
        
            
                
            
        


	 

Rest Stop Terror


Book Description

A serial killer has made his way to the very rest stop that homeless April needs to sleep at.

As if living in a car isn’t bad enough for April, having a killer after her is a living nightmare. Women have been raped and murdered at rest areas across the state, the only place April knows to sleep at until she gets her feet back on the ground—if she can escape the killer’s brutal attack.

A dead body, a reporter, and a few suspects add tension to this suspenseful novelette.

 

ConnieMyres.com


Rest Stop Terror

 

Connie Myres

[image: Logo for Feather and Fermion Publishing.]Feather and Fermion Publishing


Copyright © 2017 CONNIE MYRES 

Feather and Fermion Publishing
Michigan, USA
https://www.ConnieMyres.com

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law. 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are a product of the author’s imagination. Locales and public names are sometimes used for atmospheric purposes. Any resemblance to actual people, living or dead, or to businesses, companies, events, institutions, or locales is completely coincidental.

Rest Stop Terror / Connie Myres


Dedication

To my family, my friends, and those who have supported me though my journey as an author. I appreciate you.


Contents

Book Description

Dedication

Contents

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Recommended Book

Also by Connie Myres

About the Author

Visit Connie’s Website


Chapter 1

The low guttural growl from April Connor’s Staffordshire Terrier in the backseat woke her from an unrestful sleep.

“Rocky, be quiet.” April opened her eyes and looked out the car door window. Light from several annoyingly bright lamps bathed the parking lot with an amber glow. A rusty white van and two cars were spaced out among the few dozen parking spots. She pressed the light button on her watch; it was three in the morning and the people in the cars were either sleeping with their seats tilted back—like her—or in the facility using the bathroom. The van had a blanket and what looked like a piece of cardboard placed against the inside of the windows—she wasn’t the only one sleeping in their car. Then she looked at the woods directly in front of her vehicle. Past the strip of grass used for the dog run—why do they call it a dog run when the dog has to be on a leash? Unless I’m running with Rocky, it’s a dog walk―was a dirt path that led into the darkness. April considered that Rocky could be growling at an animal like a possum or a coon, but there was no movement.

“What is it, boy? Do you see something?”

April took the blue lap blanket that her mother had given her for the living room couch not long before her murder—the shot to the back of the head by a relative tore the family apart. Then she pulled the Mickey Mouse baby quilt from behind her neck and sat them both in the driver’s seat, before turning around to get a better look at the brick building—the direction Rocky was looking.

Across the paved driveway that wound through the parklike setting of picnic tables and grills were sidewalks, flanked with flower beds of petunias that led to the entrance. The front wall of windows showed a well-lit interior with vending machines and a map of Michigan next to the bathrooms and the door to the caretaker’s residence.

“I don’t know what you’re growling at. Do you need to pee?”

April grabbed the leash, car keys, and the unpleasant doggie poop bags and got out of the car. She stepped into the cool, damp air of the summer night. When April opened the back door, she had to use her body to keep Rocky from jumping out, but the minute she attached the leash to Rocky’s harness, he shot out of the car, almost pulling the leash from April’s hand.

“Rocky, stop,” April said, resisting Rocky’s powerful tug toward the attractive facility with its steep-pitched roof. “This way.” April pulled Rocky to the dog run in front of the car.

Rocky eventually relented. He sniffed the grass before watering a fiddlehead fern and scraping his hind paws in the sand to mark his territory next to the hardwood trees.

While Rocky kept following his nose, leading him along an unseen path, April looked back at the building. She thought she saw someone go out the door on the eighteen-wheeler side of the rest area. There were a few big rigs, along with a motorhome, staggered in a line in the opposite parking lot. Rocky was just overreacting to a trucker moving around in the building.

“Time to get back in the car.” But as she said that, Rocky found a scent that led down a trail into the woods and began pulling April toward it. “No, Rocky. Come on, time to get back in the car.”

When Rocky decided he wasn’t getting anywhere trying to follow his nose into the woods in front of April’s car, he turned with a snap and walked back to the car as a black cat ran across the path. That had to have been what Rocky was fussing over. Nothing exciting.




Chapter 2

The morning sun had not yet shown its face when April woke for the day. A diffuse rosy orange mist blanketed the rest stop. She moaned as she turned her stiff neck and put the seat into an upright position. Sleeping in a car sucked.

April brushed her hair and folded the blanket. “I’ll be right back,” she said, looking at Rocky eagerly sitting upright ready to start a new day of adventure—at least to him.

She locked the car doors and walked to the facility. The van and one of the cars were gone. An orange pickup was exiting the highway and driving toward her while a tractor-trailer was leaving, its engine roared and gears shifted as it traveled down the ramp picking up speed. The birds were singing cheerful songs in the canopy of trees while a rabbit hopped under an evergreen shrub. It was a beautiful summer morning, reminding April of her childhood waiting for the school bus. The scent of pine mixed with the sweet aroma of an unknown flower made her happy.

The pickup was parking as she pulled the glass door of the building open. The air was sour—no, putrid. It didn’t smell like this the last time she was in there. April walked past the vending machines whose colors even seemed dimmed, and to the women’s room. The odor was growing stronger. She slowed as she turned the corner to the stalls.

Something was wrong, she felt it
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