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  Mirage


Don Creighton looked at himself in the mirror hanging from his bedroom wall. He was decked out and ready to go; his Halloween costume was pure energy. He was dressed in a spiffy Elvis costume that just complemented how good he felt. 
White jumpsuit, sparkling rhinestones sewn into it, red scarf, and a pair of chic sunglasses that screamed “THE KING” completed his getup. He had his hair patterned after Vegas Elvis and a pair of comfortable white boots; his image was pure Elvis Presley. 
Don could have cut a hell of a figure in some chapel in the City of Sin, but he actually worked as an executive for a dealership. His job wasn’t the pits, though, since he did bring in a hell of a lot of money and got to buy cars at a discount. He was a car guy, first and foremost, yeah, he loved to fuck chicks and buy a few packs of nose candy here and there, but cars were his bread and butter. 
He loved the look, make, and model of an automobile. It was precisely what he wanted most in life. A nice car that was well-kept and tended to around the clock; everything else was just icing on the fucking cake. Striking a pose in front of the mirror, he said in his best Elvis impression, “I just wanna say thank you for being a fine audience!”
Tonight was the night he went to the annual country club Halloween party and swooned with the ladies; occasionally, he’d end up driving one home with him. He had a fine townhouse in an affluent part of the city and knew how to pop blue pills to keep himself going all night long; he'd been through enough bedroom rodeos to track his limit. 
Tonight, however, he was gonna go for the gold record. He was gonna sweep the club president’s wife off her feet and take her to pound town, especially since her old husband was off somewhere else with his mistress. She needed a good lay, a stiff drink, or both at the same time. 
Pocketing his wallet, Don headed out of his bedroom and walked downstairs to the living room, looking around the house. Trick-or-treaters wouldn’t usually bother him, but just for safety, he armed his alarm and headed out the door. Hopefully, he wouldn’t be too drunk to remember it later that night. 
Heading into the driveway, he briefly wondered which car to take to the party; he needed one that would light up eyes and catch interest. Something that would have women creaming their panties when they saw him drive up to the country club. 
His Cadi? Nah, not flashy enough.
His Viper? Nah, it was too fast; he didn’t want to give a bad impression.
Finally, he decided on his Mirage. He twisted his body around because, like a mirage, he might be there and he might not. Taking his key, he walked down to the car and hit the switch, unlocking it with a flourish. Hopping in, he closed the door and pulled out onto the road, heading out of the neighborhood to go to the party.
He sat back, smiling brightly; the feeling of the car moving along was vibrant, and the night sky was glossed in darkness with the stars shining brightly above. Oh yeah, he thought to himself, Elvis was gonna make a lasting impression tonight. He didn’t have any questions about it.
After all, life was too short not to enjoy the little things.
Cruising down the road, weaving past the other cars that were simply driving along, Don smiled at the others. They were simple cars. He was driving something fancy and flashy; they were just trying to get from Point A to Point B without having a blowout. Nothing like soaking up the superiority when he could; he loved his life, and he loved his car. 
Running his hand along the steering wheel and the leather seats, he copped a chuckle as he did. The car was like a good woman. A beast in the sheets. Hell, if cars could fuck, he’d never need a woman for the rest of his life. He was too invested.
Plus, love, well, love was trash compared to a good car. The driving, steering, cruising, and everything about it was pure and simple. He didn’t give a shit or two about anything else; life was a fast lane when you were driving a car that gave you a hard-on when you hit the gas or started the ignition or just sat on the leather seat. 
Don drove the car along the highway, looking out to see the billboards dotting the sides of the road and watching the various video broadcasts wishing trick-or-treaters a safe night on their hunt for candy. Safe, he thought to himself; that's rich. Safety was something that those in the know didn’t need. Life comes at you fast and mercilessly; even the safest person in the world still winds up facing danger two or three times a day. 
Nope, if you need to know anything, you need to know that danger lurks around every corner, and you just need to embrace it. Just open your arms and let it in; grab it before you lose everything. Nothing else matters beyond the love of a good car and the occasional fun fling with someone else’s wife. Sometimes, both of those things can be dangerous, especially if the husband is trying to run you down with a good car. 
Chuckling, Don shook his head; he made himself laugh more than he often liked to admit. He was his own clown. It was good, though; life was too short not to laugh about and enjoy the various comedic elements you face daily. Besides, if one goes around feeling sorry for themselves, they're not gonna see the humor in the situations they are in. 
He was just glad that he didn’t need to heed the warnings of humanity around him. Don just wanted to drive fast, look flashy, and fuck a few loose lips. 
Who could ask for anything more?
Turning off the highway, Don paused at a red light and waited, tapping his fingers on the console beside him. He looked over to see a few costumed kids walking along the sidewalk. They were dressed as ghosts or ghouls or something; he sighed, their parents didn’t even bother going into detail, the costumes were cheap and flimsy, not like his. He had the best getup in town.
He could almost taste the shrimp at the club, feel the eyes of interested women, and enjoy the compliments that would be thrown his way. The light was taking forever to turn green. It was starting to piss him off as he sat there in annoyance, tapping his fingers rapidly upon the console and groaning. Finally, the light flashed green, and he hit the gas, speeding through it, and turning quickly to cut off a car in a second. 
Raising his middle finger, he laughed to himself, “Thank ya, thank ya very much.”
Slowing his speed, Don made his way through the desolate road in front of him and looked down, noticing that his gas gauge was nearing the big E. Shit, he thought to himself, looking ahead to see a gas station with its lights still on. 
Taking the turn, he pulled up to the gas pump and got out of the car, pulling out his wallet. He’d use his card, fill the tank, and beat it to the party. He took the card and looked at the pump, reading the sign on it before sticking his card in the slot.
PAY INSIDE AFTER 6 PM
Groaning, Don stuck his card back in the wallet and headed up to the store, looking over to see a guy dressed in a Slenderman costume smoking a cigarette. Don shot a pose at the guy and headed inside, shaking his head in entertainment. 
Walking to the counter, Don looked at the elderly man behind the register and said, “Howdy partner, I’d like to get a tank of gas, plus.” He looked over the counter at the box of rubber containers. “Throw in a pack of the Magnum XLs.”
The old man placed the pack on the counter and rang it up. “Go ahead.”
Don took out two twenties and dropped them on the counter. “Keep the change.”
The old man nodded, put them in the till, and looked at Don, his face seemingly unimpressed with Don’s behavior. Don stuck the wallet and pack of rubbers in his pocket, striking another pose, “Thank ya very much!”
The old man simply shook his head and turned to work on something else; Don shrugged and headed back out to his car, walking over to the pump. Opening the small door for the gas tank, Don pulled the pump








