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Dedication 
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This book is dedicated to all the 

Bobbi Myers in the world—

the dreamers, the fighters, the ones who feel everything too deeply and love just as hard. You are the brave souls who chase life with open hearts, even when the road gets rough. You remind us that a single spark of courage can light up even the darkest night.
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You are truly incredible.

Don’t ever forget that.

With all my heart,

❤️ Matt Heart ❤️ 

Before we leave..

Find you a cozy spot. Pack a bag.

Grab your Walkman, lace up your high-tops, and don’t forget the mixtape— we're about to hit the road with Bobbi Myers. This isn’t just a road trip, it’s a countdown. A wild, messy, beautiful sprint toward freedom, love, and something deeper than any of us can explain. We'll laugh. We'll cry. And by the time we reach the end, you just might believe in second chances..
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Before we begin, remember this:
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Some journeys don’t last forever—but the impact does. The best stories live in the in-between moments: a diner jukebox at midnight, a kiss under neon lights, a scream into the wind from the back of a moving car. Bobbi’s time was limited, but her story isn’t. She lived like the world was burning—

and maybe, just maybe,

that's how we all should.
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You ready?  Good. She’s waiting.
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by Matt Heart 
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©️ Cold Fever Books 

March 12, 2025
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Prologue 
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I always thought my life would be full of firsts. A first kiss, first road trip, first time stepping onto a plane bound for some place I couldn’t even pronounce. Instead, all I got was a first that no one ever wants—first time being told I was dying.

"You have about a month," Dr. Calloway had said, like it was just another item on his to-do list. Like he wasn’t tearing my entire fuckin world apart with a sentence.

A month. Thirty days.

That was it.

I walked out of the clinic in a daze, my mom crying into her hands in the waiting room. I should’ve been comforting her, but I couldn’t feel anything. Not yet. I just sat in the car, staring out the window as the buildings blurred past, my mind looping over the same thought:

So this is it?

No college. No getting out of this fuckin town. No time to figure out who the hell I was, or who I was supposed to be. Just a countdown, ticking away inside my body.

I went home that night and did something incredibly stupid—I Googled "how to spend your last 30 days alive."

Apparently, people made bucket lists for this type of shit, who knew. They traveled. They forgave their enemies. They told their crushes they were in love with them. I laughed bitterly, closing my laptop. Yeah, okay. Like I was really going to go skydiving or meditate in some fuckin ancient temple before I dropped dead.

I went to bed angry. Angry at my body for betraying me. Angry at the damn universe for picking me, of all people. Angry at the fact that there was no reason behind it. No tragic accident. No lifelong illness. Just some rare, impossible disease deciding to chew through my insides like I was some kind of cosmic joke.

The next morning, I woke up with a different kind of anger—one that came with an idea.

Screw the fuckin bucket lists. Screw waiting around for death like some sick countdown. If I only had thirty days, I was going to live my life like never before. Really live it.

I yanked my phone off the nightstand and called Lexi first.

"Ugh, Bobbi, it’s too early for this," she groaned, her voice thick with sleep and her breath still stankin.

"I need you to get dressed. And pack a bag."

Silence. Then, suspiciously, "Why?"

"Because we’re running away."

Lexi sat up so fast I could hear her sheets rustling. "Wait. What?"

"Just trust me," I said. "We’ve been talking about getting out of this town since we were kids. I say we finally do it."

"You serious?"

"Dead serious."

Poor choice of words, maybe.

Nate was next. He took a little more convincing—mostly because he was in the middle of painting some moody masterpiece and didn’t appreciate me interrupting his "flow"—but the second I said we were leaving, he was in.

And just like that, it was happening.

By sunrise, we were packed. By noon, we were on the road, three kids with nothing but a tank full of gas, a loose plan, and a girl who only had thirty days to make the rest of her life mean something.

