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      This is my fourth novella, and I am just so happy with the feedback thus far. I dedicate this book to zombie fans. I know that there are many of us. This genre has been such fun for me to read over the years and I just want to give back a little.
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            PREFACE

          

          DOCTORS OFFICE

        

      

    

    
      I’m not sure how I got to this point. Life has a funny way of catching up with you. I’ve always been told that it is best to start at the beginning to tell a story. Please excuse these recordings. I found one of those old tape machines that lawyers used to use, and I’ve been recording on it for a while.

      Not sure what I was doing, other than capturing the moments. Perhaps a tiny part of me knew that I would end up here.

      It really all started about a year ago…
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        * * *

      

      “This is just bullshit,” I said as I walked out of the doctor’s office. I mean, what the fuck? Who the hell did he think he was? I loved his bedside manner! How hard was it? I’d asked for the results over the phone… I knew I was dying. It was easy to understand the symptoms, and add that to the Internet research I had done, sure enough, I was on the way out.

      “You're gonna die!” my search results said.

      Well, not exactly, but before I go on, don’t feel sorry for me. You know, I’m not a nice person. I just wanted to know for sure that the Internet was right. To back up a bit. I’d taken the day off a couple of weeks earlier and gone in for many, many tests. The doctor’s office called me later on. I never spoke to the doctor, but one of his assistants, a physician’s assistant, or some horseshit like that.

      “Oh, no, I’m sorry,” she’d said, “I don’t have access to the results. I’m just calling to set up an appointment for you.”

      Translation: “I have the results, but we can’t bill you unless you come into the office.”

      “It’s our policy,” she’d added with just a hint of sadness in her voice.

      I showed up at the office fifteen minutes early, the same as I’ve done for any meeting in my adult life, and I sat, waited, waited, and waited some more. Forty-five fucking minutes later, they told me, “Please go on back.”

      This time, the nurse, and it was a nurse, not the physician’s assistant, took my blood pressure, and frowned because it was elevated. If you kept me in a waiting room for thirty minutes past my appointment, guess what? My blood pressure will go up.

      Then the doctor walked in, wearing a golf course tan, holding out his hand for me to shake it. For some reason, I did. I shook it the way my father had taught me, making eye contact.

      “Mr. …,” he started, before taking a more personal tone, “Nick, I have bad news.”

      Well, you can guess where the rest of the conversation went. He talked about types of treatment and dismissed all of the research into alternative medicine I had done.

      “Those home treatments never work. Natural remedies don’t help.”

      Blah blah blah. He sounded like the teacher from an old cartoon I had watched as a kid, and I tuned out the rest.

      He must have thought I was in shock, because he reached to touch my shoulder to comfort me. Now his nurse, she would have comforted me if she’d wanted a touch, but not this jackass.

      To explain, I should say that I was raised in a time when you followed certain protocols when talking to people. You would stand when a lady entered the room, you would shake hands standing, and you never called anyone by their first name without permission. It just wasn’t done, but now that I was fucking dying, he thought he could call me Nick.

      Okay, thinking back on it I know that I was using that as a reason to be pissed off at something other than the fact that I was dying. I get that. I really do, but you must understand this is the first time I’ve tried to tell this story. I’ve been too busy living it. This is the first time that I’ve had something interesting to tell, and I may not have a lot of time so please forgive me and let me figure out how to get the words out.

      Now, where was I? Yes, that was it, I stormed out of the doctor’s office, mad for no real reason but mad. I was looking for a reason to go off. I was looking to focus my anger on anything except what I was really angry about.

      Did I tell the doctor off before I left? You bet I did. He started to do what they all do and left the paper on the table, saying the nurse would be back in, and I could pay up front and schedule my next visit.

      “Cha-ching”, he must have thought he was going to have me and my insurance company on the hook for… well, at least a year, maybe a little longer, if I followed his protocols.

      When he laid the paper down, I pulled out my money clip. Yes, I am that type of person. I laid five hundred-dollar bills on the paper and said, “Consider my account paid up; send any overpayment please to the local food bank.”

      And I left the room smiling.

      The nurse didn’t smile on the way down the hall. She had already been notified to go into my room and when we passed, she was confused. I winked at her and knew she secretly wanted me.

