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Drag Me A Race (long)


Sacha’s Bar, California

In the bar it was hot and tight, a sea
of heads in front of the stage watching the cover band play Bangles
hit singles. Most of the audience were guys and most were in their
thirties or forties. They sang along and cheered the band and wolf
whistled while drinking their Budweisers. There was always a band
on at Sacha’s Bar but few were as sold out like this. The band was
called the Bangaleers and did all their namesake’s songs like Manic
Monday and Going Down To Liverpool. The gig went on for three hours
with a single ten minute interval to get more beer.

Among the audience was a guy called
Stan and his mate Danny. Both were off duty Marines and they
enjoyed girls, music, beer and drag racing, in whatever order it
occurred. They were early thirties, tanned, muscled, tattooed and
into life.

At the break Stan shouted to Danny that
he had an idea, “I wanna go see the drag racing at Alta-Star on
Sunday. Do you wanna go?”

“Hey bro, are you kidding me? Course I
wanna go. There will be beer, chicks and drag racing. We aint back
on duty till Tuesday so hell yeah bro!” Danny replied, raising his
beer. “To hot chicks and drag racing!”

Stan raised his bottle then took a big
drink. “Too true mate, we go. That’s a plan. The new Test-Pro-Ex
car will be there. I’d love to see it.” Stan nodded, his eyes
lighting up. “It’s one hell of a drag racer. The best I
hear.”

“I hear you bro. Maybe we can even have
a drive! I bet it’s like driving an automatic to the store at
weekend.” Danny replied, joking at the shopping run. He finished
his Bud and started the other one.

“Driving an auto is one thing, a
dragster is another,” Stan laughed, “and where will you put your
shopping?” He was red in the face, such was his laughter. Other
drunken members of the audience looked and grinned; they assumed it
was a rude joke at the band.

“Shopping in a dragster, shit man,
that’s a good one!”

“Aint it just. Here’s another beer.
Hey, the band is back. Let’s rock bro…” The band were back and all
eyes and attention were on them. Drag racing was temporarily
replaced by eroticism and music.



Alta-Star Desert Runway

The Alta-Star desert salt flats runway
was 10 miles long marked out in sand salt. The Aurora took off here
when it wasn’t based over the mountains at Area 51 ‘Dreamland’ and
other exotic high speed or experimental airplanes used this strip
too.

There she goes now. The Aurora! It was
a matt black triangular dart that stood out against the brown
desert and blue sky, parked at the end of the runway with three
fuel tankers and a support vehicle. A group of ‘grease monkeys’ and
Air Force personnel did various tasks.

“Well look at that! The Aurora. I never
knew I’d see her for real. I’ve seen classified photos and read the
reports but this… wow!” Danny took off his shades and ran his hand
through his hair.

“Awesome. Fuck me, she’s sleek. Wonder
how fast she goes? Ten thousand I bet, easy,” Stan said his eyes on
the dart like craft.

An officer saw the two off duty
Marines. “Come and have a look. I’ll show you the cockpit. It’s not
as hot there like out here,” a forty year old Air Force Colonel
said. It was obvious he still flew airplanes and not a
desk.

“Yes, we’d love to see your aircraft.
The Aurora is stunning. And so big,” Danny answered for both of
them. “Big and black!”

“I see you are a funny man. Yes, she is
both. The aircraft is large for two reasons, to carry enough fuel
for intercontinental missions and also for flight stability. She
can fly ten thousand miles easy and flies steady as a rock. The
black colour is for intimidation,” the Colonel pointed to the plane
and smiled.

“Dan is the joker,” Stan smirked.
“That’s a very very long way,” he commented, shaking his
head.

“How fast does she go?” Danny asked
with a grin. “Must be a real smoker like a dragster.”

“That’s classified and above one
hundred thousand feet she’s silent from the ground,” the officer
replied with a nod. “But truth be told, we simply just do not know
her real speed. Like an LA hooker, she just keeps on going…” it was
his turn to joke. “If you like speed and racing, this airplane is
for you.”

The Marines looked at one another and
burst out laughing. This Colonel was definitely still a
pilot.

They walked to the huge airplane. The
Aurora cast a dark soothing shadow over the hot ground where they
all stood. They all looked at the smooth streamlined pointed lines
and were quiet for some time. All knew what this plane had done and
achieved but it was all secret. Some of the intel had been used on
their Marine missions.

“Come and see inside.” The Colonel led
them to the ladder behind the front nose wheels.

The Marines climbed the yellow ladder
into a spacious cockpit. There were TV and computer displays,
buttons, a couple of dials and twin rows double ejection seats. The
view from the pointed gold tinted windows was surprisingly good.
All the displays were powered up and the AC hummed away. It was
cool.

“This is something, what an awesome
airplane. You’ve even got Air Con. Wow!” Danny said.

“It beats flying in a C-17,” Stan
commented.

“Nothing wrong with our 17s. They do an
excellent job.” The Colonel observed. “This is the old 86
prototype.”

“I didn’t mean anything, Sir…” Stan
apologised, going bright red.

