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ONE | Rick the IT Guy

The zombie apocalypse was really fucking with my head.  One minute I was at my job, sucking up to my new boss – don’t judge, I didn’t want to be on the next list of layoffs– then in the next moment I’m running for my life with Rick the IT guy in full zombie brain-eater mode after my ass.  




Lucky for me, I chose to wear my flats instead of those new Gucci studded platform monstrosities I bought on impulse last weekend because my new boss is a ridiculously short, insecure douche-bag.  He can’t look up to a girl, so I make sure that I wear flats so he stares at my tits.  We both win.  My shoe choice literally saved my life. If boss man wasn’t a little Napoleon, I would be pushing up daisies, or looking for my own brains to snack on.  




Who would have thought this was the way the shit would hit the metaphorical fan?  ZombieBob205 from the prepper forum that I frequented must be laughing his ass off at this moment.  We all thought he was a lunatic.  Who believes zombies will one day descend on the world and end it? We, being the “normal” preppers were all focused on polar shifts and EMP blasts.  Now I feel like the dipshit for going with EMP.  I wish I would have paid more attention to ZombieBob205.  I know he posted a list of the best weapons for a zombie attack but I just couldn’t remember it.  




“An ax!” I screamed as I ran into the stairwell and slammed the door behind me.  There was an ax in that emergency box in this stairwell, somewhere.  Rick slammed into the other side of the door but it was one of those fireproof doors, it would hopefully hold.  I turned around, ignoring the pounding and moaning coming from the other side.  I had to find that red box of awesome.  I looked around frantically, but there was nothing here.  I knew it was somewhere, I had passed it every day when I was on my “Get Fit Take the Stairs” movement.  I rushed down another flight of stairs and there it was! 




“Alexis, you’re a genius” I praised myself for positive reinforcement and hurried over to it, slamming the conveniently provided stick into the glass and pulling out the ax, brandishing it in triumph.  I had never held something so wonderful.  




The next thing on the agenda was getting to my car.  My car had everything in it.  The parking garage had to be empty, right? It was a Saturday and there were only a few die-hard workers in the building, escaping should be a breeze.  




“Why, of all things, a fucking zombie apocalypse?” I whispered as I made my way down the next flight of stairs.   My brain kept flashing back to Rick and his desperate attempt to eat my face.  He had come in late, claiming he was in a road rage conflict and the guy in the other car had gone crazy and bit him.  I thought it was hilarious at the time.  But I wasn’t laughing when Rick suddenly went gray and tried to bite me while I was diligently updating a spreadsheet.  




Rick was always an inappropriate loser, but he didn’t deserve his new undead status.   But, maybe he was the lucky one - because there was no telling what I was about to face.   Global financial collapses, EMP blasts, super volcano explosions…those were child’s play compared to your neighbors trying to eat your face.  




I couldn’t dwell on negativity.  I had to make it out of this.  I had to get to my car.  Survival mode.  I glanced at the exit door. I was on the 10th floor, my car was parked on the second, I would have to go through the second floor lobby to get to the parking garage exit and then I didn’t know what I would find when I got into the garage.  My building was located in downtown New Orleans and in the height of summer there weren’t that many people out and about, but there would still be a good bit of tourists and some die-hard business people like me.  




Zombies.  Shit.  I could do this.  




The hard part would be getting from downtown to the outlying suburb of Metairie where my house was located.  I had to get home.  In my house there was food, weapons and my dog Charlie.  




I needed to pick up the pace.  I made it down those stairs in record time and was breathing heavily by the time I got to the door marked 2nd floor.  I took a few deep breaths, preparing myself for whatever was about to happen.  There might be someone out there, that someone just might be dead.  That person I might happen to know, and if they were dead I was going to have to stick this ax in their head.  Headshots.  I knew that one from horror movies.  Fuck ZombieBob205, I got this.  Who needed his stupid posts about optimal zombie attire? Not me.  Shit, I sure hope these dickwads follow conventional zombie tropes.  




“Okay, one, two…” I pushed the door open, holding the ax in a death grip.  There were no moaning hordes waiting for me, in fact it was dead quiet.  I crept to the glass balcony and peered down to the first-floor lobby.  There was no one.  The security guard that sat at the big round desk in the center, day after day, wasn’t even in her customary spot.  I couldn’t get a good look at the front doors, but the quiet was telling in itself.  




A loud clatter from behind me destroyed any semblance of peace, and I swung around in a panic to face whomever or whatever made that sound.  I didn’t see anyone, but from what I could tell the noise came from the office located in the central area of the floor.  It was what everyone called “the fish tank” because the office was all glass and the poor employees had  to work with the entire building walking past them to get to the parking garage.  Creeping closer, I noticed there was a woman in there and she was alive.




“Thank God,” I breathed and pushed open the door to her office.  She was trying to make a phone call and in her frustration had knocked over some files, the source of the clatter.  I recognized her from brief conversations in the lunch line and a few building block parties.  I couldn’t remember her name though.  




“I can’t get anyone.  Have you seen the news? This is insane.” She looked up at me desperately and motioned to the television.  “I can’t believe my boss made me come in.  I knew this virus was spreading.  I should have told him to go fuck himself.”




On the television a local news anchor was on the balcony that surrounded the news station in the French Quarter, not too far from where my building was located.  I didn’t recognize her, but it was a local channel that I watched regularly.  She was out of breath, eyes wide and the camera kept jerking from the anchor to mass amounts of people running and screaming in the streets of the Quarter.




“As you can see from what is going on in the streets below me, the iKPV disease that has plagued New York City and Miami has now come to New Orleans.  The disease has been called the zombie plague by the media, and from what I’m witnessing they could not have named it better.  Oh my God, are you seeing this…get in on this…” She must have been talking to the cameraman because the picture zoomed in on two people wrestling on the ground in the streets below.  The one on top was the same gray color that Rick was.  The person on the bottom looked like a cook because I could see his white and black checkered pants, they were currently flailing as the man tried to defend himself against the attack.  




When the camera zoomed even closer it was obvious there was no helping the cook since he was being eaten alive by the guy on top of him.  There was blood everywhere and the man was screaming.  He was in so much pain, I’ve never heard anything like the sounds he was making.  




“Oh fuck, fuck, fuck.” I had forgotten the girl behind me who was apparently about to have a panic attack.  Her sudden surge for the garbage can had her pushing past me, alerting me to her presence.   I wish I could distract myself with my own vomiting, but it was a no-go and I was stuck watching more of the terrible footage as the cameraman still remained focused on the cook being eat alive. The man had finally gone still, blood pooling around him on the cobblestone streets, the zombie on top of him ripping at the flesh of his stomach, like a big cat feasting on the intestines of an antelope. 

 

“The reports about small outbreaks and hardly any fatalities from the government are obviously wrong because this is not a small outbreak and that man down there was just eaten.  EATEN!” The camera pulled back and focused on the reporter. The reporter’s face was flushed and she looked like she might have hurled herself as her mouth had a few chunks of something vile around it and her hair was a mess.  




“We at WYUI are urging our viewing audience to seek shelter and…” The broadcast cut out and was replaced with a blue screen and some ridiculous high-pitched sound.  




“We should probably go to a safe place.  I don’t think it’s safe here, the French Quarter is only a few minutes from this building.” I told the girl next to me.




“Yeah, home.  I should go home, you’re Alexis right? From the 14th floor?” She asked, switching topics.  




“Yeah, that’s me.  Home.  Good idea.  You want to go to the garage together?” I suggested.   “Grab your purse, and do you have something you can use as a weapon? A stick, or maybe a big knife?”




“Pepper spray.” She shook her head and shrugged.




“I don’t think that is going to be very effective.  C’mon, let’s get out of here.” I went to the door and she followed me.  




We double-timed it to the entrance of the parking garage.  My car was right there, so close. We could do this.




Pushing the door open slowly resulted in a loud screech that had me gritting my teeth.  I heard the sound of feet almost immediately.  The pace wasn’t fast and my heart sank at what I knew was coming.  There was a shadow to the right of me and it was heading in our direction.  Only one, but at the speed it was going, it would intercept us before we got to our cars.  




“Oh my God!” My new friend gasped as it became obvious that it was the security guard and she didn’t look good at all.  Her shirt was torn open and it looked like her intestines were hanging from her protruding belly.  She was covered in blood, and half of her face was a mess of swollen flesh and hanging meat.  She was coming directly at us in a weird shuffle step that was faster than I would have expected.  




“Where is your car?” I hissed at the girl.




“Over there.” She said pointing to where she was parked on the opposite side of the garage.




“Go, run.”




“I can’t just leave you.”




“Yes, you can.  I have an ax.  Go home.  Survive.” She made no more arguments.  She took off and the zombie made to follow but I whistled and called, “Come on, you nasty bitch!” And her horrendous, bleeding eyes focused back on me.  I took a step forward and took one swing at her, the ax coming down hard on her neck.  She was short so it worked well for me.  The girl’s head came clean off of her body.  I had no idea I had the upper body strength to do that.  




I should have ran then, but I couldn’t stop staring at the decapitated head.  The thing was still alive! Its mouth was working, its teeth were chomping, and its eyes were rolling around, looking for me.  “Ermagawd, that is messed up,” I hissed.  I took the ax and planted it directly into the zombie’s brain.  




The zombie didn’t move after that.  




“Hell yeah, something went right.” 




Headshots.  Go for the brain.  I heard the peel of tires as my friend sped out of the garage.  I decided that was a very good idea and booked it to my car.  Time to get the fuck out of here.


TWO | Strong, Independent Women Need Not Apply

My building was located on Poydras Avenue in downtown New Orleans, near the Warehouse District. I managed to speed out of the garage and make it Uptown and not interact with anyone living or dead. That all changed the moment I turned down Tchoupitoulas Street. There was just no other way out of the area. It was either turn around and head back into the outskirts of the French Quarter or through Uptown, via Tchoupitoulas or St. Charles Avenue, both congested and highly trafficked areas. Why couldn’t I work in the ‘burbs by my house?




People were driving like lunatics; they were driving on the wrong side of the road to avoid hitting people that were wandering in the middle of the road. I assumed those people were more zombies since they were walking like they were drunk and had little concern for passing cars. Zombies or people in shock. Who knows? I wasn’t going to stop and ask them if they were dead. There were also groups of people in packs walking in a shuffling gait that were obviously of the zombie persuasion. These groups were prowling along the sidewalks, speeding up when they saw movement. I watched as one of those packs spotted a man as he got out of his car to run into a corner grocery store. The pack sped up their pace and I prayed the man made it inside in time. What was he thinking? As I watched, he made it in, but the pack surrounded the door, banging on it like irate rioters. 




How would he get out now? 




Not my problem. 




Traffic in front of me had slowed to a crawl and I watched in horror as one car didn’t stop at the cross street and slammed into another, spinning it into a third car. Chaos erupted. A man got out of his car and went to the car that had run the stop sign to offer assistance. Being a Good Samaritan didn’t work well in this new zombie world. The moment he opened her door to try and help her get out, she jumped at him and sank her teeth into his neck. I had never seen as much blood in my life as I was seeing today. 




There was blood everywhere. It was spurting from the man like in a bad B-movie flick. My stomach heaved. The world was crumbling and there was nothing I could do about it except to watch in horror. 




If people weren’t freaking out before, they were now in full on riot mode. The zombie pack moved away from the front of the store and started weaving in-between the cars. Some drivers began hitting them with their cars, but they just got back up, broken legs hobbling them but not stopping them. The sight of them getting back up and dragging their broken limbs behind them further exacerbated the fight or flight mentality that was gripping the crowded street.  A few terror-stricken people ran from their cars, only to be jumped upon by the dead. The lady in the car next to me was panicking, she was screaming her ever-loving head off. She slammed on her gas and ran into the car in front of her, trying to move the traffic forward by sheer force of will, and car. She was in a little sedan and it only aided in fucking up the car in front of her and causing her car to stall.




Fucking idiot.




Her actions started a chain reaction of stupidity and the final result − no one was going anywhere. I was screwed. This traffic wasn’t moving. Other cars were trying to force their way through but it was just making a big mess. People were running through the streets, trying to break into the businesses and homes in the area. One car rode up on the sidewalk until he slammed into a post, ending that little genius attempt at escape. Another path blocked. 




I had to find a way out and it didn’t look like I would be driving my way home. I thought maybe I could pull into one of the warehouses that ran along the river, or I could run the levee all the way home, I just wasn’t too hip on making that trek on foot. I wanted metal around me, you couldn’t bite through metal. 




Fuck it. I was just going to wing it. There was only one lane of cars between me and the entrance to what looked like the Harbor police station. Everyone was driving west, heading out of the city, there was no incoming traffic so people were driving in both lanes. I was blocked in, but I drove a sturdy car, it was nothing to “squeeze” between the Prius and Malibu that blocked my way. I only scratched them a bit, well maybe more than a bit, it definitely didn’t warrant the Prius guy’s ridiculous cursing and honking at me, especially in the insanity that was going on around us. 




“Bill me you dick.” I called out the window. 




The Harbor Police was located on the river side of the levee protection, outside of the levee walls. To gain entrance you had to go through one of the flood gates that were kept open, unless there was an imminent flood. They also had a secondary gate that was there to secure the area. I wouldn’t have been able to bust through the flood gate, but the chain link would be much easier.




I was going at a fast clip by the time I got to the gate and I didn’t slow as I slammed into it. The gate wasn’t designed to protect against an impact of that nature so I plowed right through it and sailed over the railroad tracks with hardly any resistance. I was in the parking lot, and on the other side of the sea wall in just a few seconds. But now that I had gotten here should I drive the tracks, or get out and go on foot?




The tracks ran the length of the levee until the Jefferson Parish line. I could probably make it pretty far. But, then again, I had no idea what type of resistance I would run in. Along the river and tracks there was a lot of commercial traffic and warehouses. There could be any number of obstacles and could my car even make it riding on the tracks? 




I heard the crunch of tires and saw a truck pull in behind me. Blocking me in. Panic seized me, but a quick calming breath had me realizing that I could easily go forward, make a quick turn and get out the same way I came. This person must think I knew what I was doing, but sorry for them, I had no clue.




The Harbor police station looked abandoned.  It was located on the Mississippi River for easy access to the Port of New Orleans. There was only one car in the parking lot; I guess they took the weekends off too. I had two choices at this point, enter the station and hole up or take my chances on the railway that ran between the river and Tchoupitoulas. I was hesitant to take the rail because I didn’t know how far it went or where it led. I was pretty sure it just dead-ended in the rail yard about a mile down −  which was one mile further than I could get out on the street. This seemed like the best choice. 

Before I could pull out and get on the service road, I saw the occupant of the other truck get out and sling a backpack over his very well defined shoulders.




Holy zombie balls, I hadn’t seen a man this pretty in real life before. I expected a sudden gust of wind to billow his longish brown hair, or a quick downpour to soak his too-tight tee so he would have to pull it off and reveal his rock-hard abs. I was drooling. 




I know it wasn’t the right time, but I couldn’t help but stare. It’s not every day that you see a jaw-dropping, beautiful man. His hair was a little long for my taste, almost to his shoulders, but it gave him a sexy rocker look that had my imagination running wild. He looked like the strong silent type. His dark good looks, paired with a hard stare sent shivers down my spine.  He had this look about him, like he had seen the world and didn’t like it one bit.  It both scared and excited me at the same time.




We made eye contact and he smiled. It’s the zombie apocalypse and his manners were still intact. I liked him already. I wanted to tell him, ”Let’s go find a bed and get to know each other.” Then my brain kicked in. He could be a hot psychopath. Wasn’t Ted Bundy a hottie or something? 




He was walking over to me, but I didn’t want to get out or put myself at risk, so I just stayed behind the wheel all awkward like. Real smooth, Alexis. I felt and probably looked like a scared rabbit. It wasn’t until he knocked on my window that my manners kicked in and I rolled it down, a “Can I help you?” look on my face.




“Hey, you got a plan?” Well, he was to the point. 




“I was going to drive up the tracks to the rail yard, take the service road if possible, my car could do it and it would avoid the traffic jam.”




“If there’s a train on the tracks?” Logical. Well that screwed that plan.




“That would suck,” I pouted.




“I might have a better plan. Where you headed?” 




“River Road, past the hospital.”




“Same here. Your house far from the river?”




“A block.”




“My name’s Blake, by the way. What’s yours?”




“Alexis. What’s your plan?” I liked hot men with plans. I had no qualms about that. Shit, I would have liked an ugly woman with a plan at this point. I just wouldn’t have wanted to lick her ear.




“The Harbor police have boats. We take a boat up the river. Resupply, figure out what the fuck is going on. That’s about as far as my plan goes.”




“How are we going to get the keys?” I asked.




“They should be inside the station. We just have to poke around.”




“Poke around. Sure,” I laughed. It sounded a little hysterical and Blake with the plan looked at me funny. I just shrugged. “You got a weapon?”




“Yeah, you?” I picked up the ax from the seat next to me and he raised his eyes at the obvious blood on its blade. 




“I like you already. Come on.” He said with another one of those panty melting smiles and drew a handgun from a holster that I had failed to notice. 




Dumb, I chastised myself. I had to notice things like that now. This guy could have been dangerous and I would have been screwed. He still could be dangerous. I shook my head. He didn’t have to include me in his plans, right? Anyway, I had a good feeling about him. He was like a white knight and I was the cute damsel in distress. Scratch that, I was the idiot that was about to get eaten by a zombie while having lewd fantasies about a total stranger.

I slid out of the truck, grabbed my pack from the back seat and situated its bulky weight on my back. Then I grabbed my new best friend, the ax, its weight a weird comfort in my hands. 




