the first time in awhile that I had driven my parents car.  It would be weird to something not so expensive and fast.  I had no choice. Eventually, I would have to drive cars like this all the time, not those ridiculous exotics I had enjoyed for a while.  Not that my parents Volkswagen GTI was bad.  It wasn’t bad at all.  In fact before I had been spoiled, I loved that car.  It was fast and handled great.  Actually, I was supposed to get it as my car, and later did.  In fact I still drive that car today

I drove over a little early to pick Amanda up.  I went up to the door and rang the doorbell.  I normally would have been nervous to meet her parents, but I had been through so much in twenty-four hours, I was really calm.  I met only her father who seemed nice enough, but definitely with the possibility of being strict.  He is a general practitioner in the local hospital.  Their family is well off, but not super rich.  She is not spoiled and does not need expensive jewelry and clothes to be happy.

After awkwardly sitting in their living room for a while, she came down.  She was beautiful. I had only seen her at school, but when she went out at night, she was even more beautiful.  She was wearing black sandal shoes that showed her beautiful toes that were painted a soft blue.  Her blond hair was a little past her bare shoulder, and came in to frame her face.  She was wearing a denim strapless dress.  I had never seen her dressed up before.  She had done it just for me.

Her father was not too happy.  He grabbed her jacket and made her put it on right away.   I didn’t mind. I could see why he wanted to do so, and I was more interested in her face, smile, and conversations than anything else.  We walked out to the car together, hand in hand.  I opened the door for her and she slid inside.  We had yet to decide what movie we were going to.  I had always been an action movie buff, but I left it up to her.  She chose a comedy, which I didn’t mind much because laughter makes relationships and dates more comfortable.

On the way to the movie theater I could have sworn someone was following me.  I kept looking in my rearview mirror, and seeing the same car behind me.  At one point I drove fast and a bit “reckless” to see if I could loose him, but he did not chase me.  I think I worried Amanda a little bit, but she didn’t mind much.  We talked all the way there.

“So Ryan, you driving this now? You just can’t find a car you like can you.” she said flirtatiously.  “This is nice though.  I like this one too.  The only problem is that Glenda hates climbing into the back seat of a two door, so she will have to sit up front with you anytime and every time we go somewhere.”  I remember how angry this comment made me. I was just about to say how much that bothered me when she said, “and if you don’t like that, then you don’t love me.”  

I turned and looked at her.  She could hardly keep a straight face.  She had been kidding the whole time.  We both started laughing.  “You thought I was serious.”  She was still giggling as she said playfully, “How could you think I could be that mean.”  “I don’t know, but I do know that I do love you, and as much as I would hate it, I would have Glenda sit in the front seat for ever if I got to be with you all the time.”  That wasn’t really true, I really didn’t like Glenda. Luckily there was no way to test my statement.  This didn’t mean that I didn’t love her, but that meant I would have to be with Glenda a hell of a lot, a little too much.

She leaned over and gave me a kiss on the cheek while I was driving.  I felt bad for lying.  “We were talking about Jennifer sitting in front, right.  I like her, she’s purdy.”

Amanda playfully hit my arm.  She was laughing too though.  It seemed like we were perfect for each other.  We could tease each other without taking it personally.  


We got to the Movie Theater at eight ten.  It was pretty crowded, but not too bad.  The movie we were seeing had been out for a little while, so in the actual theater it was pretty open.  This theater had the seats that you could divide with armrest, or lift them up and make a love seat.  I was curious what she would do. Would she put it down, put it up, or leave it down and put it up later.  I was pleasantly surprised when she never put it down in the first place.  She just leaned over against me during the whole thing from start to finish.  It was great.

After the movie we decided to go to a nice Italian place both of us had been to before. We both liked the food, and it was a fun place for “couples.”  We talked about the movie during dinner.  It was nice to see we both enjoyed it.   I had worried that she would hate it and I would like it, or vice versa.  Nothing of the sort happened.

At one point I realized that this relationship would continue.  We had each ordered a different kind of pasta.  Without asking or checking if it was “all right” she took a bite of mine and I took a bite of hers.  Neither of us stopped to say something, but we both noticed.  I think it gave some security.  We were already comfortable around each other, so it was just good things from that point on.  

