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   First Date
 
   Chapter 1
 
   Getting off his Hayabusa, Daniel took off his helmet and put it in the rear compartment. He looked at his crotch rocket with a grin as he pulled the keys out. He had a Harley, but when he drove to work, he wanted speed and wasn’t riding for fun. He knew the days of riding his motorcycle were drawing to an end as winter approached. Not even Daniel was crazy enough to drive a crotch rocket in Chicago during winter. 
 
   Just thinking of work, Daniel looked across the street at the massive, fully enclosed office and shopping complex he worked in. It was called an office/shopping complex like a mall and took up almost three city blocks but resembled a mall like a Model T resembled a formula one race car. 
 
   Everything from doctors’ offices to fine clothing stores were inside the massive structure’s thirteen floors. He had only worked for the computer company for six months and so far only explored half the building, but he knew of two more food courts besides the one on the seventh floor. 
 
   The computer company he worked for, SCC (Secure Computer Connections), had offered him a job while he was still in the Army. Daniel had been amazed since he only had an Associate’s Degree in Computer Programing. But the president of the company, Mr. Barron, told Daniel he wanted him for security—not to protect the physical safety of the business but the bottom line. 
 
   Daniel and the other two security heads protected the business from espionage. They monitored the employees’ day-to-day actions and what they did on company computers and with company equipment. The biggest thing he had uncovered since he was hired were a group of employees stealing boxes of computer paper. 
 
   Granted, it added up when seventy employees took a box a week home, but it wasn’t the job Daniel thought he would be doing. He had a Bachelor’s Degree in Legal Private Security, and it seemed that’s the degree SCC was more interested in. 
 
   SCC’s main area was on the sixth floor while department heads and management were on the seventh. The company paid him an outrageous salary, but that was because of the building they were now located in—the building where Daniel had started. It didn’t allow firearms of any kind on the premises. Only on-duty police officers were allowed to carry firearms inside the building at any time.
 
   Because of that one rule alone, Daniel turned down the first two offers to work for SCC. But Mr. Barron really wanted him and asked Daniel what his price would be. Really wanting Mr. Barron to leave him alone, Daniel though of a ridiculous salary then doubled it. When Mr. Barron agreed to the almost seven-figure quote with bonuses, Daniel almost passed out. It wasn’t that Daniel was scared to be unarmed, but he didn’t trust his safety to anyone but himself. With a little voice in the back of his mind bitching that it was a mistake, Daniel took the job.  
 
   Even his Army buddies harassed him, but Daniel told them at his farewell party, “I may be unarmed at work, but I’ll be rich.”
 
   In all reality, the building was beyond state-of-the-art. Unlike the Homeland agents that worked in the airports, the security for the building worked and worked very well. Besides the metal detectors inside each door leading into the building, there were sniffers for gunpowder and gun cleaning oils. The sniffers were originally put in for explosives, but the building’s owners soon realized they could use it to sniff out gun components. 
 
   Not even the building’s security teams were allowed firearms. The entire building was designed to be locked down in the event of an emergency, and security could route people to the safest exits when they understood the situation. It was rumored that the captain of security had pistols in a safe for an active shooter or terrorist attack, but Daniel wasn’t concerned enough to find out. Once the building went on lockdown, movement between floors became very difficult. Hell, movement on your floor became difficult, Daniel reminded himself. 
 
   Daniel heard a peculiar roar coming down the street and grinned upon seeing the blue crotch rocket dart to the entrance of the parking garage. “Yeah, she’s some kind of woman,” Daniel said as Ginger pulled up to the control arm and waved a badge. 
 
   This parking garage wasn’t owned by the building’s owners. There was a parking garage for employees, but it had the same rules as the building: no firearms. Mr. Barron arranged with security for Daniel and the other security officers of the company to test the building’s security, and they couldn’t get a fucking pea shooter in. 
 
   As Ginger pulled up beside him, Daniel closed the rear compartment. “You could ride a real bike every once in a while,” he said as she kicked down her kickstand. 
 
   Ginger climbed off the Lightning LS-218, a fully electric crotch rocket. “I can outrun your ass again if you would like,” she said as she took off her helmet.
 
   Daniel grinned as he tossed his backpack over his shoulder. “Nah, twice is enough for me.” 
 
   Ginger was out of sight before he got to third gear. That was why Daniel had ordered a Lightning. It was in his garage, but the speed the thing had scared the shit out of him.
 
   Strapping her helmet to the back of her bike, Ginger turned around, whipping her long, brown hair out. “So we still on?” she asked as she turned around with a smile.
 
   “Unless you chicken out,” Daniel said as she walked around his bike and put her thumbs in her backpack straps. 
 
   Walking past him, Ginger said, “Just giving you a chance to call it off.”
 
   Even wearing full leather protective gear, Daniel raised his eyebrows at her curves. “Not likely,” he mumbled. Ginger was attractive to say the least. Her face was rather plain, but her body was awesome. Ginger was a nerd but a nerd that loved to hunt, hike, kayak, skydive, and teach martial arts.
 
   Daniel jogged up and walked beside her. “Why in the hell would I want to call it off?”
 
   “I don’t know.” Ginger shrugged and glanced over at him. Daniel was a hunk, and Ginger was convinced he could be a male model. She had watched him since the day he started but didn’t give in to hope he would be interested in her. The only guys she seemed to attract were nerds that liked to live behind a terminal or game station. Her last real date that she counted as a date was right after college. 
 
   She went out with the nerd guys that asked her out continuously, but it was as friends. She wanted someone who wanted to live in the real world, not a digital one. Not that she didn’t love computers—she had two doctorates in computers. But Ginger loved being outside.
 
   Daniel smiled. “If you want to call it off, I would understand, and I wouldn’t be upset,” he said as he pulled out his ID. “But I’m really looking forward to our date.”
 
   Ginger smiled as the automatic doors opened. “I bought a dress,” she said, pulling out her ID and walking over to the employee line. Employees didn’t get scanned as hard as visitors, and the main reason was the contract they had to sign before they started working. They forfeited all legal rights for private litigation if found in possession of a firearm. The employee was even responsible for paying the legal fees for the building’s owners when they sued. That alone was more than enough to stop most; the quick scan detectors stopped the rest.
 
   Tossing their backpacks on the conveyor, they walked through the metal detectors and waited for their backpacks. The guard on duty smiled at them as they grabbed their bags and headed for the elevator. A huge sign on an easel read, “Flu shots today for ALL building tenants, free. For Guest, $1.”
 
   “I feel cheap,” Ginger said, stepping in the elevator. “They are giving us something they are charging others a dollar.”
 
   When two more people climbed in, the door closed, and Daniel leaned down to her ear. “I hope you don’t feel cheap; we have reservations at Dorgotti’s.”
 
   Sucking in a breath, Ginger looked up at him in wide-eyed shock. Dorgotti’s was a five-star restaurant overlooking the lake, and it was rumored that a plate of mac and cheese was fifty bucks. “Daniel, we could go to Outback,” she whispered, glancing at the other two people on the elevator. “Hell, Burger King would be good enough for that matter.”
 
   “You’re more than worth it.” He grinned, and she turned away, feeling lightheaded as she blushed. 
 
   “Seventh floor,” a female computer voice announced as the doors opened. They walked off, heading down a wide hallway. At the end was a large, glassed off area with two glass doors. The SCC logo was etched across them. 
 
   Daniel swiped his ID, and the doors opened. “Hey, guys,” a gray-haired receptionist called. 
 
   “Hey, Glenda,” Daniel said, passing to the right of the receptionist desk to a double door. “Your partner not here yet?”
 
   “Yes, Teresa is in the break room getting coffee,” Glenda said as they walked through the doors. Inside was a large area of cubicles where the senior staff worked. SCC had the entire corner of the building on the seventh and even more on the sixth floors with six hundred and thirty employees in the building, and they still weren’t the largest leaser or the largest employer. 
 
   On the right, Daniel and Ginger went in a room marked “Employee Break Room” and walked to the two separate doors on the back wall. Ginger waved at Daniel as she went in the women’s locker room, and Daniel smiled as he walked in the men’s. 
 
   Lockers ran around the wall and down the middle of the room. Daniel swiped his card along his locker, and it popped open. As he pulled off his leather jacket, Daniel took out one of the five suits he kept in his locker. He always changed at work. He didn’t want to advertise he was a suit while he commuted even though walking in this building was the only time he wasn’t armed. 
 
   Sitting down, Daniel put on his shoes then put his bike gear and backpack in the locker. Closing the locker, he walked over to the mirror and straightened his tie. Satisfied he was presentable, Daniel walked past a few others changing, mainly hanging up coats.
 
   When he walked back into the break room, he saw a beautiful woman at one of the locked cabinets at the other end. Walking around all the break room tables, he stopped as she fought to open the cabinet. “Need some help, Teresa?”
 
   “It won’t open,” she grunted, trying to turn the key. 
 
   Without asking, Daniel eased her aside and pulled out the key and looked at it. Looking at the cabinet, Daniel pulled another key up on the keyring and slid it in the lock. With no effort, he opened the cabinet. “The keys are numbered for a reason, Teresa.” He smiled at her, handing them back.
 
   “I had key number three,” she said, opening the cabinet then pulling out a box of coffee.
 
   “Yes, you did, but this is cabinet eight.” Daniel smiled with a nod at the cabinet then walked out. 
 
   Closing the door with a sigh, Teresa locked it and pulled the keys out. “Hey, Teresa,” Ginger called out from the back. Teresa turned around and smiled, seeing Ginger in her customary slacks, loafers, and polo shirt. Now wearing black glasses with her brown hair pulled up, Ginger did indeed look like a nerd.
 
   “Hey, Ginger,” Teresa said, walking over as Ginger headed for the coffee pot. As she got closer, Teresa could see just how excited Ginger was. “My, aren’t you excited. I take it your excitement is about your date.” 
 
   “He has reservations for Dorgotti’s,” Ginger said, beaming.
 
   Teresa swayed back on her feet, her eyes wide. “Holy cow.”
 
