D E C A Y
___________________
A Novel
Copyright © 2011 Rebecca Morsman
Cover Art by Rebecca Morsman
Smashwords Edition
Published by Black Zombie Publishing
All rights reserved, including right of reproduction
in whole or part in any form.
Ravenous Decay is a work of fiction. Names, characters,
places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s
imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.
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 recipient. 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.
For Shannon, my personal zombie expert,
who introduced me to and groomed
my love for all things undead.
You rock, my love.
D E C A Y
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A Novel
Chapter One
Well, it’s only about 16 miles away from home…and it’s not exactly exotic…but at least it’s a change. I’ve seriously been needing a change.
“Stop looking at me like that. It’s just what we’ve been wanting; we’re getting away from all of the bullshit run of the mill stuff and doing something out of our comfort zone.”
Jetta just sits there eyeing me suspiciously.
When we left the apartment with the truck and horse trailer packed “full” of all of our worldly belongings Jetta had been increasingly anxious. She followed me from room to room then sat by the truck crying as though I would forget her in my packing.
Ah, Jetta, my love, you’re always so nervous. We’re the perfect couple – both unspeakably sexy and ostentatiously intelligent, the perfect mixture of comic genius and aloofness, not to mention slightly crazy. It’s a wonder the whole world doesn’t crumble at our glorious feet. I guess it’s best the world stays in tact. At least until I try out this new job.
“Seriously, Jet. It will be fine.”
Still with the eyeing. Enough already.
“Ok, just hear me out.”
Hell, this will be like the elevendyith time I have explained this to you.
“The pay is unreal and we get to live rent free in a friggin’ mansion with TVs bigger than our bed. There are trails where we can go running right on the property!”
Did she just roll her eyes at me?
“Ok, so maybe we don’t have to run. But, we can at least take the horses on trail rides. The arena has really good footing, by the by. And again, the pay is like forty bazillion times more than what we’re making now.”
Well, at least she seems to be calming down a bit. I’ve never let her down before. Not that we’ve really ever done anything other than the same old routine – wake up around nine thirty, go to the barn, ride each training horse for an hour, go home usually by three, shower, read for several hours, watch a movie or some shows on HBO, eat dinner, maybe read some more or dick around on the internet, be in bed by ten thirty. Oh God, I just bored myself.
I hunch over the steering wheel and consider my insanely dull lifestyle for the briefest of moments.
“Sure, I said that Micah seemed a little asshole-ish, but he’s really, really, ridiculously good looking. He can’t be all that bad – think about it – he’s had the same people living with and working for him for years. You don’t keep a full staff of the same people by being a complete douche.”
Jetta stares out the window at an enormously fat person walking an equally enormous black lab down the tree lined sidewalk of Edmond Road. Huh. At least they’re walking.
“Anyways, are you listening to me, Jet?” She throws her head in my direction, offering minimal acknowledgement.
“Like I told you after the interview, the barn is pristine and the arenas have the greatest footing. Plus there’s a frakin’ ATV course out there! I mean, come on – it’s unreal.”
Ok, ok. Keep your panties on, Claire. You’re coming off a little timeshare sales rep here.
I sit at the stop sign waiting for it to turn green until I finally realize that it is a stop sign and will never turn green. I’m losing my mind. I push the gas pedal a little harder than I intended, the truck lurches forward, yanking the horse trailer sharply behind it. Jetta is thrown back in the passenger’s seat and looks like I shocked her out of her own stupid daze.
Perhaps I should just admit to myself that I’m freaked out about this move. It’s not just a move. It’s an entire life upheaval. I’m going to be living with total strangers, working with strange horses, and be living out in the country.
Another stop sign.
I will not be defeated by your clever consistency, Stop Sign.
The elaborate brick buildings of Edmond start thinning. Neighborhoods become a little more sparse, yet even more grand in size and intimidation. Oklahoma in general, but especially Edmond, is full of new and old wealth. I suppose that’s not something people would believe without having lived here themselves. Though Arcadia is less than twenty miles from my apartment in Edmond, it suddenly feels like a universe away.