The variety of pasta made filled both of us. Dessert was not needed.  Now that I felt that this was a true relationship I felt bad hiding anything from her.  I began to tell her everything involving Zach and I, especially what had happened in the past week.  Her face never turned to anger and disgust, but that of worry and fear.   Even when I mentioned how Zach had killed those two men.  Every time I reached a point where my life was in danger, she looked sad.  An hour passed of story telling.  Even when I was saying it, it seemed so unreal.  I could hardly believe it myself.  I wondered what she thought of it.  “Why didn’t you tell me Ryan?  I could have been there for you.”

She didn’t hate me for all of this; she wished she could have been there to help me get through it.  At that point I decided that one day I would marry her.  We grabbed hands across the table and just looked at each other for a little while.  Small tears formed in each of her eyes.  We calmed ourselves down and returned back to normal the best we could after exchanging such information.

The evening had been perfect except for the minor paranoia that someone had followed us, that was until the bill came.  It was not the price of the dinner that ruined it, although it was a bit steep, it was the note written on it: Meet in 5 min out back.  I tried to think who it would be, but I knew.  No one but Zach would arrange a meeting in this way, no one else I knew would need to.   I set down the necessary money to pay for the dinner and the tip to cover the message and continued to talk to Amanda for a bit longer.

I excused myself to go to the bathroom, again feeling bad for lying, and walked to the back of the restaurant.  I was hesitant to go out the back door by myself.  Maybe it wasn’t Zach.  It could be the authorities.  If they were any good they should have known by now I was his best friend.  What if they had killed Zach last night, and had had surveillance on his house and us the whole time.  I just couldn’t imagine Zach getting killed though.  How could anyone kill him?  He was perfect.

I kicked open the back door of the restaurant ready for the worst and ready to run.  Sure enough, Zach was standing next to his motorcycle in the alleyway.  He looked very tired.  The shirt that he was wearing over his vest had three bullet-sized holes.  He had a cut on his head that had been stitched up.   He had no extra clips on his belt and the one pistol he had left seemed to be empty as well.  I was just about to say something when he began to speak. 

“Ryan, don’t worry even if they catch me, you will never have to worry about being caught.  They will never know you knew me, helped me, or anything.  I left you something, but you won’t receive it for a couple more years.  Stay with Amanda.  She’s great, and you’re good together.  I know your grades slipped a bit because you had been helping me so much, so I boosted them back up.  Don’t think I made them permanent.  They can still go down, so keep working hard and go to college.  Don’t talk about me anymore.  Don’t think about me.  I am gone from your life.”  

I stood there unsure of what to say.  Again my lame humor came out to play.  “Who are you again?”  He smiled, but this humorous moment was interrupted by the sound of sirens.  A cop came from the backside of the alley.  “Got to go, Ryan.”  He hopped onto the bike and turned it on.  The car was gaining quickly as Zach started to accelerate in the other direction.  I didn’t want to get involved, but I pushed a dumpster sitting against the wall in the left side of the alley.

I jumped back into the restaurant just as the car turned to the right to dodge it.  The door was ripped off and sparks from the metal against cement grinding landed on my body.  I climbed back to my feet, and looked out the open door less hole.  The car had been badly damaged and Zach had escaped, for now.  

Just when I thought the vehicle was about to swing around the corner wildly, it came to a stop.  They were getting out of the car and running back towards me.  I went to close the door, but it was no longer there.  I ran back inside, informing the manager that there were some crazy men headed for the restaurant.  I hoped this would buy me some time.  I quickly asked Amanda if she was ready to go.  She had heard the racket outside and had already come to her feet.  She had seen the message on the bill.  I looked into her eyes.  She knew it had been Zach, and before I said a word she was headed for the door just as I was.  We got out to the car quickly.  

She knew the urgency of the situation.  We were both in the car, and buckled in quickly.  I backed out of the parking space quickly, threw it into drive, and punched the accelerator.  The authorities had seen us leave, but had been unable to read the license plate.  I was thankful that I had paid with cash and not my parents’ credit card.  All they would have needed was the bill.