   “I know, right?” Ginger grinned and started pouring creamer into her mug.
 
   “I’ve worked with you for five years and have never seen you this excited about a date.”
 
   Ginger turned around, waving her hand. “Please, those were dates with friends. Daniel is cool.”
 
   “And a gentleman but also a hunk,” Teresa said, hiding her envy. Unlike Ginger, men asked her out all the time, but she could see in their eyes what they wanted. The same thing Mr. Barron wanted. Teresa wasn’t ashamed of her looks, but to her, they seemed like a hindrance. Looking at how happy Ginger was, Teresa smiled. “You have fun tonight.”
 
   “I will, Teresa,” Ginger said, patting her arm.
 
   Grabbing the box of coffee, Teresa followed her out of the break room. Teresa walked back in the reception area over to a table with a coffee pot. Ripping the box open, she threw one package in the basket and turned it on. “What has you riled up?” Glenda asked behind her.
 
   “Nothing,” Teresa said, shoving the box under the table and looking at the two full-sized flags on either side of the table on long flagstaffs.
 
   “It’s not because you asked Daniel out three times and he said no and he asked Ginger out, is it?”
 
   Teresa walked over, shaking her head. “I never asked a man out before; maybe I did it wrong.”
 
   Twenty years older than Teresa, Glenda smiled. “Sweetie, I told you, you’re not Daniel’s type. He likes women that are very active. Hell, he takes that karate class that Ginger teaches.”
 
   Sitting down and rolling up to the desk, Teresa glanced over at Glenda. “I’m active. I work out.”
 
   “You’re active in your kids’ lives, and yes, you work out; but I mean outdoor stuff.” Glenda smiled at the very beautiful woman. Teresa’s husband had divorced her years ago, and Teresa’s life now revolved around her two teenagers. 
 
   Teresa gave a sigh and nodded then smiled. “Carrie and Ben made the honor roll again.”
 
   Reaching for her purse, Glenda pulled out two envelopes. “Tell them this is from Aunt Glenda.”
 
   When Teresa didn’t reach for the envelopes, Glenda shoved them in her hand. “You really shouldn’t,” Teresa said, putting them in her purse.
 
   “Horse shit,” Glenda spat. “That no-good SOB that says he’s their dad hasn’t called them in what, six months?”
 
   “Seven.” 
 
   “I can spoil them,” Glenda smiled. “You going to get your flu shot today?”
 
   “No, Carrie has a recital tomorrow, and I don’t want to be sick. I’ll get mine next week.”
 
   Pulling back up to her desk, Glenda shook her head. “Sweetie, they’re saying this year’s flu is very bad. A lot of people that caught it are in the hospital. The CDC rushed this new batch of shots because it was so bad. On the way to work, I heard in Atlanta people were fighting to get the shots.”
 
   Teresa shrugged. “The flu only brings me down a few days if I get it, but I’m always sick for a day after the shot,” Teresa said, looking down the hallway to her right where the executive offices were, including Daniel’s.
 
   Glenda smiled, following Teresa’s gaze. “You’ll find you a good one, one day.”
 
   “I hope,” Teresa huffed. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 2
 
   When Daniel got to his office, he started on a massive pile of reports. After making a few phone calls and having to sit in on a phone conference, he grabbed his coffee cup. He liked getting coffee from the break room to listen to how people were talking and also getting a chance to see Ginger.
 
   It didn’t take a genius to figure out why guys didn’t ask Ginger out on dates after they got to know her. Ginger intimidated many men. She knew several different fighting styles and even fought MMA (Mixed Martial Arts) but quit because it had too many rules. Then take into account the many other extreme sports she did, most men didn’t want to admit she was more of a man than they were.
 
   As he passed the reception desk on the way to the cubicles, Daniel smiled at Teresa and Glenda. Daniel wasn’t an idiot; Teresa was the definition of Barbie only life-sized. When he took into account she had two teenaged kids, it only made her more attractive. Teresa was also very sweet, and anyone would say she loved her kids, but Daniel wanted someone to do stuff with, and Ginger was only the second girl he had found that liked doing the things he did.
 
   Walking in the break room, Daniel saw Ken, Don, and Joe, whom he called the three stooges. The only time he could recall seeing only one was when they came out of the bathroom. If Ginger could be called a nerd, the stooges were the textbook version complete with pocket protectors and thick, black glasses.
 
   “Hey guys,” he said, walking to the coffee pot.
 
   Ken looked up from a pile of paper they were studying. “Hey, Daniel,” he said. “What are you doing this weekend?”
 
   “Nothing much, Kenneth.” Daniel shrugged and caught himself before he called Kenneth “Moe.” In Daniel’s mind, the three even looked like the stooges. Ken was the leader as Moe with a black bowl cut. Don was Larry with curly hair, and Joe was Curly with a crew cut.
 
    “Heard you had a hot date. Who’s it with?” Don asked, grinning as he looked up.
 
   Daniel just winked. “Kenneth, did you get my e-mail about that attempted hack yesterday?”
 
   “Yeah,” Kenneth scoffed. “It originated from Europe.”
 
   “Look familiar to you or anyone you’ve heard of?”
 
   “Nope, and whoever it was, was very good,” Kenneth said and looked back at the stack of papers they were studying.
 
   Daniel shook his head, grinning at the stooges, and walked out. Moving through the cubicle maze, he headed to the far side to the offices along the wall. Looking around, he only saw a few people when there should’ve been over a hundred. 
 
   Looking through the window to Ginger’s office, Daniel grinned, watching her hands blur across the keyboard as she chewed on an ink pen. He counted four more ink pens and one marker shoved in the back of her hair, giving her a porcupine halo. “Where is everyone?” he asked, walking in.
 
   “Huh?” Ginger said, never looking away from the screen.
 
   “The rest of the staff, where are they?”
 
   Registering who it was, Ginger looked up, spitting the pen out of her mouth. “Oh, umm…” she said, embarrassed that Daniel caught her chewing on a pen like a cigar. “Getting flu shots,” she finally said. “Memo was put out last week that everyone could take three hours off with pay to get their flu shots but only from ten to noon, but you could tie your lunch on at the end.”
 
   “I don’t remember that,” Daniel mumbled.
 
   “VP Gordon put it out. He said it would save the company money in the long run.”
 
   “No wonder; I never read what he sends,” Daniel said with grin. “Hey, it’s not part of our date, but you want to head over to the food court and grab some food?”
 
   Ginger smiled then glanced at her computer screens, and the smile fell off. “Ah, I really want to, but I need to figure out what is wrong with this program,” she said then looked at her watch and saw it was almost lunch. “How about in an hour?” she asked hopefully as she prayed silently that she hadn’t made Daniel mad.
 
   “How about I get us something, and we eat in the break room in an hour?”
 
   Sighing with relief, Ginger spun around in her chair. “Well then I’ll buy,” she said, reaching for her backpack.
 
   “Ah, Ginger,” Daniel said in a snappy tone that made her look up in alarm. “Darlin’, I’m from Louisiana. That’s the south in case you’re wondering. If I was to allow you to buy me food, everyone I know—friends and family—would come to kill me, and it wouldn’t be pretty. I don’t know how it is up here, but a beautiful woman that you’re going to take out, you have to be a gentleman at all times. Hell, my own momma would tar and feather me for disrespecting you like that.”
 
   With her mouth hanging open, Ginger flopped back in her chair, flabbergasted. “I don’t want you to get in trouble with your family,” she muttered in shock. 
 
   “You like the Chinese place?” Daniel asked with a warm smile, and Ginger just nodded, still in shock. “I’ll get us something.”
 
   When Daniel left, Ginger grabbed her chair and kicked off into a rapid spin. “He said I was beautiful!” she cheered. Stopping the chair, she felt her head become light. Ginger calmed down and concentrated on the screen again. “Shit, if it doesn’t work out with Daniel, I’m asking for a transfer to our Texas plant if southern boys act like that.”
 
   As Daniel walked by the reception desk, he saw Teresa hanging up the phone. “Glenda go get a flu shot?” he asked, stopping.
 
   “Yes and to buy my kids something, I’m sure,” Teresa huffed.
 
   Laughing, Daniel walked over and leaned on the desk. “Hey, I’m going to get Ginger and me some food from the Chinese place. Want me to bring you something?”
 
   Teresa smiled and reached for her purse. “Oh, would you please? I’m starving. I’m not getting my flu shot, so I don’t get this three-and-a-half-hour break.”
 
   Offended, Daniel pushed off the desk. “I have it,” he snapped. “What the hell is wrong with you women? I said I was going to get some food. When a man says that, it means he’s buying.”
 
   With her hand halfway in her purse, Teresa froze, staring at Daniel. “Ah, no it doesn’t,” she said then quickly added, “just the ones I’ve met.”
 
   Daniel nodded, turning around. “Well, you’ve met assholes,” he said, walking out.
 
   Dropping her purse in shock, Teresa nodded. “You can say that again,” she said, kicking her purse under the desk. “I wonder if he has a brother; right now, younger or older doesn’t matter to me.” 
 
   As Daniel walked down the hall across the building, he passed a doctor’s office. Looking through the glass wall, he noticed it was rather full, and several people were holding buckets in their laps. “Damn, they look sick as shit,” he mumbled, glad Ginger wanted to eat in the break room.
 
   Passing an expensive clothing store, he saw two of the employees sitting down with their heads between their legs. Stopping in the open door, Daniel called out, “Hey, you guys okay?”
 
   One of the women looked up, and Daniel took a step back. She was pale, and her eyes were red. “Yeah,” she croaked. “All of a sudden, I just don’t feel good.”
 
   “Why don’t you go home? Not meaning to sound rude, but you don’t look so hot.”
 
    “I called the other managers and can’t find anyone to cover for me or her,” the woman said, nodding at her co-worker, who still had her head between her legs.
 
   “Hope you get to feeling better,” Daniel said as he waved, not wanting to get close to them. The woman gave a half wave and dropped her head between her legs before he turned away. “Shit, if that’s the flu this year, I might need to think about getting the shot,” he mumbled.
 