“Is that a bug-out bag?” He asked, gesturing to the monstrosity on my back. 




“Yeah, a girl has to be prepared.”




“Holy shit, I think I’m in love now.” I blushed. I couldn’t help it. I think I might have wiggled a little at the compliment. 




Crap, there goes my strong independent woman persona. It flew right out the window the moment a hot guy stepped up to the plate. My self-defense instructor would be so ashamed. 

“Don’t get too excited, Mr. Hot Pants, we just met...” Hot pants? I was a fool. 




He just smiled in response and then with a head jerk headed to the front door of the Harbor Police Station, expecting me to follow his lead. The front door was open and Blake called loudly, “Hello?” There was no response. 




“There has to be someone on duty,” I whispered as he crossed the threshold and pulled the door behind us, his gun drawn, his movements all sexy and stealthy. Er...just stealthy. I had to cool it with all the drooling. I had zombies to worry about. 




“Maybe they can’t respond,” he whispered back.




“Let’s hope he’s just in the bathroom.” 




He wasn’t in the bathroom and it wasn’t just one of them. It was three of them, still in their uniforms, each one showing obvious traumatic wounds, gray skin, and hungry mouths. 

“Aim for the head, just like the movies,” I called as he actually walked toward the fuckers, eager to take them out. He did as told and fired off six shots. The three zombies went down, each one with a precise double-hole head wound. 




“You’re a good shot.” I complimented.




“Years of training.”




“Military?”




“Yeah.” 




“Thank you, for taking care of that.” I motioned to the dead officers. 




“No, problem.” He walked over to the fallen police officers and disarmed each of them. He slipped one gun into his pack and handed over two handguns to me. I checked the weapons, they looked like a Glock 22 and an M&P 9, but I wasn’t a big gun expert. I put them in my pack after checking the clip and making sure there wasn’t a round chambered. I was semi-competent − it had been the next thing on my prepper checklist: Become Gun Expert. 




“You know how to shoot?”




“I’m competent,” I exaggerated. Close enough. 




“Good. It might be a good idea to check their weapons locker. I think the shit has hit the fan, better safe than sorry.”




“Good thinking.” I looked at the corpses at my feet and noticed one with a set of keys. I had to take them off his belt. It was a nasty task, the guy was sticky with drying blood and the smell of piss was rank around him. It would have been easy if I had the stones to kneel down and get all close but I wasn’t that courageous. I finally managed to yank his belt off and then get the keys off the stupid retractable string. When I had them in hand I breathed a big sigh of relief and looked around for an obvious gun locker. 




The place wasn’t that big, it shouldn’t be hard to find guns and maybe some boat keys. We stealthily made our way down a long hallway, passing offices and a break room. We found the evidence room in the back of the warehouse and we were rewarded with sets of keys hung neatly on a pegboard near the front, each with a tag identifying what they were for. It was easy to spot the boat keys, with their large flotation key chains affixed to them and Blake grabbed them all, shoving them in his pocket. There wasn’t much else in the room, no weapons or other useful items, so we moved on.




We moved down the hall and found a safe where we assumed the guns were held. None of the keys I had taken off the officer matched the safe though, so we had to make do with just the boat keys and the guns we had taken from the officers. 




“I think this is about all we can get from this place, let’s go get ourselves a boat.” Blake said, walking toward the back of the building.




There was a back door to the building, and through the glass we could see a pedestrian bridge that led up and out to the river from the back lot. There were a few recreational boats and police boats parked at a large dock that was our obvious destination. I also noticed that about a dozen zombies had made their way into the parking lot, probably drawn by the gun shots and my mad rush through the gate. It wasn’t going to be that easy to get to the bridge.




“We can do this,” Blake said. “There are only a dozen of them. Can you handle head shots?”




“Yeah,” I nodded but I wasn’t that sure of myself. He was so sure of himself. I wanted a little piece of that confidence because I didn’t think I could do this. Head shots were hard. My instructors always told me to aim for the chest which was a bigger target. 




“Okay, we are heading for that big civilian boat, the one with the American flag. I think that is the one that is labeled 45 foot Carver. If I remember my boats correctly.”




“You know how to drive that thing?”




“Like driving a motor-home.”




“If you say so.”




“Well, in theory. You ready?”




“No,” I gulped at the strain in my voice and he moved a little closer to me. 




“Hey.” His big hand cupped my cheek and he ran his thumb intimately over my face. Where he touched me my skin flamed. “You got this. I can’t believe my luck in running into you. I can tell just by the way that you handle yourself that you are strong and capable. I couldn’t have asked for anyone better at my side. We can handle this and then we’ll get on that damn boat, because I need to learn your last name and your favorite food and what else might bring that sexy blush to your cheeks again.”




Holy shit. That was unexpected.




I couldn’t help but smile at his words and he smiled back and wow, we were flirting. Zombies roaming about, a gun in my hand, flirting with an uber hottie and I knew I had this. There was no way fate would deliver the man of my dreams on the day the world ended just so we could be taken down by some asshole undead fucker. 




“You got this?” He asked, looking into my eyes.




“Yeah, I got this.”




“Yeah you right.” He patted me on the back. “Now here’s the plan. Hit the door hard and head straight for the bridge. When we get to the entrance they should be right on us. I’ll have your back, just turn around and aim. We’ll fall back to the boat once we drop the ones in the parking lot. The gunfire will draw more, so we gotta make this count.”




“Okay.”

“Well then, let’s do this.”




We pushed out of the door. I led and went straight for the bridge. Blake’s gun fired twice, but I didn’t look back until I made it to the bridge. I turned and faced the oncoming zombies. Blake was close on my heels, when he made it to my side he turned and faced the incoming dead.  I aimed and fired at the closest zombie, taking it down on my third shot. My second zombie went easier with only two shots. The third, only one. Alexis the zombie killer! Blake took out the rest in quick succession. But, I noticed there were a few more coming through the broken fence. They were about 200 yards away so we would have plenty of time to make it to the boat. I turned around and ran as fast as I could, Blake hot on my heels. 




The boat was a big, motorized yacht and sure enough it had a Carver logo, so we had the right keys. Blake went to one end of the boat and I went to the other, untying it from the dock. He unhooked a few cables that were locked into a box at the end of the dock and threw them on board. He motioned for me to board and I followed him to the cockpit, both exclaiming in relief when the key worked and the engines started.

“Full tank too. They must use this one often. It’s clean and well-maintained from what I can tell.”  Blake didn’t even look back as he pulled into the intimidating Mississippi River and began heading south just as the first zombie shuffled onto the dock.


THREE | Preppers Ain’t So Crazy After All 




The calm of the river was at such odds with the chaos of the land that I didn’t know how to wrap my head around the gentle peacefulness of it all. I set my pack down and sat down in the passenger seat with a sigh. 




“Are you injured in any way?” Blake asked looking over at me in concern.




“No, just mentally,” I laughed lightly, but it was probably true. Can you say, PTSD?




“Yeah, this is fucked. Where were you when it all went to shit?”




“The Higgins Building, downtown. Luckily there weren’t a lot of people working, that would have been insane on a regular workday. There are 500 people in the company I work for. I think the building holds about 7,000.” I shivered just thinking about it. “You?”




“I was dropping off paperwork at my office. It’s not that far from here, right around the corner.”




“What do you do?”




“I own a private security firm. We do private details, some investigation work.”




“You, Blake, might be a good person to know in the Zombie apocalypse.” I really meant that. I couldn’t have latched on to a better bug-out partner. 




“I have a feeling you might be an asset too.” He looked over at me and I didn’t think he was just talking about my skill-set. His eyes had gone all hungry and predatory, like a dog eying an abandoned plate of dinner. He cleared his throat and the hungry look was gone, making me both disappointed and relieved. “You seem prepared, you a prepper?”




“I guess you could call me that. I don’t really consider myself one, not one of those hard-core people waiting for doomsday. I just like to be prepared, I utilize their forums and get ideas from hard-core guys that post online. Mostly, I make sure that I’m ready and aware. I knew deep down inside that something was going to happen, that at some point the shit would hit the fan. I just didn’t know what or when.”




“How old are you? How does a girl like you become obsessed with preparing for the end of the world? I’ve watched the reality show about preppers, all those people seem pretty out there.”




“That’s putting it lightly.” I couldn’t help but laugh. The people on the show were a bit off the charts. Not all of them, but it was a reality show and they do profit from drama so they went for the most colorful personalities. “I’m twenty,” I said, answering his question, “and it’s not a big jump. Are you from New Orleans?”




“Yes, but I’ve been gone a long time. I moved back about two years ago.”




“Well, I’ve lived here all my life and I was ten when Katrina hit. My parents were musicians. Didn’t have a care in the world. They didn’t prepare and refused to evacuate for hurricanes. Katrina was no different. We spent two days in a very hot attic when the waters rose. My parents completely broke down during that time. No water, no food, not even an ax to chop our way out of the roof so we could be rescued by the choppers. If my dad had a gun, he probably would have used it on himself. I finally just jumped in the water and swam out of the flooded house. I couldn’t take their bickering and blame. 




“There were air pockets at the ceiling in our house and I was a really good swimmer, if not I would have drowned. I knew my neighbor had a pirogue in his back yard. It was disgusting polluted water, and I’ll probably get cancer in a few years, but I got my parents out. We would have died in that attic because my parents didn’t even have the forethought to put supplies in the attic, which is a must in New Orleans. It kind of makes an impression on a girl. I swore I wouldn’t be unprepared for a catastrophe again.” 




“Jesus, Lex.” 




“We were sent to Austin,” I continued with my Katrina story,  “and lived there for a few months, but when we came back I made sure that I had at least one week of preps. When I got my own place I increased my prepping. I don’t really stockpile because if another flood were to happen any stores would be ruined. But I have about six months of food, weapons, water, a generator, and I keep a bug-out bag in my vehicle at all times.”




“That’s smart. How about your parents, they still around?”




“Yeah, but they didn’t learn. They fell right back to life as usual when we moved home. They even got a house in Musician’s Village so it’s always a party. I know this is terrible, but I have no hope that they would survive something like this.  I’ve resigned myself to just letting them go if things went south. I tried to get them to at least store some food, but they would just eat whatever I brought over. Plus, my mom would rather shoot herself than shoot another human, undead and trying to eat her or living and trying to rob her, and my dad would grab his bag of pot and gin, nothing else. I love them, but they don’t work well under pressure.” 




“So you don’t want to try to get them out?”




My scattered thoughts tried to formulate any kind of plan, but it wasn’t coming together. I saw no hope for my parents and it hurt. “Their neighborhood is on the other side of the Quarter. I don’t think I could get there right now even if I tried. I’ll get my preps and then make a plan to just go check on them if it’s even possible. I should probably try and get information. Maybe the National Guard mobilized or something, maybe they’ll contain this. Maybe they got in a car and ran for safer ground.” 




“Maybe.” He looked about as convinced as I was.




“Do you know anything? I just saw one broadcast and it was cut off.”




“I think the government shut down the feed, they don’t want anyone to panic. That’s what I’m assuming, at least. I couldn’t even get an internet signal on my broadband connection at the office. The infrastructure wouldn’t crumble that quickly, someone, or more likely our government, did a media blackout so images couldn’t get out to the unaffected areas of the country.”




“That sounds about right. Considering how long this thing incubates, it could spread to the entire country in under a month. They don’t want people running around freaking out. The guy that turned in my building said he was bit that morning. He was working with me for about five hours before he started to physically degrade, in an hour he was full on zombie.” 




“That’s more than enough time to cross a few miles and infect a new town,” he said thoughtfully. “This could be really bad in a few short days. I know we assume the worst, but actually dealing with the worst is another story. If this thing overtakes our country, there won’t be anyone left. It can spread to other countries by just one plane ride. The fact that it started in New York and Miami makes me think that it didn’t start here; both of those have international airports.”




“The whole country could be infected right now,” I mused, “or at least all the major cities with airports. If that is the case, we would have to start over, find a new way to live in a world where if you step out of a safety zone you could be eaten.”




“Unfortunately, this might be the current situation. Before it went down, I saw reports of infestations in Chicago, Dallas, Denver, and Toronto. At the rate things are going, it will pour out of the major cities and into suburbs very quickly. We have to face facts, this is it, this is reality.” He gripped the steering wheel tightly, appearing to be pissed at the whole situation in general. 




But there could be some places that made it unscathed, some neighborhood with a big fucking wall, or a base that people were evacuated to that are now busily working on a cure, right? Isn’t that why we pay taxes?




“We can’t be sure,” I looked at him, trying to give him some semblance of hope. “We have to have some hope that it isn’t that widespread.” Positive thinking. I had to change the subject, we couldn’t keep hashing this out, not having any real information, it was all just speculation. “What about you, do you have family here, anyone that you want to connect with?” I asked.




“My closest family is in Florida. I’ll probably never see them again whether they live or die. We can’t even make it across the city, there is no way I could make it to another state.”




“Maybe one day.” I tried to reassure him.




“Yeah,” he sighed and then began scanning the levees for landmarks. We were coming upon the Huey P. Long, one of the two bridges that crossed the Mississippi River in the New Orleans area. The nearness to the bridge meant we were getting close to my house and I looked for the landmark that would signify we were close.




“There,” I said pointing to a small break in the trees that lined the river. This was a favorite spot for Charlie and me so I knew it well. I glanced worriedly at the sky, dusk had begun to settle on the city. The sky was a beautiful violet and pink. It would be full dark in about an hour. I plotted out my course in my head. It would take me about ten minutes to make the trek to my house, so I could technically make it before it was dark, but that didn’t leave me with much daylight to secure the premises and bunker down in safety. 




Blake must have read my mind because he spoke up and said, “We might want wait and head out at first light. This boat should have a large cabin and two staterooms.” 




“I haven’t even looked in the cabin.”




“Let’s tie up to one of those barges and go inspect what we have. Unless it’s all torn up down there, this is an optimal place to bunk down for the night.” 




I nodded in agreement, he was right. I hoped the interior was suitable because I didn’t want to fight zombies in the dark. But then, who did?


FOUR | Orgasms in the Apocalypse

Below deck was in pristine condition. It looked like it had never been lived in; there were even a few canned items and packaged foods in the cabinets. 




“This is actually perfect, luxury even.” I peeked in the stateroom and was surprised at the sight of a nice sized bed, kind of claustrophobic, but it would do. We could store most of my preps in one of the rooms and I could take the smaller bunk in the salon. It was small, but I could fit, unless of course other options opened up. 




Down girl. I didn’t want to go there in my brain. Zombies were probably munching on my friends and family as we speak and I was contemplating orgasms in the apocalypse. But it couldn’t be helped. Blake was a walking advertisement for sex; my brain just had to go there. I could die tomorrow and I was on a yacht with a very sexy man. “Fuck it, get some,” was running like a mantra through my mind.




“Luxury in the apocalypse,” he agreed.  “If the world wasn’t going to shit, I would say this is one hell of a windfall. We couldn’t have asked for a better escape vehicle, and Alexis,” he turned to me and his eyes were full of appreciation, “I really couldn’t have asked for a better person to do this with. You have your head on straight, you’re a strong person-,” 




I pushed on his chest…“Stop, you’re making me blush.” 




He caught my hand and kept it close to his heart, his thumb brushing against my knuckles, leaving heat trails in its wake.




“I think I like making you blush.” His voice had gone down a few octaves, and if I was reading him right this time, his brain was going the same direction mine had a few moments ago. 




You could die tomorrow, Alexis, why not enjoy today? 




Suddenly I stepped back, I couldn’t help it, my stupid mouth jumping in for the cock-block. “So, no significant other to rescue?” That would surely put a crimp in the situation if he suddenly remembered a spouse.




“No one. You?”




“No.” It came out as a whisper because he was slowly leaning into me and when I uttered that single word his mouth found mine. He kissed me like it was the end of the world and our union was the only way we could survive. Tongue, teeth, and lips descended on me and I melted into him, arms going around his wide shoulders and plunging into his hair. I might have moaned. I was pretty sure I moaned. He might have growled, actually growled like he wanted to eat me. The kissed seem to last forever until we broke away panting, regarding each other.




“Is it terrible that I’ve wanted to do that since I laid eyes on you?” He asked.




“No.” I pulled him back and he continued to kiss me in a way that would spoil me for all men in the future. His lips tore away from mine and he moved to my neck, my ear, shit...my collar bone. His hands were working at my buttons and quickly I felt the cool air on my exposed chest. His thumbs brushed across my hard nipples and I moaned for real this time, very loudly. 




The sound urged him on and then he was tugging at my shirt and undoing my bra, exposing my bare breasts to his naughty hands that pulled and pinched at my nipples. His mouth replaced his fingers on my breasts and the sudden graze of his teeth had me cursing and moaning and begging. 




I needed his skin and I was pulling him up, yanking at his t-shirt, sighing in delight when I revealed his finely honed chest. 




This man should be illegal. 




“I want you so bad, baby. I can’t believe I found a girl like you in the middle of this mess. I want to touch every part of you. I want to taste you.”




All I could respond with was, “yes, yes, yes” as he unbuttoned my jeans and I hurriedly kicked off my shoes, my jeans pooling at my feet. My panties quickly followed and I stood there in front of this man I had just met, completely naked, with no qualms. I was comfortable. I was so turned on. I wanted him inside me any way I could get him. I reached for the button of his jeans and yanked him toward me, unzipping then reaching in and pulling him out. He was glorious. 




Hard as steel and he was the perfect length, not too big, not too small. I felt like Goldilocks marveling in his perfect. I slid to my knees in front of him. 




