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Book Description

	You will never drive alone in the dark again.

	Would you drive a junk car down an isolated road in the middle of the night? What if you had no choice because you had little gas, and it was the shortest way home? Find out what Lucy decides to do and the consequences of her choices in this creepy short story.

	Read this spooky story if you want to stay awake all night.

	The “C” Story in the Spooky Shorts collection of creepy short stories, A-Z.

	https://www.ConnieMyres.com
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ONE

	“Did you hear about that creature some guy saw in the woods over by Bloomingdale?” asked Christina Conroy, McDonald's night manager, as she walked out of the small office in the back of the store and into the grill area.  

	Lucy Lamb was only half listening as she punched in her Coke at the drive-thru window’s dispenser. She was in a hurry to get out of work and get home where she would call her fiancé, Ted. “No. What?”

	Christina turned off the grill and lobby lights. “A guy let his dog outside before he went to bed. The dog began barking at something, so he went outside to yell for it to come into the house.  Then, when it suddenly got quiet, he got a flashlight and went out looking for it. That’s when he found it dead, with its neck twisted.”

	“A wild animal did it,” Neil Nester said, walking to the lobby door with a white paper sack filled with a burger and fries.

	“Since when do wild animals break necks?” Christina said, walking outside behind him and Lucy.

	“Could have been a crazy person lurking around the guy’s house and he broke the dog’s neck to keep him quiet,” Lucy said. She turned and watched Christina check the door, making sure it was locked.

	“It wasn’t someone lurking,” Christina said, walking up next to Lucy. “The news said that the guy heard an animal growling and then it ran away fast. When he shined his light toward the thing, as it shot off into the trees, he said it looked more like an animal than a human.”

	“More like an animal?” Lucy said. “Does that mean it looked like a human, too?”

	Christina shrugged. “I don’t know. I just thought it was an interesting story.”

	“No more bizarre news stories,” Lucy said, walking toward her eighteen-year-old sedan. “I have to drive home down deserted roads and my car is a piece of junk.” 

	Christina nodded. “I’ll see you guys’ tomorrow night.”

	Lucy got into her jalopy and turned the key in the ignition. The car attempted to turn over but would not start. She tried again. It cranked slowly and then let out a weak moan. She quickly got out of her car to catch Christina and Neil before they left. 

	“Having car problems?” Christina asked, rolling down her window as Lucy approached. 

	“My car won't start; I think it's the battery.”

	Neil backed out of his parking spot and pulled up next to Lucy. He rolled down the passenger window. “Need a jump?”

	“Yeah, thanks,” Lucy said, walking back to her car. She opened the hood as Neil parked next to her and took jumper cables from behind his truck’s bench seat. 

	Neil put the red clamp on the positive terminal of Lucy’s battery. “Where do you live? Is it far?”

	Lucy watched as Neil walked back to his car and connected the clamps to his battery. “I live over by Bloomingdale. It takes me about twenty minutes to get home.”

	“Do you want me to follow you?” Neil asked as he placed the final black clamp on a piece of metal connected to the chassis of Lucy’s dead car.

	Lucy looked at Neil’s rusted Ford pickup, the body filler patched into the Dearborn blue metal around the wheel wells, and at the front of his grease-stained red crew shirt. He was not much better off than she was. “That's all right, I should be okay. I'll have my boyfriend check it out later.”

	Neil pushed up his glasses with the side of his hand and nodded. “I'm going to start my car, and then after a minute or so, go ahead and try to start yours.”

	Lucy got into her car and, at the appropriate time, turned the key. Her car groaned before finally catching the juice it needed to start. She kept her foot on the gas pedal, afraid it would stall out if she got out of the car to thank Neil.

	When Neil had finished removing the cables in reverse order, he closed the hoods and waved at her as he got into his pickup and drove off. 

	Lucy looked over at Christina, who was waiting to see if her car would keep running. Like a ship's captain, the manager needed to stay until all the crew had left. Lucy gave her a thumbs up and pulled out of the parking lot, going the opposite direction as Christina and Neil.

	It was after midnight and the sky was cloudy, obscuring the stars and the moon. She would call Ted when she got home since her cell phone never got a proper cell tower signal during the commute. Actually, it got a better connection when she was at work than in her house in the Michigan woods.  

	Ted was not a mechanic, but he knew more about cars than she did. He was an over-the-road truck driver and was not going to be back at his house until Saturday. He owned his own home not far from the small bungalow Lucy was renting. It was scary living deep in the woods, especially living alone, but it was quiet and private. Birds, white-tailed deer, and frogs kept her company. But in the spring, she and Ted would be married, and she would leave her quiet abode and move into his turn of the century farmhouse. He had inherited it from his parents years ago when they moved into a retirement community next to a golf course and a country club.

	Lucy kept her foot on the gas pedal as she turned down the road she used as a shortcut to her house. It was a secluded stretch of road, enveloped with towering maple and oak trees that reached their massive limbs over the gravel route like arms ready to grab trespassers. Not only that, the isolated stretch of road was made spookier
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