   Walking into the food court, Daniel looked around and noticed several people with their heads on the tables. Then he realized there were nowhere near the number of people that should’ve been there even if lunch was an hour away. “If they look sick at the restaurant, we eat out of the vending machine,” he said, heading to the Chinese restaurant.
 
   Happy to see the staff healthy, Daniel placed his order then glanced around and noticed only a few of the booths and tables had costumers. “If this flu shot works, I’ll get one,” he vowed. It didn’t take long for the hostess to bring him his order, and Daniel fought the urge to run back to the office. A few more people were in the food court. Even the ones that didn’t have their heads down looked sick.
 
   Looking at his watch, Daniel thought out loud. “Maybe I can to get a flu shot real quick.”  Hearing his own voice, Daniel stopped and heard his Ranger instructor’s voice. “A hasty action always causes harm either to you or someone else. Make sure you know which and can live with it. A decision or action that comes from training is what you always fall back on.”
 
   “I’ll wait,” Daniel said and walked off but did speed up the pace. “If the shot works, I’ll get it in a week or so, and if not, I’ll just have to suck up being sick as shit.” Coming around the corner, he saw several people getting off the elevator, and only a few looked sick. Luckily, the ones who were staff at SCC didn’t look sick.
 
   Teresa saw Daniel and other employees coming down the hall and pressed the button under her desk to open the doors. Walking in, Daniel let the others pass as he stood off to the side. When they were gone, he walked over to Teresa. “I’ll put the food in the break room, and you can eat with us. You know how the bosses get when they see someone eating at their workstation.”
 
   “Thank you,” Teresa smiled. “Ginger won’t get mad, will she?”
 
   “Ah, why?”
 
   “You bought food for me.”
 
   Totally lost, Daniel shook his head. “I don’t know, but is this like poking fun at us southern boys?”
 
   A smile filled Teresa’s face as she laughed. “No, but if she gets mad, I’m giving you money.”
 
   Not saying another word, Daniel spun on his heel as another group of employees came in, and he followed them through the doors leading to the cubicles. Dropping off the food, Daniel walked back to Ginger’s office. He found her studying the screen as she scrolled with her mouse. “Ah Ginger, can I ask you a question?”
 
   “I can use chopsticks, and I like my fortune cookie, so I’ll wrestle you for it,” she said, never looking away from the screen. 
 
     Daniel laughed as he walked over and noticed in her other hand was a chewed-on pen. “No, I bought Teresa’s food, but she said you would be mad. Are you?”
 
   A pang of jealousy hit Ginger as she looked up and saw an innocent look on Daniel’s face. “No, am I supposed to be mad?” she asked. She wanted to admit the jealous part, but honestly, she wasn’t mad.
 
   “Not according to the way I was brought up,” Daniel said, sitting down and looking out the window as more employees came back. “If a man offers, he can’t accept money. Hell, I watched my dad spank my brother because he let his girlfriend buy her own popcorn at the movies. My brother said she insisted, but Dad said he needed to dump the bitch if she didn’t like being treated like a lady.”
 
   A grin slowly spread across Ginger’s face as that one statement opened a vision into Daniel’s world. “Well, if you offered, I would be very disappointed if you had taken money,” she said, and Daniel let out a huge sigh of relief. 
 
   “I was beginning to wonder about you northern girls for a minute,” he droned. 
 
   “Just don’t go thinking I’m a girly girl,” Ginger chuckled.
 
   Daniel looked over at Ginger with a straight face, and she stopped chuckling. “My momma could out shoot my daddy and my older brother. One night, Daddy got drunk and pissed her off. Momma broke his jaw with her fist. Now, she also broke her hand, but Daddy was knocked out,” Daniel said, leaning back in his chair. “A lady is tough but should always be shown respect. No matter if it’s your wife, girlfriend, or a woman on the street. Momma worked and helped take care of the farm plus raised three kids. My momma was a lady.”   
 
   “Whoa,” Ginger said, falling back in her chair. 
 
   Daniel glanced over and saw the stunned expression. “You ready to eat?”
 
   “I’m not going to offer you money,” Ginger said. 
 
   “I didn’t ask that. I asked if you were ready to eat.”
 
   Ginger got up, staring at him. “If Teresa insists on paying you back, I’ll take her to the bathroom for a girl talk.”
 
   “Don’t threaten her, or they could fire you,” Daniel said, getting up. “They’ve almost fired Gary for that a dozen times.”
 
   “Gary’s a dick,” Ginger said, walking around her desk.
 
   Walking out of her office, they heard the buzz of chatter all around the cubicles. As they walked to the break room, Daniel noticed more than a few frightened faces. He saw the stooges talking to another group, and they looked worried. “You getting your flu shot this year?” he asked.
 
   “Nope,” Ginger said. “If I get it, I get it. I’m all for immunizations, but the flu shot’s pushing it. Most of the time, flu shots are less than thirty percent effective. If I made an anti-virus program that was thirty percent effective, I would be fired. I’m not putting something in my body that’s thirty percent effective, especially when my body will do the same damn thing.”
 
   Really liking that reasoning, Daniel nodded. “About how I feel,” he said, opening the door to the break room. He led her to the back corner table where he had set the food. “Unsweetened tea,” he said, pointing at her cup. 
 
   Moving over to the coffee table, Ginger grabbed a handful of sugar packets. “Never seen you drink that before,” she said, tossing them on the table.
 
   “All they had ready.” He pulled out her chair. The door to the break room opened, and the three stooges looked around the few occupied tables and saw Daniel. Like ducks, they fell in a straight line and walked over. “I’m so not in the mood,” he mumbled, sitting down.
 
   “Hey, Daniel, did you hear?” Ken said, stepping up to the table, and Joe and Don moved to either side of him.
 
   Letting out a sigh as he closed his eyes, Daniel asked, “Hear what?”
 
   “Like a dozen people downstairs had seizures after they got their flu shot. Several were taken to the hospital by ambulance,” Ken said, looking from Daniel to Ginger. “You two dating?”
 
   Ginger just smiled and started pulling food out of the bags as Daniel opened his eyes, wanting the stooges to go away. “Our first date is tonight, so not really,” Daniel said. “And no, I hadn’t heard about the people downstairs.”
 
   “I thought I saw you at the dojo where Ginger teaches,” Don said as he looked at Ginger, who was chuckling silently. 
 
   “Yes, I’m taking Krav Maga under her,” Daniel said.
 
   “You said you knew martial arts,” Joe butted in. 
 
   Removing the top from his tea, Daniel took a deep breath. Ripping open several packs, he dumped them in. “If you must know, I’ve studied four different forms and have black belted in each one. I’ve always wanted to learn Krav Maga, so I’m taking it, and it just so happens where I’m taking it, Ginger teaches it. Now how this is any business of yours, I don’t know.”
 
   As one, all three took a step back. “Dude, you need to chill,” Ken said, shaking his head, then looked at Ginger. “I’ve asked you out like a hundred times since we went out last year. I can take you out.”
 
   “Sorry, Ken,” Ginger smiled. “You’re a good friend.”
 
   Groaning, Ken looked back at Daniel. “So did you hear all three doctors’ offices on this floor are filled to capacity?”
 
   “Nope, but I saw one, and it was standing room only in the waiting room,” Daniel huffed, looking at the door as Teresa walked in. Glancing around, she saw the stooges talking and came over then pulled out a chair and set her purse down.
 
   “Teresa, if you offer Daniel money for the food, you and I will have to visit the girls’ restroom,” Ginger said, passing over a paper plate and utensils.
 
   Shocked by the statement, Teresa stared at Ginger. “Um, okay,” she finally said. 
 
   “You’re dating both of them!” Ken cried out, making the other people in the break room look over.
 
   Daniel pinched the bridge of his nose as he squeezed his eyes shut. “I’m getting a goddamn headache.”
 
   “Ken,” Ginger snapped, throwing down her fork. “No, he’s not. Daniel is being a gentleman to Teresa by buying her lunch so she could eat with us. Now go away.”
 
   Clearly confused, Ken turned to look at Don then turned to look at Joe. They both just shrugged at him. “Well, I was just clarifying what it looked like,” Ken mumbled as he turned around with Joe and Don falling in behind him. They walked to the front of the break room, grabbed their lunch boxes off a table, and sat down.
 
   Teresa looked over at Daniel, who was still pinching the bridge of his nose with his eyes shut tight. “Daniel, you okay?” she asked then glanced over at Ginger, who reached out, brushing Daniel’s cheek with her fingers.
 
   “Yes, and you know I like the three stooges, but my God, they can worry the horns off a buffalo,” Daniel said, opening his eyes and dropping his hand to the table.
 
   “Three stooges,” Ginger snorted, still brushing his cheek. “That is the best description I’ve ever heard of them.”
 
   “Let’s eat before they come back,” Daniel said, smiling at Ginger.
 
    Teresa took the top off her tea and dumped sugar in. “You think they are coming back?”
 
   “I know they are,” Daniel said, and Ginger nodded as she shoved rice in her mouth with chopsticks. 
 
   The door to the break room opened, and Glenda looked around, spotted Daniel, and trotted over quickly for an older woman. As she neared, they noticed she looked at little pale. “Daniel, Malik needs you in the hallway outside of reception,” Glenda said, wiping sweat off her brow.
 
   “What’s going on?” he asked, standing up.
 
   “A woman collapsed, having a seizure,” Glenda panted. “And there’s reports of a big fight downstairs in the main lobby.”
 
   “My job isn’t physical security of personnel. In fact, my contract strictly forbids it, as does Malik’s. And besides the first aid I learned in the Army, what the hell can I do about a seizure?” Daniel asked, buttoning his coat.
 
   “Can you just come and see the woman? She doesn’t look good,” Glenda pleaded.
 
   Daniel stepped away from the table and nodded. “Okay, but Glenda, you look a little queasy yourself.”
 
   “Just feel hot,” she said, following him to the door.
 