“Lex, no, you don’t…”




I took him in my mouth and he quieted down. The taste of him was divine. I loved sucking dick. I felt like such a slut when I thought about it, but it was hot. I loved the feel of dick in my mouth and the noises men make as I suck them off. Blake didn’t disappoint. His little moans and grunts had me sucking harder, my hand pumping him with each pull of my mouth to extend my reach. He was so big that I couldn’t take him all in my mouth without deep throating him. My hand couldn’t fit all the way around his girth and I shivered to think how wonderful it would feel when he was deep inside me. 




Blake’s hands went to the back of my head guiding me deeper on his dick. I obliged and sucked harder, going deeper. His moans increased and his breathing became almost a pant. I could tell he was on the verge of coming and I wanted him to come in my mouth. When I felt him pull back, unsure, I held on, sucking harder, telling him with my actions that it was okay.




“Holy shit, Lex.” His hand tightened at the back of my head and I took him in as much as I could, he jerked and then he was pouring into my mouth. The salty taste of him hit the back of my throat and I swallowed. When he was done, he pulled away from me and the emptiness was shattering. It actually shocked me how much I was affected by his absence. 




He pulled me to my feet, his mouth slamming into mine, tasting himself in my mouth. I groaned as his dick nestled just in the right spot. I was wet with anticipation and need. 




He pulled away from me and pushed out of his jeans and shoes, he was nude and beautiful in front me. All of his muscles were perfectly defined under his golden skin. He was in peak fitness. He was all strength though, not showy bulges. 




“I might not have a condom. I have to check. I didn’t plan for this,” he said.




“I know.” I kissed him lightly on the mouth. “And I’m on the pill. I would prefer a condom too, but if you don’t have one, I need you inside me and I’m protected enough. Check in your bag, let me look and see if they have any on the boat.”




I went to the head and looked in the cabinet, no luck. They might have some in the cabin so I crawled over the bed and looked in the cabinets next to the bed. When I heard a groan behind me I realized how I must look, on my hands and knees on the bed with my ass in the air on display. I had only known this man for a couple of hours and here I was letting him see me like this. 




The bed moved and I felt the weight of him behind me. Would he take me like this, plunging into me from behind? So naughty, with no frills, just take me? I would normally be horrified by this as I wasn’t a fan of doggy-style, but now I was ridiculously turned on by the thought of it. I wanted this man to dominate me, to take me so hard I was sore the next day. If there was going to be a next day. The world was over and I wanted to experience carnal pleasure. Blake had been delivered to me as if by fate. A sexy lover on a boat all to ourselves as the shit hit the fan around us. All we had was this moment and I wanted to fill this moment with the most intense sex I’d ever experienced. I hope he was up for it.




“Just...I need you. There aren’t any condoms, I don’t care…” I looked behind me, begging him with my eyes. The heat of him warmed my chilled body and like the wanton slut I wanted to be, I bent my head lower, pushing my ass higher, inviting him to take me. 




“Not yet, baby.” Fingers traced the backs of my thighs and I shivered in anticipation. Closer, up and down, but never getting there, never touching there.




I could feel wetness pouring from me, dripping down my thighs. I had never experienced this before and I was drunk on it. Still his fingers teased, stroking up and down until finally they stroked where I yearned for him to touch me–his fingers parting me and slipping inside, one finger, then two. In and out, I pushed against his hand, urging him on. My sex sucked at his fingers as he pushed a third inside me and my whole body erupted in response.




“You’re so tight and sensitive. I want to be inside you so bad, but I gotta play with you some more, baby. You want me to play with you?”




“Yes, more,” was all I could respond with. But instead of more play his fingers withdrew from me and I sobbed with the emptiness. 




“S’okay, Lex, I got more for you.” The bed shifted again and I felt him flip onto his back. His next move pulled me over him until I was straddling his face. “Sit on my face, let me lick you.” 




I sat back and his tongue found my core, thrusting and sucking as I rode his face at the same pace he set with his tongue. His hands were on my ass moving me as he devoured me. It didn’t take long before I felt the rolling wave of my orgasm hit me, my body shivering and spasming with the intense pleasure. It was hard and fast and I fell from his face, onto my side, sighing in contentment at the release.




He didn’t let me savor it though. 




“You liked that, baby?” He was over me, spreading my legs, fitting his body between them. 




I could only moan in response as his dick pushed at my entrance. His penis, so thick and long, entered me slowly, so slowly. My whole being focused on that one point where our bodies joined. I was only sex. I could only feel him, just him dick, and me and how we fit perfectly together. I took all of him, skin on skin, touching, entering, pushing, just Blake, all Blake. 




I was lost in his eyes. His pace quickened and he pushed harder into me. With that deeper thrust my body fell over the edge again and I was shuddering, screaming, and panting with the next orgasm. 




“You’re a perfect fit, so tight and wet. I can’t get enough, you’re gonna make me come so quick.”




“Come. We’ll just go again and again. I can fuck you all night.”




He groaned and shifted his arms, moving my legs so he could take me even deeper. He put my ankles on his shoulders and began to move against me hard. Our bodies slapped together, we were both lost to it, focused on one goal—finding release. 




We were lost in each other for what seemed like hours, and then his body was jerking, his shout loud as he emptied into me. In response I came, shouting my own pleasure and pushing back just as hard onto him as he was thrusting into me. 




He fell next to me and pulled me close to him, our bodies sticky with sweat and come. He trailed kisses up my neck and pressed his hard body against my back in a very sweet lovers’ embrace. I don’t know who it was that pulled the covers over us, my brain was muddled from exhaustion and sex, all I knew at that moment was I was in a place I really wanted to be in, which was funny considering the state of things. I might have laughed aloud because he pulled me closer and nuzzled his face into my hair. After only a few moments, our breaths evened out and we slipped into sleep. The last words I heard might have been my imagination, but I thought I heard him whisper, “Perfect.” 





FIVE | Reality Sucks Ass




We both awoke hours later, his hard length pressed against me as we lay spooning. It seemed natural for me to move my body along his sensually, enticing him for more sex. I was already wet for him and as his arms came around my body, his fingers pinching my hard nipples, his lips sucking on my neck and ear, I reached back and gripped his rigid shaft. He flipped me over so that I was on my knees and my body was tensed in anticipation of being taken this way. I wanted it before. I wanted it even more now. 




His fingers slid over my folds, spreading my wetness over my inner lips. In a surprising motion, he moved his fingers to my tight ass and carefully probed the tight hole. I gasped at this and he stopped immediately.




“Do you like me playing with your ass, baby?” 




“I don’t know,” I said honestly. 




“You’ll like when I play with your ass.” His fingers dipped into my wetness and spread the moisture on my ass, this time he pressed in a tiny bit. I couldn’t suppress the moan that escaped from my lips and he chuckled in a very alpha male way at my response. He knew my body was his in any way he wanted it, and he took it. With one quick stroke he entered me, his finger still continuing to probe my ass. 




“I want to take you here so bad, but we’ll work up to it, later baby...right now just my finger.” And he pressed it in deeper, in rhythm with his thrusts into me. In and out, the sensation was something I had never felt before, both painful but highly sexual and enjoyable. It didn’t take long for my orgasm to explode around us. When my shaking subsided Blake’s finger left my ass, but he began an intense onslaught on my body as he pounded me from behind, gripping my hips and slamming me back into him over and over again. The slap of my wet rear on his lower abdomen was a very sexy noise that matched our hectic pace.  




He gripped my long hair in his hand, and he pulled me up, by the hair, toward him placing me in a kneeling position in front of him. It was so unbelievably sexy, his hand continued to grip my hair, its long length wrapped around his wrist, gripped tightly, pulling me with it, as he pushed inside me.  Again that feeling that I was his possession. That he could do whatever he wanted with my body. I didn’t have any issue with this feeling. I would be more than willing. If Blake touched me, it would bring me pleasure. This was so very different for me. I was used to being the one in charge, pushing not being pulled. The men I went for were strong, but willing to step back and let a woman take control. Being with Blake was like nothing I had experienced before. 




It didn’t take long for us both to end our little middle of the night romp in a loud and powerful orgasm. Blake was shuddering at my back, kissing my neck and shoulders, squeezing my breasts and pulling at my nipples gently as we fell apart panting as if we had run a grueling sprint. 




His hands disengaged from my body and a sudden chill overwhelmed me, my body missed his warmth. 




“I want to go check on things. Do you want to stay down here and get some more sleep?”




“Mmm,” was all I could mumble and he leaned over and kissed me with a chuckle. 




“Sleep it is,” he pulled the covers over me, but I pushed them back and reached up to grab at him. I didn’t want him to go.




“No. More.” I pouted.




“I can’t, Lex,” he pushed away, “We probably shouldn’t have done that...so many times. We need all the strength we can muster.”




“Don’t say that.” Suddenly fully awake. I sat up and faced him, “What we just did gives me the strength to face this bullshit. Unless you regret it?” It was a very insecure statement, but I couldn’t help it. Did he regret what we did already?




“Oh God, no.” He pulled me to him and his lips met mine. “I don’t regret one moment. You are amazing and the sex was amazing. The fact that I found you on today of all days is either a curse or a blessing. I haven’t figured it out yet.” I frowned at his statement and when he saw my confusion he tried to explain.

  

“Us...together...well we could be strong, we could protect each other. Or it could distract us. If I lose you it could make this world so much worse. I don’t know, I want to keep you safe, I don’t want to be the reason we screw up.  I just want us to be strong, calories are going to be a precious commodity and we just used up a lot of calories and it’s all my fault. I should have restrained myself, I just can’t help myself around you.” 




“All about you,” I chuckled. Making light of his dark thoughts. “I seem to remember myself having a leading role in our little drama. And, it was worth it.” I smiled as he kissed me and I couldn’t help myself, my hands found his dick and wrapped around it. I delighted in the fact that it hardened immediately under my touch. 




“Alexis, you are going to kill me.” But he kissed me harder and I continued to pump his length, my hand slick with his pre-come. Already my sex was flooding in readiness. I couldn’t believe how my body reacted to him. It craved him and it needed him. It was my turn to take control. I pushed him back on the bed and climbed over his body, I used my hand to guide the head of his rigid length to my wet entrance. I aligned myself and sat down on him. We both sighed in pure pleasure as our bodies became one. His hands found my breasts and his strong fingers began to work them as I rose and fell over him. I rode him hard, just like he had taken me from behind, I took him from above. He pulled me close to him, his lips replacing his fingers, sucking on my breasts, one at a time he gave them the attention they craved. 




My domination didn’t last long as he used his strength to flip me over and took the control away from me. We kissed, lots of tongue and teeth, as we came together. He stayed inside of me, still kissing, still petting as his dick softened. I whimpered as it withdrew from me. I wanted it back, I wanted to just stay here, touching and groping and kissing. I didn’t want to face what was out there. But, I knew I had to.




When Blake finally pushed off the bed and slipped on his jeans, tucking himself away, I wanted to pout and beg him to get back in the bed and make me come some more, but I didn’t. I got up and found my panties and jeans. I got dressed with him. I got quiet and I got ready. We had to face reality even though reality sucked ass.


SIX | Amazing is as Amazing Does




When we crawled out from below deck, the humidity of the morning was the first thing we felt, the summer fog was pressing against the boat and painting the sky a dull gray-orange. The dark waters of the Mississippi lapped at the hull and the sight of its muddy waters calmed me. I had lived on the river my entire life. There was no movement, even above us on the Huey P. Long Bridge that is usually teeming with traffic. Nothing. It was so surreal. Even during Katrina there had been constant noise. The steady thrum of helicopter blades, the rev of boat motors or an occasional gun shot. Now, there was nothing, not even the sound of the cicadas in the trees or call of a gull. New Orleans was still, waiting. I just hope it wasn’t waiting to eat us. 




“You know the area. How do you think we should tackle this?” He asked and the sudden sound of his voice made me jump.




“Just around that area of trees is a boat repair facility. They have a lot of service vehicles. I think we can pull up there and commandeer one of the trucks, use that to get to my house and retrieve the supplies and my dog. I thought I would stay in my house at first, just bug-in, but there is no protection there. We need high, reinforced walls, or at least on the boat we have water. I don’t think they can swim. We need a long-term plan and I think we should stick together, it’s safer. If you want that, of course.” Again that insecurity came out and I regretted voicing it. Of course he would want to stick together, isn’t that what you did in an apocalypse? I was looking like some needy chick asking for reassurance. I didn’t want to look needy. 




“Yeah, that’s my aim too. We are much better together than apart.  But, are you sure about your dog? I hate to be an asshole, but I don’t know how safe to us a barking dog will be and it’s also another mouth to feed.”




“Charlie is a trained German Shepard. He only barks once if he spots danger or an intruder. He’s also trained to attack and hunt. He’s an asset, trust me, this isn’t some yippy, codependent lap dog.”




“I shouldn’t have expected any less.” He leaned down and kissed me quickly on the lips. That little kiss stirred things up inside me, things that the hours of sex the night before hadn’t even touched. I was such a sap. No matter how much I was all “tough-girl no love for you”, the moment a boy gave me a compliment I got all fluttery inside. Lame. But fuck it, it felt awesome.




“I also noticed there is an inflatable dinghy in one of the compartments up here. I think that might be a better option than moving the boat and docking it. It can be stolen by other survivors or boarded by those things. This way we can hide the inflatable in the woods and keep the boat safe. A boat might be a hot commodity to survivors, since driving isn’t much of an option.”




“You’re right, the roads will be blocked. New Orleans is hard to escape during a normal day with only a few roads and bridges out of the area, I can’t imagine what it will be like now. Mostly blocked by stalled cars, I’m assuming. Though, we don’t even know if the disease spread, it might have been contained or the majority of the people evacuated, maybe we missed any assistance by being on the boat.”




“I doubt it. Most likely in these sorts of situations the feds will come in and quarantine the city. They won’t let anyone in or out. They might try to evacuate the non-infected, but I doubt that too. Chances are we are on our own and a big city isn’t exactly optimal for staying safe.”  He dug in the storage compartments on deck and pulled out what looked like a tarp. He motioned for me to step back and then yanked on a cord. The dinghy instantly inflated and there seemed to be plenty of room for the two of us. He went back into the storage compartment and pulled out a small outboard motor and a gas tank that appeared to be full. 




“I hope this works, I don’t see paddles.” 




“Fantastic.” He tied the line to the back of the boat, got the inflatable into the water and attached the motor, filling it with a small amount of gas. Two pulls had it sputtering to life.  We were in business. 




It was time for us to go ashore. 




I hurried below deck to get ready and located my pack. I pulled a long-sleeve shirt over my tank top even though it was sweltering. Next I clipped on the belt holster that Blake had the foresight to grab from the harbor police and slipped the M9 into it. I picked up the ax from the meeting in the galley and tired to wipe some of the blood off the blade. I would use the ax first and hopefully wouldn’t have to resort to the gun because I didn’t want to waste ammo and attract attention with the noise.




“You ready?” He called from above. He had slipped on a shoulder holster over the too tight tee he had found in the storage area. He looked sexy as hell. I wanted to say, ‘screw it’ and get my hands on him again. But I knew we had to do this to survive. And I missed Charlie. 




I made my way up to the deck and he helped me into the small boat. It was a quick jaunt from the boat to the banks of the river.  Blake kept it close to the rocky shore until we neared the industrial dock that I recognized from my morning walk.  Luckily there was nothing docked in the vicinity. It might have gotten really sticky if we had a bunch of undead sailors milling about trying to eat us. We didn’t head for the dock, since it was high and meant for larger ships, but the area underneath it, which was wooded and overgrown. 




“Right here,” I whispered and he pulled in close to shore, jumped out and stuck his hand out to help me onto a big broken cement slab.  The large slabs were common in this area of the Mississippi river, they were a little tricky to navigate though. Some were unstable and some even had sharp, rusted pieces of rebar sticking out from them. We pulled the dinghy ashore, trying to avoid the metal stakes and pushed it into the brush so it couldn’t be spotted unless you were right on top of it. 




“This’ll work.” I nodded, noting there was a wooden stake in the ground with a pink plastic strip at the end so I could remember the location.  




“All right, let’s try to go as silent as we can from this point. I don’t know what we’ll find when we get to the shipyard. It’s the weekend, so hopefully it will be relatively empty of living or dead.” 




When we entered the service area of the yard, it did seem Blake was right, no one was home. There were a few trucks parked by the main building, but there was no activity. We came in fast and hard and headed for the front door. When Blake tried to open it, the latch stuck, it was locked. He broke the window with my ax and we didn’t think twice as we let ourselves in. This was a new world where a bit of B&E was survival not stealing.




There was no one inside, living or dead. It looked like there had been, but they had left in a rush. Papers were strewn about and cabinets were left open. 




We located the key cabinet quickly and Blake grabbed three sets, all labeled with a big tag that had a 3 digit number on it. I assumed the trucks would have the corresponding numbers on them. 




I couldn’t believe our luck was still holding strong, no one inside to deal with and the keys easily located. I should have known something was bound to happen to us. Apocalypse life couldn’t be this easy.




Blake stepped out of the front door first and I knew something was wrong immediately. He made a strangled sound and I rushed out the door, I didn’t think about my own safety. There was one of those things on him, its jaws were snapping at his face.  He was pushing the snarling creature away from him, trying to keep his flesh away from the creature’s teeth but at any moment he could slip and the zombie would have a chance to bite.




I couldn’t get a good shot. I would have to try and use the ax, but I was afraid I would hit Blake. The creature looked like it had been one of the employees. It wore coveralls with some kind of logo over the heart. It was a mess of blood and mud, it’s flesh ripped open in parts. The zombie looked the worse for wear, parts of its face were ripped away and its teeth were exposed from torn lips as if it had its face chewed on. It was horrendous. I couldn’t imagine having that thing close to my face as it was to Blake’s.




