
by
Andrew Burt
Published by Smashwords
Copyright © 2010 Andrew Burt
Discover other titles by Andrew Burt at Smashwords.com
Smashwords Edition, License Notes
This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.
~~~
Congestion
The timekeeper for the 2032 IDITEROC alternately sneered at Gunther Staatz and squinted at his official International Distance Intensive Transportation Efficiency Race Of Champions score clock. "Mr. Staatz, you may go on my mark." The auditor from Smith Waterhouse stood by, stone faced, watching the countdown approach eight A.M. This was it. The final leg of the race. Gunther could almost taste the prize money: One hundred million US dollars for the winner. Zero for the loser. After two years of planning, Gunther wasn't going to be the loser. He'd clawed his way through nine sometimes controversial elimination rounds during the last month, ousting five hundred and eleven opponents. His last, unmet, unseen (and soon to be losing) opponent, had surpassed another five hundred eleven. The money was his for sure; Gunther would see to that.
"I'll zee you gentlemen after I burn ziss asshole to collect my deci billion," he said. They didn't have to like him, they just had to give him his money.
"Go!"
Gunther planted his feet cautiously crossing the icy parking lot from the hotel lobby, the air freezing the mucous in his nostrils. In Anchorage he ran; in Malibu he ran; everywhere he had run; but with a biting seventeen below zero Fahrenheit, unusual even in Frisco, Colorado elevation 9,097 feet Gunther walked with great deliberation, lest a foolish slip snatch certain victory from his hands.
A light dusting of snow covered the car; fortunately it seemed too cold to snow heavily. Gunther instinctively hit the de icer button on the remote as he walked, saving the precious time needed to manually brush off the windshields. Ah, technology; his ace in the hole.
The ice shields slid down, dumping small piles of fine snow, but they moved slower than they ought to have.
"Damn! Should have started it first to recharge the battery," he cursed into the frigid air. No matter. What's done is done. Relax. Don't panic. Gunther calmed himself, and turned the key. The engine gave a pathetic urrr urrr urrr. Fumbling for the battery's remote control unit in the glove box, Gunther noted the meter was seriously in the red, covering the "d" of "dead." Nonetheless, the battery was designed for this: He pressed the "super charge" button. Urrr urrrr rrrrrr rrrrrrr. Urr.
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