   When they were gone, Teresa looked over at Ginger. “You got a keeper with that one,” Teresa said breaking apart her chopsticks. “I hope it works out for you.”
 
   “Thank you,” Ginger said grinning with a mouthful. Swallowing and grabbing her tea, Ginger noticed Teresa looked a little dejected. “I hope you’re not mad at me.”
 
   Looking up with a smile, Teresa shook her head. “No, I see what someone explained to me. You’re his type.”
 
   Ginger smiled back. “Thank you,” she said and continued shoving food in her mouth.
 
   Daniel walked through the reception area as Glenda got behind the desk. Walking out the door, he saw a stocky black man kneeling beside a woman on the floor with several others standing around them. As Daniel walked up, the black man turned around. “What’s up, Malik?” he asked, stopping behind him.
 
   “Not sure. She’s sweating bullets, but her skin is cold as ice,” Malik said as a nurse ran down the hall toward them. Shifting his gaze to the woman on the floor, Daniel stepped back. She was so pale she looked gray with frothy foam around her mouth.
 
   When he looked up at those gathered around the scene, most didn’t look much better. Besides the nurse running toward them, only he and Malik looked healthy. “Malik, we really need to get back to the office,” Daniel said, grabbing Malik’s shoulder and trying not to breathe deep.
 
   As Malik stood up, Daniel pulled him back from the crowd. The nurse knelt down beside the woman, touching her face. She looked up and pointed at four people. “Help me get her to the office; the ambulance can pick her up from there.”
 
   Even though they weren’t picked, Malik moved forward to offer assistance, and Daniel grabbed his jacket hard, pulling him back and almost off his feet. Malik spun around. “Dude, you need to chill.”
 
   Daniel leaned close but kept his eyes on the group as some picked up the woman and carried her down the hall. “You have a wife and kids, Malik. Look at those people; they’re sick as shit. You really want to bring that home to an infant and two small kids?”
 
   The irritated look left Malik’s face, and he turned, glancing at the other people as they turned to follow the nurse. None of them were talking, almost following the nurse like they were in a trance. “Shit,” Malik mumbled, stepping back beside Daniel. “Didn’t really notice that.”
 
   “Thought so,” Daniel said. “You need to wash your hands really fucking good.”
 
   As a man stepped out of an office leading into a law firm beside them, Malik and Daniel both stepped back several yards. The man coughed so hard he started gagging. When the coughing subsided, the man looked at them with a flat expression then turned and walked down the hall. 
 
   “I’m taking a fucking shower,” Malik announced as he spun around. “I was going to ask you if you wanted to go downstairs and help security, but screw this shit.”
 
   “We could get fired for that, Malik,” Daniel said, following him back to their section. When they walked in, Daniel noticed a maintenance cart in front of the reception desk. “What’s going on?” he asked, pointing to the cart. 
 
   Glenda looked up, drinking a bottle of water, and both Malik and Daniel stopped away from the desk. When she had drained the bottle, Glenda wiped her mouth with the back of her wrist. “Maintenance is here to replace the cracked marble tiles in Mr. Barron’s bathroom and wire cable up for the new TV for the break room,” she said, dropping the empty bottle in the trash can.
 
   A faint scream sounded outside the glass doors, and they turned around but only saw the empty hallway that ran for several hundred yards to the elevators. Daniel pulled out his cellphone and dialed security. “All circuits are busy. Please try your call later,” an electronic female voice told him. 
 
   “Glenda, lock the reception doors,” Daniel said. He stepped over to Teresa’s desk, grabbed the phone, and pressed the button for building security. After ringing a dozen times, an answering machine picked up, and Daniel hung up.
 
   “I tried calling them before I got you,” Glenda said, wiping her brow.
 
   “I’m going to shower,” Malik said, turning to the right and walking through the cubicle doorway. 
 
   Spinning to the left, Daniel headed to his office. “Unless they are an employee, Glenda, don’t let them in,” he said, walking down the hall and passing the VP’s offices. Yanking his door open, Daniel moved to the display case on his back wall. Since he was also the company’s safety officer, building security gave him a radio to stay in touch in case of emergency. Daniel grabbed it and turned it on. 
 
   “Holy shit, run!” bellowed out of the radio, and Daniel turned down the volume.
 
   “He fucking chewed his arm off!” another voice screamed. 
 
   “Pull back to main security,” a voice said loudly, but unlike the others, Daniel couldn’t hear anyone in the background.
 
   A scream erupted from the radio as someone held down the transmit key. In the background, Daniel could hear more screams and calls for help, then the radio cut off. No sooner than it did, another voice screamed, “We have an attack on the third floor!”
 
   “Copy, this is Captain Russell. Get back to main security,” the captain called out, and Daniel realized it was the voice he had heard before. “All security details return immediately to main security.”
 
   “Captain,” Daniel said, pressing the key. “This is Daniel—safety officer for SCC. What is the situation?”
 
   “Stay off the air, and don’t leave your suite. We have gangs or terrorists inside and on every floor. They are on some kind of drug and attacking anyone. Be prepared for lockdown!” the captain bellowed. 
 
   “Multiple attackers on seven!” a voice screamed as soon as the captain stopped transmitting.
 
   “I’m on nine, and they got Bobby!” another voice screamed.
 
   “Repeat, all security teams pull back to main security. Police have been notified, and lockdown procedures have started,” the captain yelled.
 
   Looking at the radio like it was possessed, Daniel fought to calm his heart rate down. “This is bullshit,” he said, dropping the radio on his desk and running out of his office. He had been in firefights around the world, but he only had his body to protect him now. 
 
   He skidded to a stop at the reception desk. “Glenda, don’t open that door unless you call me first. There is some kind of attack going on in the building.”
 
   With drowsy eyes, Glenda looked up and nodded. “Okay, does that mean even our employees?”
 
   “Yes,” Daniel said and watched her flip the switch that sealed the doors. He looked at the wall of window that made up the reception area and shuddered. It wasn’t glass, but it still felt vulnerable. “Security said they had started lockdown procedures, so the elevators will be shut down. Don’t let anyone leave either.”
 
   “Okay,” Glenda said with a weak smile.
 
   Running around the desk, Daniel burst through the door to the cubicles. He could see people standing around in a daze and he heard very little talking. He moved over to the closest cubicle and saw Mary, a young intern that just started. With her mouth hanging open, she was staring at her computer monitor. Her face was pale, and Daniel stepped back, noticing drool dripping from her mouth.
 
   Spinning around, he charged into the break room. Banging the door open, everyone turned to look at him. “The building is going into lockdown,” he called out, and almost everyone jumped up, talking at once.
 
   “Shut the fuck up!” Daniel bellowed, and everyone that was talking clamped their mouths shut. “All I know is there is some kind of attack going on in the building,” he said in a more subdued voice but still loud. “The police have been called, so we are to follow the regulations and wait for instructions.”
 
   Everyone in the room looked around at those they were sitting with and talked quietly with them. Seeing the three stooges step away from their table and head toward him, Daniel held up his hand. “Not in the mood and not now,” he said, walking past them.
 
   Weaving around the tables, Daniel stopped at his chair, looking at Ginger. “We are still going on our first date,” he said with a weak smile.
 
   Looking at Daniel, Ginger could tell he was uneasy. “You know how long before the cops get here?” she asked, putting her chopsticks down. Daniel shook his head. “Well, since we don’t know how long until we can leave, you need to eat,” she said, pushing his chair out with her foot.
 
   A scream outside the break room shut the quiet mumbling up. Everyone turned to the windows that overlooked the cubicles. In front of Mary’s cubicle, a crowd had gathered, trying to separate two people on the floor.
 
   “Oh shit,” Daniel said, walking over to the windows. “Of course this had to happen today.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 3
 
   Ginger jumped up and ran to Daniel’s side then looked out. “What’s Mary doing to Vince?” she asked as Mary yanked her head back, and a fountain of blood erupted from Vince’s neck. “Fuck me,” Ginger said and took off running for the door.
 
   “No wait,” Daniel said, taking off after her.
 
   Bolting out the door with Daniel right behind her, Ginger saw several people trying to pull Mary off of Vince, and Mary was leaning over him with her bloody mouth hanging open. Elbowing two people out of the way, Ginger grabbed Mary by the hair and yanked back. 
 
   Mary’s body flew back as she rolled back over Vince’s legs and landed face first at his feet. Ginger saw a hole in Vince’s neck where Mary had bit him. Kneeling down, she ripped a chunk of Vince’s shirt and pressed it over the fountain that was shooting out of his neck in pulsing waves. 
 
   Reaching to grab Ginger, Daniel froze as another scream sounded further back in the cubicles. Stepping to the aisle, he saw Mohammed and Frank holding down Billy, biting him and ripping off chunks of clothes with flesh. 
 
   A scream behind him made Daniel jump, and he spun to see Mary biting Susan on the leg, ripping out a chunk of meat. He grabbed Ginger on her shoulder. “We need to move.”
 
   “Vince is bleeding out,” she cried, pressing the dressing harder. 
 
   Looking down at the large pool of blood that surrounded Vince, Daniel knew there was no way to save him. Not saying anything, he grabbed Vince by the wrist and pulled. “Break room,” he grunted, dragging Vince as another scream came from the cubicles. 
 
   Glancing up, Daniel slowed, looking at the group that had moved around Vince. With the exception of Susan, who was kicking Mary in the face, they were all frozen like statues, looking at the spot where he had dragged Vince from. 
 
   “What do you need us to do?” Ken asked behind him. 
 
   Glancing over his shoulder, Daniel saw the three stooges. “Pull him in the break room now!” Daniel said, letting go of Vince’s arms. Jumping over Vince, Daniel charged toward Susan and Mary. Mary grabbed Susan’s other leg as it kicked her, and Mary lowered her open mouth. 
 
   Skidding to a halt and rearing back his leg, Daniel kicked out. His foot hit Mary at the angle of her jaw, and not only did he feel the bone break, he heard it as Mary’s head snapped back. Still holding Susan’s leg, Mary’s body rolled over from the force, pulling Susan’s feet out from under her. Letting out a cry, Susan grabbed the wall of the closest cubicle and stopped her fall to the floor.
 