And damn it, I was going to make every second count.
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[image: ]


[image: ]

JUNE 14, 1990 –

Red Bank, New Jersey
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JOAN JETT’S "I LOVE Rock ‘n’ Roll" blasted from the dusty cassette deck sitting on Bobbi Myers’s windowsill, the opening guitar riff vibrating through her bedroom floor. She stood in front of the mirror with a curling iron in hand—not to style her hair, but as her microphone. Her lips moved in sync with the music as she danced barefoot across the carpet, hips swinging, voice silent but full of attitude. If the world was a stage, this was her private concert.

Bobbi paused mid-verse, catching a glimpse of herself in the mirror. Her chest rose and fell from dancing, and her lips curved into a grin that faded almost as quickly as it appeared. She leaned closer, inspecting her reflection. Freckles dotted her face like stardust across a twilight sky—light and scattered, unplanned. Her brown hair, brushed but a bit wild, caught the sunlight in streaks of gold. Her brown eyes held a softness that she hated some days, but today... today they felt alive.

“There I am,” she whispered to herself, curling iron slipping to her side. “I don’t look like much. What do I even have to offer? I’m just... me.”

She let the curling iron clatter onto her bed, grabbed her Go-Go’s lunchbox from the dresser, and tugged on her old jean jacket—the one with every '80s band patch she could get her hands on. Heart. Journey. Air Supply. Blondie. Pat Benatar. Even a frayed one for REO Speedwagon that had half-peeled from the fabric but she refused to remove. It had character.

Her favorite jeans were next. A tear in the back pocket had turned into a gaping hole, but she didn't care. 

They fit like a glove and smelled faintly of laundry detergent and summer air. Then came her battered black Converse high-tops, the kind you had to double knot because the tongues had given up years ago.

She slung her jean backpack over one shoulder, giving the mirror one last glance. “Today’s gonna be a good day,” she declared, more to herself than anyone else.

Downstairs, the kitchen smelled like syrup and burnt eggs. Her mom stood at the stove in a bathrobe, pouring batter onto a pan, radio murmuring soft oldies in the background. Bobbi swept through like a breeze, folded a pancake around a sausage link, and took a massive bite.

“Good morning,” her mom said, not turning around.

“Morning,” Bobbi mumbled, mouth full. “I’m late.”

“You’re always late.”

“I like being fashionably urgent.” I said.  My mom gave a small chuckle but still didn’t turn. That was our rhythm—close but not always connected.

That’s how it was in a single-parent household.

My dad—Big Bobby—died when I was ten. Motorcycle accident. One of those dumb, could’ve-been-avoided ones. He was racing, showing off, probably trying to recapture some piece of his younger self. He owned an auto body shop—not for regular cars, but classics. Restorations. Showroom stuff. He taught me a thing or two under the hood. But what he loved... were motorcycles.

His pride and joy was a cherry-red 1980 Harley-Davidson FXB Sturgis. Belt drive, V-twin shovelhead, custom pipes that roared like thunder. It was all chrome and fury and freedom. He said riding it was like wrestling the devil and winning.

After he died, it was just me and my Mom, Honey.

And yeah, her name was really Honey. Still is. She’s 34 now and still looks like a movie star. Long feathered blonde hair, blue eyes, a cleft chin like some kind of goddess, and this golden skin like the sun handpicked her to wear it. Curvy in all the places guys noticed, tiny in the waist like a Coca-Cola bottle. She had me when she was just 15.

She’d fallen hard for Big Bobby. He was 19 then, and to her, he had it all figured out. The kind of guy who could take apart an engine, tell you a story while doing it, and still make you feel like you were the most important thing in the room. They never left each other’s side. Not until that fatal day.

Honey told him not to race that night. I remember it. Her voice shaking, hand on his chest, eyes wide. But he did it anyway.

After he died, she sold the shop, took the money, and bought a small house on the edge of town. She buried him on the property. Not just to keep him close—but so we’d never lose the land. She always said it was his idea—“If I go first, bury me out back. No grave tax. No visits through traffic.” It was weirdly smart. And kind of romantic, in a dark way.

Big Bobby never wanted Honey to want for anything. And as far as I could tell... she never did.