      Here I was outside, feeling pissed… Yes, yes, I know for no reason. But I was pissed and was looking for an excuse. The doctor’s office was in a little strip mall just on the edge of town. Apart from the doctor's office, there was a grocery store chain, the ABC store.

      “What’s an ABC store?” you ask.

      Well, in order to keep alcohol properly regulated, and not allow local people to make money on it, some states ran ABC stores. Kinda odd when you figure that a lot of state money was spent on police trying to find people driving after drinking too much.

      Back to where I was. Sorry I’m dyslexic and my mind wanders, and sometimes being left-handed, I feel I’m not in my right mind. Tell me you got that joke… please?

      Okay back to where I was. I was walking to my car, and I saw some other jackass. There are a lot of jackasses in my town. I saw some jackass smack his girlfriend.

      He was standing right out in the open, “Don’t you backtalk me, Jenny,” I heard and then I saw his hand pull back, and smack.

      I looked around. All other people in the vicinity were trying to look anywhere except at them. One person was so engrossed in his phone a bomb could have gone off and he would not have noticed. Now to make it even better… They were parked right next to my car.

      Her boyfriend was called Todd. I found this out later. His new convertible had its white top up, and the car was baby blue, with a black stripe down the front. This jackass didn’t deserve such a beautiful car or the girl.

      Me, I was in a POS, a little-known car. Most of the label had worn off, and it was covered in rust. Everyone called this four-door monstrosity by its given name.

      “Whose piece of shit is parked in the fire lane?”

      I’m sure that I’ve heard that a dozen times over the years.

      The brakes were bad, some would say non-existent, and it was a lot easier to park in the fire lane and let it coast to a stop when I had to run into the ABC store, or collect a pizza at the local pub that sold beer to go.

      Jenny turned defiantly and said, “Hit me again, Todd and I’ll go home with…”

      Then she caught my eye. Seeing as I was the only one around not only watching, but headed in her direction. I guess it wasn’t hard. He was twenty-one perhaps, and I guessed she was the same age.

      “Him, I’ll go home with him and fuck his brains out.”

      And as God was my witness, she winked at me. It was such a playful wink, and it came with a smile that almost stopped me in my tracks. But I was still mad from the doctor’s visit. I had found someone I could hit and take my misery out on. I kept moving forward.

      He started to pull back his arm for another smack, and I saw him close his hand into a fist. This one was going to be a punch.

      “Throw that punch, junior, and I’ll beat you half to death, and take your car and your girl,” I said, while I tried to keep my voice calm and hid the joy I felt listening to my own words.

      This was gonna be fun, I thought. It had been a long time since I got to cut loose. I’m a widower and when my wife Pam died, I spent many nights in bars, challenging anyone to fight. I found that these days, people were more likely to call their lawyer than return a punch. It was kind of sad.

      I trained a little in a martial arts dojo in Front Royal, VA, but I’d run short of time and didn’t stick with it. I had the skills I’d learned and then some, so I did some bouncing after I’d left school and that was where I’d met Pam.

      She had been on a date that had gotten too handsy on the dance floor, and next thing you know, I threw him out and we got married. We lasted twenty years. We didn’t have kids. We thought of adopting, but never got around to it. We both worked a lot, and we did travel a little, but we never got to take the big trips. We were going to sell everything and get one of those big RVs to tour the country. Fate had other plans.

      It was a quick death, at least for her. An ice storm a couple of years ago, a deer on the road. Instead of just plastering it across the windshield, she tried to swerve around it. The car behind her stopped and the driver tried his best to help, so who could I be mad at? She was simply on the way home, and it was an accident.

      I could not be mad that no one stopped, because the person behind her stopped. The ambulance was there in minutes. The only thing I could really blame was the deer.

      I thought of killing deer, but it wasn’t their fault. It was just bad luck. Freak accident. I wished that the car needed a recall that we hadn’t been notified of. Something, anything, so that I could be pissed. But there wasn’t anything. I even wished the accident had been my fault. Then I would have had someone to blame.

      The perfect woman died stupidly. End of story.

      “Thanks, Universe.”

      What did the universe do then? It made me live another couple of years without her. I was drinking myself to death, but it wasn’t the booze that did me in. Nope, and well, I’m not dead yet, but the cancer would have happened anyway.