   Grabbing Susan by the arm, Daniel pulled her to him. “She won’t let go!” Susan screamed as Daniel looked back and saw he was pulling Susan as Mary dragged along, holding Susan’s leg.
 
   Spinning on his left leg, Daniel snapped out with his right foot at Mary’s wrist. Again, he heard the bones snap as her hand let go of Susan.  In horror, Daniel watched as Mary ignored her broken wrist, reaching out to try to grab Susan again. With her jaw cocked to the side, Mary tried to open and close her mouth as her lips pulled back, exposing her teeth.
 
   Picking Susan up, Daniel tossed her over his shoulder and spun around in a dead run. He saw Don holding the door to the break room open. “Come on,” Don yelled at him.
 
   Flying past him, Daniel put Susan in a chair. “Someone find something to use as a bandage for her leg,” he said, looking around for Ginger. He saw her still holding the dressing on Vince’s neck. All color was gone from Vince’s skin. Stepping over, he put his hand on Ginger’s shoulder. “He’s gone,” Daniel said softly.
 
   “I know,” Ginger said in a broken voice as more screams sounded out from the cubicles.
 
   “Break room!” Don yelled, standing at the door.
 
   Leaning down to Ginger, Daniel looked at the windows overlooking the cubicles. “You need to get ready to move,” he said as a blaring alarm sounded in three short blasts. 
 
   “Building security has initiated building lockdown for hostile attack. All tenants should remain in your suites until police and security have the situation under control. Follow your company’s guidelines and those of the building’s management until lockdown is suspended,” a soothing electronic voice said, followed by three more electronic blasts, and the message repeated one more time. 
 
   Looking out the window at the group that had surrounded Vince, Daniel saw Beverly look around lazily then shamble toward the back. The others stayed just staring at the floor. As a figure stood up outside the window, Daniel jumped back. “Holy fuck me,” he said, noticing it was Mary moving toward Don, who was yelling at people to get in the break room.
 
   “The stooges aren’t complete without Larry. Nobody liked Shemp,” he said, running for the door. Yanking the door open, he charged down the hall as Mary came up behind Don, her arms reaching out. Jumping in the air, Daniel kicked out with both feet and caught Mary in the side. 
 
   Outweighing Mary by an easy hundred pounds, her body folded with the impact, and they sailed past Don. Seeing the bodies sail past him, Don cried out, jumping back into the windows. Before he hit the floor, Daniel rotated his body and rolled when he touched the floor, springing to his feet in a run toward Don. 
 
   “I’m not doing it again, so you need to go!” Daniel said, grabbing Don and pulling him to the break room as three more bodies ran with them, yelling to open the door.
 
   When they ran in, the door shut behind them, and Daniel let Don go as Joe and Ken came to check on Don. Breathing through pursed lips to control his heart rate and breathing, Daniel saw Ginger sitting in a chair, looking down at Vince’s dead body. Teresa was behind her, holding Ginger’s shoulder with tears running down her face.
 
   Walking over, Daniel knelt down in front of Ginger. “You need to let it go and be ready to move,” he said, grabbing her bloody hands.
 
   “You heard the alarm; the building is in lockdown. We can’t leave,” she said, blinking tears out of her eyes. 
 
   “Trust me, those who can’t move are easy targets,” he said as the door busted open, and Glenda came in panting.
 
   “Three people in the hall just attacked a man beating on our door!” she screamed. “They’re eating him, and he’s still alive!”
 
   A big man pushed past her and shut the door. “Sucks to be him,” he said.
 
   “Gary, they are eating him!” Glenda yelled. 
 
   Pointing at the windows that ran down the wall, Gary yelled back, “What the fuck do you think’s going on in the cubicles?” 
 
   Swaying on her feet, Glenda looked out the windows to see several employees getting dragged down to the floor by other employees. “Why are they attacking them?” she said, moving to the windows. “My god, Mohammed is eating Bill!”
 
   Ginger and Teresa ran over to Glenda, guiding her to a chair as the men’s locker room door opened. Turning around, Daniel saw Malik step out dressed in slacks and a polo shirt. “I wasn’t gone that fucking long,” Malik cried out, looking down at Vince’s dead body and the large, bloody dressing over Susan’s leg.
 
   Not in the mood, Daniel walked over to the wall and grabbed the phone. Pulling the receiver to his ear, he heard a blaring tone. “Phones are supposed to stay active in lockdown,” he said, slamming the receiver down. Pulling out his cellphone, he tried calling 911 only to get the all circuits busy message. Then he just dialed two numbers at random and got the same message.
 
   “Fuck,” he snapped, putting his phone up and moving to the windows. Gary was looking out, chuckling at the mayhem of his coworkers. 
 
   “Dumbasses,” he said, watching another getting literally pulled apart.
 
   “Move,” Daniel said, shoving him back and lowering the blinds.
 
   “Better watch it, boy,” Gary snapped, puffing out his chest.
 
   Daniel slowly turned around with an apathetic expression. “I’m not some geek boy. Back off, or you won’t have to worry about getting rescued because I’ll kill you with my bare hands.” 
 
   Stumbling back, Gary stuttered. “Dumbass, those windows are bulletproof; they can’t break them.”
 
   Turning back around, Daniel closed the blinds and moved to another window. “Yes, they are bulletproof, lard ass, but they are set in wood. It wouldn’t take but a few of them to push the windows out of the frames.”
 
   Gary, along with others, looked at the windows in fear. Several others ran over to help lower the blinds. Malik ran to the door, grabbing chairs and shoving one under the handle. “This won’t hold long,” he said. 
 
   Ginger ran up and grabbed the wedge door stop off the floor and shoved it in the space between the frame and the door. Using the heel of her hand, she tried driving it in. “Let me,” a man wearing a tool belt said, moving over as he pulled out a hammer.
 
   “Thanks, Andy,” she said, stepping back as he drove the wedge in.
 
   “Aw, now that’s great,” Gary said, pushing through people toward the door. “Now we can’t get out.”
 
   “I’ll let you out, but when I seal that door, you aren’t coming back in,” Ginger said, looking up at Gary. He was over a foot taller and had an easy hundred pounds on her, but she gave no indication she was even slightly concerned. 
 
   Like a true bully, Gary didn’t like that she was standing up to him. “Whatever,” he mumbled, turning around and shoving a woman in a chair before he walked to the back and sat down.
 
   Looking around, Ginger saw Daniel sitting at their table, and she walked over and joined him. “We have a date, so what’s the plan?”
 
   He looked over, grinning. “Yes we do,” he said. “I can get us out of here, but I think we should wait for the police.”
 
   “Why do you want to wait?”
 
   “Because the emergency fire door is on the other side of the building in the north stairwell, and on any given day, there are over a thousand people on this floor. We don’t know what we would have to fight through,” he said as Teresa came over and sat down.
 
   “Guys, Glenda isn’t doing so good,” she said in a low voice. “She’s sweating like it’s over a hundred, but her body his cold and clammy.” 
 
   Pushing back from the table, Daniel looked over at Glenda, who was just staring off into space. “Oh, fuck a duck,” he mumbled and looked around the room. He noticed a few others that didn’t look well. Andy started coughing violently as he sat down in a chair.
 
   “What the fuck is going on?” Ginger asked, seeing the other sick people.
 
   Shaking his head, Daniel motioned Malik over. “I have no idea,” he said, looking around. “Where’s the fucking TV?”
 
   “It broke, Daniel,” Teresa said. “They took it out yesterday and were bringing a new one today. That’s why Andy is in here.”
 
   Malik sat down, looking at Daniel. “What’s the plan?”
 
   “Wait for the cavalry,” Daniel said sitting up taking off his suit jacket. “We can’t move to the exits with terrorist lock-down. Even stairwells are sealed now.”
 
   “There is the fire door in the north stairwell,” Malik said, looking over his shoulder at the employees. 
 
   “You want to wade through the floor to get there?” Daniel asked.
 
   Leaning over on the table, Malik stared at Daniel, whispering. “You and I both know they are going to get in the break room sooner or later. This isn’t a secure room.”
 
   “Susan,” someone called out, and everyone turned to see several people shaking Susan as she lay on tables they had pushed together. “She’s not waking up.”
 
   Don screamed and jumped back, knocking over chairs, and everyone turned. Dozens of gasps were heard as Vince sat up. “He was dead,” Ginger mumbled. Her eyes grew wider as Vince tried to stand and reached out for Don. 
 
   “Get away from him,” Daniel said, standing, but he didn’t need to say from who because most were scrambling away. Walking around the table, Daniel noticed several people staring off with blank faces. 
 
   “Vince, I’m sorry I broke your X-box remote,” Don yelled, backing away and shoving tables and chairs aside as Vince stood up sluggishly.
 
   As Daniel came up behind Vince, he saw Vince pass right by Glenda, who was just staring at nothing and showing zilch emotion to the scene mere feet from her. “Vince, you’ve been hurt and need to lay down,” Daniel said, coming up behind him.
 
   When Don passed another coworker, Charlie, as he backed away, Vince shifted his gaze to Charlie. “I didn’t do anything, Vince,” Charlie screamed as Vince raised his arms, grasping the air as he stumbled forward, snapping his teeth rhythmically. 
 
   Grabbing Vince’s shoulder, Daniel pulled him hard, moving out of the way as Vince fell on his back. “Stay down, Vince; I don’t want to hurt you,” Daniel said when he felt his left forearm in pain. 
 
   Turning to his left as he heard a groan, Daniel saw Andy still sitting in the chair with his hand clasped on Daniel’s left forearm pulling his arm to Andy’s gaping mouth. Extending his right fingers and flattening his right hand, Daniel swung, striking Andy in the throat with his fingertips. He felt the cartilage break and was looking into Andy’s eyes when he hit, but Andy showed no sign he felt it, and his head only moved back a few inches.
 