Bobbi slipped out the door and into the early crisp morning air. Nate and Lexi waited by the mailbox, leaning against Lexi’s rust-orange Beetle that rattled like it was held together by guitar strings and bad decisions.

“About time,” Lexi called, blowing a bubble with her gum.

“Sorry,” Bobbi said as she climbed in. “Was having a moment with Joan Jett.”

Nate raised a brow. “Again?”

“She gets me.”

“You need therapy,” Lexi said with a grin. “Or at least better taste in music.”

“Hey,” Bobbi protested. “Joan Jett is the soundtrack to female rage and teen freedom.”

“And terrible fashion choices,” Nate added, eyeing her patched-up jacket.

“I will die in this jacket.”

“Foreshadowing,” Lexi whispered.

They all laughed.

The school parking lot was chaos as usual—cars honking, students yelling, teachers already exasperated. Bobbi slung her bag over her shoulder and moved with the flow of seniors trying to look like they had it all figured out.

First period was English. They were dissecting The Catcher in the Rye again, and Bobbi couldn’t help but feel a weird connection to Holden Caulfield. Maybe it was the way he hated phonies. Or maybe it was because he was constantly searching for something real.

After class, she met up with Nate and Lexi by the lockers. Nate was sketching something in his notebook—probably another one of his cartoons with exaggerated eyes and sarcastic captions. Lexi was applying eyeliner in the reflection of a metal locker door.

"What are you doing later?" Lexi asked.

"Nothing planned. Might take a walk by the river," Bobbi replied.

"You always say that like it's poetic or something," Nate teased.

"It is. It clears my head."

"You should come to my place," Lexi said. "Mom's working late. We can watch something stupid and eat too much cereal."

"Count me in," Bobbi said, grinning.

Lunch was the usual chaos—trays clattering, friends yelling across tables, someone already blaring Def Leppard from a boombox. They skipped the cafeteria and went to their usual hideout under the bleachers. Lexi smoked, Nate doodled, and Bobbi just lay in the grass staring at the sky.

“I’m not going to college,” Lexi said flatly.

“You’re what?” Nate asked.

“I’m serious. I’m just gonna take off. Maybe bartend in Key West or work on a boat. Something wild.”

Bobbi stared at her friend, half in awe, half in fear.

“You really mean that?”

Lexi just shrugged. “College is a scam. I don’t need a degree to define me or live my life. I'll make my own rules.”

That was Lexi for you—the kind of girl who didn’t take shit from anybody. She didn’t just stand up for herself; she stood up for everyone she cared about like a damn lioness. She used to say, “Disrespect me once, and you’ll meet Jesus twice.” And she meant it.

She always thought she was fat—called herself “chubby” like it was a crime—but at 5’7” and 135 pounds, she wasn’t fat at all. Not even close. Hell, to me, she looked like Marilyn Monroe. That classic blonde wave in her hair, a beauty mark on her cheek, and skin so flawless you’d swear it was airbrushed. She barely wore makeup, but didn’t need to.

Funny thing is, people like that... you’d expect them to be stuck-up. Vain. Pompous. Greedy. But not Lexi. She was hands down the nicest person I ever met.

We became friends back in seventh grade, after she saved my ass from getting pulverized by Big Fat Bobbie Joe. That girl made my elementary school life a living hell. The bullying, the name-calling, the cafeteria "accidents." All of it. And then high school came, and me and Lexi decided enough was enough.

We broke into her locker—Bobby Joe’s, I mean—and laced her tampons with freshly made habanero juice. The next day? Oh man... the scream we heard from the girls’ bathroom echoed like a damn fire alarm.

Everyone ran to see what was going on. And there she was—Big Fat Bobby Joe—charging out of the school like a wild animal, clutching herself, sprinting toward the football field. She grabbed the garden hose the boys used during practice and shoved it right up her vagina.

I kid you not.

She sat on that grass, legs spread, cold water blasting between her thighs while half the school stood there in shock. Lexi and I? We laughed so hard we cried. And from that day on, nobody messed with me again. 

