
The Vette
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Ever reached your breaking point?

I knew I was done the moment I woke up.

Not tired, just simply done.

The kind of exhaustion that sits behind your eyes and hums like a bad alternator, vibrating through your skull no matter how still you try to be. By the time I clocked in, the shop lights felt like interrogation lamps, and every voice around me scraped across my nerves like a rusted ratchet.

The morning started with the usual bullshit:

Ricky complaining about his divorce again.

Marco asking me to cover his bay, again.

The service manager breathing down my neck about "efficiency." Like I'm some machine he can tune. I kept my head down, hands continuosly moving on autopilot, draining oil, swapping filters, torquing bolts. 

But inside, something was slipping. A gear losing teeth. A belt fraying and by noon, I wasn't thinking about lunch at all. I was thinking about leaving.

Not clocking out.
Not quitting.
Just leaving entirely. 

Walking out the door and never coming back. But the thing is, I didn't have a plan. Just that uncontrolled pressure building in my chest, like someone had hooked me to an air compressor and kept cranking the PSI.

But thats when the C8 Corvette rolled in.

It was beautiful, clean, bright red. Still had that smell of showroom plastic. 

The C8 is the kind of car you don't just drive, you feel.

The owner tossed the keys to the service desk, didn't even look at me. 

Rich people never do.

When they handed me the work order, something in my brain clicked.

A quiet, dangerous click. I slid into the driver's seat to pull it into my bay. The leather hugged me like it knew me like it was waiting for me. The digital dash lit up, crisp and perfect. The engine purred when I tapped the start button. That roar was low, confident, like it didn't care about anything except moving forward.

I wanted that feeling. I needed that feeling. The oil change was simple. Quick and Clean. My hands then moved without thought, but my mind... 

my mind was somewhere else entirely. 

I kept imagining the freeway. 
The wind. 
The horizon.
No coworkers. 
No manager.
No customers.
No expectations.

Just me and the road.

When I finished, I stood there with the hood open, staring at the engine like it was whispering to me. Telling me what I already knew.

"Take me."

I closed the hood slowly, like sealing a decision. The shop was loud behind me with air guns, shouting, metal clanking.
But everything sounded far away. Like as if I was underwater, like the world was fading out except for the Corvette and the keys in my hand.

I walked around to the driver's door. My heart was pounding, but not from fear. But from clarity.

I slid into the seat again.
The door shut with a soft and expensive thud. I pressed the start button and the engine came alive.

I didn't ask permission.
I didn't look back.
I didn't think.

I pulled out of the bay, past the other mechanics, past the service manager's office window. And no one questioned it because test drives were normal. Expected.

But I wasn't testing anything at all.

I rolled through the lot, turned onto the street, and the moment I hit the main road, I felt it.

That break. 
That snap. 
That release and I wasn't going back. 

I merged onto the freeway with the V8 roaring as I pressed the pedal down. The shop shrank in the rearview until it was nothing. Like it was just a memory I didn't want anymore.

The city blurred behind me and The sky opened up even more.

The road stretched out like a promise. And for the first time in years, I felt awake.

Alive and free.

The End

"Nobody died in this one. He simply left. Some of them get to."
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