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Accidents happen. They overcome you by coincidence and sometimes with unexpected consequences; or fatal injuries. The deadly victims, Roadkill, are fine meat. Never bother how it got killed or how it got there upon the road. Just remember Roadkill attracts other guests. Or unexpected scavengers…
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“How much longer will it take?” Jerney yawned. She was exhausted. Three o’clock in the morning. Night actually. She stared into the total darkness around them. They had not seen a sign of life for a long time and the only lights around, were the headlights of their own car. She checked her Smartphone; the screen lit up bluish and ghostly illuminated her gorgeous face. “We’ve been driving for more than twelve hours. Do you think we will ever see a restaurant?”

“A gas station would be nice too,” Gordon said, looking desperate at the dashboard.

Jerney sat up straight. “Why? Are we running out of gas?” she asked worried.

“Not yet.”

“When was the last sign?” she asked her boy friend. “I don’t want to get stuck here. In the middle of nowhere… In the middle of the night.”

“Yeah, imagine that. Scary shit, isn’t it?”

She slapped him on his knee. “Don’t Gor! If it wasn’t for you, I wouldn’t be here.”

He sighed. Here we go again, he thought.

“So? When was the last sign?”

“Well, it’s been a while. But I guess it will only take a few more miles.”

“A few more miles? You think…,” Jerney sighed. She stared at the horizon, hoping to discover some neon signs of a gas station, luring at the horizon. “How much further can we go?”

Gordon didn’t answer. He opened a window to let some fresh air into the car.

“And close that window will you. It’s cold outside.”

“Just trying to stay awake here babe.”

“Ooohh, I hate it when…”

Her grieve was rudely interrupted by something that bumped against their car. Neither one of them saw it coming, or running across the road. Whatever it was it landed on the hood of the car, rolled over to the window and from thereon it moved all the way up to the roof; falling down behind the car. They could hear the moaning sound of the victim. Gordon hardly managed to keep in control of his car. He swayed his old Buick across the pavement like he was driving drunk. Finally his feet found the brakes; making the car come to a full stop. Both passengers bumped their head against the front window. No airbags in this old vehicle.

“Jesus, what was that?” Jerney cried.

“Don’t know,” Gordon mumbled in a state of shock.

“Was it…,” Jerney didn’t dare to ask and certainly didn’t dare to look over her shoulder.

“Human?” Gordon completed her question.

“Was it?” she cried.

“Don’t know. I never saw it coming. It… it just was there.”

They sat in silence. The only sound they heard was made by the wipers Gordon accidently had switched on.

“Turn off those damned things,” Jerney said getting annoyed by the squeaking noise caused by the wipers running over the dry window.

Gordon automatically followed her orders. Then carefully and slowly peeked over his shoulder. The red tail lights of the Buick pierced through the night. Gently gliding over the body behind the car.

“Can you see it?” Jerney whispered still staring straight ahead.

“Uh-huh,” he whisper-answered.

“What… what is it?”

“Don’t know. It seems to have four legs…”

“Oh, thank god; it’s not human.”

“No… I think it isn’t human. Unless it’s some really scary guy…”

“With four legs?” Jerney said a little bit relieved they didn’t accidentally hit a human in the night. “What is it?”

“Can’t tell in the dark. Maybe a deer?”

“Yeah, right. A deer, in the middle of the desert.”

“Maybe it’s lost, just like…” He stopped talking.

Jerney immediately looked up at him. The words kept coming at him; malicious: “Just like us? Is that what you wanted to say? You mean we’ve been driving through the night for hours, even though I didn’t want to, and now, after we have crossed half the country you’re telling me we’re lost? Huh?”

Gordon Sumner rubbed his face. This was not the way he had planned it. Not at all. It should have been a nice long weekend. Just the two of them. He knew it wasn’t going to be like that the minute she stepped into his car. Madly. And he realized she would never cheer up before she finally would leave the car. He felt like he deserved a medal for his patience. What did his father used to say? Behind every mad woman, there’s a man having absolutely no idea what he did wrong this time. Gordon smiled. Good old dad. He’s been there…

“What are you laughing about?” Jerney Pelucchi continued her rage.

