Stephanie Bowser

Fearful

“I don’t wanna!” a small child screams at her mother.


I look at her soaking wet tomato colored face.  I want so bad to go up and say, I don’t want to either.  But I can’t.  So here I am.  Standing in line for Talon.  I gaze up at the orange and purple serpent which weaves in and out creating a path of fear.  My best friend, Carrie, drug me here as her wing girl.  I could kill her right now for making me do this.


Carrie and I have known each other since the sixth grade.  She moved to Allentown, PA from upstate New York and I was the first to befriend her.  She was awkward and shy and did not talk to many people.  She had long blonde hair with curls that were untamed and frizzy.  She wore thick black glasses. The kind your parents wore ‘back in the day’. The lenses looked like someone framed two ice cubes and told Carrie it was her prescription.  


It’s been six years since that awkward middle school stage.  The girl who was once the joke of the school is now drop dead gorgeous.  Carrie learned how to use mousse and gel to tame the beast that was on top of her head.  She also got contacts and went through puberty better than anyone else.   She grew boobs, hips, and an ass that couldn’t go unnoticed.  At 5’2” and 118 pounds, all the boys wanted to ‘tap that ass’.  I envied her and will admit that I was jealous of the attention she got.  It’s not like I didn’t get any action; I did.  I just didn’t have the same confidence as Carrie.  I was 5’5” and 145 pounds.  I had curves but they weren’t Carrie’s curves.  Her body was sick; Mine was sickening.  


About five days ago I got a call from Carrie.


“Joanie,” only her and my mom called me that (and got away with it), “I met a hot guy in one of my classes today.”


“Here we go again,” I grumbled.


“Shut up Joanie!  So like I was saying, we were talking and he was going to go to Dorney Park this weekend with his friend.”


“And…” I knew there was a catch to this story.


“And…he invited me and asked me if I had a friend for his friend.  I told him yes!  I said my friend Joanie would be thrilled to go,” she said in a sarcastic way that was trying to convince me.


I stayed silent longer than she wanted me to.


“Come on.  You know you love me.”  I could picture the smirk she had stretched across her face.


I didn’t talk.


“Come on Joanie!”


“Alright,” I said reluctantly, “but don’t strand me with this guy so you can go be a slut like always.”


“I am not a slut!” She said with a slight giggle.


And now here I am.  Standing in line next to this guy who has no social skills what so ever.  All while Carrie is air humping her date against the railings.  All I can think of is how to hide my fear of roller coasters.  I imagine myself getting off the ride and sobbing like the child who looked like Violet from Willy Wonka when she ate the blueberry gum; only this kid was red.  See, I can’t say, I don’t wanna, cause I’ll look like a baby.  I have to stand here in fear and try not to run away from this train wreck (or better yet, rollercoaster wreck).  Why didn’t I just excuse myself and say I had to go to the bathroom or something?


“So do you, uh, go to the same school as him,” I motion to Carrie’s boy toy and ask this kid as we wait patiently.  


“Nah.  School is boring.  I dropped out and got my GED senior year,” he responds arrogantly as if he got his Ph.D. at Harvard.  Great!  Carrie set me up with a real winner.


“So do you work at all?”


“Yeah I got a job stocking shelves at Sam’s Club.”


At this point in time we are about three cycles away from getting on the ride.  My palms are dripping with sweat and my patience is wearing thin.  Carrie and her fellow PDA partner are showing no signs of stopping and coming back to reality from whatever world they are on.  I watch them for a minute or so (I don’t want anyone to think I’m a creep).  Dr. GED is too busy picking his nose and creating a one man band using his hands and the railings.  So I proceed to watch with caution staring at the cement path that paves my way of fear.


Carrie and Face Sucker have their arms wrapped around each other.  She is leaning backwards against the railing.  I hear a noise and identify it as the infamous flirtatious laugh.  Carrie uses this mechanism to lure her men in.  Anything this guy could say to her, she would laugh.

“Look at that cloud.”


She laughs.


“My mom’s mac n’ cheese is killer.”


She laughs.


“Do you like eggs?”


She laughs and laughs and laughs and laughs.  He could say that he has to attend a funeral in the morning and she would laugh and bat those long fake eyelashes of hers.


They continue to lean against one another.  Then he swiftly puts his left hand up which in turn makes Carrie put her right hand against his.  Their fingers intertwine as her laughing persists.  Face Sucker goes in for a juicy wet kiss and I quickly look away.  


We are now up to the railing that prevents us from going onto the loading dock.  The orange and purple beast just left with a cart full of victims.  I stand in behind Dr. GED with my head still facing the ground below my feet.  My palms are clammy and shaky.  I close my eyes and feel my body begin to tremble with fear.

“Move up,” Face Sucker commands but I do not register anything he has said.


“Joan!  Joanie!  Are you ok?”  Carrie yells.


But I can’t respond. I don’t respond.


I open my eyes and Carrie is standing overtop of me with her perky breasts in my face.  I touch beneath me and feel a leather texture.  I am lying down on a cot which offers no comfort to my body at all.  I position my arms on each side and try to push myself up.  “Carrie?” I question to make sure it is her standing above me even though I had no doubts.


“Oh my gosh! Oh my gosh! Oh my gosh!  Are you ok Joanie?”  She says faster than I can comprehend.  Like a worried mother. 

“I think so,” I say softly while clearing my throat.


“You scared the shit out of me!  One minute you were fine and the next you were on the ground.”


“What?  I was?”


“You passed out right before we got on Talon.”


“Yeah?” I said in disbelief and relief.  That’s much less embarrassing than sobbing like a child.


“Yeah!  We’re in the first aid place now.  They called security and you got carried down by a hot guard.”  Typical Carrie.  Always has to add that there was a hot person involved.  


My thought shifted, “Where are…”


“They went on a few other rides,” Carrie cut me off, “Probably scouting some girls.”


“Sorry Car.”


“No big deal.  He was a douche bag anyway.  Only wanted to get in my pants.”  Not like she didn’t want him in her pants.  She was saying this to make me feel better and not make me upset for ruining her good time.  “Here comes someone.”


I glanced over and an employee waltzed over to the cot I was lying on.  “Hi.  How are you feeling?”  She said it in a comforting way.


I nodded.


“Do you have any medical conditions that would have caused you to faint?”  She said following the protocol.


“No,” I said, “Just a fear of roller coasters.”  I glanced over at Carrie through the corner of my eye.  She was smiling and wanted so bad to make fun of me.  She struggled to hold it in.


“Well if that’s all then we just need you to fill out these papers before you leave,” the employee said as she started to reach for the papers.  

Once she retrieved them, she handed them to me.  I took the pen that she offered me.  Once she walked away Carrie started to laugh hysterically.

“Never again,” I said in a stern, yet joking way.

Carrie just nodded and put her hand to her mouth to stop her laughter.