You’ve never lived this far from the Shire, Claire.
Farm land creeps in, speckled with the occasional small neighborhood or mom and pop style corner store.
Finally, I’m at the last stop sign I will be facing on Route 66. I turn on my left hand blinker and check that the street sign says Choctaw Rd and not “Welcome to Hell.” Sure enough, it says Choctaw Rd. I ease the truck left as to not disturb Jetta again. She looks as though she’s about to faint.
Okay, maybe I’m projecting. She is just kind of sitting there rather peacefully. Maybe she’s about to doze off. Lazy ass.
Again, I’m forced out of my momentary stupor by the trailer bumping slightly off the right shoulder of the road.
Fuck! I need to pull myself together. It’s just up the hill here and I do NOT want to make a complete ass out of myself by puking on someone or tripping over air because I’m so freaked out.
I reach out and touch her shoulder, pulling her out of her seeming reverie. “Jet. It’s just up the hill. I know it doesn’t look like much from here, but he owns half of this square mile. I think he likes to make a bad first impression.”
The property line for the farm stretches along the right side of the road. It is bordered by a barbed wire fence that lacks in any distinguishable upkeep. Weeds and trees are so thick along the fence line that they are impenetrable to the passing viewer, giving the impression of virgin land beyond the fence.
I turn on my right blinker and slow down to make the turn, making extra sure that I’m actually paying attention to my driving now that we are pulling into the property. As we turn onto the now dirt road I stop the truck completely and put it in park. The house is just beyond view through the dense cedar trees.
“I’ll make you a deal,” I turn to face Jetta and pull my right leg onto the seat, resting my head upon my knee. Even when not panic stricken and attempting to look earnest in a plea, I cannot seem to sit in a chair normally. One leg is always pulled up, usually it’s both. “Give it one month. If we aren’t both completely happy at the beginning of June we will pack up and leave. We would have made enough money by then to support ourselves for like four months. So, we wouldn’t even have to worry about building training clients back up immediately.”
Jetta sighs.
Well, that’s it then. We are actually doing this. I wonder if I was hoping she would force me to turn back around and save me from this change. What do they say? Courage is being afraid and doing it anyways…? Are they sure they’re not thinking of stupidity? Drive up to the house, Claire. Drive up now before you lose the nerve and you hate yourself forever.
I glance in the mirror, noticing that my hair is falling out of the ponytail I had shoved it into while packing. I guess I better spruce up a bit. I finger comb my thick brown hair back into the rubber band and reapply Chap Stick.
“Not exactly glamorous, but I’m a horse trainer and it’s moving day, what do they expect?”
Chapter Two
Driving up the small path of dirt road I get the feeling of driving to Grandma’s house in the country. My Grandma lives in a condo in Scottsdale, AZ, so why the hell I get that feeling, I have no idea. Amendment: the dirt road lends itself to musings that make no sense.
Anyways, the meek country feeling changes about 100 yards up the road. The red dirt gives way to a pristine blacktop driveway. To the right of the drive is a precious house that resembles the gingerbread house from Hansel and Gretel…with a less cannibalistic feel. It’s about the size of the average upper middle class houses that I grew up in, with a meticulously manicured small lawn and overly landscaped beds. I would guess that Mr. and Mrs. Smith and their valedictorian-perfect-priss daughter, Muffin, and their still-in-the-closet-a-little-too-clean son, Bruce, live quietly with their over-groomed Bichon Frise in this house. However, I know that it’s on Micah’s property, so it must be a guest house or something of the like. Straight ahead is the Main House. It lies in wait, invitingly beautiful and evoking suffocating intimidation.
“Isn’t it glorious? It’s like something out of Better Homes and Gardens. I never dreamed we would live in a place like this. I guess that’s because I work part time.”
The enormous house mimics the landscaping of the smaller house, but in a much grander scale.
I pull up the drive and park tentatively in front of the stone house, feeling that I’m committing a felony by parking my beat up Silverado and un-matching horse trailer in front of this masterpiece.