“It’s ok son, relax. Here, sit down.
Left and right pilot’s seats. Don’t worry, they’re not armed. At
least I don’t think so!”

The Marines looked at the officer. Was
he for real or joking? After some hesitation, Danny sat in the left
seat. His mate took the opposite one. No words were said, they
looked, felt and experienced. This was the Aurora. A high
performance stealth aircraft that did not exist.

“Do you to Marines want a flight? I’ll
take you up for a spin. A fast Aurora flight...”

Both Marines stared at him and nodded
and grinned like fools. The next hour was taken up with donning a
space suit and a quick briefing on the Do’s and Don’ts. There were
more Don’t than Do’s. Then they were ready for the flight in a
plane that didn’t exist.

They strapped into the third and fourth
live ejection seats. The take-off used seven miles of the ten mile
runway. The G-force was stunning and the steep climb out was super
quick to avoid supersonic shockwaves hitting the ground. They went
up to 100,000 feet in height and touched 5,000 miles per hour. The
guys lived and loved it. It was over too soon. They landed at the
same runway.

“Of course, as long as you live, this
is all Top secret. You can’t tell a soul about this. Nobody…” the
Colonel whispered. The Marines nodded and replied Yes
Sir.



Drag Test

Later, after eating ham and cheese
sandwiches with fresh orange, it was time to test the Test-Pro-Ex
car drag race test on runway. Just like the Aurora there were
support personnel and drivers and other people milling about doing
important jobs with on looking spectators.

The Marines talked to the support staff
and the drivers. The guys were all quiet none boastful responsible
types. They knew what their racer was capable of. Now they needed
to find out.

The Test-Pro-Ex car was bright orange
and had a huge horizontal spoiler with fins above at the back. This
was to stop it flying like a plane. It was a car but as fast as a
plane and had to remain on the ground. Like a plane the design was
all science.

Mike was the driver. He was a fifty
year old no nonsense professional and fitted in well with the team.
His experience and the fact that he was still alive needed no
explanation. Mike raced fast cars every day. Right now this car was
his baby; a baby that could hit over 300 miles per hour and with
fuel that would fry chicken or people.

“Like the Aurora, a superb machine.
I’ll show you the car. The car is actually simple, the science is
the hard bit,” Mike explained.

“What is the acceleration like?” Stan
inquired. He was a big fan of drag racing.

“Well son, imagine being in bed with a
two hundred and fifty pound Big Beautiful Woman. The acceleration
feels like when she gets on top of you. It’s the deceleration that
gets you. She weights seven fifty then!” joked the driver, slapping
his thigh.

“Biggest gal I ever had was one seventy
five,” Stan said. “She was more than enough.”

“I had one who was two twenty. She
almost bust my pelvis,” Danny added with a sly grin.

“What the fuck? You never told me. When
was this?” this was new to Stan.

“You were with your parents last
Christmas. I met her in a bar…”

“Ok I get the rest. Tell me all about
her later.”

Mike interrupted their talk. “You get
the idea of the car. But to really feel that you need to experience
it. And there’s only one way to do that. Do you know what that is
gentlemen?”

“To race it,” the guys replied as one.
Their eyes were on Mike then his drag racer.

“Yes, correct. Very good. If either of
you said drive it then you were both out of here as of yesterday.
You race a car like this, never drive it. It’s a drag racer. After
I’ve raced it twice you may both have a go. I trust it you can both
drive a car? Yes?”

Here we go again. Life and limb at
risk. Stan replied. “Yes, we can both drive.”

“I can drive, yes Mike,” Danny
confirmed.

“Right then. You both get a go. You’ll
need to sign waivers before we go, legal and medical and all that
crap. I’ll get your fire suits and gear.” Mike went to the support
vehicle.

The guys looked at one another and
shook their heads. Were they in too deep? It was too late now! Mike
returned with papers to sign and two sets of racing gear. This was
a blue and white triple layer fire suit, helmet with internal
fireproof layer, goggles, gloves, boots…

Mike revved the engine of the
Test-Pro-Ex. Even a quick accelerator press made yellow flames and
blue smoke jet from the up pointed exhausts mounted either side.
The noise was something else. It was different than an aircraft.
Louder.

It was time for the run. Mike spun the
big fat soft rear wheels and warmed up the rubber. He did this a
few times and then was off. He floored it and was gone in a roar of
flame and thunder like a missile. Dozens of eyes watched and said
little. They were in awe at the machine and hoped nothing bad would
happen. There were always risks.

The first quarter mile was passed in
less than 3 seconds. A support vehicle acted chase. It caught up
with Mike and he gave a thumbs-up. They turned his car around and
refuelled it. Then he came back again in a roar of
noise.

“Nothing to it,” he said, after
unstrapping the seven point safety harness and leaving the vehicle.
“That was fun. Now which of you will go first?”

“He will,” the Marines said each
pointing at the other.

Mike laughed and asked one for a coin.
Stan gave him a nickel. Mike said you’re heads and he’s tails. He
tossed the coin onto the dry sand salt and looked at it.

“It’s heads. That means you are first
to go Stan. Go into the support trailer and get changed. Next
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