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“Will you hurry up?” Nate leaned out of the car window while Jerry checked the oil. “We’re gonna miss the party.”

“Chill.” Jerry replaced the dipstick. The greasy oil reminded him of his nightmares, and he shoved them away while he scraped his hands on a rag to clean them. “Ya wanna get there or breakdown halfway?” Livington Beach was having a major blowout party. No way was Jerry gonna let the three hour drive break his car.

Nate grumbled and rolled up his window. After Jerry finished, he closed the hood and removed the gas pump. Climbing inside his car, he moved as little as possible to avoid squeezing Ginger, who rode between him and Nate. In the backseat, his friends Samuel, his girlfriend Jess, Paul and Desmond laughed over some photo on Paul’s cell phone. Seven teens stuffed inside a Honda Civic for three hours. Fun times.

Revving the engine and earning hoots from the guys and cheers from the girls, Jerry peeled out of the gas station.

“Now we’re talking!” Nate shouted and cranked up the radio until the windows vibrated.

The music switched to a pop ballad, and Jess squealed from the backseat, “I love this song!”

Jerry let his fingers tap to the beat on the steering wheel, but no way was he joining the girls and a few of the guys in belting out a love song. He’d broken up with Michelle last week, and part of this weekend was his time to party and relax. Besides, in the fall, he’d be transferring upstate and she was staying in town at the community college.

“Booze and chicks!” Paul yelled between songs. “How much longer?”

“I’m passing all the cars, dude. Any faster and the cops are gonna throw us in jail.”

“No way am I passing on having fun to a vomit bowel.” Ginger flipped her hair and the edge of it caught Jerry in the eye.

He wiped it away and changed lanes. “Desmond, you’re sure your aunt said we could use her beach house, right?” Maybe being around this many people, he could sleep through the night and not fear the shadows for once.

“Man, you worry too much.” He slapped the back of Jerry’s seat. “She’s cool. Even does weed, man, and I found where she stashes it.”

“Party-time!” Paul and Nate sang in unison.

“How many people will be on the island?” Ginger asked. “My sister visited two years ago and said the island was so packed they turned people away.

Fuck! Jerry hoped that didn’t happen this time. At least not until they made it across the ocean via the ferry. His friends would never let him live it down if his cautiousness with the car caused them to miss out.

“Your elbow’s in my chest.” Paul said to someone in the back.

“Where’s the snacks? I’m starving.” Jess asked.

“Next year, let’s rent a minivan.” Ginger hoisted up the bag of drinks and snacks resting between Nate’s feet on the floorboard.

Everyone was quiet except for the radio blaring and the smacking of chips, cookies, and guzzling soda.

“Wanna soda or water?” Ginger asked after handing out supplies to everyone.

“Doesn’t matter.” Jerry shrugged, his voice grating over his dry throat. “I’ll take whichever you don’t want.”

“Well, since I’m living it up this weekend, the water’s yours.” She unscrewed the cap and handed him the bottle.

When their hands brushed, he nearly spilled the drink. “Thanks.” He took a sip and the coolness wet his parched throat.

She didn’t act like anything happened and sipped her soda.

When the radio switched to a newscast, Nate turned down the volume. “Hey, that guy driving looks like Mr. Norris. Ya’ll remember him from tenth grade?”

A mixture of “yes” and “no” rang out.

“Seriously, dude was banging a freshman in the guy’s locker-room.”

Jess threw a chip at him. “That was a rumor.”

“Nah, man, I saw it for myself.” Nate shifted to face the backseat while he grinned, his eyes shining from the attention. “There was grunting and groaning from the stall next to me, right? So I thought it was some guy taking a dump. Then there’s a girl making a mewing sound. Mr. Norris shouts out, ‘Damn, you’re a virgin?’ And the girl starts moaning, and the wall between us is vibrating. I needed to know who was fucking without them spotting me. So I scroll on my cell to my video camera and lifted a hand over the top of the stall to video it.”