Deep Breath. Om Potta-watta-mie Count-y. Exhale. Om Potta-watta-mie Count-y. Deep Breath. Om Potta-watta-mie Count-y. Exhale.
Pottawattamie County is just as it sounds – a county in Oklahoma. Ever since I was a child I thought it was the most pleasurable phrase in the world. When I started doing Yoga and meditating, I could never remember the chants. So, I substituted. Okay, so maybe I’ll never achieve Nirvana through my chant, but it has the desired calming effect. That’s all I shoot for.
I halfway expect all of the staff to be lined up anxiously along side Micah in the front yard, like I’m the new edition to the King’s staff. That is not the case. Beyond the Main House I can see the barn and the vegetable garden being attended to by assumed staff, while the trumpets in my head, announcing my highly anticipated arrival, flat line. No one is here to greet me with open arms. Though I met Micah here at the Main House for my absurdly intense interview, I wonder briefly if I am at the right house.
Of course this is the right house, dumb ass. Just go to the front door. God, do I knock or just go in? Technically I live here now, and I wouldn’t knock at my own front door, but I feel really awkward just barging in. Oh Christ on a stick, what if this is the wrong day?
I grab my oversized purse off the floorboard in front of Jetta and rifle through it in search of my phone. Augh! Why do I even put the phone in the bag? I can never find it! Success. Phone in hand, I scroll through my calendar and find that today is indeed my move in day and there is no procession.
Great, they are clamoring all over each other to get a good look at me and Jetta. Damn Paveratsi. Never a moment’s peace.
“Sheesh, Jet. What, are you just going to sit out here like a moron all day or are you getting out of the truck? I’ve been waiting on you!”
Was that another eye roll? I love her sauciness.
I pause, “Oh Jet, I’m so scared.”
I fight with my seatbelt for a second – it tends to get stuck in the buckle. Once around the truck I open her door and she hops out beside me. We walk side by side up the winding stone path to the front door, which is a stately mahogany with small square glass panels lining the top. Both of us walk with overstated false confidence, bordering on goofiness. Now, don’t get me wrong, I am plenty confident in my day to day life. No one loves me more than me. Well, maybe Jetta loves me more than me. But, in this upheaval of our lives, we are uncertain and therefore must overcompensate. Just as I’m about to knock, the door swings open. There he is, in all of his splendor, Micah Black.
“Hey, Kiddo.” He nods a greeting at me before turning his back for me to follow him into the house.
He had told me in my interview, most begrudgingly, I might add, that he was a self-made millionaire and the owner of Den of Iniquity. When he said “Den of Iniquity” he took a moment to scrutinize me, scanned me with his mesmerizing sea green eyes, like a security guard with a metal detector wand. I knew instantly the haughty tone he had was not of arrogance for his achievement, but almost mocking that I would surely not know what this company did and would think it to be a whore house or strip club.
Sexist prick, to think that just because I’m a hot young woman that I wouldn’t know that this company was responsible for some of the most incredible video game production in the gaming world.
I interrupted his moment of false judgment to say “Oh, isn’t that the cat sweater design company? You guys make like high dollar cat costumes, right?” Just as he was about to open his mouth with either a smart-ass rebuke or a correction, I cut him off with, “Seriously, I know what Den of Iniquity is. I’m absolutely was addicted to Mars Apocalypse, I played as one of the Mutants for most of the game.”
He was stunned into another brief bout of silence. Finally, he gave me a crooked half smirk sort of thing, which made my chest seize, and said, “Yah, that’s us.”
As Jetta and I follow Micah into the entry hall, I am caught off guard, for the second time, by the décor of the house. It is altogether pleasant, but unusual.
This screams bachelor. But not the nasty, college, mismatched filth of most bachelors. I suppose it’s more like a refined childhood fantasy of a dream house.