“What about you, Nate?” Bobbi asked.

He didn’t look up from his sketchpad. “I want to move west. Maybe California. Be a cartoonist. Work for some animation studio or start my own comic.”

Bobbi leaned back on her elbows. “Gawd, you guys already know. I have no idea what I want to do.”

“Yes, you do,” Lexi said. “You want to live. Really live. That’s all you ever talk about.”

Bobbi didn’t respond. She just looked up at the sky, cloudless and blue. She felt it too—like something was coming. A shift. A ripple. Maybe it was just senioritis. Or maybe it was something bigger.

By the time the final bell rang, she was already exhausted. The weight of growing up, of not knowing what came next, settled into her bones.

That night, Bobbi sat in bed with her journal, the same one she’d kept since she was twelve. She scribbled down her thoughts: Need to find something real. Need to make it count.

Outside, the moon hung low and full. The stars looked like freckles across the face of God. And somewhere deep inside her chest, a whisper stirred—something small but impossible to ignore.

Tomorrow would come. And with it, everything would change.

But for now, there was music, and friendship, and dreams.

And that was enough.
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THE SUMMER NIGHT WRAPPED itself around Lexie’s house like a flannel blanket—soft, warm, and full of lazy possibilities. The crickets outside chirped in rhythm, like they were in on the jokes the trio inside were about to unleash.

Nate sat cross-legged on the carpet, a sketchpad balanced on his knee, pencil moving fast. He was drawing something that looked like a steampunk ninja turtle crossed with a rockstar—his version of therapy, no doubt. Bobbi was sprawled across the bed with a landline phone pressed between her chin and shoulder, fingers flying across the buttons. Lexi lay beside her, giggling before she even heard the first ring.

"Star 67 first!" Lexi barked. "Don’t forget—I don't want some old lady showing up at my house swinging a frying pan."

"Relax," Bobbi said with a grin. "I’m no rookie."

The call went through, and after a few rings, an elderly voice answered. "Hello?"

Bobbi lowered her voice into a dramatic rasp. "Hi, this is Mavis from the Northside Chicken Emporium. We have your order for a sixty-two pound bag of chicken asses and buffalo balls with a vat of ranch dressing."

"I beg your pardon?" the woman snapped.

"Ma’am," Lexi added, trying not to laugh, "we can’t legally store this amount of asses and balls past sundown. They get all wet and slimy if you get my drift"

The woman gasped. "Who is this?"

Click.

They both exploded with laughter, rolling into each other, tears forming in their eyes.

Nate looked up. "You guys are gonna get cursed by an old gypsy woman one day. And I’m not helping you when your titties sag to your knees."

"Totally worth it," Bobbi wheezed.

Later that night, after prank calling a local hardware store and a kid Lexi hated from algebra, they ordered pizza and popped in a worn VHS copy of Pretty in Pink. It was Lexi’s favorite movie, and even though they’d both seen it a dozen times, it still hit. Bobbi quoted nearly every line like she’d memorized it in a past life.

They both saw themselves in Andie Walsh—Molly Ringwald’s character—who didn’t have much money, lived in a small town, and felt like an outsider among the popular, stuck-up kids at school. It wasn’t just a movie. It was a mirror

But halfway through the movie, something shifted.

Bobbi’s laughter dimmed. Her smile cracked. She pressed a hand to her forehead and quietly stood up.

Lexi glanced over. "You good?"

"Yeah," Bobbi said faintly. "Just need the bathroom."

The hallway seemed longer than usual. The light flickered once as she stepped inside and locked the door. The pain behind her eyes wasn’t just a headache—it felt like her skull was being pressed in by invisible hands. Her knees wobbled.

She turned on the cold tap and splashed water on her face. The mirror showed her a pale version of herself—cheeks a little hollow, eyes a little sunken. When did I start looking like this? she wondered.

A knock rattled the door.

"Bob? You okay in there?"