We got back to Amanda’s house and sat out front for a few minutes.  I told her what Zach had said and how I had pushed the dumpster in front of the car.  She had known that something strange was going on.  “I knew something was happening out back.  I heard the door get kicked open.  Then after a time of silence I could clearly hear the car hitting the dumpster and the door.  I was just about to run back there when you came out front.” I was so proud of her.  She was so brave.  

Suddenly a knock came on the car window.  It was so dark that I couldn’t see out, and my windows were so tinted that no one would be able to see in.  I told Amanda to put the seat down, and for her to lay back.  I slowly rolled down the window.  I great relief came over me when I began to see her father’s face appear.  He had seen us sitting out front for a while, and was beginning to wonder.  As strange and awkward as it was, I was glad to see his face and not that of a cop or the barrel of a gun.

“We were just about to get out sir.”  “I should hope so.” he answered.   I rolled the window back up, got out of the car, walked to the other side, and opened the door for my lovely lady.  Her father just stood there waiting for me to say goodbye, but there was so much more I wanted to say.  “Bye Ryan” she said and began to walk away.  I was really disappointed until she silently, but quickly spun around. She took a step back toward me and gave me a quick kiss.  “Call me tomorrow.” she whispered, and stepped back behind her father.

I drove home slowly, meaning the speed limit, thinking all the way.  Did I need to worry about cops coming after me any more?  Was Zach going to escape?  Was Amanda going to be okay with keeping all these secrets?  What did Zach leave me that I would need to wait a while for?  All these questions plagued me among many others.  I remembered what Zach had said that night, clean break.  If I was going to live my life from here on out, I would need to forget what happened those nights, forget my friend Zach, and forget all I had seen.

In reality I knew this was impossible for a human being to do.  Zach had been my best friend for three years of my life.  Those events were the scariest and most life threatening events of my entire life.  On the other side, they were the most exciting and exhilarating.  This would always remain a part of me but I must never dwell.  I could reminisce, as I am doing here, but I must never dwell on what had transpired those years, those nights.

I pulled into the garage, and walked into the house.  I was still tired from the night before.  I walked up stairs like a zombie, passing by my parents’ room quickly.  “Goodnight” I said quickly.  “Come back here for a second Ryan.” my dad said.  I walked back into there room.  Had they found out what I had done, or worse, what I had been doing?  “I know you like that GTI out there.  I think you can borrow it on a permanent basis from here on out,” My fear turned to excitement. “But don’t slack off on your school work or else you will be riding a bicycle with a flat tire to school.”  I nodded.  “Thanks dad, and mom.” I exclaimed.  

What a turn of events this night had been.  This gift giving of my parents took my mind off everything else.  I gave them each a hug in their beds and said goodnight once more.  I walked into my room, got in my pajama pants, brushed my teeth and hopped into my bed.  I was really tired, but I liked to turn on the radio and listen to some music before I went to bed.   The song was interrupted by a news flash.  A voice came on that sounded like a news reporter and he said, “A sixteen year old boy has been arrested for the murder of two men and possibly more.  He may be involved in a robbery in Nevada by downtown Las Vegas.  It is not yet know whether he will be tried as an adult or a child.  It is not known who or where his parents are.  We will inform you as more is released to us.  Thank you.”  

At least they didn’t shoot him; I thought when I heard the news. As perfect as he was, without the ability to go home he was on his own.  I felt like I should have stayed with him.  He needed his teammate.  He may have been able to escape if he had left immediately instead of coming and talking with me tonight.  He had never asked me to, in fact he had told me to stay away to forget him.  He had always been serious, with his statements, well almost always.  I had done the right thing, what he had wanted me to do.

I turned off the radio and fell asleep quickly.  I woke up late the next morning.  I had gotten very little sleep lately and I needed to catch up.  I was still tired, but I had slept off as much of the day as I was willing.  I got up and got dressed.  It was already time for lunch, so I went downstairs and made myself a sandwich, turkey and Swiss.  Coincidentally when I talked to Amanda later that day she had made herself a roast beef and cheddar.  

Now I had four people depending on me to do well in school.  My parents, Zach, and Amanda all wanted me to go to college, while just my parent needed me to keep my grades high to keep the car.  I had always been a good student, so getting back in the groove would not be too difficult.  I did some much-needed homework for about five hours.  I still had another five to go, but I needed to take it slow the first day back on the job.  