Like I told Jet, there are TVs four times bigger and better than any we have ever owned throughout the house. In the living area there are four leather recliners and a sleek black couch all facing an enormous flat screen mounted on the wall. Below is a low table-cabinet-shelf-thingy, which hosts an assortment of gaming systems and what-not. There are substantial end tables arranged comfortably around the seating. The lighting is that of a movie theater upon entry, low and glowing, but plenty of light to see where you’re going. There are a few minimalist water color paintings with some sort of Kanji or Chinese calligraphy. I halfway expect to be asked to take off my shoes because of both the Asian theme and the cleanliness of the place. The rest of the house mimics this atmosphere and style, including the Asian artwork.
“Um, I guess I’ll take you on a quick tour of the house and then hand you over to Anna so she can show you the rest of the property.” He guides us through the long hallway that leads to God knows what, since I can’t see around him.
He is some kind of giant...what is he, like a foot taller than me. How tall am I? Five-six, I think. Freak. How did I not notice he was this tall when I interviewed? Huh, he has a pretty nice ass. Borderline ghetto booty. Unusual for a guy as tall as he is.
“Usually, I would show the whole thing myself, but you seem have caught me in the middle of some pretty important work, which is basically impossible to do, seeing how I basically don’t work. So you are proving to have shitty timing, Claire.”
With that jab, we turn the corner into a second living room. I hadn’t seen this one when I followed Micah up the stairs to his office at the interview. It’s less pristine looking, though very tidy. There is a couch and a chase lounge, both in the same sleek black leather from the other living room, facing yet another giant TV. There are a few low tables here and there, a super swanky poker table and chairs behind the couch, as well as some plush automans.
Lying against the arm of the chase, sprawled out in an undignified manner, watching TV is a gorgeous dog. He has the smoothest, shiniest black coat with perfect white feet, brown legs, white chest rimmed with the same caramel brown, white chin, brown cheeks and perfect brown ovals for eyebrows. He lies sprawled out, comfortably revealing all of himself to us.
“Ah, there he is. Aside from myself, this is the single most important person in the house. He’s my better half….though now that I think about it, he bites as often as I do and has even worse gas. So, maybe I’m his better half. As you can see, he has a man-crush on Mike Rowe.”
“Who doesn’t? I love me some Dirty Jobs.”
“Fisher, this is Claire. Claire, this is Fisher.” With the introduction pausing in a moment of hesitation, Micah looks to my right, acknowledging Jetta for the first time. “I’m sorry, you’ll have to introduce your stunning partner.” He shoots Jetta an adoring smile.
Typical. They always prefer her to me. I guess I prefer her to me, as well.
“Fisher, Micah, this is Jetta.” I sweep around one of the end tables to go greet Fisher officially. He closes his eyes and his white toes twitch in ecstasy as I scratch his left armpit.
“Jesus, Fisher, she found your sweet spot even faster than me. Record time, Claire. Let’s go see the rest of the house.”
“What is he? I would guess Bernese Mountain Dog, but his hair is too short. He is stunning.”
Micah beams with the sort of pride that exceeds that of your run-of-the-mill-oh-I-just-love-my-dog-dog-owner. “He’s a Greater Swiss Mountain Dog.” Again, he eyes me suspecting I won’t know what he is talking about.
Again, I disprove him. “Seriously? I almost said that, but they are so rare! I’ve never seen one in real life. Oh Jesus we need to find a girl Swissy and breed them!”
A generous smile spreads across his tanned face, carving charming smile lines into his cheeks. “You know, I think you’re onto somethin’.”
I give Fisher another loving scratch and kiss him square on his floppy lips before pushing off of the floor and continuing to follow Micah on the tour.
He shows me through the kitchen, equipped with stainless steel appliances and marble counter tops.
“You’re welcome to anything in the fridge and pantry. Anna makes lunch and dinner. None of us seem to really eat breakfast. So, we don’t venture into Anna’s territory too often.”
Oh my sweet lord. I get to have real food. I don’t know the last time I had real food. Jetta and I usually have fast food for lunch and popcorn for dinner. Thank god we’re young and it hasn’t “caught up” to us like everyone threatens. Claire, you’re 28. Is that really considered young anymore?
