Rick James

 The first trime I drove a car was when it was raining at a collage. I was really shaky because it was my step mom’s car and the rode was wet. My step mom let me drive just for fun. I kept slaming on the brakes because I was scared; I didn’t want to crash the car. I almost crashed it twice.

It was wet and cold. The collage was plain and the road was wet and slippery. She picked the worse day to let me drive. The sky was cloudy and gray.