“Yeah,” she called, wiping her face with a towel. “Just needed to cool down. I’ve got a killer headache. I’ll be out in a sec.”

When Bobbi returned to the living room, Nate was packing up his art supplies and finishing the last slice of pizza.

“I’m gonna bounce,” he said, slinging his backpack over one shoulder. “We’ve got school in the morning, and I’m getting tired.”

Bobbi nodded. “Yeah, it is kind of late.”

Lexi looked over from the couch. “You okay?”

Bobbi gave a soft smile. “I’m fine. Just need some rest.”

Lexi stood up and handed Bobbi her coat. “Alright. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Night, Lexi,” Nate added as they headed out.

“Night,” she said quietly, watching the door close behind them.

Nate drove her home in silence. She leaned her head against the window, watching the streetlights pass like little orbs of judgment. When she got home, her mom—Honey—was already asleep. Bobbi kissed her on the cheek, whispered goodnight, and went to bed.

But she barely slept.

A sound stirred her—a knock.

Soft. Deliberate. At her window.

Who the hell would be at my window this late? she thought, heart already quickening.

She sat up slowly, swinging her legs over the edge of the bed. The floor was cold beneath her feet as she padded across the room, breath held tight in her chest. She reached for the curtain with cautious fingers.

And the moment she drew it back—

A hand burst through the glass and grabbed her by the throat.

She screamed, eyes locking onto the face of a skeleton, its hollow sockets filled with darkness. It was draped in a gold-and-black cloak that shimmered like oil in the moonlight. Its head tilted back as it laughed, a deep, guttural sound that rattled her bones.

The thing yanked her hard, trying to drag her out through the window. She kicked. Clawed. Fought like hell.

Then—She woke up.

Gasping. Drenched in sweat. Heart slamming in her chest.

Her head throbbed like it was caught in a vice grip. The dream still clung to her like smoke.

That morning, she felt like she was walking through Jell-O. Everything was slow. Everyone sounded far away. But she forced herself to get dressed and go to school. First period English was always the best—it was her and Lexi, cracking jokes at the back of the class and annoying their teacher, Mr. Debo, who pretended to hate them but secretly adored their chaos.

Lexi leaned over and whispered, “Tell me he doesn’t look exactly like Colonel Sanders if Colonel Sanders did community theater at a halfway house for smub.”

Bobbi blinked. “Smub?”

Lexi shrugged. “Yeah. It’s ‘bums’ spelled backwards. Just in case there’s any around—I don’t want them knowing I’m talking about ’em.”

Bobbi laughed so hard she nearly choked on her gum.

Lexi snorted.

"Ladies?" Mr. Debo said sternly.

"Sorry," they chorused.

But then the world tilted.

Bobbi blinked. Her hand dropped her pen. She tried to speak but nothing came out. Then her body jerked, eyes rolling back, and she collapsed to the floor.

A classmate screamed.

The room erupted in chaos.

Mr. Debo was shouting, trying to clear the crowd. Desks scraped the floor. Backpacks hit the ground. Voices overlapped in panic.

Lexi dropped to her knees beside Bobbi, her hands trembling.

“Bobbi, come on! Bobbi, look at me! Can you see me?” she cried, tapping her face, then gently shaking her by the chin. “Open your eyes! Please!”

Her voice cracked, but she kept going, louder each time.

“Somebody help! Somebody get the school nurse!”

“I’m right here with you, Bobbi. I’m not going anywhere. I’ll never leave your side.”

Students stood frozen. Some whispered. Some cried. Others backed away.

Then—

The school nurse arrived, followed closely by paramedics. The stretcher looked too big for her. Bobbi’s body looked too small. Too still.
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LEXI FOLLOWED THE AMBULANCE all the way to St. Vincent’s. When they wheeled Bobbi inside, she used the phone at the nurses' station and called Honey.

“Hello?”

“Hey, Mrs. Myers? It’s Lexi.”

“Oh—hi, Lexi. What’s going on? Aren’t you supposed to be in school?”

Lexi’s voice cracked. “I was... but there’s been an accident.”