“Splendorific! That’s awesome.”
He glances at me while walking ahead to the next part of the tour. After a few seconds, he chuckles and says, “Splendorific? You’re a real wordsmith, huh?”
Now, I know sarcasm, but this doesn’t seem to fall under jabby sarcasm. It sounded more like I was being scorned.
“Uh yah, wordsmith, that’s me.”
Ass.
After being shown the dining area and being instructed on the requirement that we all eat lunch and dinner together, if we are present at the farm, Micah ushers me and Jetta into our new bedroom. It is larger than it needs to be, but I would never complain about having plenty of room to lounge around. The room is painted a dark brown with chocolate suede curtains covering the window, blocking out all light. The only lighting comes from two small table lamps placed on either side of an overstuffed sage green arm chair and from a few canned lights above the queen bed. Our new bed is clad in plush sage green fabrics. There is a dark wood computer desk with a comfy looking office chair.
Jetta takes a second to inspect the room for herself. Yes, yes. That’s right….take it all in. Fucking splendorific. It even smells clean.
“See, it’s every bit as perfect as I told you it would be,” as if she needs me to tell her what to think.
“Excuse me?”
“Oh. Heh. Sorry, I was talking to Jetta.”
Should I feel foolish right now? Well, I don’t.
“I see.”
Another smile creeps across his face. I notice that he hasn’t shaved in a few days; the good ol’ “oops, I forgot I was sexy” routine.
“Well, I wouldn’t trust someone who didn’t talk to their dog. Sometimes I wonder if Fisher gets tired of being my soundboard. She’s a Border Collie, right? Can’t miss the perfect black and white combo.”
I nod and issue an incoherent “Yep”.
Hot. A man that is as attached to and connected with his dog, as I am with mine. So what if he’s like 15 years older than me, right?
He interrupts me abruptly. I think I had been staring a little too hard with a horrifically embarrassing childish grin. “Creepy. Ok, well, I will leave you and Jetta here to grin stupidly while I go get Anna.”
I want to die. What a cocksucker. “I’ll leave you here to grin stupidly.” AUGH! I flop down on the overstuffed chair and Jetta comes and lays her head on my lap, looking up at me with understanding eyes.
“This is why we’re so good together. I am a complete retard, and you love me for it.”
Thank God for her. My solace and comfort.
Jetta lays her head on my lap. I stroke up her thick white blaze from her nose to forehead. A few tiny white hairs dislodge, shedding speckled white on her immaculate black coat. Her left ear stands half pricked, while her right lists lazily straight out to the side. When her ears are pricked with attention, as they are now, they remind me of an Australian hat, folded up on one side, while the other relaxes. Though she is grossly overweight for a border collie, she is still stunning. She has the typical mantel markings: white chest and front legs, white back legs to the belly, white muzzle and blaze and white tip of the tail.
I brush away the shed hairs, returning her coat to perfection. She watches my face knowingly.
Chapter Three
A soft knock.
“I hope I’m not interrupting you two. I’m Anna.”
A short, somewhat plump woman (mid-thirties perhaps?) with large hips and small breasts stands in the doorway, glowing with excitement. She has a beautiful face angular face and long wheat-blonde hair. Gotta have a face that good to make up for those hips.
“Oh, hi, Anna! It’s so nice to meet you. Obviously, I’m Claire and this is Jetta. Micah has said such wonderful things about you.” I get up and push Jetta out of the way to shake her hand. It is soft and very pale, like the rest of her.
“Seems as though we have ourselves a liar. Micah would never say nice things about me to a stranger. He likes to be a jerk in front of company.” She says this kindly, not the slightest tone of irritation with my friendly lie or with Micah’s rudeness.
“Caught me,” I wink at her as she stoops down to pet Jet, not that she has far to go, being so vertically challenged. “So, it’s not just me then? Micah seems a little…what’s the P.C. way to say this?...jerkish.”