Gordon didn’t bother to answer. He got out of his car; checked the damage on the hood, the top and the trunk of his Buick and walked up to the animal that run into his car. He kneeled down next to the traffic victim. A big cat; a mountain lion. Severely injured; it didn’t look good. The cat wasn’t dead yet; it was moaning. He heard Jerney opening her door. Upon her high heels she tried to walk through the night. She stopped next to Gordon. He looked up. Followed her tall legs all the way from the high heels up into her mini skirt. Outsiders might have guessed he picked up a hooker.

“Oh god, it is alive! Do something!”

“Like what? CPR?”

“No you moron! Kill it!”

“Kill it? Who do you think am? Chuck Norris?”

She turned around and walked back to the car. “Not even close. You’re not even Chick Norris!”

“Thanks,” he said disappointed. Nope. She wasn’t going to change her behavior tonight. Not a chance.

“Let’s move on Gor!” she said impatient.

“Now what? First you want me to kill this beast, and now you want to move on?”

“Well, then hurry up. Kill it, so we can move on.”

He stared at the cougar. An impressive animal. He felt sorry he ran into it but he was just a city boy; never learned to kill with his bare hands. In the surrounding darkness he could not see any helpful tools either. “Sorry,” he whispered; took the cat by its legs; pulled it from the road and moved back into his car.

“Did you kill it?” Jerney asked wiping the dirt from her high heels.

“Yes,” he lied.

“Well, then what are you waiting for? Get us to the next gas station!”

Gordon started the car. When he heard the love song playing on the radio he hopefully looked aside, just to see Jerney staring out of the window looking at the nothingness in the dark. He switched stations till he found some rock music that would keep him awake till they would reach the gas station. If there was one.

A quarter of an hour later he noticed the neon lights shimmering at the end of the road. The first sign of life in the desert. Except for the mountain lion of course, but he assumed it would be dead by now. Well; he hoped it was.
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“Just in time,” he said to Jerney. His mute girlfriend who hadn’t spoken to him since they left the crime scene.

“Lucky you. Just in time before you could run out of gas,” she complained.

He closed his eyes for a second. The arguing would not stop at the gas station. Not at all.

“The lights are on. Maybe they have some coffee.”

“Sure. In the middle of the night. In this godforsaken desert. No one around except us, but hey, they’re waiting for us in there, eager to serve some coffee and bagels; maybe even some pancakes and fresh juice.”

“The sign said “Gas and Rooms”. Anyway, I only meant to say they are open. We’re lucky.”

“Are we? Gladstone Gander?”

“Keep your mouth shut,”  Gordon said to himself. “Don’t argue with her.” He walked up to the small office, hoping to find some staff. The lights were on, but the door was locked. Gordon knocked on the window. Stared into the closed and deserted office. No one answered. No one showed up.

Jerney opened the window in her door. “Did you run out of luck honey?” she teased him.

“I will have a look at the back,” he answered refrained. Grumbling he moved around the corner and walked to the back of the gas station. He started to regret this trip; she was driving him nuts. He felt the handle of backdoor. It was also locked. He peeked through the small, dirty window of the door. Some kind of storage room; hard to tell, but he could not see anyone in the dark of the room. He was in doubt. Should he return to Jerney, or have a look at the guest rooms at the back of the yard first? He decided to go for the rooms. Walking through the dirt and the dry desert weed he passed by an old rusty tow truck. Then he got to the first of four separate guest rooms. None of the rooms seemed to be occupied; at least, he did not see any cars parked in front of them which, in case they were occupied, might be suspected at this time of night. He knocked on the first door. No answer. Tried a little louder. “Empty,” he decided. Gordon tried the door, it was locked; as he suspected. The curtain of the only window was closed; making it Gordon unable to have a look inside the room.

A little bit disappointed he moved on. Checked all of the motel rooms. None of them appeared to be occupied. When he walked back, he noticed the curtains of the third room were a little open, offering him the opportunity to peek inside. Without lights in the room it was hard to tell what was in there. Except for the usual bed and chairs the room was almost empty. Except for… He pushed his face against the window as close as he could; underneath the bed he saw a number
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