When two couples decide to play the Bob and Carol and Ted and Alice pretend game, things can take a nasty turn for the worse. Especially when the wives want to change the movie. A mystery short story by bestselling writer Dean Wesley Smith.
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“Why in the world does anyone live in this god-forsaken humidity?”
My words drifted through the thick air with no wind to take it away. Two Midwestern natives used to this thick, water-filled air sat next to me in the drainage culvert under the concrete bridge as above us trucks thundered over, swimming through the thick air down I-70. The two men ignored my question without even pretending to not hear it.
Bob-from-Minnesota, my husband and a real jerk, just shook his head and stared at the ground, blood dripping down his arm. It had already soaked his white tee-shirt, mixing with the sweat-stains growing under his arms. It looked like a lot, but it wasn’t that much blood loss. He had just dislocated his shoulder and had a few surface wounds. I figured it served him right for being such a screw-up. And the worst driver I had ever seen, especially for a get-away car driver.
I wanted to just slap him, but instead I sat on the ground with my back against the rough concrete side of the culvert and just sweated. Humidity had to be one hundred percent in this tunnel. Why hadn’t I planned this robbery for October instead of August?
Ted, Bob’s best friend, adjusted his Cub’s baseball cap and then pulled the shoelace from right dress shoe free and flipped it away. He had twisted his ankle so badly in the get-away that his foot was too swollen to even stay in his shoes. His blue dress shirt was soaked with sweat, turning it darker, and his usually perfectly combed brown hair was messed up and had a weed caught in it.
He was going to live as well. None of us were injured enough to die.
My two men, my two lovers, sat across the small space from me. Both looked a mess, more than any morning-after hangover look, and I had seen both of them like that. Hell, I had seen those two in just about every position possible and to be honest, I was sick of it. Jail time might actually be a relief.
As bad as they looked, I had to admit, I wasn’t doing much better. The get-away from my perfectly planned bank robbery had turned sour, ending up in a car wreck because my stupid husband somehow forgot how to drive. I was so angry I could hardly think. I just hadn’t expected Bob to screw things up that way. It had sure changed my plans in a hurry.
And Alice’s plans as well. She was Ted’s wife and my best friend. We had left her stuck in the car, shouting at us to get out and run before the cops got there. Actually, she wasn’t stuck, but the men didn’t know that. It was Alice flowing with the changes in my plan caused by my dear husband’s bad driving.
Alice had a body men lusted after, wore clothes that were always in perfect style, and bought the best jewelry. I just hoped she was better at getting out of that van and getting away than Bob was at driving.
Now, because of that bad driving, the three of us were all injured. I figured I had a broken arm. I had tucked the arm inside my white blouse and downed four Advil from my now long-lost purse to hold back most of the pain. Sitting still, the pain just throbbed and I could ignore it.
Amazing what the things I could just ignore. I was a master at it.
That didn’t much matter at this point. I couldn’t ignore the fact that more than likely, the only place I was going was to jail, thanks to Bob’s awful driving. Sitting under freeway in a drainage ditch in the middle of Midwestern farmland didn’t offer us much chance of escape without a miracle and I didn’t expect that.
I hoped for it for me, but didn’t expect it.
But one thing was for sure, I wasn’t going to make the miracle happen just sitting in this culvert. I had to get moving.
“I’m going to go up and jump in front of a speeding truck,” Ted said. “Get this over with.”
“Don’t,” Bob said. “We’ll be out in four years, three if we behave.”
“Alice might be dead,” Ted said. “Shot be the police or something.”
“She’s not dead,” Bob said, his voice firm. “Besides, Carol here can handle us both, can’t you, baby?”
“Screw you,” I said. “Ted, Alice is just fine. And I’m going to be glad to go to jail just to get away from you two.”
“So, brilliant master-planner,” Bob said, staring at me. “What do we do next?”
I stared back, wondering what the hell I ever saw in the guy. Sure, he was good in bed, knew how to make me come more times than a doorbell being pushed by a bill collector. And he was damn good-looking. But he was also a real wimp and a really bad driver. How the hell had I ended up marrying a shitty-driving jerk with no courage?
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