Blake finally managed to push it enough to make the fucker stumble back. This was the opportunity I was looking for. Aiming for the head, I swung the ax and jammed the thing right in the middle of its cranium. It split open with a sickening thump and blood exploded onto my jeans and shirt. Shit, these were my favorite. 




It was a lot of work getting the ax out of the thing’s head. It was stuck in there nice and tight, I had to put my foot on its chest to pull it out and it just kind of squished out with a very disturbing slurp. 




I frowned at the ax and my now soiled jeans and tee. Damn, I didn’t know if I could take more of this crap.  




“Well, that was fun.” Gotta keep things light, positive thinking leads to positive living.  I’m screwed.




“Yeah, a blast. Thanks for that.” His light tone matched my own. We were both screwed.




“Oh that was nothing. Do it all the time.” I grimaced, knowing I would repeat this little scenario in my dreams later. Maybe I could talk Blake into a repeat of last night to wear my ass out and have me sleeping like a baby. No dreams.




“You were magnificent.” He took my hand and ran that wonderful thumb over my knuckles, creating a happy tingle. “Now c’mon, let’s get the fuck out of here. I want to be back on that boat. I’m starting to really like that boat.”




“Me too,” I sighed. 




The trucks were line up in a row, parked a good distance away and we double-timed it over to them. Blake checked the back for matching numbers, the first one we found matched up with a set of keys we had, but when he started it up the gas tank read only an eighth of a tank. It was a short distance to my house, but better safe than sorry. 




“They might have a gas tank around here, but I want to check the other trucks, less hassle.” He pointed to the other trucks.

We started up the next one we found and this one had just under a full tank so we were in luck. The noisy diesel truck wasn’t ideal for stealth movement, but it would have to do. We didn’t have many choices. 




Blake asked me to drive since I knew the area and he would keep look-out in case we ran into more of those things. We were bracing ourselves for a lot more zombies. The guy in the overalls, all dead-like, was a giveaway that the area was infected. There were a lot of 24-hour businesses and apartment complexes in the neighborhood, it could be overrun by the dead. 




I drove the truck over the levee and onto River Road. I spotted a few shambling creatures almost immediately when we crested the top, confirming our suspiciouns. They looked like they were also industrial workers, likely coming from the warehouses and shipping businesses that lined the river. None of them looked like much of a threat and even though they started walking faster toward the truck, there was enough distance between us that I quickly outpaced them. 




I made it to my neighborhood without any further encounters with the dead. I lived in a lower-middle-class neighborhood, mostly singles and older couples because the houses were small. It looked like most of my neighbors were gone. The usual vehicles were missing from driveways, and in some cases, doors were left standing open. I saw movement behind a few blinds as we passed and I sent up a silent “good luck” as I passed those occupied residences.




There was a service alley that allowed back access to my house and a few of my neighbors’ that abutted my lot. It was the only one in the area and one of the reasons I had purchased my house. I pulled into the alley, backing the truck up to my back door.  We were ready to go. 




“I’m going to check the perimeter. You start getting the supplies out by the back door. We’ll load them in the truck together and then head out, good?” Blake said.




“Sounds good,” I responded and watched with trepidation as he moved off, his gun drawn, quietly walking down the side of my house.




I heard Charlie bark once in warning and that was my cue to hurry into the house. We couldn’t linger. Residential zones meant more potential zombies, it seemed quiet now, but that could change quickly.




The power was out in the house and Charlie was in full alert mode when I came through the door. When he confirmed it was me he calmed down, licked my open palm and then went back to pacing. I had converted my third bedroom into the storage area and this was where most of my supplies were located. There wasn’t a lot, or at least I thought so, there could always be more. My prepping was in its infancy. I had only begun preparing when I got my first big raise, which was two years ago. 




I had stockpiled a lot of water filters for purification, a good sized supply of water in 5-gallon jugs and a six-month supply of freeze-dried foods which I had purchased with my last tax return check, that stuff wasn’t cheap. Not to mention a lot of canned food, energy bars and drinks along with bags of grains, rice, sugar, pasta, peanut butter, powered milks and long lasting cheeses and other essentials that were a prepper’s base supplies. There were a lot of batteries and gadgets, even a Faraday cage in case of that dreaded EMP blast, probably useless now. I also had quite a collection of first aid supplies, blankets, bags, over-the-counter drugs, even boxes of duct tape and random toiletries.




I was just getting the first of these boxes to the back room when Blake came through the door. He looked calm, but Charlie was on alert, growling low at what he assumed was an intruder.




“Charlie, fuss!” The growling stopped and his hackles went down a bit. “Stick your hand out to him,” I told Blake and he did as I told. Charlie sniffed his outstretched palm.




“Charlie, Setzen.” The dog sat down and Blake ran his hand over the thick fur. Recognizing Blake as a friend, Charlie took one good lick of his outstretched hand and then went back to pacing.




“You trained him in German?”




“He is a German Shepard.” 




“Woman, you amaze me.”




“You ain’t so bad yourself. Now come on, and help me with all this shit loaded.” I had moved out a lot of the boxes, but there was still a lot to be carried to the back. I led him down the hallway to my storage area.




He whistled when he saw the 3rd bedroom. “You weren’t lying about the preps.”




“A girl’s gotta be prepared.” 




“That you are.” He peered at some of the items stacked on the shelves. He was in my communications area and I was pretty proud of my solar, hand-cranked radio collection and walkie-talkies. Some of the radios even had a built-in cell phone charger. Not that I needed that.




We managed to move most of the items to my kitchen, near the back door, which led to the yard, in under two hours. We didn’t want to put it in the truck until the last possible moment. All we needed was some asshole to come by and steal the truck with the supplies in it. 




I packed a good amount of my working clothes in a duffel, along with all my toiletries, medicines, and sturdy footwear. We could leave now and make it back to the boat in record time. But, of course, I had other ideas. All thoughts of a quick retreat pushed aside as my libido kicked in as I took in Blake standing in my kitchen in that t-shirt.




“My hot water heater is gas powered. I’m all dirty, I want a shower. You can join me.” I smiled, trying to be provocative. 




“Is that an invitation?” He asked a sexy glint in his eye.




“Well, my shower is rather small, but I could manage to wash your back, maybe. If you were to reciprocate.” He grabbed my arm and spun me around, his lips finding mine. 




“Oh, I plan on reciprocating.” 




“Good.” I began stripping out of my soiled clothes and I could feel my body getting ready as I took in the hunger in his eyes. He watched as I peeled off every layer. Patiently waiting as he devoured me with his eyes. 




“Your turn.” I was breathless by the time I stood there bared to him. He did as told and I wondered if my eyes looked as predatory as his did. 




When we both just stood there staring at each other, my heart pounding, I knew I was in trouble. This guy was in my head. He had penetrated all my defenses so quickly. That didn’t happen with me, I needed to know a guy inside and out before I committed, before I gave my heart. Blake was different, we were thrown together in an instant and now all these emotions were floating around, bouncing and trying to surface. Word like love and trust and need were trying to break free in my mind. I was in for a good brain fuck with old Blake here, he was going to break my heart, or in our current situation he was going to get eaten, die and I would be all sorts of fucked up because he was dead and I was alive. 




Can I come back from something like that? 




Honestly, I had no idea. I had never really loved anyone. I had thought I did, but it was fleeting and I was over him quickly. That couldn’t have been love, right? This wasn’t love either, not yet at least. But, it had the potential. Our relationship was going to be a trial by fire. We already trusted each other and we were going to have to rely on each other greatly. There was passion galore and we were now going to be with each other non-stop in one life or death situation after another. This was a lot to take in and there was really nothing I could do about it. Blake and I were in this, together, until we die or survive. That was it. This was our path.




I was more than willing to have lots and lots of sex. I might as well enjoy myself on our path, but could I let myself fall head-over-heels in love with him? Or even allow myself to rely solely on him and him alone? What would happen if he died? 




Those were tough questions and ones I didn’t want to answer right now. Right now he was in front of me, nude and beautiful, and his hard length was screaming for me to touch, lick and possess. I wanted him so badly and from the looks of it, he wanted me just as much. There was no denying it. 




“C’mon.” I grabbed his hand and pulled him into the bathroom. Leaning in I turned on the spray and was relieved when hot water poured from the spout. His hands grabbed my ass and I was giggling like a school girl when I pushed aside the shower curtain and we both tumbled into the shower. We showered, washing each other, some places quickly, others taking more time. By the time we got out, all the hot water was gone and I was thoroughly clean. 




He pushed me into my bedroom, not breaking the kiss we started in the bathroom. He only stopped kissing me long enough to glance around my room to get his bearings. 




“Utilitarian,” he said with a raised eyebrow. 




“Thanks, jerk.” My room consisted of a single bed, industrial shelving for my dresser and milk crates for my nightstand. It was the last place in the house that needed furniture. I didn’t invite men over, ever, so there was really no need for fancy bedroom furniture.  




“Not much company in this room?”




“You’re the first.”




“Consider me honored.”




“Your sarcasm is showing. I’m not the kind of girl that invites men into her bedroom, or anywhere for that matter.”




“Except me, I really like that.” He laughed.




“Except you, you’re a special case.” I bit his ear and jumped away playfully as he made a grab for me.




“That I am. So what do you want to do with this special case?”




“Suck you.”




“Well, get to it then.” He grabbed my arms and pulled me closer. In a quick move and as a show of strength, he pushed me down on my knees in front of him. I enjoyed when he dominated me and for the life of me I didn’t know why. If other guys had even remotely tried to do something like that I would have flayed them alive and I definitely wouldn’t have screwed them. But, Blake, there was just something about him. I wanted to let him take over in the bedroom. 




I took his dick in my mouth, swirling my tongue around the head of his penis. I thrilled at the gasps that it elicited after each new move. He grabbed the back of my head and thrust into my mouth. He was amazing and I couldn’t get enough as each thrust brought him deeper. I grabbed his ass and took him all in, pushed him as far in as was possible. He was taking my mouth like he would my sex, thrusting hard, not minding as my teeth grazed the length of him. I added my hand and pumped him with each thrust into my mouth, I swirled my tongue around his length and he moaned with each pass.




I could feel that he was close, his body tightened up and his breath came in short pants. I went deeper and took him over the edge, his salty come pouring down the back of my throat. 




“Lex, I just can’t, you, that was over-the-top…” I stood up, faced him and marveled that he liked kissing me after I sucked him off and swallowed.




“Mmm,” I responded as he began running those rough hands over my body. 




“So, since you don’t bring men home, how do you satisfy your needs? I can tell you enjoy sex, you are dripping.” His fingers slid through my slick folds spreading the wetness to my clit, a quick circling of my nub had my knees buckling.




“I masturbate…a lot.”  I whispered as if it was a dirty little secret. 




“Can you show me how you do it?”




“Now?”




“Yes.” He kissed me and then backed up, motioning to the bed. “Is that where you do it?”




“Sometimes.” I sat on the bed and looked up at him.




“Do you use your hand, or do you have a toy?”




“Both.”




“Ok, I want to see. Now.” He crossed his arms over his chest, and he looked funny all stern with his shaft sticking out in front of him at attention. I reached over and pulled a shoe box from under the bed and pulled out my vibrator. It was relatively low-key compared to the others they were selling at the party I had bought it from, but I enjoyed it. A little too much at times. Before Blake I pretty much had given up on boyfriends, happy with my trusty vibrating buddy and my online prepper friends. 




Compared to Blake, though, the vibrator was a joke and I wanted him, not my fall-back boyfriend impersonator. 




He motioned again impatiently and I lay back on the bed, spreading my legs so he could see every inch of me. I was a little self-conscious and aware of how I must look in this position.




“Beautiful,” he whispered and his eyes got that hungry look in them again. I liked that look. It made me feel so damn sexy. 




I began circling my clit with two fingers, the usual way I started my solo sexual adventures. It did feel good, even though I would rather Blake’s fingers. I turned on the vibrator with my left hand, a trick I had perfected with a few tries when I first got it. Then I maneuvered the pink phallus to my entrance. Because I was so wet it went in easily and I couldn’t help the moan that slipped from my mouth. I looked up and met Blake’s heated gaze, my walls clenched around the vibrator just from the look he directed at me. His hand moved to his shaft, stroking it. I suddenly wasn’t self-conscious anymore, in fact, I was ridiculously turned on. I wanted him to watch me come. 




I circled my clit faster and faster, pumping the vibrator into me with a renewed vigor, the look in his eyes driving my need. Before I could come though, he was across the room and his fingers were pushing mine away.




“I couldn’t wait any longer.” 




I felt the vibrator slip from inside me and he was over me, his dick feeling so much better than my cheap little vibrator as he buried himself inside me. 




“Oh yes,” I moaned as he began that half in and out slide that I craved. He positioned himself just right that his dick was rubbing against my g-spot and it had me scratching at his back, pulling him closer. We were a mass of limbs on my tiny bed and the way the frame was squeaking had me afraid we might just break the sucker. 




“I want you on your knees,” he growled and pulled out. I obeyed, prostrating myself in front of him with my ass in the air, my legs spread, I was dripping with need and want. 




I moaned as he entered me again, from behind this time. His strong hands pulled at my hair, keeping my body in place. I felt him reach for something and I went tense when I heard the vibrator kick back on. Where was he going to put that? 




He answered my question when I felt the push of the plastic against my ass. He dipped his finger into my sex and rubbed my ass to slick it up and ready it. Then he pushed it in, just a little bit. But as he pushed it deeper, he began thrusting again. The feeling was intense, the vibrations pulsed throughout my entire body. As it got deeper his thrusts increased in intensity until he was taking me hard with both his hard length and the vibrator. I had never experienced anything like it, the feeling of the double penetration had me sobbing because I didn’t know whether to just give in and let the intensity overtake me or actively participate in the act. I finally chose to just give in, just let it come, let him hold me rigid and take me in every way he could. 




I knew we had to be quiet, my house was small, the walls thin, but when I came, I screamed so loud I had to press my face into the pillow to muffle it. Blake went over the edge with me. He pounded into me over and over again, emptying himself into my body. He managed to keep it much quieter, but I could tell by the way he was shaking that he didn’t make it through unscathed. 




He left the vibrator in me until I couldn’t take it anymore. “I can’t, please Blake, please, no more.” And finally he removed it, pulling me up to him, his dick slipping from me, both of us spent. 




“It’s you and me, you got that, Lex? After this shit, I’m not letting you out of my sight. It’s the fucking end of the world and I meet the perfect woman. I can’t believe we met like this. We are sticking together, to the end. Right?”




“Yes,” I nodded. He looked so worried when I turned to face him. I kissed him because he looked like he needed it. The resulting kiss wasn’t the usual passion I was used to, it was desperate, full of need.  




“We shouldn’t have done this here. We should have waited to get back to the boat, I just can’t help myself around you.” He pulled me into a tight embrace and I closed my eyes as he held me close. I could almost, just almost, believe we had a chance if we stuck together. 


SEVEN | Aim for the Head




The truck bed was full when we loaded everything into it. We were definitely loaded for bear now. Obviously I had more stuff than I realized. We still had plenty of daylight, which was a good thing since we would have to load all these supplies onto the ship and put them away in a safe place. Blake said he had spotted a larger boat at the dock when we arrived, which would hopefully cut down on our back and forth trips to the our boat.  I hoped our luck would hold out a little longer to get these supplies in place. 




The trip back to the dock was uneventful. We spotted at least ten zombies, but there was no way they could catch up with us in the truck. Charlie also proved himself useful, coming to attention and alerting us if one was close. But, nothing came close enough to matter, alive or dead. No one alive showed themselves. It was scary to think that the city had been overtaken so easily. I hoped that it was just a matter of everyone hiding within their homes. I didn’t want to ponder the alternative…everyone dead. 




As we drove over the levee I realized our luck had finally run out. A group of zombies, dressed similar to the zombie we killed this morning, were milling about the shipyard. These men must have been attacked at their work, which I assumed was a large warehouse to the West of the office building since they were still dressed in coveralls. 




“We’ll do this fast, just go for them with the ax, take out the head. Don’t chop down on the skull, go for the side.” Blake had taken a machete from my garage and he was ready to do some chopping himself. 




“I’ll go for the one on the right first,” I said and he nodded. We came out swinging. My ax made contact with the first one’s neck and instead of gushing, the arterial blood just oozed. The blow must not have been strong enough though because he kept coming for me. Another swing practically took the top of its head off and finally he went down. I turned to help Blake, but he didn’t need any assistance, the two other zombies lay at his feet, heads split open. 




“I think I need a machete.”




“I’ll get you one,” he smirked. “Alright, back in the truck. Get back it onto the dock. I’m going in to try and get the key to that service boat.”




I got behind the wheel and backed the truck up onto the dock. It was a nail-biting experience, big truck, little dock, reverse, not my specialty. But, I did it, only scraping the side twice.  It didn’t help that I was worried about Blake, alone, in the building. 




I was pacing the length of the dock, with Charlie at my heel when he finally ran out to meet me. He had key in hand, and we immediately began loading the boat with all the supplies. It was a small vessel, probably used to ferry personnel back and forth to the larger tugs, but there was enough room to fit everything I had packed up from my house. 




The loading and unloading of the boat went easy and by dusk we had everything packed away on our boat. I was worn out and I could tell Blake was too, but he wanted to get moving before it was full night. He knew a place he wanted to tie up for the evening, a place near his home which he was hoping on hitting tomorrow. 




Blake’s had mentioned that his house was located in Uptown New Orleans, which was in the opposite direction, upriver back toward the French Quarter and ground zero. We had passed up his home to get to mine, which I wasn’t too happy about. He explained he had assumed I was near him and just went with it as I directed him to my neighborhood.  So, back we went, what would normally be a five minute trip by car took us a little longer, it was slow going on the river because we kept close to the bank so he could pinpoint our location using landmarks. 




