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​Introduction
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The inspiration for this story came from a few things. I live in a college town in the southeastern United States. While most of the students seem to disappear during the holidays and summer break, there are always a few who seem to linger, some at loose ends, others finding temporary employment to earn a few bucks to carry them through the down days. Coupled with the rise of the success of unlicensed car companies like Uber and Lyft, I wondered how drivers handle “awkward” situations; drunk passengers who pass out in their cars, riders who “unexpectedly” don’t have the cash to pay their fares, people who need rides to hospitals or doctors offices with bloody wounds or babies on the way. My mind going to the dark side, as usual, I came up with a story putting these circumstances together into what I hope you will find a twisted little tale of revenge from the beyond. As for all you drivers out there, you might think twice before following in the footsteps of our student friend. Maybe a change of jobs is in your future. Might I suggest something less personal?

If you enjoy my tale, I hope you will take a moment to leave a review. I would appreciate it very much. 
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For Steven LeGrande



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​


[image: ]






​Part One


Everything changed for me the day after finals. I was on winter break from the university until the second week in January. While most of my friends were headed home for the holidays or going someplace exciting to drink lots of beer and have sex, I was getting evicted from my room. I’d scored a place in one of the nicer rooming houses in town. It was within easy walking distance to the campus and convenient to bars, coffee shops, the library, and enough fast food joints to keep me from getting bored. With the holiday break, I realized I would need to take on a part-time job if I expected to stay out of the vermin-infested dorms. However, the businesses on campus were laying workers off since business was slow without the daily influx of students. The job boards outside the school library had been stripped of most openings. The few call centers I submitted my resume to never got back to me. Finally, I gave in to the one posting I had been avoiding.
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