   Feeling his left hand start to go numb, Daniel looked down at Andy’s hand as it held his forearm like a vise. Bringing his knee up, Daniel caught Andy under the chin, snapping his head back. Raising his right arm up, Daniel chopped down on Andy’s forearm at the radial nerve. 
 
   Daniel felt the pain from the blow, but Andy’s grip never lessened, and Daniel could see his left hand turning blue. As Andy’s head snapped forward from the knee strike. Daniel dropped his body, leaning forward to drive his elbow into Andy’s nose. A loud crunch was heard as Andy’s nose broke, but he didn’t yell out or even acknowledge it. He just opened his mouth again, going for Daniel’s arm. 
 
   Seeing Andy’s left arm coming up to grab him, Daniel lashed out with a chop, driving it away. He knew if Andy grabbed him with both hands, it was over. Yanking back and trying to pull his arm away, Daniel accomplished pulling Andy out of the chair to his feet. 
 
   Not able to even move the fingers of his left hand, Daniel panicked and got pissed. “Fuck you, bitch!” he screamed, swinging his right arm in an uppercut as he pulled back with his left, extending Andy’s right arm out. Daniel’s fist hit Andy’s elbow, and a sickening crunch was heard as everyone watched Andy’s elbow bend the wrong way.
 
   Even with his elbow destroyed, Andy didn’t relax his grip. In a rage, Daniel started lashing out with punches and elbows, driving Andy back, extending his right arm again. When Andy’s arm was extended, Daniel rolled his fingers into a half fist, striking the nerves and muscle body of Andy’s right forearm. 
 
   In a fight long ago, Daniel had that same strike used on him and couldn’t use his hand for an hour. All it did to Andy was make his grip slacken ever so slightly, and that was all Daniel was waiting for. Rolling his left arm and pulling away from Andy, Daniel lashed out with a kick, striking Andy in the chest. Andy being kicked away, Daniel pulling back, and Andy’s own weight caused his left hand to slide off Daniel’s arm.
 
   Behind Daniel, Vince stood, reaching for Daniel as he stepped forward. Ginger took off running, leapt in the air, and, as she came down, extended her right leg as her foot hit Vince in the thigh right above his knee. Vince’s leg folded sideways as he crashed to the ground, and Daniel turned to see Ginger snap a kick in Vince’s face as he sat up, paying no attention to his left leg bent sideways.
 
   “Don’t let them grab you because their grip is worse than a vise,” Daniel said, turning around to see Andy get up and snap his teeth at him. “Oh, you still want to fucking play, bitch?” Daniel said, reaching in his back pocket. “Well, come and get some,” he grinned, flipping his wrist to snap open his flip knife.
 
   Raising his arms, Andy moaned as he stumbled toward Daniel. Flipping the knife over in his hand with the blade resting against his forearm, Daniel looked at Andy’s right arm. From the elbow down, it just hung, but the hand was still grasping. “I’ll show you some pain,” Daniel said, bringing his left arm up and sweeping Andy’s left arm across his body as Daniel turned his right side to him.
 
   Like a scorpion’s tail, Daniel’s right arm flashed out, driving the blade of the knife into Andy’s side from his armpit to the bottom of his ribcage half a dozen times. Pushing Andy away, Daniel stepped back and brought up his hand. He lashed out, dragging the blade across the left side of Andy’s neck.
 
   Kicking Andy in the back of his knee, Daniel watched him collapse to the floor. “Should’ve stayed the fuck down,” he said, turning around and seeing Ginger snap a kick into Vince’s left arm as he reached for her. Glancing down at Vince’s body, Daniel saw both of Vince’s knees were bent sideways, and now, both arms were broken at the elbow, but Vince still flopped around, trying to get close to Ginger.
 
   A scream made everyone jump, and they turned to see Susan biting Monica’s shoulder. “Daniel, behind you,” Ginger shouted, and he spun to see Andy almost on him. 
 
   “Communist motherfucker!” Daniel screamed, snapping a kick out and sending Andy through the air, crashing down as Malik ran past him. Glancing over his shoulder, he saw Malik do a Superman punch on Susan, sending her off the table into the wall, but she did let go of Monica. 
 
   Hearing movement, Daniel turned to see Andy struggling to get up. “Are you the evil Energizer bunny?” Daniel cried out in shock as Andy stood and started for him. Mad once again, Daniel flipped the knife around to the normal hold. “Where the fuck are your batteries then?” he growled and charged Andy, bringing his right arm wide and swinging it in.
 
   The tanto tip drove through Andy’s skull, and all movement stopped except gravity took over Andy’s body. Rearing his knee back to strike, Daniel was taken aback as Andy just collapsed, pulling the knife from his hand and sending his knee sailing over Andy’s head as the body fell to the floor.
 
   Not believing it, Daniel jumped over the body and started stomping on Andy’s legs, breaking them at the knees. After both legs were broken, Daniel stepped back, panting and looking at the still form of Andy. Reaching down, he yanked his knife out of Andy’s skull and wiped it on his pants. “Now I know where your fucking batteries are.”
 
   Glancing up, he saw Malik had Susan in a full nelson against the wall. Looking over at Ginger, he took off running as she stomped on Vince’s head but didn’t see Glenda coming up behind her. “Ginger, duck!” he screamed, diving at Glenda. 
 
   Hearing the yell, Ginger dropped down as Daniel tackled Glenda, taking her off her feet, and both sailed over Ginger’s head, crashing into some of the coworkers that were standing around watching them fight. When they hit the ground, Daniel rolled away immediately and heard some of the ones they crashed into screaming as they tried to get away.
 
   Seeing movement from the corner of her eye, Ginger swept her left arm out in a block as she moved to her right. Feeling her arms hit something, she turned to see Tony spin away from her block, striking his arms as he reached for her. Snapping out a kick at the side of Tony’s knee, Ginger watched him crash down. Remembering Tony had been staring off, Ginger stepped back.
 
   Glancing around, she saw Teresa crying as Daniel beat the shit out of Glenda. “Teresa, get back. Move to the back,” she snapped, seeing four more people just staring off. Teresa took off running to the back of the room and put her back on a corner as she watched the battle continue.
 
   Seeing Tony attempt to stand, Ginger jumped in the air and came down on his lower leg, filling the air with a sickening pop as the knee joint blew out. When Tony dropped to the ground, a locomotive shoved her to the side as it dove on Tony, driving hammer fists into Tony’s face.
 
   As she saw Tony’s face slowly disappear, Ginger looked up at Daniel driving his knife repeatedly into Tony’s face. Seemingly satisfied, Daniel slowly stood up, wobbling, and turned around to see Malik fighting Susan. Breathing hard, Daniel wobbled over to Andy’s body and pulled the claw hammer out of his tool belt. Folding his knife, Daniel slipped it in his pocket as he walked over and raised his right arm high.
 
   Bringing his arm down hard, Daniel buried the hammer’s head in Susan’s skull, dropping her instantly. With his grip weakened, the hammer was pulled out of Daniel’s hand. Putting his foot on Susan’s skull, Daniel pulled the hammer free, making a repulsive slurping sound. Panting hard, he stood up and looked at Malik. With wide eyes, Malik wanted to move back, but the wall was in his way. Daniel was covered in blood and gore. 
 
   “Troglodyte whore,” Daniel panted, looking down at Susan’s crushed skull as something thumped against the closed door.
 
   Clearing his throat, Malik swallowed nervously. “I thought you liked Susan.”
 
   Spinning around and walking away, Daniel said, “I did till she wanted to skull drag our asses.” He stopped in front of Andrew, who was one of the four staring off. “You have three seconds to blink, motherfucker,” Daniel said, raising the hammer. 
 
   “Wait!” Malik said as he and several others moved to stop Daniel, but Daniel brought the hammer down, sinking the head in Andrew’s skull. Yanking it out, he walked over to Sophia, who was also staring off. 
 
   Reaching up and touching her eyeball, Daniel raised the hammer. Everyone grimaced as his finger pushed her eyeball back half an inch, and she never moved, much less blinked. Smack sounded as he hit in the side of the skull, knocking her out of the chair. Sophia sprawled out on the floor as blood pumped out of her crushed skull. 
 
   “Her heart is still beating,” Holly said, gasping. Everyone turned to look at Holly, a high school intern who had started that week.  
 
   “Bitch should’ve blinked,” Daniel said, moving over to the last two who were just staring off: Valerie and Glen. “Valerie, you better do something,” Daniel said, raising the hammer, and several turned away as he swung down, cracking her skull. 
 
   As Daniel turned to Glen, Glen slowly stood, raising his arms and letting out a low, raspy moan. “Don’t even have to ask,” Daniel said, raising the hammer as he jumped in the air and swung down. Glen dropped, yanking the hammer out of Daniel’s hand, and everyone looked down to see the handle sticking out of Glen’s face. Daniel had driven the entire hammer halfway through his skull. 
 
   Ginger came over as Daniel stumbled back weakly on his tired legs. When she touched him, Daniel jumped, spinning around. “It’s just me,” she said, raising her hands. “Are you okay?”
 
   Grabbing his shirt, Daniel yanked, sending buttons flying. Pulling his shirt off, he looked down at his left forearm. A bruise wrapped around his forearm in a perfect outline of a hand. “That fucking hurts like hell,” he said, staring at the bruise as he opened and closed his hand. His face twitched in pain when he moved any part of his hand or wrist.
 
   “I’ve never seen that kind of grip,” Ginger said, holding his arm and gently rubbing the outline of the bruise as Teresa came over, wiping her tears from her eyes.
 
   Concentrating on slowing his breathing, Daniel reached over and put a finger under Ginger’s chin, lifting her head up to look at him. “They may not move fast, but don’t let them grab you. For a minute, I thought I was going to have to cut off my arm.”
 
   “You’re not getting out of our date that easy,” Ginger said, smiling.
 
   With his breathing slowed, Daniel smiled. “Get your bike gear on and your backpack,” he said, handing her his ID card. “It can open all the lockers. See if you can find any weapons or good backpacks; we don’t have long,” he said as another thump sounded on the door, and something slapped one of the windows. Everyone but Daniel turned to look, but the blinds were closed.
 