We pulled up to a barge just as full darkness hit and Blake decided this was as good a place as any to tie up for the night. We were both completely wiped and I had no objection when he dragged me to bed. I would have liked to have a repeat of last night, but there was no question sleep was the priority. I think I was actually dreaming before my head hit the pillow. 




Two nights down in this post-apocalyptic world. 


EIGHT | Cheerful Yellow Walls




Blake was a machine and he was on a mission. We woke at first light, or at least I did. Blake was already up with our bags packed. I followed his lead and slipped into some of the clothes I had procured yesterday. 




He rewarded me with a warm kiss in greeting when I met him on deck. The tingle it sent through my body was unexpected and enjoyable. I wanted him again, but we didn’t have time. Busy, busy surviving bees. 




“We can actually reach the bank from this barge. We’ll have to jump a few feet from this one to the one in the parallel position, but it won’t be a challenge. The challenge is going to be crossing the warehouse area and the tracks. My house is located near Children’s Hospital, which is actually something I’m really worried about. There might be a concentration of zombies in that area because of people that sought help for bites during the initial outbreak. Bunch of fucking kid zombies.” He shivered in disgust. 




“Can we avoid the area, maybe detour up a back way?” I asked.




“I’m going to try to get us up State Street instead of Henry Clay, which is where Children’s is located. We’ll make a left on Tchoup and then my house is located at the midway point down a side street. I want to keep a fast pace, how is your stamina?” He looked me up and down as if he was assessing my fitness level. 




“I’m not a long distance runner if that is what you’re asking, I fucking hate running.” 




“We’re going to have to work on that.”




“I doubt my fitness is going to be hard to maintain in this world. Running from zombies sure motivates a girl.” 




“Yeah, fat doesn’t stick to end of the world survivors,” he laughed and shook his head as if embarrassed for saying fat.  “Speaking of which, let’s grab a protein bar and get started. I want to be back on this boat by noon.”




“You think we can move that quickly?”




“Yes, and I don’t have a lot of supplies to grab at my house, mostly arms and ammo. Do you want to take Charlie?” He motioned to the dog that was pacing the foredeck. 




“No, if it’s only going to be a quick trip. I’ll leave food out and he can guard the boat.” I whistled for Charlie. “Charlie, achtung!” I put bowls of food and water down for him.




“Charlie, bleib!” And the beautiful boy sat down on his haunches and went on alert. “He’ll stay on the boat.”




“Perfect.” Blake scratched Charlie behind his ear and the dog whined in response.  




“Alright, let’s do this.” I took a big bite of a very gooey protein bar and smiled, realizing too late that I probably had chocolate teeth. Smooth, Alexis. 




Blake just shook his head amused and handed me a pack, slinging his own onto his broad back. 




We easily jumped from one barge to the other. I had a sickening thought of falling into the water between the barges, but it was only a small jump of about four feet and I cleared it with plenty of room to spare. After that, it was as simple as getting on the docks and making our way to the warehouses in the distance. 




Blake was ready for anything when we entered the yard. He made his way in a shooter’s stance, gun drawn and ready as we crept along.  We had an extensive line of sight once we passed the storage yard, which allowed us to relax and pace ourselves. It wasn’t until we cleared the flood-walls that we encountered resistance. They were on us almost immediately. 




“I don’t want to shoot them, but there is too many,” Blake hissed as he thrust his knife into the head of an attacking zombie. 




“They can hear,” I called, noticing a small group turned at the sound of our voices and began heading in our direction. I wanted desperately to draw my gun and shoot them, but it would just draw more. 




We chopped and sliced our way through about ten of them. It was hard work. They came running at us and you had to avoid fingernails and mouths, aiming for the head. My ax embedded into their skulls with each forecful chop and I had to yank it out over and over again. 




By the fifth zombie my arms were aching and I was covered in gore. I took two seconds to catch my breath and wipe the gore from my face when another few zombies shambled toward us. I glanced at Blake and he jerked his head to the right. He ran. I followed.  When one of the dead would get near us, we would stop and chop and slice until they lay at our feet. We were dispatching another small group of zombies when I looked up and realized we had made it to Tchoupitoulas Street. We were almost there. Our pace quickened. We couldn’t get off the street fast enough.




As we rounded the corner, the sound hit us, the groaning and shuffling of what had to be hundreds of zombies. Unfortunately, my estimation was right as we slid to a stop gaping at the magnitude of zombies that were just shuffling along Tchoupitoulas toward Audubon Zoo. It looked like a massive group of tourists going on some macabre stroll. Men and women in shorts and elaborate Hawaiian shirts, bags still slung over their shoulders, fanny packs at their waist. There were even small children zombies that shuffled along with their dead parents, their hair pulled back in pigtails and spiked up in faux hawks. The sight of them was what disturbed me the most. Their little bodies covered in sticky dried blood, their lips pulled back in a grimace as they gnashed their teeth and sniffed the air for the smell of living flesh, their movements jerky, their expressions vacant and hungry. 




None of them had spotted us yet, but we didn’t have long.  We had very little options available. 




“Blake, what do we do? Can we hole up in one of these houses? Is that safe?”




“This way,” his hand gripped my upper arm and he urged me forward, across the street. We took a few tentative steps and then broke off into a “zombies are chasing us” run. He headed straight for what looked to be a corner grocery. It was a two-story building and I hoped to God there was nothing living or dead in it as Blake slammed into the front door. It was open and he quickly shoved me in, then turned around to secure the door as several dead bodies slammed into it. They just kept on pressing against the door as more piled behind them. 




I could hear their moaning and the muted sound of their fists as they pounded on the walls and door. 




“This isn’t going to hold,” I hissed and he nodded in acknowledgment. 




“We can’t stay here long, that door is going to break.” The words slipped out of his mouth just as a body hit us from behind, knocking us both off-kilter. It was pressing against me, trying to bite down on any exposed flesh. Oh my God, it was all over me. Its teeth, its nasty teeth were inches from my face. Blood dripped from its mouth as if it had just snacked on someone recently. I managed to press my arms against its neck, I kept the teeth away from my exposed skin. If I slipped one inch I was toast. I didn’t know how long I could hold it off as it struggled to get closer to me and I struggled to keep it away from my face. I was going to die. I knew it. I could sense my death was imminent. It was going to rip me apart and there was nothing I could do about it. Where the fuck was Blake?




Suddenly its weight was lifted off of me and I could breathe. I hadn’t realized I was holding my breath, but now with the relief of pressure I began to hyperventilate as I sucked in air too quickly. I drew in a few quick gasps to calm my breathing, after a few seconds I finally got myself under control and then I got to my feet. Blake had dispatched the fucker with a knife to the cranium. I noticed there was another body on the floor which must have been the reason for his delay. Shit, he just saved my life.




I looked up and his eyes met mine. I hoped they conveyed my gratitude because there was no time for thanks. The door at the front of the store was splintering. I could hear the tell-tale screeching sound of wood giving out under pressure. We didn’t have long before those dead fuckers were in here and on us. 




“Get to the back of the store. There has to be a way upstairs.” He yelled as he pressed against the door, holding back the mass of zombies. I did as I was told and found a narrow stairwell in the storage area, behind the cash register. It was a converted home and this looked like it used to be a kitchen. Blake joined me, out of breath, slamming the door that led to the store area to put one more obstacle between us and them.




“They are right behind me,” he pushed a large storage shelf in front of the door and motioned for me to go upstairs. I wasn’t ready for more of these things, but I did it. I forced myself to move and made my way upstairs. There was one up here. I didn’t let it surprise me though. I wonder if it was taken unaware when my ax split open its brain? The split and crunch of skull and brains was becoming cathartic. I was going psycho. 




The upstairs seemed to be a living area for the owners of the store. The one I had just taken out was only a teenager and I guessed the two adults downstairs were the parents. From the pictures on the wall that I really didn’t want to acknowledge, there were only three of them. Smiling. Happy. Now dead. That was until I saw a few new pictures that were added to the end of the hallway picture collage. I realized that this family had a new addition. 




Holy fuck. I couldn’t face this shit.




Blake’s hand gripped my shoulder when he saw the picture I had focused on.  A tiny baby held in the arms of its mother as she gazed at the camera with joy evident on her face.  We both tensed up when we heard a weird cry. The sound came from a room down the hall. 




“I have to check,” I choked out. All Blake could do was nod before he followed me to the open door at the end of the hall.




The walls were done in a cheerful yellow with pictures of ducks and teddy bears smiling all over the place. The smell didn’t fit the cheerful room, it was rotten. There was blood splashed on the wall above the crib and that sight told me that there was no way the child could be alive. But I had to look anyway. 




It took two blinks, two quick looks. Two quick passes with my eyes to assess the torn open stomach, the blood, and the fucking kicking feet. The little fists reaching, hungry.  Then I turned and I began to vomit. Protein bars don’t taste that good going down, much worse coming up. 




The weird cries were silenced. Blake must have done something with that big knife that he kept on his hip. I was grateful and horrified at the same time. But those feelings were washed away when he turned to me and handed me a bottle of water. Now I was just grateful and embarrassed. What did I expect? To find a goddamned baby in this mess, take it with me and become the Cleavers? I was an idiot. 




I wiped at the stupid tears that were leaking from my eyes, hiding my face so Blake wouldn’t see.  When they were dry I turned around and noticed Blake had opened a door and had walked out onto a balcony. He motioned for me to come over to him. 




“I think we can get out of here,” he whispered, not wanting to draw any unwanted attention. He pointed to the backyard where there weren’t any zombies. “See that low-hanging oak tree limb? We can climb onto that and actually make it to the neighbor’s roof. It looks like they have a side exit and the street seems clear in that direction. My house is only a block down. We can make a run for it. We just have to stay quiet.”




He didn’t give me time to protest before his leg was over the balcony and he was shimmying out onto the branch, which didn’t seem that sturdy. He quickly made it to the crook and hurriedly motioned for me to follow. If it could hold his weight, it could hold mine. I didn’t think about it, just focused on one foot going over, one foot moving forward, one hand gripping the branch above me and then I was in Blake’s arms. 




With a turn, he swung onto the next branch and then he was on top of the neighbor’s roof. I was trying to follow silently as he was. 




The grade of the roof made it hard to keep my footing. I slipped once but managed to regain my footing and I slid to a seated position next to Blake at the edge of the roof. We both looked down. This was the lowest point, but it had to be about a 15-foot drop. 




“We gotta jump.” Blake said.




“I know.” 




“I’ll go first.” No prelude, he just went for it. And he was no worse for wear so I followed. I don’t know how I remained upright or managed to not twist my ankle, but I did. Go me.  Blake didn’t give me time to catch my breath, he pulled me upright and urged me to start running. We were off. We were running as fast as we could. We were out the fence, and then we were down the street. 




I looked behind me frantically as our pace increased. Were they chasing us? Nothing. They were probably all inside the store.  When Blake turned and headed for a fence, I knew we had made it. We had gotten to his home. I could have cried, I could have puked again—but really all I wanted to do was chug a bottle of water. 


NINE | Shock and Oh Baby




The run from the store was excruciating. When we finally made it into his house I bent over with a cramp in my side as Blake closed the door quietly behind us. 




He kneeled down in front of me, “Hey baby, you okay?” Out of breath I could only shake my head. I wasn’t a very fast runner. I had always done a slow jog whenever I forced myself to get out and run. Blake looked like he hadn’t even broken a sweat, jerk.




Me, I was a mess. I was shivering. I had probably pissed my pants, I couldn’t breathe. And Blake was just there all put together. I couldn’t help it, I might have cried a little bit. He was right there though. He pulled me into his arms and he didn’t let go for a long time. Even though I probably smelled like a rotting zombie, puke and maybe piss. I felt safe there and soon I stopped crying, but I couldn’t stop  shivering.




“Lex, I’m going to go secure the house. We have to stay here tonight, I don’t think we can’t make it back to the boat today, not with all the dead out there. I have to make sure this place is safe.”




“Okay,” I whispered.  I wished I could help him, but the only thing my body could do was sink to the floor and wait for him to come back. It took him a long time and I wondered what he was doing to make this place safe. Would it hold? Could we possible withstand an attack by those things? I couldn’t deal with this anymore. Was it really worth it surviving in this world? 




When he returned I pushed all those negative thoughts away. He picked me up as if I was a child and carried me to the bathroom.  




“Let’s get you cleaned up.” 




I let him undress me and put me in the warm shower. I let him soap me up and clean my body. I still wasn’t back to normal, but I was trying hard to come out of the state of darkness I was falling into. Each moment was being replayed over and over again in my head and I couldn’t stop it. No matter what I did, I couldn’t get it to stop. I knew I had to pull myself together, I just didn’t know how to put everything into perspective.




His touches weren’t sexual, they were to help and heal. The wonderful man even dried me off. By the time he showed me to his room with the big ass bed, I was so grateful for finding him I could have cried. 

Instead of thank you and crying, I showed him how much I appreciated him with what we did best. Passion. I pulled him to me and tried to kiss away everything  that happened earlier.




Kisses turned into touches. Touches turned into strokes. Soon our desperate kisses and strokes turned heated and he pushed me onto the bed.  I was soon spread out on my back with his face buried between my legs. Everything forgotten. For now.




His naughty tongue licked me while his fingers circled and pulled on my clit. Up and down he licked every part of my me, thrusting his tongue inside my vagina along with his fingers. He took me with three digits until I came around them.  He lapped up my juices with enthusiasm and I couldn’t contain my shouts of pleasure. I barely had time to recover before his body was above mine and his dick was pushing into me. 




His kisses tasted of me, but I didn’t care and our tongues tangled as our bodies slapped together. It didn’t take long for us to be right on the edge. I needed to speed things along, I needed to come. I couldn’t help myself, my fingers dipped down and I touched my clit as his dick pushed inside me, thrusting hard. 




“Oh yeah, Lex, touch yourself.” He looked down at our joined bodies, his dick buried deep inside me, my fingers pressed to my clit. I was desperate to come. I needed to forget.  He stiffened and then pumped hard into me with his orgasm. The feel of his release triggered my own and I cried out as wave after wave of pleasure overtook me. When we were sated, we didn’t move away from each other. He stayed inside me and we fell asleep still in each other’s arms. 




Three days into the apocalypse and I didn’t want to leave this room or the comfort of his arms, ever.


TEN | Domestic Goddess




When I woke the next morning, I came to not knowing where I was. A quick glance over at Blake had me blushing as I remembered my behavior from the day before. I had to use the restroom so I slipped on a t-shirt from his drawer that was nice and big and padded on bare feet to the toilet. Luckily the water was still running and I managed to clean up, brush my teeth and even got my hair in some semblance of order.




I was making coffee using the tea kettle, since there was no power, only gas, when I noticed he was standing there watching me. He was wearing nothing but his boxers and a very sexy grin on his face.




“You look good in my clothes and in my kitchen.”




“I’m being all domestic.”




“I like it.”




“You would, you are such an Alpha.”




“Oh baby, you like my Alpha.” He pulled me to him and kissed me.




“I do,” I whispered against his mouth. He growled when I bit his bottom lip playfully. When I pulled back I noticed he was erect and straining against his boxers.  “You are insatiable.”  I pointed to his groin.




“I am.” He licked his lips and the move was so sexy that I couldn’t help but snuggling in closer to him, my hand naturally going to his rigid shaft and stroking it through his boxers. “If you do that again, I won’t be able to restrain myself.”




“Who says I want you to restrain yourself?” The words were barely out of my mouth before he was pushing me back against the kitchen table and lifting me up so I was sitting on it, my legs spread to accommodate his body. He reached for the hem of the shirt and pulled it over my head. I didn’t even have time for the chill to hit me before he was sucking on my bare breasts, warming me up from head to toe. He showed each one an equal amount of attention as he pinched and licked them. He kneaded my left breast with his hand as he sucked on its counterpart to the right. 




My nipples were a direct line to my core which was now swollen and aching for the same kind of attention. I spread my legs wider so he would get the hint, but he ignored me and continued to pay special attention to my breasts, licking on them as if they were his favorite ice cream flavor. Finally, he began to kiss lower, down my stomach until he got to my vagina. He only kissed around it though, he never touched it, teasing me until my skin was about to burst. I wanted to grab his head and force his mouth between my legs, but I knew he would resist me. I already knew Blake well enough to know I wouldn’t be able to force him to do anything he didn’t want to do. 




“I need you inside me, Blake,” I moaned, but he ignored me. His kisses trailed up and down my legs and then back up to my stomach to lick and bite at my breasts. 




“Please, Blake,” I begged. “I need you inside me. Take me now.” 




“Be patient, baby,” was all he said. After a few agonizing minutes, it seemed he was finally about to touch me, his fingers hovered over my clit. I was in so much need I pushed up against his hand and he laughed in a knowing, very male, condescending manner. I could have died. 




“Now, Blake!” I demanded and he obeyed.  He pulled his dick from his boxers and slowly, ever so slowly, inserted the tip inside me. He didn’t move, he held himself rigidly, another tease. I wanted to scoot forward so badly for full penetration. I wanted him completely enveloped inside me, but there was nowhere I could go, I was on the end of the table. 




He continued to lightly push into me, tease me, and drive me insane with just the tip of his dick. He continued to pinch and lick my nipples, but only took me slowly with the tip of his shaft. I was at the point where I couldn’t take it anymore when he finally relented with the teasing and shoved deep into me. I could have screamed in my eagerness, but I restrained myself.  I didn’t want to make too much noise. 




Instead, I tipped my head back and leaned back on my elbows while he slowly thrust into me. It was a sensual rhythm that wasn’t fast enough for my taste. I wanted it hard and fast. Blake was obviously into slow this morning. He watched me as he pushed into me, each slow push and pull sheer agony for me. 




