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Chapter One











It’s Friday night and I'm checking my
email from my apartment in South San Jose. I wish I had something
else better to do. I haven’t had a date in over six
months.

Three years ago, I thought I had found
a man that I clicked with on all levels. Michael was in his late
thirties. He was handsome, sweet and had a good paying job. It
wasn't until I accidently logged into his email, I found out that
he had a wife in L.A.

After him, there was Brian. He was
forty and the thing I liked about Brian was that he could make me
laugh. But you can only laugh so much. The man was addicted to weed
and that wasn't something I was into. Plus, I got tired of the fact
that he couldn't hold a job.

I then tried a no strings attached
thing with a guy that I had met online. Craig was a few years
younger. We both had gotten out of bad relationships. Neither of us
was looking for a long-term relationship. In the beginning, it was
great. The sex was awesome. After a few months, I wanted more. I
wanted someone that I could call my boyfriend.

Craig wasn't interested. He told me
that I was too old to be his girlfriend. And Craig couldn't picture
himself being with a woman who didn't want a family. The only thing
we had in common was sex and that wasn't enough to sustain a
relationship. So, we ended it.

Since Craig, I've been celibate. I'm
not going to have sex again until I find a man who likes me for me
and wants to get married. So far, no one has come along.

Maybe it's because I'm getting older.
Three years ago, I hit the big 4-0. Somehow, I missed out on
getting married in my thirties. When I was younger, all I cared
about was work and doing well. I used to work sixteen-hour days and
make over six figures.

Nine months ago, I was laid off from my
longtime job as the communications director for a Silicon Valley
high-tech firm that went under. It took seven months to find a new
job.

It's not in the high-tech industry. I
currently work for a non-profit. I make a lot less money, but I
make a difference in senior citizen's lives. And that's important
to me.

Well, I should get back to reading my
email. It’s mostly spam. I can’t believe how many offers that I get
for drugs for male impotence, porn and breast implants.

I definitely don’t want a man who needs
artificial aids. And porn is not my thing. As for implants, I don’t
want them. I am quite satisfied with what Mother Nature gave
me.

I never respond to the emails. But for
some reason, the spammers keep sending email. You would think that
they would stop sending me such garbage. The spammers just don’t
get it.

Hmm, my friend Tamara sent me an email.
I thought about deleting it, because we hadn't spoken in over a
year. She had been upset with me, because I wouldn't loan her money
for her business. Maybe she was finally over it.

To: Monica

From: Tamara

Re: 24 Hour
Nightmare

Date: December 6,
2013

Monica,

Do you believe in fairy
godmothers? Well, here’s your chance for your wish to come
true.

Just make a wish. You can
wish for anything. It can be for wealth, happiness, a relationship
or anything else that you desire. There are no limits.

Your wish is guaranteed to
come true. So just close your eyes and dream about what you
want.

After you make your wish,
you must forward this email to fifty people within five minutes. If
you don’t, your wish will not be granted and you will have a
nightmare for the next 24 hours.

So just do it.

-Tamara

I read the email again. Why would
Tamara send me this? What was she thinking?

Wait a second, there is no harm in
wishing. And so what if my wish isn’t granted, it’s just fun to
think about the possibilities.

I closed my eyes and thought about what
I wanted. I said out loud, "I wish for a single, tall, handsome man
who is between 38 and 45 and has a job. He wants to get married.
He'll propose to me the old-fashioned way with an engagement ring.
That’s what I wish for."

I opened my eyes and smiled. I stared
at the email again. Now, all I had to do was forward the email to
fifty people.

I downloaded my address book and
counted the names. I had 47. I was three people short. That
shouldn’t matter. And if it did, maybe I would only get part of my
wish. Considering that I had no current prospects, it was better
than nothing.

With a click, I forwarded the email. I
exited out my email and shutdown my laptop.

My stomach began to grumble. It was
after seven and I hadn’t eaten since noon. I was hungry.

The closest that I came to cooking was
microwaving. The truth was nobody would want my cooking unless
there was an emergency room nearby. Most of the time, I ate frozen
dinners. Every now and then, I was lucky and a friend would invite
me over for a home cooked meal.