Her face brightens even further with a smile. “Ha! That’s your politically correct, huh? Hate to see your politically incorrect. But, yes. You’re right. He is ‘jerkish’. At least at first. We’ve had a bad run of employee turn over since Tracy passed. So, he’s entered into his ‘terrible two’s’ when it comes to new hires.”
We stand awkwardly for a brief moment while I decide whether I am going to ask what I want to ask. Who the hell is Tracy? Was that his wife? Why has her death triggered employee turn-over?
I decide to push forward. “Ever since Tracy passed? Was that his wife?” I try to be as earnest as possible. Jetta leans against my leg, I suspect she is trying to urge me to let this Tracy thing be.
“Oh, no. That was Levi’s wife. You met him already, haven’t you?”
I nod and remember back to my interview.
Levi had made a brief appearance in the barn while I was riding in the indoor arena, kind of showing off for Micah. I was on a large white-grey Percheron that was severely out of shape and a little unwilling to work herself back into fitness.
Micah motioned me over to him on the other side of the fence and introduced me to Levi. He was probably slightly taller than me, overly tan and had acne scars on his face, which was very unfortunate, because he seemed to have a very nice body.
When I leaned down from the saddle and over the rail to shake his hand I noticed that his ring and pinky fingers were missing the last knuckle.
Yikes. Farm boy through and through, I guess.
We exchanged a few words in polite greeting; I continued with the demonstration ride, as he and Micah smoked while observing me.
Anna strokes her straight, silky blonde hair as she reminisces. “Yah, she died suddenly of an aneurism early last year. We had her buried here on the ranch.” Her delicate hands find their way down to her wide hips, where they rest. “God, there were a ton of permits and hoops to jump through to get permission from whoever is in charge of that stuff. But, Micah never blinked when Levi told him he wanted to have her buried here. So, that’s what we did.” She says very solemnly, which seemed to add even more to her beauty. Some people are so beautiful when they’re sincere. I usually come across as constipated.
“Ok, enough about that, I’m to show you around before I get started on lunch. Let’s go out the back.”
“Sounds good.”
We walk down a new hallway past what seem to be several more bedrooms. At the end of the hall there are large glass French doors leading outside. At the last door on the left, Anna slows and says, “This is my room. If ever you need anything and can’t find me, I’m likely in here readin’ or sleepin’. Don’t worry what time it is. I’m ‘mom’ around here.”
She really does seem so stereotypical stay-at-home mom-ish -- carrying a few extra pounds, huge ass, pale like someone who is so busy around the house that she never gets to enjoy the outdoors, and as kind and attentive as they come. I wonder why she’s not married? Maybe she is? Maybe she has kids. Huh, seems like I would have seen them running around.
Anna opens the French doors, leading Jetta and I outside onto a sprawling wooden deck, lined with outdoor furniture, overlooking a resort-worthy swimming pool.
Shit, I forgot to buy a swimming suite. Wonder if they’d mind if I swam in the nude…they might not mind it, but I would.
“Voila. My favorite part of the farm.” She spreads her arms, very Vanna White like, and gestures grandly to the pool. “You would never guess from my utter lack of tan, but I am a fish.”
“Are you now? That’s good to know. We’d better get you back into the water before you drown from this suffocating supply of country air.”
Corny joke, I know. I’m so charming. Anna seems to agree, as she laughs heartily. Success. One sucker in the pocket.
Anna walks down the brightly stained cedar steps of the deck, past the pool and heads straight for the barn. I take one large stride and catch up with her, immediately having to slow my pace to match that of her much shorter legs.
“I figure we should hit the barn first, since you’re the horse trainer and all. I know Micah took you out here during your interview, but I know you horse people can never have too many tours of a barn. I’m not one for horses; don’t get me wrong, I like them, but I’m scared of falling off.” She walks briskly, but even so I take one step for her two.
“Yah, I guess I should be scared of falling off, seeing how I have slight brain damage from one of my last falls, but I’m not scared. Maybe that’s why I’m not scared; knocked the sense outta me.”
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