“More, Blake, I want more…”




“You want more of this, baby?”




“Yeah,” I whined, “faster, I want it harder.” 




“You want it hard?”




“Yes!” I all but screamed and he relented, his pace picking up, his strokes hard and sure. I could imagine how I looked, inclined back on the table, my boobs bouncing, Blake pounding into me like an animal, my mouth open, moaning wantonly. I probably looked like some sex-crazed floozy that couldn’t be satisfied no matter how much dick she got. 




Who knows how I looked, but it must have been a sight because when I looked up, there was a man at the back door, staring. He was staring right at me. 




“Blake, there’s a guy out there…” I tried to pull away from him, but he was intent on his purpose and I had to admit what he was doing felt really good. His thrusts continued and oh, it felt amazing. But this guy was staring and I didn’t want to stare back too hard.  I think he liked what he saw because his hand was on a very obvious bulge in his pants.




“Blake, there’s a man!” I was more insistent this time and he stopped, pulling out of me. On alert. He was still wearing his boxers so he was able to quickly tuck himself away and turn to face the intruder. 




I, on the other hand, was completely nude and spread out for the world to see, legs open, breasts thrust upward, sitting on the kitchen table. Just call me a cheese danish. The t-shirt I was wearing was on the other side of the room, so I hopped off and tried to walk confidently to grab it. I couldn’t help it, I looked up and met the man’s eyes. He was staring again. And this time he smiled. It was a predatory smile and it both unnerved me and unsettled me. I grabbed the shirt and made a break for Blake’s bedroom. 


ELEVEN | Ex-Wives and Humvees




I quickly dressed, keeping an ear open for any angry sounds or words of confrontation, but I only heard the low hum of two male voices. What they hell? There was some strange guy out there watching us have sex and now Blake is gonna have a polite convo with him? 




The conversation didn’t sound strained in the least. Did Blake know this guy? I sneaked around the corner and pressed myself against the hallway wall. 




“We’ve lost contact with all of our employees. Only about ten percent of the men have reported in and most are unable to move from their locations. I have Marquez, Kirk and Tillman with me. The rest are MIA, I’m assuming the worst.”




“Fuck, James, I can’t even believe you showed up here. If you would have been a couple hours later I would have been gone, wasted trip.” Blake’s voice sounded exasperated. 




“What else was I supposed to do? I’m making the rounds trying to locate my men, you were top priority. I can’t believe you didn’t try to connect.  Who’s the girl? Where’s Clara? I really didn’t expect to find you dick deep in some hot brunette.” 




“That’s Alexis and we hooked up a few days ago. We have a common goal – staying alive. I’ve just been trying to survive, James. I didn’t even think about anything else. We were getting supplies and then we would have tried to get to one of the safe-houses. And Clara, who the fuck knows, she high-tailed it out of here a few months ago.” 




“Damn, Miller, that blows. Why didn’t you tell me? But whatever, I never liked her and you seem to be holding up just fine.” I couldn’t see their faces, but I sensed some macho male shit between them just by the tone of their voices. 




Who the hell was Clara? I, of course, assumed the worst. Was Blake newly separated or was she a current girlfriend and they were just on a split? He said he was unattached but who the hell knew?  It would figure that I was just a booty-call of convenience or a rebound and he would run off to find his girl as soon as he got tired of me.

I was tired of spying. I hated playing the dumb chick roll.  I wouldn’t be jealous. I wouldn’t give a shit. I was here to survive. I made a noise and rounded the corner at the same time to let them know their private time was over.




Both men quieted and faced me. Now that I had a good look at the new addition to our little apocalypse club, he was definitely an eye-popping addition. He was in his late twenties or early thirties. He was all muscle, but lean compared to Blake’s larger physique. He wore his hair cut high and tight and was dressed in black fatigues. He had military written all over him. He struck me at first as too harsh, too rigid, but the moment he turned to me and smiled all rigidness was gone and I saw a playful glint in his eyes. It turned him from predator to pretty bad boy. Yum. The apocalypse club was definitely a good looking club so far. 




“Alexis, this is Zachary James. He’s my business partner, we own the Security firm I was telling you about.” Zachary took my hand in a firm grip.




“Pleasure.” 




“I know you told me security,” I gestured to Zachary James in his black fatigues, “but this screams SEAL Team Six.”




“They wish they made as much as we do…did,” Zachary frowned.




“Mercenaries.” I looked over at Blake and he shrugged. 




“Private contractors. And we rarely work on non-domestic cases.”




“So, does this guy have a better plan than we do?” I gestured to Mr. Tall and Macho who swallowed a laugh at my obvious disdain. 




“We have a training facility near Lake Borgne. It’s accessible from only one bridge, practically an island. There are supplies and living quarters, even a few houses. It was set up to be a housing community, near Venetian Isles before the market fell through. I figured this would be an ideal base of operations.” Zachary said with tight precision.




“I was thinking along those same lines, James, I was just trying to get a little more information before we solidified our plans.” 




“Yeah, you seemed in desperate pursuit of information when I caught up with you.” 




“You’re a douche.” I rolled my eyes at Zachary.




“And you just met him. Wait until you get to know him,” Blake laughed and Zachary scowled at the two of us. 




“Well, while you two were playing hide the fucking sausage, I’ve been trying to locate your dumb ass,” he pointed a knuckle at Blake, “along with the rest of our employees. I guess one of us has to be the responsible douch-bag.”




“And you found me. The core group knows about the base, they’ll put two and two together unless they have other options available. We didn’t hire idiots. How were you planning on getting there? Highway 90 is a secondary evacuation route, it’s probably a parking lot and I don’t even want to think about the zombie activity in the East.”




“Zombie. Is that what you think these people have turned into?” Zachary scoffed.




“What else would you call them?” I spoke up. “They are walking around all dead like and trying to eat our faces off. Last time I checked that was a zombie in the fucking dictionary.” 




“They are infected humans. They have a strain of Mad Cow Disease.” Zachary sounded like he was regurgitating a news clip. 




“Sure, that’s why you can decapitate them and they still try and eat you. Mad Cow Disease.” I shook my head at his naiveté.




“You decapitated one and it was still alive?” He looked horrified, I had to give him some credit for his attachment to morals and human decency, this seemed like an option he hadn’t even consider.




“Bitch was still trying to eat me. Just the damn head. Last time I checked Mad Cow Disease didn’t reanimate the dead, or so they were pushing on the news before I witnessed it myself. Why do you think there is a media blackout in our area now that it hit? Would they do that for some infectious disease? The dead are rising and attacking the living…where have you been hiding? You haven’t had much contact with them?”




“We tried our best not to engage. They are human beings, you can’t just go around killing infected people.”




“When those infected people come at you en masse and try to eat you, they get killed,” Blake backed me up and I could have kissed him. I wasn’t the crazy one, denial was a good way to get killed.  “You never were a fan of horror movies though, James, it didn’t take me and Alexis long to catch on. You can shoot, stab, or destroy almost any part of them and they keep coming. Take out their head, their brain, and they are truly dead.”




“I can’t…believe this shit.” Zachary ran his hand over his face, his conflict evident on his face.




“You didn’t see it? You didn’t see them?” My voice was a little too loud in my frustration. How many people were out there like this? In denial, ready to go out and try to “cure” one of these zombies, which will only lead to more zombies. 




“Yeah, I saw them.” His voice was a whisper to my shout. “I made it to the office, you must have just left,” he nodded at Blake. I holed up for a few hours, trying to get everyone that was active on the radio. Marquez, Kirk, and Tillman were close, so they came in and we stayed put. When I hadn’t heard from you, well we started making rounds, passing by your house every 24 hours or so...I figured you had gone from the office straight to your house. I couldn’t figure out what had happened to you. We managed to avoid the infected people, only engaging on a few occasions. But, we are out of supplies and need to fall back to the island. There are just so many of those people out...they are getting harder to avoid.”




“They aren’t people anymore.” Blake put a hand on the man’s shoulder and I sensed a very long and complicated past between the two of them. It was an underlying tension, evident in the way they regarded each other. These were old friends, competitors…brothers. 

When Zachary looked over at me, I knew that at some point I would be considered an obstacle unless I fell in line. And what choice did I have? I could go out on my own, as one woman. Sure, I had experience, I could shoot a gun, I could hold my own, but nothing in my repertoire of experience could compare to these two soldiers, to the potentially small army at their fingertips and the island safe-haven they alone possessed.  I was on Team Blake, but would Team Blake change when paired with Zachary James? 




I suddenly had a very sickening feeling in my gut. I was pretty sure I knew Blake. I didn’t know him, as far as his past, but I had a good idea about the kind of person he was. People face stressful situations with their base natures at the forefront. And from what I had seen of Blake’s base nature, he was a hero. In this world, a hero was exactly what I wanted by my side. I don’t know why I was freaking myself out just from a glance from Zachary. It had to be my insecurities surfacing. If Blake was friends with this man, partners, he would have to be a nice guy, right? Or at least similar in beliefs and morals? I mean, he didn’t want to kill zombies because they might be just infected humans, wasn’t that a sign of goodness and respect for human life? 




I was being overly-dramatic. I had to get a grip, I didn’t even know my own thoughts. Zombie Apocalypse Alexis needed to stop overthinking things. 




“What is your plan, Blake? Were you just going to hole up here with her and play house, or did you have something in mind?” Zachary asked.




“Walls or water.”




“What?”




“Safety. We need to find a place with walls or water to keep the dead out.”




“The base has both.”




“I was going to bring it up with Lex today.”




“It should have been your top priority.” Zachary obviously couldn’t let go of Blake’s disregard for their company.




“My top priority was keeping Alexis and myself alive, James.” Zachary’s tight lips and nod in response showed he still wasn’t happy.




“Fine, so we go now?” Zachary urged. 




“What was your plan?” Blake retorted.




“Marquez, Kirk, and Tillman are outside, guarding the perimeter. We have two Humvees, but we didn’t think we could get through on 90. Romeo and Baby, along with a few of their family members are already at the base camp, we’re in radio contact. They mentioned they were in touch with Peters and his family, they are trying to make it in via Slidell.”




“Have you been able to get in touch with anyone outside the city? Our Chicago location or Seattle?”




“No,” Zachary shook his head, “all quiet. Almost like there is a blackout. From what I can tell they deployed the Guard to try and enforce a quarantine at all the exits leading out of the city and institute a lock-down, all long-range communication is shut-down. The obvious goal was to keep the rest of the country in the dark about what was happening, kill the infection and then make up some excuse later.  But the infection made it into the units, so everything broke into chaos. From that point on, they either dispersed or fell back to a different location. We encountered one group that pushed over the Twin Span when they were being overrun through Slidell, but they were just looking for another unit to hook up with. They didn’t know much, but they filled us in on the basics.”




“So, basically we shouldn’t expect to get rescued by the Army.”  Blake laughed somberly. 




“You expected that? Thought you learned your lesson in Sangin.” A hint of a smile ghosted across Zachary’s face. 




“A boy can only hope.” Blake shrugged.




“Nothing? There is no contact from outside of the city? Are you sure there is a blackout? That just seems so extreme.” I had to ask, I couldn’t just give up. Both of the men turned to me. Zachary looked like he had forgotten I was even there. 




“Nothing, cell towers are down, there are no television broadcasts, even radio signals are just beaming static. Basic protocol in a situation of this nature would be to put up a damper to keep news of the spreading infection at bay from the rest of the country. Probably wrote off New Orleans, New York, Miami as uninhabitable…all the initial infection points would be considered liabilities and the main aim would be to keep the infection contained within those areas.” Zachary’s grim tone implied this wasn’t the first time he’d experienced this sort of protocol. 




“So we’re on our own?” Again my question seemed petulant, even to my own ears, but I couldn’t help myself. “Why would they do this?”




“If there was no hope for containment within the cities, they would have tried quarantine. The radio silence is to prevent lawlessness in the rest of the country. Yes, basically. We’re on our own.”  Zachary showed no emotion, just a simple shrug. 




I looked back and forth between the two men. Their expressions were tight and they shared a look which spoke volumes. They had obviously played this game before. Being on domestic soil might be a change and fighting the dead instead of enemy forces was a big leap in the direction of weird, but the base conflict, fight, survive, prevail was nothing new to these two.  




“Time to make our own way then. Where’s your map of the city, Blake?” I asked. The pouting was over, it was time to act.




“In my office.” We followed him to the back of the house and he spread a large map of the city out on a table in the corner.




“I think what we’ve been doing has been working. We’ll just get back on the boat and take it up the Industrial Canal. We might have to open the lock, but that path will be easier than going through the streets. Where is this base of yours?” I asked.




Blake pointed to an area of land on the edge of Lake Borgne, on the map all it seemed to be was a little outlet of swampland. But New Orleans was famous for “creating subdivisions” by filling in the marsh. This must have been one of those endeavors.




“We can take the Industrial to the Intercoastal and it will put us right in your back yard.” I smiled and traced the route with my finger. 




 “We’ll have to ditch the Humvees, I’m not happy about that.”  Zachary’s excited smile didn’t match his words through. He knew this was a good idea.




“Unless you commandeer a boat that can haul those,” I suggested. “There are plenty of vessels on the river and not an operator in sight. Granted, you’ll have to be able to pilot them, those things aren’t like driving a car.”




The two men actually looked at me like it was a viable option.




“The Gretna Ferry dock is actually right across the river if you know how to run that thing you could load up. That is if it’s where its supposed to be.” 




“I’ll ask Marquez. He seems to know how to do a lot of odd jobs and he’s mentioned that his dad was a tug operator.”  Zachary and Blake looked excited with our plan.




“Call in Tillman and Kirk and have them load up my munitions. I need to grab a few personal items and then we can head out.”  Blake grabbed my hand and pulled me down the hallway.




When we were out of earshot he turned to face me.  “You know you can trust me, right?” He whispered. When I nodded he kissed me and pushed the hair from my face so he could see my eyes.  “These guys are good guys. But they are going to be a little gruff. All business. We are going to load up the Humvees and head out for the boat. If Zachary can get someone who knows how to pilot a large ship, we’ll just see them to one of those boats. If not, we’ll have the whole crew until we make it to the base. You’ll be the only female, but they know I’m in charge.” 




“I know, Blake, don’t worry about me. I can handle myself around men.” 




“They can just be a little intimidating. James is the worst, I’ve just…been with him for a long time. He’s overbearing at times, I don’t tell him everything.  What he said…”




“The other girl he mentioned…this Clara…what is that about? Is that what you mean?” I pushed. I told myself I didn’t want to know, but the jealousy was there. The introduction of another player in our survival game could upset things and I was fine with how they were progressing. 




“Yeah, I…” He ran his hands through his dirty blond hair. He looked perplexed and if I wasn’t feeling weird jealousy pangs I would have thought he looked cute all frustrated and unsure. “Well, I fucked up with that one. Clara, she’s my ex-wife.” 




“Shit. How ex?” My heart sank. An ex definitely complicated things. If she was alive. Was I sick to hope otherwise? 




“I signed the divorce papers two weeks ago.”  Alarm bells sounded in my head. 




“Christ, Blake. That is a big deal. And why didn’t your partner know? Isn’t divorce a big deal?”




“I told him she moved out, recently, but really she’s been gone for the last six months, I kept it quiet. It was all my fault…I, well…it’s a long story. We’ve been through for a while, I just didn’t want to tell James. He didn’t think I should get married to begin with, I didn’t want the ‘I told you so’s.’”




“So when he busted in on us in the kitchen, he thought you were cheating on your wife? During a fucking apocalypse! Holy shit Blake, no wonder he was giving us the third-degree.” 




“Yeah, yeah. Look, I’ll tell him. Dammit, like I could predict this.” 




“I don’t know what to think about this.” I shook my head. 




“There is nothing to think about, Alexis. I have an ex, she’s in another state. If James wouldn’t have purposefully brought that shit up, just to fuck with me, we would be packing our shit and moving on.”  He was right. This didn’t change anything. Zachary had brought it up to shame and place guilt on Blake because he was pissed. There was nothing I could do about some ex-wife in Texas. She was, in all likelihood, dead. Call me callous. Call me a bitch. But it was the truth. This wasn’t the time or the place. Time to pull up the big-girl panties and leave the drama tucked away for a moment with a little more spare time.




“I get it, I do.” I emphasized the I do, forcing myself to believe my own words. 




“Don’t hate me baby, I know we haven’t had time to sit down and play twenty questions, but I’m here for you. No matter my past. We’ll talk about things when we don’t have zombies breathing down on our necks.  Look, just grab your shit, let’s get moving. I promise, I’ll tell you everything when we have a moment.” 




“I hope we get that moment.” I whispered.




“We will,” he said with certainty. 


TWELVE | Uma, Reese and Zombie Roadkill




Marquez, Tillman, and Kirk loaded up Blake’s munitions quickly and damn, there was a lot of them. He had whole crates of weapons like he was preparing for World War III. When I raised my eyebrows in question he just shrugged and mouthed, “soldier.” I guess that was as good an excuse as any. The three soldiers from the Humvees were dressed identically to Zachary and each one looked like a civilian playing soldier because of their haircuts and facial hair. They all wore their hair grown out, instead of the high and tight look of the military that Zachary was sporting. One was even showing off a thick beard and hipster glasses. They wore their uniforms in impeccable order though and the way they carried themselves made it obvious what they were. I guess the hair, like Blake’s, was their little way of rebelling and showing they were now in the private sector. They just couldn’t shake the fact that they were soldiers through and through from they way the walked, held themselves and talked. 