“Show us the video.” Desmond leaned forward.

“Can’t. Both Mr. Norris and the chick looked up and I dropped the cell. It landed in the toilet.”

“Man, you suck.” Desmond punched the back of Nate’s seat.

“So who was the girl?” Jess asked.

“What?” Nate laughed.

“The girl. You said she was a freshman, so who was she?”

“I forget her name.”

“Probably cause you made the whole thing up. Mr. Norris is gay.” Paul shifted and earned a groan as everyone in the backseat readjusted.

“How would you know?” Jerry asked and Nate reached over Ginger and patted him on the back.

“Good one.” Paul gave Jerry a thumbs-up.

“Pass me another drink.” Jess tapped Nate on the shoulder.

After he gave her a beer, he chuckled. “If you want a really story, ask Jerry about Michelle.”

“No, we are not discussing her.” Jerry didn’t need to remember his ex. This was a weekend for fun and drinking, not drudging up the recent past. He shoved a handful of cheese puffs in his mouth, enjoying the mixture of cheese and crunchiness.

“Oh, come on man. You two were hot and heavy,” Paul whined. “Tell us.”

Jerry changed lanes, swerving a little to make the girls and Desmond squeal.

“Drive straight, or I’ll take over.” Ginger crossed her arms.

“Tell your boyfriend to back off and I will.”

“Whatever.” Nate tugged Ginger closer to him.

The car grew silent, except for the rock song playing in the background and the slurping of beers and smacking on chips, for miles.

“Hey, we’ve been driving for over an hour, can we please stop?” Jess asked. “My ass is asleep and I have to pee.”

“All right, there’s a rest stop ahead.”
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TWENTY MINUTES LATER, they piled back in the car, this time Jess and Samuel sat in the front with Jerry.

“Please, man,” Desmond whined from the backseat. “Let someone else drive.”

“No.” Jerry smirked. “My car, my rules, and I’m the only one who drives. Ever.” So no one will notice I have a gun strapped to the underside of the dashboard. He’d been unprepared that night in the forest and vowed never to be without a weapon again.

Grumbling answered him. What was Michelle doing tonight? Fuck! Forget about her.

“Let’s just get there already.” Samuel groaned. “It’s already nearly dark, man.”

“You don’t like the dark, baby?” Jess nudged up closer to her boyfriend. “There’s stuff I can do to you here and no one driving past us will realize.”

“Oh yeah?”

Jerry’s gaze flicked to his best friend, Nate, in the back seat with Ginger. They already had their tongues down each other’s throats. His cock twitched.

“Ummmhmm.” Jess unzipped Samuel’s pants.

“Shit, you gonna fuck him in the car... Now?” Jerry glanced between them and the road. His cock hardening. It was like a freak porn show on wheels.

“Mind your own business and drive,” Jess snapped.

“And if we’re busted?” Jerry gripped both hands on the wheel. The scent of musk and sex filled the car. He didn’t need this. An arrest on his record would revoke his engineering scholarship.

“Blame Nate,” Paul called from the backseat. “He’s the one who told us the story about the teacher fucking the student.”

“Maybe you just need a blowjob.” Desmond licked his lips. “I’ll do all of you, and you all do me.”

Ginger broke off kissing Nate. “You stay away from my boyfriend.”

“Sugar, I’ll blow both your minds if you’d let me.”

She shook her head, but went back to kissing Nate. Damn, this is like a fucking orgy in my car!

Unable to stop, Jerry’s attention flicked over to Jess and Samuel. Her head was bobbing up and down with slurping sounds on his dick, and he hand his hands in her dark curly hair.

“Shit, watch the road man!” Paul shouted.

Jerry weaved and slammed on the brakes until they slowed down enough not to hit the car in front of him.

“Guess he likes to watch.” Ginger ran a finger down Jerry’s arm, sending a shiver through him.

“I’ll say.” Jess squeezed Samuel’s
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