A long pause.

“What kind of accident?”

“Bobbi had some kind of seizure. We’re at the hospital right now.”

“What hospital?”

“St. Vincent’s.”

“I’m... I'm on my way.”

Honey was there before Bobbi even woke up. The waiting room chair was soaked with her tears. She hadn’t stopped crying since she arrived. Her hands trembled in her lap, clenched into fists, then open again. Her eyes stayed locked on the double doors, willing them to open with good news. The tests came. Bloodwork. Brain scans. EKGs. 

Every beep, every flicker on the monitor, every hushed conversation between nurses—Honey noticed all of it. And every time a doctor approached, she braced herself for something she didn’t want to hear.
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WHEN BOBBI FINALLY opened her eyes, she saw her mom holding her hand and crying. She smiled weakly.

"Hey, Mama. I must’ve scared the crap outta you, huh?" Honey just sobbed harder.

The doctor came in with a folder too thick for comfort. His face was tight with rehearsed sorrow. Bobbi watched as he flipped to the last page.

“I’m so sorry,” he said, voice low. “We’ve found a rare neurological disease. It's extremely aggressive. Terminal. Based on the progression and what we’re seeing on your scans, you have approximately thirty days.”

Honey collapsed into the chair, hand over her mouth, shaking like a leaf in a hurricane.

Bobbi just stared.

"Thirty days," she repeated.

Like it was just a number.

Like it meant anything at all.

They went home in silence.

Honey’s eyes were red and swollen, her hands trembling as she unlocked the front door. Bobbi didn’t say a word. She walked straight to her room, laid down on her bed, and stared blankly at the ceiling.

A few minutes later, Honey came in and sat beside her.

She reached out, gently brushing Bobbi’s cheek with the back of her hand.

So soft. So slow.

Like she was memorizing the shape of her.

“Sweetie...” she whispered. “We should probably get a second opinion.”

Bobbi rolled her eyes, blinking away tears.

“I’m not sure it’s gonna matter much, Mom. The universe takes what the universe wants.”

She turned her head, eyes fixed on nothing.

“But I’m not going to die lying down.”

Honey let out a sob—low and broken.

She curled up beside Bobbi, pulling her daughter close like she was holding on to life itself. Bobbi turned to face her. Their foreheads pressed together as they wrapped their arms around each other.

“Sing me a song, Mom,” Bobbi whispered.

Honey closed her eyes, swallowed hard, then softly began:

“Have I told you... you’re my everything?”

Bobbi smiled.

“You used to sing that to me when I was a baby.”

“I remember,” Honey said, her voice cracking.

Bobbi let out a shaky breath. “What do those doctors know, anyway? They probably didn’t all get A’s in school. They can be wrong... right?”

Honey pressed her forehead tighter to Bobbi’s.

“I don’t know, baby... I hope they’re wrong. I pray they’re wrong. You’re all I got in this world, and I damn sure ain’t looking forward to being lonely.”

“Don’t talk like that, Mom. We’ll figure it out.”

Just then, they heard someone come in the front door.

Honey slowly sat up, wiped her eyes, and said,

“I’ll be right back.”

Lexi and Nate were walking in. They didn’t knock—they never needed to. They burst into her room with snacks and worried smiles.

“We brought Sour Patch Kids and chocolate milk,” Nate said, trying to keep his voice light.

Bobbi looked up at them. Her face was unreadable.

“I’ve got thirty days,” she said. “And then... I’m done.”

Lexi dropped the bag she was holding. “No. No, that’s not real. That’s not—”

“It’s real,” Bobbi interrupted softly.

They sat in silence for a moment.

“Don’t leave us,” Nate said, barely audible.

Bobbi smiled gently. “I’m not gone yet. And you two—don’t you dare treat me like I’m a ghost. I want to laugh. I want to prank call people. I want to live, okay? Just... let’s make some memories. Let’s make the next thirty days the best of our lives.”

Lexi crawled into bed beside her and hugged her tight. Nate sat on the
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