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  Praise for Works by Stephen Alexander North



“With twists and turns at every corner, “Roadside Assistance” is a heart-pounding adventure that will keep readers on the edge of their seats until the very last page.” — Courtney Glover, author of In Your Darkest Dreams

“I have known Stephen A. North for 40 years. Friend, Author, Brother, Poet. From the moment I met him, he had a book in one hand and a pen in the other. He never fails to amaze me with his talent and passion for storytelling. If you are seeking escape, if you crave a page turning tale, then it is time to turn your literary eyes North! Adventure awaits… — Craig Campbell

“There’s not a single, lovable character in this tale, but the change in Marv is excellent. I never saw this ending coming. Definitely Read this one!” — Ophelia Kee, author of Druid Ancestry
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  Dedication


For my amazing fans, who have stood by me. Truly appreciate your support and patience.

And for my friend, Jamal 'Morgue' Luckett 








  
  From the back cover 


[image: image-placeholder]

It’s late on a Sunday night when the Latch family of three leaves a reunion in a small town in North-Central Florida. 

Marvin ‘Marv’ Latch, the average unhappily married guy, is behind the wheel when the engine dies on their Dodge Caravan somewhere south of Lake Panasoffkee. 

Little does he, his wife, Anne, or daughter, Carlie, know how bad things can get while waiting for Keystone Roadside Assistance on a stormy night or how much worse things will become...
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  Beyond Apocalypse Newsletter


If you enjoy apocalyptic horror, thrillers, and science fiction tales, you will love Stephen Alexander North’s prose fiction. Join his  Beyond Apocalypse Newsletter to get the latest news, updates on book releases, free stuff, and more. 
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  Soliloquy




I’ve lost track of me.

I wear a mask. Everyday.

Sometimes my heart is filled with hate. I exaggerate a little, maybe.

Sometimes. Just words on a page, right? Let go. Breathe. Deep inhale. Long release.

Smile, pretend, mask the contempt, the disgust. 

Nothing is forever. A constant motion, a moving forward, carries us all.

Everything has an end.








  
  Prologue


Misshapen shades of gray, brown and black fell before my blade. Crimson splashed, spilled upon the marble tiles of the plaza before the temple complex. My insensate rage gave me strength down the corridors defended by my foes, my former friends. None could withstand me. I paused at the base of the steps to the King’s palace. My force shield shimmered, wavered, beneath the quarrels of the King’s guard, but none penetrated. I slew them there. The decrepit remnants fled when they saw I would not spare them. The heights were mine.  
Now, I heard the roars of my Reavers, far below, in the city, as they slew the citizens, and burned the buildings.
My triumph, my revenge, nearly complete. The last few guards waited before the doors to the throne room. They were as chaff, mere distractions, that gave the Priest-King a few more moments…
I blasted the doors with my power. I smashed my way in and saw him cower on the throne. He held that damn staff. And I knew doubt for a moment.
Then I saw the shimmer of a door appear behind him. A door to the Damned Places! He dared? He would not face me? 
He stepped through.
And my rage spiraled. But he had merely delayed the inevitable.
I sat on his throne and waited.






  
  Chapter One


THERE’S SOMETHING ABOUT THESE SLEEPY LITTLE FLORIDA TOWNS. During the day, nothing’s moving outside unless there’s a reason. With me, at least, it doesn’t take much effort to break a sweat. There’s the blazing sun, and in Central Florida, no sea breeze to relieve the humidity. Storms and rain do pass over the state with regularity, though. The clouds billow up toward heaven in fantastic shapes, never appearing the same, but usually shaded grey on the undersides with impending rain. Like the earth brooding, building toward an angry release. 
Like me.
Why do I always cave in? If just once I stood up and said, “Enough!” maybe it would break the chain. Oh, I have with something really important, but that’s happened, what, once? Yeah, that’s me: Doormat. Perpetual nice guy, but… yes, there is a caveat: I have limits. I can be pushed too far. My wife knows them. She must, because I never quite reach the snapping point with her. I get angry, and sometimes yell, but clam up and sulk to myself quite a bit. I’m not painting a pretty picture, am I? Ah, but I’m honest, though, to the point of throwing myself under a bus! And I hate liars. Who doesn’t?
It’s nine p.m. on a Sunday, and we’re just saying goodbye to my brother-in-law and his family. They live in a small town near Gainesville. The houses are old; the businesses are older, and most of the people are old and inscrutable. That last one probably isn’t true. Spanish moss hangs from ancient oaks, and a lot of the wooden houses have wrap-around porches. Cicadas are always somewhere in the background. So quiet right now, even just a couple of streets from the main drag. This place can lull you. Something’s going on, to be sure, but most of it is behind the closed doors.
Heh, closed doors! Reminds me of someone.  
Oh, and I hate secrets! Doesn’t mean that I don’t have any, but I don’t like them. Many people hide their heart, what they truly think, or do. God knows why. I can only imagine the myriad reasons. Sad when someone close to you is that way. There’re walls—-things that can’t be discussed.
My wife is one of those people. Keep it light, and she’ll chatter with you for hours. Delve deep on something that matters, and you’ll get an argument, and no answers.
Is she simple? We’ve been married for fifteen years, and I can’t answer that question. Maybe I am. I know I overthink things often. Pretty sure she doesn’t.
Anyway, back to the point. We have over a four-hour drive ahead of us in my parents’ old van. Still runs well, and the air works. We couldn’t afford a new car, so they gave us the van. My daughter is cranky being up this late, and to be honest, so am I. We should have left hours ago, but my wife has no pity. I have to be at work tomorrow at seven.
I hate arguing. I wonder what it’s like to be in a marriage where respect and love are front and center? Maybe she wonders about that too.
I doubt it, but it would explain a lot of things.
We’re all finally buckled in. I’m behind the wheel. We say goodbye a final time, and I back out onto the street. It’s pitch-black. No streetlights until you get to Main Street. At least the road is paved. No one else was out. I turn right at the first intersection. Just two short blocks and we reach Main, and I turn left. There’re streetlights here, and we’re in the heart of downtown Newberry, Florida. Not a single business building is higher than two stories, although a few houses are. We pass a bank, a couple of restaurants, a gun store, and stop for a red light at the edge of town. From here there’re long stretches of farmland, occasional housing developments, until we reach Gainesville and Interstate 275 South. None of us talk. The radio’s off.  
The light changes, and we’re on our way. There’s one last odd building not long after where the road splits. It’s shaped like an octagon and has curtained windows on each side. Seems like my
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