   Looking at Teresa in two-inch high heels and a skirt, Daniel shook his head. “Teresa,” he said, and she turned to look at him. “Go with Ginger, and find pants and shoes—preferably boots and also a jacket but not anything huge.”
 
   Before Teresa could ask, Ginger yanked her to the women’s locker room. “Malik, give me your ID,” Daniel said, walking over as strength started to return to his exhausted body. “We need to move, so find weapons.” He walked into the men’s locker room.
 
   As he walked down the line of lockers, Daniel waived Malik’s ID, opening them until he reached his locker and opened it. Letting his clothes hit the floor, Daniel pulled out his riding gear as the door opened, and Malik, the stooges, Gary, Oscar, and Lonnie walked in.
 
   Turning around to look in the mirror over the sinks, Daniel saw a chunk of something in his hair. Pulling it out, he looked at it and saw it was a chunk of skull with gray brain matter attached. Tossing it down, he walked over turning on the sink and splashed water over his face. 
 
   “Why are the lockers open?” Gary asked, storming over to Daniel.
 
   Malik grabbed his arm, spinning him around, and shoved him into the sinks. “Company property, and we have the right to inspect them for theft,” Malik said, stabbing a finger in Gary’s face. Gary glared at him, and Malik smiled. “Keep on glaring, boy, and I’ll snatch one of those eyeballs out and eat it.”
 
   The glare fell off Gary’s face as he sidestepped away. Malik turned to see Daniel pulling on his blue jeans and putting suspenders on. “You need suspenders?” Malik grinned, looking at Daniel’s muscular torso. 
 
   “Biker pants, Kevlar-lined with reinforced contact points,” Daniel said, buttoning his jeans. “Heavy as hell, and if you wreck, the suspenders will hold them on so the pavement doesn’t peel you like an orange.”
 
   “Don’t wreck,” Malik said, moving to his locker. He pulled out his regular clothes. Like Daniel, he didn’t wear a suit to and from work. That day, all he wore were jeans, a t-shirt, and hiking boots with a blue jean jacket.
 
   Pulling his knee-high biker boots on, Daniel snapped the buckles closed and looked up. “Never planned on it, but for some reason, it happens when you least expect it,” he said, grabbing his leather jacket and gloves. 
 
   “We need to get to the executive side,” Malik said, getting dressed. “They will be in here before long, and we can’t take all of them.”
 
   “How many you figure?” Daniel asked, pulling on his jacket and backpack.
 
   Malik shrugged. “Sixty-plus employees, twenty interns, and a handful of guests, but we don’t know how many went crazy,” he said, tying his boots, and Daniel moved down the lockers he had opened and saw Joe looking in another. Pulling out a nice backpack, Daniel tossed Malik’s ID to Joe.
 
   Catching it, Joe grinned and ran around opening the other lockers as Daniel pulled books and a laptop from the backpack. “Even if only half have gone crazy, we are fucked,” Daniel said, looking up. “Malik, Andy was dead. I cut his carotid artery along with stabbing his right lung six times, and he didn’t bleed. Yeah, he leaked some blood, but he should’ve bled out in seconds, but he still attacked.”
 
   “Daniel, you spear-handed him in the throat, and he never flinched. That alone should’ve killed him,” Malik said, throwing his hands up. “I snapped Susan’s arm, and she never noticed. I had my hand around her throat, and I never felt a pulse.”
 
   “I don’t know what’s going on, but we need to haul ass,” Daniel said, moving to another locker but not finding anything. He saw the stooges, Oscar, and Lonnie pulling out clothes. They kept some and discarded others. Gary was at the back, pulling out wallets; he opened them, grabbed the money, and tossed them.
 
    “Not going to argue about that,” Malik said, looking through several lockers, then pulled out a metal baseball bat. “I’ll take it,” he mumbled as a muffled scream sounded from the women’s locker room.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 4
 
   Daniel flew out the door and turned so hard his boots almost slid out from under him. Keeping his balance, he grabbed the women’s locker room door, yanking it open. He saw Ginger and Monica on the ground with Ginger on Monica’s back, her left arm wrapped around her throat and her right arm holding Monica’s head. 
 
   Letting out a loud grunt, Ginger twisted Monica’s head to the right as Monica snapped at the air, looking at Teresa. A loud crack went off as Monica’s neck snapped, and her body went limp. As Ginger crawled off, Daniel came over and saw both of Monica’s arms were broken at the elbows. “You okay?” he asked, pulling Ginger up. 
 
   Panting hard, Ginger nodded. “Yeah, Monica just zoned out, and we moved back, then she went after Teresa.”
 
   “Good idea to break her arms first,” Daniel said as Monica’s jaws snapped shut then opened. “Jesus,” he shouted, jumping back as Malik and the stooges ran in. 
 
   Ginger moved over and looked down at Monica’s face as her jaws snapped shut, clacking her teeth, and her eyes moved to look at Ginger. “Holy shit,” Ginger shouted, jumping back. “She’s still fucking alive after I broke her neck.”
 
   Grabbing Ginger, Daniel pulled her over and shook her until she looked up at him. “Nobody can live with a broken neck. This is some kind of infection that drives people to kill no matter what happens to their body.”
 
   Blinking rapidly, Ginger turned to look back at Monica. “They only stopped when you hurt the brain,” she said in a low voice. “Give me your knife,” Ginger said, holding out her hand.
 
   Pulling his knife out, Daniel flipped it open and handed it to Ginger. Ginger moved over and knelt down beside Monica. “Ginger, it’s Monica,” Teresa sobbed. “She can’t hurt us now. They might be able to help her when the police get here.”
 
   “I’m not leaving her here in case she figures out how to move with a broken neck,” Ginger said, grabbing Monica by the hair and driving the knife into the back of her skull. Like a switch, Monica stopped moving. 
 
   Looking at Monica’s shoulder where Susan had bit her, Daniel snapped his fingers. “She was bit.”
 
   “Glenda wasn’t bit,” Teresa said, and Daniel looked at her standing in bra and panties. 
 
   “Neither were some of the others,” Daniel mumbled then looked at Ginger. “You about ready?”
 
   Ginger looked down at her body, wearing only her leather biking pants and boots. “I think you can see I’m not really ready,” she said, looking up with a forced grin.
 
   With wide eyes, Daniel spun away. “Sorry,” he mumbled, looking at Malik and the stooges ogling the partially clad women. “Hey, one of them is my date, so avert your eyes, or I’ll do it for you.” 
 
   The four hurried out the door as Daniel followed. “Are you blushing, Daniel?” Ginger asked as he walked out. After they left, Ginger pulled the knife out of Monica’s skull and heard Teresa and the others crying. “That’s not helping our situation,” she said, closing the knife.
 
   Walking over to Teresa, Ginger grabbed her arms. “Pull it together, or you won’t make it to your kids.”
 
   Hearing that, Teresa snapped her head up, and the tears stopped. Grabbing the clothes she found, Teresa started getting dressed. Looking over at Holly and Beth, the only other female employees to survive, Ginger relaxed, seeing them get dressed in casual clothes.
 
   After grabbing the backpack he emptied, Daniel walked back into the break room. He stopped and looked around, clearing his mind as he concentrated on the list of problems in his head. Pulling out his keys, he walked over to the supply cabinets and opened them. 
 
   Standing at each one, he scanned them for anything useful. On the second one, his eyes stopped, and a grin split his face. “One of mankind’s greatest inventions,” he said, grabbing a cellophane-wrapped six pack of gray duct tape. Shoving it in the backpack, he continued scanning and moved to the next cabinet. 
 
   As Malik came out carrying the bat, he saw Daniel stuff two rolls of para cord in the backpack he was holding. “You know, I remember when you started at that second board meeting,” he said, walking over. “They used to use yarn on their presentations, showing how everything was connected. Then up steps the new guy right in Mr. Barron’s face and says, ‘If our competitors ever saw us use yarn, they would know we were limp dick bitches.’”
 
   Turning around with a grin, Daniel nodded. “Never expected him to put out a memo saying if anyone ever used yarn again, they would be terminated.”
 
   Malik laughed. “I loved it when Mr. Barron asked you what we should use so we wouldn’t look like limp dicks.”
 
   “Para cord is great stuff,” Daniel said as several thumps sounded against the door and windows. 
 
   He turned, looking at the door to see it vibrate. “Malik, stack two tables there, then move another beside them with a chair on it,” Daniel said in a low voice.
 
   Malik moved over and grabbed a table as the stooges, Oscar, and Lonnie came out of the locker room. He waved them over to help as Daniel looked through the rest of the cabinets but didn’t find anything else except a pack of zip ties, which he put in the backpack. Looking at the counter, he saw a paper cutter. Stepping over, he pulled the pin out of the two-foot-long swing blade, removing it. 
 
   He held up the curved blade by the handle. “A bit awkward,” he mumbled but held onto it. Seeing Andy’s body, Daniel walked over and undid the tool belt. Pulling it off, he shoved it in the backpack and zipped it up.
 
   Hearing the women’s locker room door open, he turned to see the others come out following Ginger. She walked over and looked at the two foot long curved blade of the paper cutter. “That has possibilities,” she said, holding out his knife. 
 
   Taking the knife, Daniel handed her the paper cutter. “Here, you take this,” he said, looking around, and his eyes stopped at the back corner as a grin crept up on his face. 
 
   As Daniel walked off, Ginger turned around, almost knocking down Teresa, which almost caused her to knock down Holly and Beth. “Don’t follow me that fucking close,” she hissed at them as more pounding started at the door.
 
   Stepping away from them, Ginger looked back at Daniel at the back corner opening a red metal door with “Fire Hose: only use in case of fire,” in white letters. Stopping behind Daniel, she watched him flip open the knife and cut the shiny nozzle off. He grabbed the cut hose and pulled it out, handing her the end. “Hold this; I’m going to wrap it on your arms,” he said, yanking the hose.
 
