
        
            [image: cover]
        



 




[image: tmp_bf68fcc2885f3a94655bc151dd1a3a43_IfXO8t_html_m1d66905f.jpg]

NIGHT ROAD

Laura Ware

 


Includes Bonus story, WHAT FRIENDS DO

 


Also includes the first chapter of Laura
Ware’s debut novel, DEAD HYPOCRITES


​ Night Road. Copyright © 2012 by Laura
Ware. 

What Friends Do. Copyright © 2011
by Laura Ware

Smashwords edition.
All rights reserved, including the right of
reproduction, in whole or in part in any form. This book is a work
of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents either are
products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any
resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead,
is entirely coincidental. 

 



​NIGHT ROAD

WHAT FRIENDS DO

FIRST CHAPTER OF DEAD HYPOCRITES

COPYRIGHT INFORMATION

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

START READING


​ Night Road

“Ewww! I hate this band,” Kelly squealed as
she reached over and punched the button on the car’s radio. Silence
descended.

Brenda Larson, sitting behind her friend,
breathed an inward sigh of relief. The radio had been playing quite
loudly ever since the two couples had left the Cineplex twenty
minutes ago. Brenda’s head was throbbing, but she had not had the
courage to ask the occupants in the car to turn the sound down.

This was supposed to have been a fun
Saturday night. Kelly had promised to fix Brenda up with a friend
of her boyfriend Scott for a fun evening of double dating. “David
is nice – not quite as stuffy as you, but pretty straight,” Kelly
had told her over lunch on Thursday. “And if we’re double-dating
your folks won’t mind, right?”

Brenda’s folks did prefer her to
double-date. But even with that proviso it took a lot of promises
and assurances for her parents to give the outing a green light.
Scott and Kelly had teased her about it when they picked her up
Saturday evening.

“For crying out loud, do your folks have you
on a leash or something?” Scott had asked after they had sat with
Brenda’s parents for a few minutes before the foursome had been
allowed to depart.

Brenda had blushed and snuck a glance at
David to see his reaction. David, who wore glasses and seemed a
little more laid back than Scott was, shot her a sympathetic look
and said, “Hey, there are worse things then having parents who care
about you.”

That comment had warmed her heart. During
dinner at a local fast-food joint, Brenda and David had chatted
about teachers they both had at the high school while Kelly and
Scott giggled and fed each other french fries.

The movie had been a good one that all four
had wanted to see, and Brenda was feeling as if it had been a nice
date as she joined the rest of her friends in Scott’s red Grand Am.
Then, instead of going home, Scott decided to take them for a drive
down Highway 55, on the outskirts of town.

“Come on, it’s only 9:15,” he had said when
Brenda had suggested they go home. “You don’t have to be home until
11, right? It’ll be fun. David and I do this all the time.”

David had nodded in agreement, a small smile
on his lips. Kelly twisted back from the front seat, a pout on her
perfect lips. ‘Come on, Brenda, don’t be a wet blanket. It’s not
like we’re gonna get drunk and make out, okay?”

“Hey, what’s wrong with making out?” Scott
asked, reaching over to play with Kelly’s golden curls. Kelly’s
pout had turned into a smile as she slapped Scott’s hand away.

Faced with everyone against her, Brenda had
acquiesced. Now, as they raced down the straight dark road she
wished she had not. The road was deserted on this October Saturday
night, and the full moon played hide-and-seek with the clouds that
scudded across the sky. The houses were few and far between, this
section of the highway bordered mostly by pine trees that stood
silent and stark as they raced by. Brenda shivered.

“You okay?” David asked, touching her
shoulder.

“Just a little nervous,” Brenda said. David
left his hand on her shoulder, and she found herself more
nervous.

“Okay,” Scott said from the driver’s seat,
oblivious to the situation in the back seat. “Now, let the thrill
ride begin!” He reached over and extinguished the car’s
headlights.

Brenda gasped as Kelly squealed in fright.
The moon had ducked behind yet another cloud, and without the
headlights the darkness was alarming.

“Scott, what are you doing?” Kelly said, her
voice high.

“Hey, no worries, it’s all good,” Scott
said. He flicked his eyes up into the rear view mirror. “Hey,
David, I got this baby aligned the other day. Watch this.” Scott
took his hands off the wheel and turned to tickle Kelly. The car
continued straight down the road.

Kelly shrieked and giggled as she tried to
push Scott’s hands away. Brenda cried out, unable to tear her eyes
off the road. “Scott, are you crazy? Don’t!”

David began to massage her shoulder. “It’s
okay, it really is.” But out of the corner of her eye she could see
him darting nervous glances at Scott even as he tried to reassure
her.

Brenda couldn’t take her eyes off the
darkness ahead. Thus she was the first one who saw what was on the
road as the moon reappeared from behind a cloud, shedding a pale
light. “Look out!”

Scott glanced out the windshield and barked
out a curse. Two figures stood silhouetted on the side of the road.
The Grand Am was heading right for them.

Scott grabbed the steering wheel as he
slammed on the brakes. The car began to skid, it’s rear end sliding
to one side, then another. Brenda and Kelly screamed together as
their bodies, held in place by their seatbelts, whipped from side
to side as Scott fought for control of his vehicle. The tires
screamed in protest, their screech mingling with the cries of the
car’s occupants.
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