I went upstairs and called Amanda.  We talked about everything.  She had a lot to say about what had happened and what she thought would be happening.  The good part was that it all involved we, or us.  I was part of her future plans up until the end of highschool.  Neither of us knew what would happen after that.  We decided we wouldn’t worry about it, things would work themselves out.  Sure enough they did, but I was not so sure they would three years ago.  She asked what I had for lunch so that she could tell me what she had.  She was surprised when I told her that I had had her favorite sandwich combination.  I was just as surprised that she had had mine.  The fact that we did it the same day, at the same meal made it seem like we were meant for each other even more.

I got all my grades back up to A’s except for a B in Mrs. Beast’s class.  Amanda got good grades that year too.  We were both trying to get as prepared as possible for college admissions.  We both were in multiple clubs, although my attendance had been a little shabby.  Next year was difficult, but a lot better then if we had not been together.  I managed to get on better terms with Glenda by giving her a nice gift on her birthday.  Truthfully, I cannot remember what it was, probably because Amanda bought it for me to give to her.  

Summer started about a month after the Zach incidents.  We spent almost all our time together going to movies, dinner, lunch, almost anything.  We both loved the lake, so we spent a lot of time there.  Her family owned a truck and some jet skies.  Her father began to trust me, once he realized I wasn’t just some jerk.  He could tell I was there for the long term and should get to like me.  Her mother was nice to me from the start, still is one of the nicest people I have met to this day.  My parents met her parents when we went to the river together.  It worked out quite well and they are friends to this day.

Senior year was the best.  I played soccer for the fourth year.  Amanda played tennis for the third and field hockey for the fourth.  We signed up for all the same clubs and even volunteered at the library together for two hours a week.  Not once did I get tired of seeing her or fed up with her comments.  To this day I have not regretted our relationship in any way, shape, or form.  Again our grades were high that year and I finished with a non-weighted grade point average of 3.83 while she finished with one of 3.9 or so.  

Without coordinating, we both applied to the same college.  We both got accepted, and are now, both attending.  We are sophomores this year and it is quite difficult.  Possibly due to inspiration from Zach I am majoring in computer engineering while Amanda is in architecture design.  We are still together, and plan on moving to Southern California together after college.  Right now we are living together in a one-bedroom apartment close to our campus.

On the day of my eighteenth birthday I received a phone call from some bank.  I was informed that my banks account with two hundred and fifty thousand dollars was now available for withdrawals.  The money that Zach had given me before had been put in a bank account and earning interest.  I had not been allowed access to it until I was eighteen years of age.  I told Amanda as soon as I found out.  She thought, as I did, that it would be good idea to keep it in the account earning interest and use it after college if we needed it. To this day the money has not been touched.

Although I have tried to forget Zach, I keep an ear open to any news stories of prison breaks, or releases.  I never heard what his sentence was.  He may have received the death sentence for all I know.  Amanda doesn’t talk of him either, but whenever a prison escape is heard on the news, her attention is suddenly drawn toward the television. 

It is a bit unsettling to know that he may be locked in some concrete cell.   I could just see him making the best use of his time.  Working out in the weight room and borrowing books.  Patiently waiting for sometime when he can escape and start his life over again.  Rebuild what he had created at such a young age.  I didn’t have to worry about his safety inside the walls of that prison.  He could take care of himself.

Despite the fact that it was of the greatest importance to forget what happened, I needed a release.  On paper seemed like the best way.  I don’t know whether it was my lame creative writing class I was taking or just a constant nagging of my mind that forced me to put it down, for the world to see, as it seems.  It may have been the one-man jailbreak I had seen on the news just three days ago.  The fact that it had been a nineteen-year-old who had escaped.  The fact that this nineteen-year-old had been arrested and charged with murder three years ago may have caught my eye as well.
I didn’t mention all this information to Amanda.  Her finals were this week and I know how she thinks about these things.  I didn’t want her to worry about all that could be or may have been.  I must admit that I worry as well.  What if it was him who escaped three days ago?  What if it is him who is knocking at my door right now?  I don’t know. Maybe I should go check.
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