      It pissed me off that she’d died first. Sorry if I keep jumping around, I’ll try to do better. Okay, I’d just said this amazing line, and the kid paused for a second, and I was ready for a fight and what did this girl do?

      She was tall, and she had coal-black hair, very long and quite striking. I was sure she wanted me. They all did, but she’d actually said it. What did she do, while Todd was looking at me? She kicked him in the balls. He doubled over. She grabbed the keys out of his hand and said, “Get in, old man.”

      “What the hell, I’m gonna die sometime,” I said, as I headed for the car. Todd lay on the ground moaning, holding his balls. She kicked him in the head and tossed me the keys.

      “It’s my car and I don’t like driving. Let’s go.”

      “Man, you leave her alone,” Todd moaned and I ignored him. I walked over to the passenger side and she looked at me funny. I reached down and opened the door for her.

      “Thank you,” she said getting in.

      I wasn’t sure anyone else had noticed, but I imagine it looked pretty cool. It might have looked even better if the car’s top had been down.

      I walked around the car as Todd got up. He pulled out a flick-knife and shoved it at my leg. Luckily, I noticed in time. I stomped on his hand until he let go and picked up the knife.

      “Not a bad knife, kid. Thanks,” I said. I closed the knife and put it in my pocket.

      I started the car, listening to the engine rev up. I hoped that I hadn’t hurt my POS’s feelings. It was a crap car, but it had gotten me where I wanted to go.

      “Where to?” I asked as I pulled out of her parking place, looking at Todd who was leaning against my POS, holding his hand and rubbing his balls. I thought about tossing him my keys, but the POS deserved better than Todd.

      She stayed silent for a while and finally said, “Any place, just get me away from this damn town.”

      She reached for the control of the top as we stopped at a light.

      “Okay, my place first to pick up a few things. How do you feel about the west coast? I’ve always wanted to drive across the country,” I said.

      It had been something that Pam and I had planned on but I’d never made the time. I’d spent more vacation days working than traveling. I was glad for all we had done, but the road trip and seeing the world had been our dream. Perhaps it was finally time.

      Did I feel like I was giving up on life? Well, as you’ll find out, darlin’, I fought hard to survive. So no, I didn’t feel like this was giving up. It was a lovely diversion.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

          
            ROAD TRIP

          

        

      

    

    
      I have always had a special passion for road trips. Pam and I took several short jaunts before life happened, but our dream had been this cross-country trip, and while I wasn’t traveling with her now, I felt that she was near.

      Jenny turned off my television and frowned, “What kind of person does not have a working television?”

      “I’m sorry, I’ve always been more of a reader.”

      She turned and put her hands behind her back like some boss watching her workers, “Alright, everything packed? Thank you for the extra clothes. We can stop for more on the road.”

      She leaned back and did an exaggerated stretch mimicking one I had done earlier.

      I like road trips, but it had been a long time, and I wanted to get the kinks out of my back before we left.

      “I’m ready, do you have your pacifier?” I asked, wanting to throw the age thing back at her.

      “You have one for me, don’t you?” she shot back at lightning speed. That stopped me. I didn’t know what to say. She turned and sat down on the bed beside the suitcase, moving up and down a few times, smiling and added, “Springs look like they would work.”

      “You win. Let’s go. We can talk on the road and decide if we’re getting one room or two.”

      It was still warm outside, so we headed for the interstate. The map app on my phone said it was a thirty-nine-hour drive. We had all the time in the world. There was one of those emergency broadcasts alerts on the radio that they ran if there was extreme weather on the way. I quickly turned it off. I didn’t want it blow our eardrums.

      “Those alerts are too damned loud!” I cursed.

      We took the 81 south until just after Johnson City.

      “Have you been out west before?” I asked, as we drove with the wind blowing her hair back. She used my phone to play some tunes, loud, and she’d found an old pair of mirrored sunglasses of mine and was wearing them now. If this wasn’t paradise, I’m not sure what was.

      “No, I’ve never been out of the state. Well, maybe when I was little, but after my father died, I had to stay home and take care of my mom. She passed a few years later and I have been on my own since,” she said, as she took off her shoes and put her bare feet on the dash.
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