While they loaded the Humvees, Blake and Zachary watched the streets with wary trepidation. I certainly had not forgotten the hoard of dead that came after us yesterday. They were most likely still in the area. All it took was one bite. 




Just as the last box of guns was loaded into the Humvees, we all turned as one toward the unmistakable moaning of the dead. It could faintly be heard coming from the direction of the river. The way we needed to go.




I stood just looking in the direction of where the sounds of the dead were coming from with a frown on my face. I caught movement out of the corner of my eye, one of the men made a beeline for me, his hand extended.




“Hey.” He greeted me. “Arthur Tillman, how’s a girl like you end up with someone like Miller?” He was cute in a little boy sort of way, a splattering of freckles and longish red hair adding to his immature look. He couldn’t be much older than me and I wondered how this type of guy ended up as a mercenary. 




“Hands off Tillman,” Blake called. Tillman flipped him off and turned back to face me.




“Alexis, Alexis Winter,” I took his hand, his grip was firm, but he didn’t try any show of strength. 




“Why don’t you ditch the stiff and we can run away to paradise...heard there are a few mansions available on St. Charles. Cheap.” I couldn’t help it, I laughed. 




“Nice try, but I’m happy with the stiff.” I smiled to soften the blow, even though I was pretty sure this was more about lightening the mood of the group than flirting with me. 




“Shame. We could have been great baby, with your brains and my good looks...”




“Get moving, Tillman,” Zachary hissed.




“Aye, aye.” He ran toward the vehicles with a wink. 




“What do we do, sirs?” Kirk looked at Blake and Zachary. 




“Let’s get moving. The Humvees can plow through any groups we encounter,” Blake spit out quickly, picking up his packs from the ground and heading to the Humvee parked across the street. 




“Sir? I thought we were only supposed to engage if under threat?” The other guy, Kirk, spoke up.




“Plans have changed. Miller and Alexis witnessed one still trying to attack after decapitation. It’s what we feared – they’re dead.”




“Zombies, fuck.” Marquez made the sign of the cross and quickly jumped in the second Humvee. 




“Miller is to take lead. We’re going to try and load everything on the vessel they’re using. The secondary plan is to find another vessel to secure. One big enough to get all our gear to base, including the Humvees,” Zachary shouted to his men. Tillman nodded and then climbed into the second Humvee with Marquez, followed by Zachary.  I followed Kirk to the Humvee Blake was driving and I got into the very uncomfortable passenger seat. Kirk jumped in the back and pushed open some hatch that let him stand. 




Just as Blake was about to pull from the curb there was a terrible scream. It came from one of the neighbors’ houses. The door to a house across the street flung open and a teen girl ran out of the house. She was holding a child that looked to be about six or seven. 




“Please, help. They are coming in from the back. Mr. Miller, can we come with you?” Tears were leaking down her face and her voice was several octaves too high, coming out at a high pitch screaming level.  I was afraid she was going to attract some of the wrong type of attention if we didn’t get her settled down.




“Reese, where are your parents?” Blake put the Humvee into park and got out. He drew his gun and looked around for any sign of the dead.  One came slowly around the corner of her house and Blake quickly dispatched it.




He was damn sexy when he showed off his skills. 




The gun only made a slight popping sound and I realized Blake had equipped it with a silencer, a very illegal accessory. Nice. 




“They went to the Coast for the weekend. My Aunt was staying with us, but she never came back from the grocery store. She went there when the news started showing the infected people were here. That was two days ago. We’re running out of food, please, Mr. Miller…I don’t know what to do.”




“Get in, you can’t stay here.” He pulled them forward and opened the back door. I noticed that both kids had backpacks on. They were probably getting ready to leave on their own, their chance of survival was minimal. 




This time when Blake pulled from the curb, he didn’t stop. He didn’t even stop when we got to a large group of the dead, he just plowed right through them. The new addition to our party, Reese, began whimpering as the dead fell from the impact of the Humvee and were pulled under the oversized tires. The squish of their bodies a bizarre soundtrack to our current situation. It was fucking disturbing. 




When Kirk began shooting at the zombies from his position on the roof, each discharge of the weapon had the children jumping. 




I wasn’t used to dealing with emotional young people, but I knew in this situation I should probably say something as they cowered in the backseat. Maybe offer some sort of reassurance? I was an only child and my parents were not that hands-on, so I usually had a hard time with social graces and interactions of this nature, especially with children. She was just a kid though. I couldn’t imagine dealing with this situation when I was her age and having to take responsibility for a young child. I turned around in the seat and looked at the shivering child, holding her younger sister in her arms. The small child’s head pressed into her big sister’s chest. 







“Hi, I’m Alexis.” Start simple. “I’m friends with Blake, um Mr. Miller. Who are you two?”

 

“Reese Billings, this is my sister Uma.” 




“Uma, I love that name. You share your name with one of my favorite actresses. Is that who your parents named you for?”




Big eyes in a cute face, tracked with tears, turned around and greeted me. I had never seen anyone as scared as this little girl and it rocked me. She didn’t move, just stared, but Reese nodded. “My mom and dad love her movies too. I’m named after Reese Witherspoon. I don’t really like her Legally Blonde movies though.” 




“Oh, she’s got much better movies, it’s a great name.” That got a smile out of Reese at least. “Just so you two know, we are going somewhere safe, really safe. Blake and Zachary are soldiers, and they are going to protect us. We have plenty of food and a safe location so none of these things can get to us. You did a really smart thing by running out and joining us, Reese.”




“I’m hungry,” the little girl piped up. I dug into my pack and pulled out two protein bars and a water bottle and handed it to the girls. 




“It’s a chocolate bar, very yummy,” I said when the little girl looked at it funny. When I said chocolate she tore into the paper and I didn’t see it after that.




“Take your time,” her sister whispered and took a delicate bite of her own bar. Uma was done already though and chugging the water like she hadn’t had a drop in a long time. 




“Where are we going? How will mommy and daddy find us?” Uma asked




“When things calm down we’ll send them a note, or we can try to get in touch with them on a radio. We are going to a safe island. We are going to take a boat ride. Those bad guys won’t be able to follow us once we get on the water.”




“The zombies,” Uma said with certainty.




“They aren’t zombies, Uma,” her sister argued.




“Yes, they are!” Exclaimed her very certain sister.




“Are they zombies, Alexis?” Reese looked at me, waiting for me to tell her sister she was wrong.




“By definition I don’t know what else to call them. They seem to be the reanimated dead. They aren’t infected people, like people with a cold or a disease or even crazy people. They don’t seem to be able to do more than just simple tasks. This is what fiction usually labels a zombie. I’m afraid to say it, but Uma is right.” 




“Told you.” Uma rolled her eyes and I was actually glad to see that little bit of defiance, it showed that she wasn’t in shock. 




“The news just called them sick people, that they were mentally deranged, or that they were insane with a fever. Do you think that is why my aunt didn’t come back from the store? She’s a zombie now?” Reese asked.




“I think the news didn’t want to scare everyone. That’s why they called the sick people. And maybe your aunt hid somewhere and couldn’t reach you, I don’t really know.” 




“I thought the news was supposed to report the truth.” Reese said skeptically.




“I thought so too.” I shrugged my shoulders and turned in my seat to take stock of our location. We were pulling up to the flood wall and Blake had outrun or overrun all of the zombies, so there wasn’t one in sight. He pulled through the gates and then radioed to Zachary to get Tillman to shut the gates so nothing could follow us in. 




 The gate was on rollers and slammed shut with a loud clang. Tillman jumped back in the Humvee and we were moving again, headed for the boat. Yesterday it was just me and Blake. Now we had added four more adults and two kids to our ranks. The boat was big enough for maybe one night, but we would get cramped soon enough. I hoped the island base was the salvation Blake and Zachary said it was.





THIRTEEN | Hope and a Tugboat




There were a few zombies milling about the warehouse. Blake and Zachary dispatched them quickly with the big knives that were now a must-have accessory in this post-apocalyptic world.  I had to get one of those.  The main shipping warehouse we had docked the boat near was surrounded by a large fence so the majority of little worker zombies were corralled without a way out. Their moans and reaching hands were unsettling, but they weren’t able to get to us. 




Blake and Zachary had pulled right out onto the platform with the Humvees and both searched the horizon for anything to use for extra transportation. I know they wanted another boat. I didn’t think the ferry was feasible, a little overkill to be honest, but there had to be something they could use.




“There,” Marquez shouted and pointed to a tugboat about a quarter mile down river. “I should be able to man that thing and we can fit one of these bitches on the back of it, looks like a 120 footer.” He patted the Humvee like it was a pet. “We ain’t leaving you, baby. Might be a bitch to get it off, but we gotta try.” 




“Fine, Kirk and Marquez, come with me, let’s get that tug. We’ll try and get it as close as possible. Tillman drive the Humvee onto the aft deck when we signal. We are not going to have a ramp, so you’ll have to just drive it over the side.” Zachary gave orders and the men around him nodded their acquiescence.




“We’ll bring the yacht in and load it with a few of the guns, the rest we can put on the tug. C’mon Alexis, help me haul some of this onto the yacht and reassure Charlie that you’re okay.” Blake motioned for me to pick up one of the smaller ammo boxes and follow him. “Tillman, guard Reese and Uma while we are away. I’m gonna get the yacht closer once the tug is secured and get the girls on it.” Tillman nodded and Blake and I headed to play barge hopper to get to the yacht. 




The “hopping” was awkward with the box of ammo, which only seemed like a few pounds when I first picked it up, but as I went out onto the barge it felt like it weighed a ton, especially when I made that leap between the two barges. The jump was only a few feet, but the river lapped at the sides of the barges and it was dark and dank like a watery grave, beckoning for me to slip inside, making my anxiety shoot up. My parents had told me stories about the Mississippi. Warnings to stay away, it wasn’t a place for swimming or playing. Children would be swept away in seconds if they fell in. I tried not to think about that as I made my way across the large expanse that was littered with debris and ropes, perfect for tripping a girl and sending her over the edge.




We had moored to the side of the last barge and when I finally managed to get to the yacht, I could have kissed it. It was awkward climbing up with the ammo but I made it onto the deck and was rewarded by one of those toe curling Blake kisses and a quick ass grab before he was up in the captain’s seat and I was untying us. I looked up when the loud groan of an engine reverberated and I almost cheered when I saw the large tugboat pull away from its slip and edge closer to where the Humvees were parked. It seemed like a choppy ride and I saw the tug slam forward and jerk repeatedly before it smoothed to a straight path. 




Blake’s radio cracked to life. “Like riding a bike,” Marquez cackled. “This baby is brand new and can turn on a dime. Not to mention it’s got almost half a tank, that’s 100,000 gallons of fuel for the nautically impaired. You know what that means, Miller boy?” Marquez’s laughter was tinny over the radio.




“What’s that, Marquez?” Blake was smiling.  It was a good sight to see.




“I can drive this baby close to 90,000 miles before I have to refuel it.” His hoot of joy made me want to yell in triumph too, even though I had no idea why we would want to go 90,000 miles on a tugboat. 




“Well, as long as you can drive that thing and weren’t just blowing smoke up our asses,” Blake countered.




“My Papi taught me when I was just a teen, I got this, man. He had my own tug picked out before I got my driver’s license. Cried when I told him I joined the Marines instead of the Navy.”




“Quit the flirting boys, get that Humvee loaded up so we can get the hell out of here.” Zachary interrupted on the radio.




“Backing it in now, lemme show off my parallel parking skills. Marquez out.” 




Blake shook his head and watched as Marquez maneuvered the tug like a compact car into the spot between two barges. Zachary jumped off the dock into the aft deck of the boat and cleared off as much as he could. When he was done he signaled for Tillman to go for it. There was no ramp…he just launched the Humvee off the dock and onto the deck of the tug. We were lucky the river was low this time of year.




There was that word again, luck. But I couldn’t deny that since this shit happened, luck had been in our favor. Then I kicked myself mentally for even thinking it. I didn’t want to jinx myself. 




The closest Blake could get the yacht without crashing was on the other side of a large barge. In this area of the river they were anchored three to four deep. It was tricky getting this close. I disembarked and went for the girls. It was a process to coax Uma into climbing down on the deck of the barge and crossing the expanse. It took a few harsh words from Reese and the lure of Charlie pacing on the deck to get her to climb down onto the barge. She was crying as she made her way, but at least she was moving. The tears dried up almost immediately when we climbed onto the yacht. Charlie came to great the two girls and I was happy to see Uma’s eyes light up when he gave her a big doggie kiss on the cheek. 




Uma took in the yacht with big, curious eyes, her little arm around Charlie’s neck. 




“Reese, why don’t you check out the cabin, down those stairs, they have a kitchen and food and even a bedroom if you wanted to lay down. I’m sure Uma would like to see that.” Reese nodded and took the little girl’s hand in hers. They made their way below deck, Charlie at their heels. 




The crackle of the radio kicked in and Zachary’s voice buzzed, “We got lead, follow us in, Miller.”




And so we were on our way, this time up river. I heard the girls giggling from below, their cries of excitement as they discovered something new and the laughter that came easily, a reassurance to my ears. The yacht cut through the muddy water of the river with ease and I tried not to let the eerily empty shores get to me. I focused my attention on Blake. He was determined and focused, but there was a hopeful air about him. He wasn’t as high-strung as before, he seemed almost relaxed. We had a destination. We had a plan. I could almost believe that we were going to survive.


FOURTEEN | Fortune Doesn’t Favor the Bold




It took us two hours to make it up river and into the Industrial Canal. That luck I had been so focused on earlier didn’t hold out as we came to a crawling stop in front of the ancient lock system of the waterway that connected the Mississippi River to Lake Pontchartrain. One of us was going to have to climb up to the operations station to open the lock, which wasn’t going to be easy. The high walls of the canal surrounded us and the mechanism loomed big and imposing fifty feet above the canal. I volunteered. If Marquez would talk me through it, I could handle it, but Blake was having none of that. We actually got into our first argument. I think I might have called him a caveman. But, he was adamant. Tillman and Kirk were trained in combat situations; they could operate a gun much better and blah blah blah. 




Like I was a weak newb or something. But I gave in, especially when the other four men joined in on the caveman behavior. 




I watched with trepidation as Tillman and Kirk made the climb up the canal wall and into the operations house. The sickening sound of gunfire had all of us staring up waiting for any sign from the men. When the lock began its slow progress open, I breathed a huge sigh of relief. They had to be okay, they had opened the lock. 




When I saw both of the men exit the small box that looked out over the canal I wanted to shout in triumph, but I held it in. They weren’t to safety yet. They had a few feet of land and then the climb down to the tug before they were safe. 




I thought they were out of harm’s way when Kirk made it to the ladder and was halfway down before I could blink. Tillman had both legs over and had begun to descend when I noticed a shadow above him. He must have noticed it also because he jerked back, it was too late.




I heard a scream. It was me. I screamed as I watched the dead man try to rip and claw at Tillman’s face, pulling him closer for a better bite. Tillman risked falling by letting his hands go to reach for his weapon, but he couldn’t get to his gun. I watched with sickening horror as the dead man finally got close enough to bite down. He must have gotten Tillman on the side of his face because I couldn’t see an injury from my vantage point. I just saw the bloody mouth, flesh hanging from its teeth as the zombie reared back to rip the flesh away and the pain and horror on Tillman’s face as he looked down at us as if in farewell. 




Then Tillman let go. 




But the thing had him in its grips. The pain must have been ridiculous as Tillman hung there by only his hair, a zombie’s grip the only thing that kept him from a death plummet to the deck of the tug. It didn’t take long for it to lose its grip and Tillman finally tumbled to the deck of the tug with a thud. There was no scream. He stayed quiet the entire fall. I hoped to God he had died on impact. It wasn’t that high, but he shouldn’t survive this. With another thud, the zombie crashed down next to Tillman and I watched as Zachary walked over to the two bodies his gun raised. Two quick shots rang out.  




He looked up after his monstrous task and our eyes met over the distance. I could have been mistaken, but it looked like he was crying. He didn’t signal for anyone to help him. He just went to work.  He hefted the zombie up and threw it overboard, then grabbed a tarp and placed it over Tillman’s body. 




I guess our string of good luck was over. I told myself I was done thinking about luck. How can anyone be lucky in a world where the dead want to eat you?


FIFTEEN | Swampland and Wind-Turbines




The next few hours were a somber and quiet journey, but the scenery was stunning. There was no denying the beauty of the swamps. There is something about the Southern Louisiana marshland. The wildlife was out in droves and our trek through the backwater canals of Southern Louisiana scared away large cranes and alligators with our loud diesel engines. The sun was just setting as we rounded a corner and Blake finally spoke. 




“This is it. See that bridge?” He pointed to the right of us. There was a small two-lane causeway that connected Highway 90 to an island. “That is the only land entrance to our base. There are plenty of docks. We actually have two water-crafts, one a recreational fishing craft, and Zachary grabbed a used patrol boat on auction that he’s never even taken out.”




“It reminds me of the camps we used to go to as kids before Katrina wiped them out.” 




“Yeah, we have a few that are pre-Katrina, along the South shoreline, that are still standing but run-down, but even better, there are ten modular homes that were built on the island before the contractor went bankrupt. James and I use one each for weekends and we keep one really fancy for clients to use. The rest are sitting empty.”




At the western edge of the island, I noticed a small lighthouse and a large tower with what looked like a propeller churning in the wind. 




“Blake, is that what I think it is?”




“Yeah, did I forget to mention?” His face lit up in a big grin. “The reason the contractor went bankrupt…he wanted to be self-sufficient. His wind turbine, which can power the entire island, it pushed him a million dollars over budget. Just that wind-turbine alone was worth the money we paid for this little slice of salvation.” 




“If you weren’t driving, I would kiss you.”