I opened my freezer and peered at the
different entrées. Spinach with angel hair pasta won out. I
punctured a hole in the plastic covering the meal. I put the entrée
in my microwave and pushed the button.

The microwave would not turn on. I
pushed the button again and nothing happened. I checked the cord
and it was plugged in. It must have blown a fuse.

There was always salad. I opened my
refrigerator and took out some lettuce, tomatoes and
carrots.

My stomach turned when I took a close
look at the vegetables. Both the carrots and lettuce were wilted.
Mold covered the tomatoes. I threw the vegetables in the
trash.

I went shopping yesterday. I don’t know
what happened. I’ll skip dinner tonight. Or maybe I will go out
later and pick up something.

I walked into the living room and
turned on the TV. As I started flipping the channels, I heard a cat
meowing outside my door.

The cat got louder and louder. Her
meowing was getting on my nerves.

I am no lover of cats. I can’t stand
the odor of kitty litter boxes and I can’t tell you how many times
I have been bitten by fleas. No, if that cat doesn’t stop meowing,
I am going to call Animal Control on her. Then, it will be all over
for her.

I opened my door and looked outside.
The cat was nowhere in sight. Good, she must have left.

I went back to flipping channels and
the cat started meowing again. It was coming from inside my
apartment. How could she be inside? That didn’t make
sense.

Her meows got louder and louder. She
would not stop meowing.

She sounded like she was in pain. My
head began to ache. I could not stand hearing her meows.

I walked into my bedroom. The cat's
meows were very loud. I could not see her. I looked under my futon,
dresser and nightstand. The cat wasn’t there.

My head was splitting. Why couldn’t she
just stop?

"Please stop it. Just be quiet," I
cried.

She would not listen to me. Instead,
her meows became even louder. What was wrong with her?

Her meows were coming from the
bathroom. As I walked toward the bathroom, there was an
overwhelming stench. I felt bile rise from my stomach. I wanted to
vomit.

I walked into the bathroom and I
kneeled down to vomit in the toilet.

She was in the toilet. She was an old,
gray cat. Her body was bloody and her head was severed. Her
yellow-green eyes stared at me.

The bile rushed down my throat. I
couldn’t throw up in the toilet. The cat was there.

My head was splitting and my legs were
queasy. God, I was sick.

I grabbed the bathroom trashcan and
vomited again and again.

I left the bathroom. I could smell the
stench. I grabbed my stomach, ran into the kitchen and threw up in
the trashcan.

I needed to call Animal Control. The
cat needed to be removed. I could not stay here with her. God, she
was making me sick.

I picked up the house phone and there
was no dial tone. I checked the cord. It was plugged in.

I pulled out my cell phone from my
pocket. It was dead. What was going on?

Why did that old, gray cat have to die
in my apartment?

Grabbing my stomach, I walked into my
bedroom, pulled out an overnight bag and stuffed it with clothes. I
didn’t know where I was going, but I had to leave.


Chapter Two



I went outside. It was very dark and
there were soaked leaves and large puddles on the ground. I thought
about going back inside my apartment to get an umbrella, but I
didn't want to deal with the dead cat. So instead, I walked toward
my car in the parking lot.

My face dropped. On top of the car's
roof, there was a large tree branch. I tried moving it, but it
would not budge. I tried again and nothing happened. Why wouldn't
it move?

It wasn't as if I were a small, little
woman. I was naturally strong. Back in college, I was on the crew
team. Even though more than twenty years had passed, I had retained
most of my strength. At 5'10" with full breasts and hips along with
a taunt waist, most people would call me big and
healthy.

I needed help. I turned to look at my
neighbor's apartment. The lights were out and the car was
gone.

I walked down Monterey Highway in South
San Jose and spotted a couple of motels. My stomach turned. I
didn't want to stay at either one of them. Most of the occupants
were transients and hookers along with couples who were married to
other people.

A few miles away was San Jose's newest
hotel. It was downtown and it would cost a bit. But it would be
nice and clean. And because we were in the recession, it probably
would have a few empty rooms. It was
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