“I’ll take a rain check.” 




I felt a pang of guilt for Tillman, but I knew my elation couldn’t be helped. We could be safe here.


SIXTEEN | Open Doors




The island wasn’t that large, but Blake and Zachary had equipped it with two aluminum buildings, the size of warehouses, one to house operations and a cafeteria and the other to store equipment. In the operations warehouse, on the second floor, Blake and Zachary had built out offices and sleeping areas. There was one large room, they called the barracks, that they had equipped with bunk beds, similar to what you would see on military bases. Their employees had used them when on overnight training missions. We decided as a group to stay in the barracks together until we tightened up security and found a way to set up a perimeter or warning system around the island. The dead might not be able to swim, but humans could and you never know. Without police or repercussions, the world was a bad guy’s oyster. It was the Wild West and I was sticking close to my soldiers. 




Zachary and Blake introduced me to their employees that were already in residence on the island, two of them had their families with them. The newest arrivals, the Peters looked like they had taken a beating getting to the island. 




Cole Peters was one of the newer members of Blake and Zachary’s team, but I could tell Blake thought very highly of him. He had his wife, Grace and his three children with him.




The other family was the Votiers. Timothy “Romeo” Votier  was Blake and Zachary’s second in command. Romeo had his brother, Hank and Hank’s wife Barbara, with him and they immediately began cooing over Uma and Reese, making sure they were as comfortable as possible.




The final member of the party was a tiny little blonde that looked like every pedophile’s fantasy. She had curves on top of curves, with the face of a doll. Hannah Klink, another trusted member of Team Blake. She eyed me with suspicion and stroked a gun she had strapped to her hip as Blake showed me around. She scared me. I thought this was about the right time to go check on the girls. 




Poor girls. I didn’t think they had slept since this all had begun. The Peters had put them up in the second-floor barracks, assigning them bunks near the door.  They were unpacking and I urged them to lay down and forget about any chores or tasks. The moment they laid down the were snoring. 




Now that they were squared away, I went in search of my man. 




My man. There was no denying it, I thought of Blake as mine. We had only been together for four days, but it seemed like years. I didn’t know what I would do without him. He was amazing, he was sexy and I wanted him so bad. And I think he wanted me just as much. I didn’t think it was love. We didn’t know each other well enough for that, but it would be. I knew it would be. 




I found him in an office. He was sitting on a desk with his head in his hands. My heart skipped. Had something happened? But when he heard me, he looked up and smiled. He just looked tired. 




I didn’t say a word, I just went to him. My mouth met his and the sparks exploded. Sexual awareness traveled down my body straight to my core. I loved this feeling. This instant rush of sexual exhilaration. It had me falling to my knees in front of him and fumbling with his jeans, not caring that I left the door open to his office, even though I knew in the back of mind that someone might come by and see us. 




His dick sprang out of his boxers, hard and rigid and so unbelievable hot. There were no niceties as I took him all in my mouth with a wanton moan of appreciation. He was so big he pressed against the back of my throat and I still had room for my hand to pump him. Blake’s hands went to the back of my head, forcing me into a steady rhythm of sucking and pumping him. 




“Baby, suck me…suck all of me,” he moaned. “I love your mouth on me.” 




My panties were soaked and I yearned to touch myself or rub it against something, but both of my hands were busy, pumping on him and gripping his naked ass. He loved my mouth. I loved him in my mouth. If I could speak, I would have told him that. Instead, I showed him with each rough pull and slide of my tongue, I even grazed my teeth along the bottom of his shaft. He hissed with the pain/pleasure but continued his relentless thrusting into my mouth. I knew when he was about to come, his whole body went rigid and then the hot liquid was spilling into my mouth and down my throat. There was so much, but I swallowed the salty come with pleasure. My reward was his shout of enjoyment and the murmurings that I couldn’t understand but knew were meant to compliment me. 




I continued to suck as his dick went soft in my mouth, enjoying the change in girth and feeling, but the feeling was too much for him and he was soon pulling me up roughly and kissing me. All over my face, along my neck. His hands went to my hips and he spun me around. My eyes closed as he cupped my breast through the material of my shirt and bra. 




Some change in the room, maybe the air or even a soft noise that I barely heard, had me opening my eyes abruptly and I found myself staring directly at Zachary James. He was across the hall, maybe twenty feet from us, but there was a clear line-of-sight to where we stood in this room. Had he seen us? 




The look in Zachary’s eyes said he had. Blake must have seen him. Why hadn’t he stopped? Is this something they like? Do they like to watch each other with women? The thought, surprisingly, wasn’t repulsive to me, it was actually rather intriguing. I had always had fantasies about people watching me have sex. I had even left the windows wide open or urged prior boyfriends to take me to secluded public areas for a little play time. But this…this was so direct. Blake’s skilled hand slipped under my shirt and teased my nipple through my bra. Suddenly, with Zachary’s eyes still on me, I wanted this. And Blake knew Zachary was there, why else would he have turned me around and offered me up as eye candy to his partner?




With a wiggle of my hips against his renewed hard-on, I let Blake know that I was willing to let this little theater game play on. His hands were under my shirt, tugging it over my head. The bra came off next and his fingers pulled and squeezed my naked breasts. Displaying them for Zachary. His kisses trailed up and down my neck as fingers pulled on my sensitive nipples. Then he was pushing my jeans down and I was kicking my shoes off. Then there I was, standing naked in front of Zachary, making eye contact as Blake’s fingers slipped through my wet curls and slid around my clit forcing a high-pitched squeal from my mouth as my body shivered in anticipation of great sex. 




My eyes slid to Zachary’s hand. He pulled his rigid shaft out and took it into his palm. From my vantage point I could tell it was impressive, its head red and dripping with pre-come as he pumped his fist over it. His strokes picked up when Blake pushed on my back, forcing me to bend over and brace myself on the chair in front of me. It was low backed and still allowed me to view Zachary across the room, whose eyes were locked on mine as he pumped his fist, jerking himself off as Blake pushed inside me from behind.

 

I couldn’t hold in the moans as each stroke of Blake’s dick rubbed my g-spot. I knew I was going to come quickly, I could feel the build up of tension throughout my body as I coiled and stilled and the shivering began. It culminated in an explosion of pleasure, which had me shouting in release. 




Blake’s rhythm had increased as I came and he was pounding me hard now. So hard. I was going to come again. His finger snaked around me and found my clit, rubbing it in an expert circular pattern, forcing another orgasm out of me. The orgasm had me squeezing my eyes shut and riding out the waves of pleasure and when I opened them again Zachary was jerking in his own release, his come shooting from his dick onto the floor. I didn’t think watching a man come like that could turn me on so much, but between Blake’s dick buried inside me and Zachary’s hard stare and pumping fist I was more turned on than I had ever been before. 




Suddenly Blake was pulling from me, his hand was in my hair, and the other hand was on my hip, moving me. He spun me around to face him and our mouths met hungrily. I pushed him back onto his desk and climbed up and over him, impaling myself on his dick which was huge and hard and needed to be inside me. 




I rode him. It was my turn. I didn’t let him set the pace as I moved in a lazy S pattern that maximized the pleasure for me. It seemed to do the same for him because soon after he was grabbing onto my hips and holding on for dear life. I could imagine what a sight we made. On his desk, my breasts bouncing, our bodies slapping together as we made love like it was our last night on Earth. 




I wondered if Zachary still watched us. Could he see us from behind? Had he moved closer? Did he enjoy seeing Blake’s dick push into me, my ass on full display? Those thoughts alone could drive me to orgasm…which was again a first for me. I don’t think I could remember the last time that one sexual encounter had elicited so many orgasms. As Blake tensed for his own release, his thrusts met mine with intense abandon, and I fell over the edge too. My body not my own, just this crazy receptacle for pleasure. I had no cares in the world, I was only this feeling. This intense, insane feeling and I couldn’t care less.




I don’t know how much time passed, but I was a sloppy mess when I slid off of Blake and turned to see if Zachary was still there. He wasn’t. My brain had caught up to my lower regions and I was suddenly feeling the embarrassment of what I had just done. Would I even be able to look him in the eye after this?




Of course I would. He was the one spying on us. He should be the embarrassed one if there was any embarrassment to be had. Which there shouldn’t be because we were all sexual creatures...and should enjoy our bodies.  Or so I told myself. 




“I can tell your brain is going a mile a minute.”




“Do you and Zachary do that a lot?”




“No, not a lot.  We used to be roommates. I would leave the door open, sometimes.” 




“Only you?”




“He never brought girls home.” 




“Do you like when he watches?”




“Yes.” No explanation, no shame. Just a simple yes. “Did you like it?” He asked.




I owed him the direct honesty that he gave me. 




“Yes,” I whispered. 


SEVENTEEN | Everything Good Comes…




We settled into a routine over the next couple of weeks. Five more of Blake and Zach’s (he insisted on me calling him Zach after the first time I called him Zachary to his face) employees showed up with their families and survivor partners in tow, which pushed our numbers to twenty-two survivors. We had enough manpower for everyone to start fortifying our safe-zone, which we had dubbed S-Island, for Survivor’s Island. 




Some of the men and women were building a wall around the vulnerable areas of land that could be accessed by boat. They had plenty of scrap material from a construction site that had been slated as a garage to hold the company’s vehicles. We were afraid of zombies washing up on shore, or other humans surprising us by boat.




Other groups were pushing out from the island, using the small fishing boat and patrol vessel to gather supplies and search for other survivors. We definitely had the room. Most of the time, I joined the teams we were calling the “clean up” crew. We pushed through the neighborhood of Venetian Isles which was the closest inhabited area, killing off any of the dead and cleaning out any supplies we found. It was practically abandoned, but most of the houses were stocked with weekender fare, canned food and a lot of alcohol. Out this far from civilization, there wasn’t a lot of people, which meant only a handful of the dead. We actually came across a family in one of those big raised houses that sat near the water. They greeted us with wary trepidation and only exchanged a few stilted words with us. We told them where we were located and if they needed help just get on their boat and find us, but all we got in return was a polite nod and a door slammed in our faces. 




I couldn’t blame them. I could see how it was hard to trust in this new crazy world. Especially people that came to their door dressed in camouflage and armed to the teeth. 




I was learning to trust though, these people, my fellow survivors. In a few short weeks they were feeling more like family than strangers. Especially Blake, my Blake. 




We had moved into his office. It was big enough to fit a queen size mattress which we had taken from a house on the water. I had covered the windows in blankets because even though I wouldn’t have minded a repeat of that first night, I wasn’t making it easy for everyone to get their rocks off when they passed our room. 




Zach had also moved into his office, which was right across the hall from Blake’s. I was open to him watching again, just the thought of it made me wet and aching, but it hadn’t happened. Blake closed the door every night and then slid into bed. Our bed. 




Sometimes he would strip me down and lick me until I was begging for him to take me. Other times he would bend me over and without any foreplay push inside of me, thrusting into me until I screamed. On nights when we had worked our asses off that day, we would make love slow and lazy. He would be on top, my legs wrapped around him, until our pleasure got the best of us and we were pushing and pulling hard on each other until we came.  There wasn’t a night that went by that didn’t end in our bodies coming together. Hell, we usually repeated it in the morning and sneaked off a lot at lunch. We were insatiable. I couldn’t get enough of him and he couldn’t get enough of me. If there weren’t zombies running around trying to eat us, I would say we were living out my fantasy.




I found his eyes on me while I worked. We were cleaning out some storage room to hold a shit-ton of MREs that Marquez found in an abandoned military transport on the twin-span. There was hunger in those eyes and instantly I could feel my panties drenching. It felt like ages before we could sneak away. When we finally managed to break away from the group we rushed up the stairs to our room. 




I hurriedly pulled off my clothes and hadn’t even gotten my panties off before Blake was on me. His hands groping at my breasts, licking his way down my body, paying special attention to my breasts. Each one in turn getting licked, bit and sucked. When they had been thoroughly worked, he moved down, kissing around my belly button, down my stomach and landing kisses and licks on my thighs. Never where I wanted him to be though, never there. He skirted around the apex of my thighs, teasing me as he kissed down my leg. 




“Lick me,” I moaned, begging for his mouth on me.




“Is that what you want, baby?” He asked.




“Yes! I want your tongue on me.”




“Naughty girl, you have to ask nicely.” His tongue flicked out, so close, but not where I wanted it to be. I could feel his breath as he moved closer to my core, his arms pushing under my thighs, bringing me to his lips, but never tasting…only teasing. 




“Say please,” he coaxed.




“Please.” It came out as a moan. 




“I don’t know; that doesn’t sound like you want it that much. I need you to beg for me to lick you.”




“Please.” I nearly screamed it.




“Beg.” 




“Please, Blake, please lick me.” I guess that was good enough for him because he practically dove into me, his tongue lapping at my wetness like he needed it to survive. His fingers joined his tongue as he sucked on my clit. He kept up a relentless pace until I exploded over his hand and he moaned in pleasure as he pressed harder into me and lapped up the result of my orgasm. 




“You are so wet for me, Alexis. I need to be inside you.”




“Yes, mmm, yes, make love to me.”




“You want that, you want me?”




“Yes, I need you.”




“That’s my girl.” He was on top of me and sliding into my entrance without any more coaxing from me. He pushed my legs up until my knees were touching my chest and set a slow pace that had me panting.  In and out he thrust, our bodies slapped together making a delicious sound. When he reached down and began fingering my clit I orgasmed and this time he came with me.




It wasn’t until after I settled down that I realized Blake had left the door open. I don’t think it was on purpose this time though, because he seemed just as startled as I was when Zach’s voice interrupted our hazy come-down. 




“Blake, you’re needed downstairs. There is someone on the radio for you.”




“What, wait…?” I couldn’t help but wince as our bodies unlocked and exposed me to Zach’s penetrating gaze. Blake grabbed a blanket and threw it over me then slipped into his pants. “On what radio?”




“On the communications radio we set up. We have it set to the secure band that only employees know how to access.”




“Who is it? Why do you need me?” Zach’s eyes found mine for some reason and I knew I wasn’t going to like what he had to say. 




“It’s Clara, Blake, and she’s in trouble.”


EIGHTEEN | Asshole

“You’re leaving?” I just stood there, like an idiot, staring at him. “Like going out there by yourself? To what?” He had finally come back to our room after hours of fighting with Zach about the radio conversation he had with Clara. I had heard parts of the conversation…enough to know that my worst fear was about to come true.




“Why?” I had to know his reasons. His grim face said it all. He had shut down. The Blake I knew had turned off, and he was looking at me like I was a stranger. Was he doing this to protect me or to protect himself? Or did he just not give a shit, did our time here mean so little?




“I have to, Alexis, if there was any other way, really, I would. I can’t endanger anyone else and I have to at least try to get her out.” 




“But failure isn’t just a try, try again…it’s death. Death, Blake. Going there, by yourself, you’ll die!” My voice had risen a few octaves, but I didn’t care. He was an idiot for even thinking this way. “At least…I don’t know, I’ll come with you.” 




“No, you can’t do that.”




“Why? Because you don’t want to show up with your new girlfriend to rescue your ex-wife?” 




“No, Jesus, it’s not that, Alexis, nothing like that. She’s in Houston. You can’t go to Houston.”




“You can’t go to Houston either, Blake! It’s an impossible mission.”




“I know that, Alexis, but I owe it to her. I have to try to rescue her.” 




“Why do you owe her? Why do you have to risk your life and travel a state away to help her? Why can’t she help herself?”




“I’m the reason she went to Houston. I’m the reason she ran, it’s my fault, I have to try.”




“You can’t do this to me, Blake.” 




“I have to, Alexis. You don’t know anything about this, her…I just have to go. It’s better this way. Just let me go.”




“No, I won’t. You must be an idiot to think that I would just let you go like this.”




“You don’t have a choice, I’m going. It’s my choice, I’m choosing to leave. I’m choosing to go to Clara. I’m sorry, Alexis, really I am. What we had was nice, but I have to go, move on.”




“Nice. Jesus.”  I was a fucking idiot. I knew this would happen, just knew it. I just figured he would be dead, not actually choosing to leave. 




“I didn’t mean it that way. What we had was good, but I owe her. I have to try and save her.”




“You’ll die.”




“Maybe.”




I wasn’t completely checked into this conversation, everything he said made no sense. He was going to die, he was going to leave me, Blake was going to die. There was no question. All for some dumb, helpless bitch he thought he owed. His wife. His ex-wife. I sat down on our bed and put my head in my hands. He didn’t try and comfort me. Maybe he didn’t care at all, his ex had called and he was going to run to her, a state away, and maybe die trying. He must really love her.  I had heard enough of the conversation between Zach and Blake, after the radio transmission ended, to know that Zach wasn’t giving him resources. He, like me, thought it was a stupid idea, a fatal idea and was pissed that Blake would leave like this. He wasn’t about to hand out our lifeblood, our resources, for a dumbass endeavor. I think he believed Blake would change his mind. But he didn’t. He was going. He was going to save her. He was leaving me.




“I love you, Blake. I…don’t…just don’t go.”  He said nothing in response to my declaration. When I looked up, his face was stoic. I knew there was no talking him out of it and I was breaking apart inside. He didn’t even acknowledge those three little words. It was as if he didn’t even care. Maybe I was just a convenient fuck. Someone to spend lonely, terror-filled nights with. Someone to make the pain less. Someone easy to leave.




He picked up his pack from the floor and turned to leave, with one final parting shot.




“Just consider me dead, Alexis. It’ll be better for the both of us.”




“Asshole.” I didn’t look up, just collapsed onto our bed. I didn’t raise my head. Not until his footsteps faded, the hall was empty, my bed was empty. He was gone. The asshole left me alone in this fucked up world. 
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