   A look of understanding sprang up on Ginger’s face as she held her arms out about three feet apart. “Fucking brilliant,” she grinned as Daniel wrapped the hose neatly from one arm to the other. Keeping the hose flat as he wrapped it, Ginger looked at the yard-long spool as it spun around. “How long you figure it is?”
 
   “Over a hundred feet,” he said, continuing to neatly wrap the hose. “It’s not true tubular climbing webbing, but it should get us down.” Behind them, the door continued vibrating under the thumps, and more were sounding on the windows.
 
   Glancing over her shoulder, she saw Teresa and the others helping Malik. “The others can’t rappel down,” Ginger said, trying to ignore the pounding.
 
   “My concern is you,” Daniel said, glancing up as he yanked more hose out. “I provide the way; it’s up to them to use it. Moving out to the ground floor is suicide.”
 
   Knowing he was right, Ginger nodded as her arms struggled to hold up the heavy hose. When he reached the end, she sighed with relief as he cut it from the valve. Taking the wrapped hose, Daniel set it on a table and grabbed the backpack he stole. Pulling out the zip ties, he tied the hose at the ends and middle so it wouldn’t unravel. Then using more ties, he secured it to his liberated backpack.
 
   “We need to leave,” he said, grabbing her hand and pulling her to the others. “Listen, we are going over the tiles. Do not put any weight over the tiles, or you will fall through, and you will die,” he said in a low voice as the door thundered under the assault, and they heard one set of blinds rattling now as the window pushed in against it. “The metal on each side of the tiles is where you put your weight, and don’t get close to each other either, or the support will fall.”
 
   The others stared at him in wide-eyed horror as he got up on the table and stepped on the chair, climbing up the stacked tables. Reaching down, Daniel held out his hand for Ginger. She nodded and stepped up, grabbing Teresa by the shoulder and pulling her along.
 
   Daniel moved a ceiling tile out of the way and stood up, climbing in the ceiling. “We are heading to the board room,” he said, pulling himself up.
 
   Joe looked around. “Where’s Gary?”
 
   “Fuck ‘em,” Malik said, helping Holly and Beth up.
 
   Extending his arms, Daniel crab-walked on the beams that held the three-foot-wide ceiling tiles. Ginger climbed up after him and moved ahead, looking back to make sure Teresa came up. Seeing Teresa move along the supports like a monkey, Ginger whispered, “No so fast, Teresa, or you’ll get too close to me, and it might break.”
 
   Trembling violently, Teresa gave a nod and slowed down as the others followed her. Joe was the last one up, and Gary walked out of the locker room to find the break room empty, and now, the pounding on the door and windows sounded like thunder. “Where the fuck did they go?” he grumbled, looking around, and saw the stacked tables under a removed ceiling tile.
 
   Running over, he climbed up on the improvised steps, almost knocking them down. Thwack sounded, and he looked over to see one of the thick sheets of Lexan had been pushed out of the window, and hands were ripping down the metal blinds. Whimpering, Gary climbed up, knocking the chair off as he climbed on the stacked tables, and he heard bodies hitting the floor in the break room.
 
   Glancing down, he saw his coworkers pouring through the opening. Pulling his bulk up in the ceiling, he felt his pants get soaked as he pissed. Looking around the top of ceiling, he saw who he thought was Joe moving under some metal ducts thirty yards away. “Hey wait!” Gary yelled, pulling his legs up.
 
   Moving off the support, Gary tried to crawl on the tile only to have his upper body fall as the foam board cracked and broke, falling to the floor. Only because his knees were on the support, Gary didn’t follow it. Looking down, he saw dozens of bloody faces looking up at him, growling and moaning. 
 
   “Please wait!” he yelled, looking at Joe hold his arms and legs out to crab walk on the supports. Joe stopped and lowered his head, looking under his body back at Gary. 
 
   “You need to come on,” he said and took off, disappearing around more duct-work. 
 
   Bawling like a child, Gary spread out his arms and held on to each support then slowly crab walked over the exposed gap as the break room was almost full of his coworkers reaching up for him. Hearing the stacked tables crash, Gary sped up as tears rained from his face.
 
   Moving a tile, Daniel saw the conference room table. Lowering his head, he looked around and saw the room was empty. Daniel lowered his legs and dropped to the table. He reached up as Ginger put her legs through and caught her at the waist then lowered her. “Thank you,” she said with a smile and kissed his cheek. 
 
   Reaching up and grabbing Teresa by the waist, Daniel grinned as he lowered her. After helping Holly and Beth, Daniel jumped off the table. The men could drop down like he had as far as he was concerned. 
 
   Taking the liberated backpack off his chest, Daniel tossed it on the twenty-foot-long table that sat in the center of the room. Then, he pulled his backpack off, tossing it beside it. Sliding them to the end near Mr. Barron’s chair, he pulled off his jacket and hung it on the chair.
 
   Ginger was pulling a bottle of water out of the refrigerator and heard Teresa suck in a breath and turned around to see Daniel standing without a shirt and suspenders holding his pants up. His muscles rippled under his skin. “Yeah, I’ve seen him before at the dojo, and I have to admit he makes my mouth water,” Ginger whispered at Teresa.
 
   Joe dropped to the table as Daniel pulled on a black tank top with a skull wearing a green beret on the front. “Gary’s coming,” Joe said, jumping off the table.
 
   “Surprised his big, stupid ass could figure out how to,” Daniel said, looking around. “Guys, we need weapons if we are to leave here.”
 
   Putting down her bottle of water, Ginger moved over beside one of the lamps that ran along the wall. A brass pole ran from a wide, black base up to a frosted glass shade. Looking at the pole, she saw it wasn’t a single piece. Grabbing the lamp pole, she tilted it and used her foot to yank the plug from the wall. 
 
   Hearing grunting, she looked up to see two legs drop out of the ceiling. “Help me,” Gary cried out in a sobbing voice.
 
   “We just dropped down, Gary,” Joe said, moving over to see what Ginger was doing.
 
   With a startled cry, Gary let go and really dropped down, landing hard on the table and falling off. He landed hard on his back. “You fucking left me,” he cried out, trying to stand up and groaning from the pain of his landing.
 
   “Yeah, so what of it?” Daniel asked, staring at Gary with a blank face. “You were getting money from wallets; how does that help the rest of us?”
 
   “I’m saving it so they don’t lose it,” Gary snapped, wiping his face.
 
   Daniel grinned and looked around. “You pissed your pants, Gary.”
 
   “No I didn’t.” Gray pouted, and everyone snickered. “I’m warning you,” he said, glaring around at the group. No one, not even Teresa or the teenager Holly, looked away. 
 
   Hearing glass break, everyone turned to see Ginger twisting a brass pole that supported the lamp. Opening the pack with the tool belt, Daniel dug around and pulled out some heavy wire cutters. Walking over, he cut the wire that led through the pole to the lamp housing. 
 
   “You better be glad I unplugged it, or you would’ve gotten shocked and had to postpone our date,” Ginger said, grinning at him as she unscrewed the sections of the pole.
 
   “I saw it was unplugged, hot stuff,” Daniel said and leaned over, kissing her with a peck on the cheek. Handing the cutters to Joe, Daniel walked off as Ginger smiled after him.
 
   As she worked, Daniel unpacked the bag of supplies, laying them out. When she was done, Ginger laid down three heavy, shiny, brass pipes. Two were the same length—around two and half feet—and the other was barely two feet long. Grabbing the two longest ones in each hand, Ginger twirled them around. “A bit heavy and long, but I can use them as batons.”
 
   Looking along the wall, Daniel saw five more lamps. “Take ’em apart,” he said, waving his hand. “I’m going to look for more weapons.” He walked over and grabbed Ginger by the hand then led her to the end of the room to the door that led to Mr. Barron’s office. The other door on the wall with the lamps led to the hallway to the other executive offices.
 
   He walked in and pulled Ginger close. “You and I can leave now,” he said in a low voice. “We have mountain climbing experience, and so does Malik.”
 
   “Daniel, if we just hang that hose out, all of them will fall and get hurt or killed.”
 
   “The longer we stay here, the harder it is going to be to leave,” he said, grabbing her hand. “I’m sure our reservation’s been canceled though.”
 
   With a startle, Ginger jumped back. “You think this is happening in other places?”
 
   “Oh yeah,” Daniel said, letting her hand go and stepping over to the wall of windows. Grabbing the cord for the metal floor-to-ceiling vertical blinds, Daniel tugged them open, and Ginger sucked in a breath as she looked out over the city. 
 
   “We are in some hellacious bucketfuls of pig shit,” she mumbled, seeing black columns of smoke rising everywhere. Stepping up to the window, she glanced down at the street to see throngs of people staggering around. Noticing fast movement, she turned to see a person running, weaving around the staggering ones. Further out, she saw a garbage truck plowing through those staggering along the street.
 
   “You already looked?” she asked, turning to him.
 
   “Nope,” he said, walking away. “I knew we were in shit because the police never showed.”
 
   “Daniel, there has to be away for the others to get down,” she said as he started digging through Mr. Barron’s desk.
 
   “How far are you willing to go to put your life at risk for them?” he asked, not looking up as he rummaged through the desk. “Besides Malik, none of the others have done anything to help fight or help—period—for that matter.”
 
   Ginger looked out the window. “This is a bit much,” she said, waving her hand.
 
   Pausing his digging, Daniel looked up. “You are functioning quite well,” he said then returned to his task.
 
   “Daniel, you know why I learned to fight?” she asked, and he looked up. “When I was in high school, a senior took me out on a date and tried to rape me. I got away, but I swore then nobody would ever be able to take me without a fight again.”
 
   Reaching in a bottom drawer, Daniel tossed a satellite phone on the desk. “I shall have to pay this man a visit,” he said, standing up, then started looking at the items on the desk. He grabbed a round, glass sphere that had a scorpion suspended in it. Tossing it up and catching it, he figured it weighed about three and a half pounds. “Maybe,” he mumbled and set it beside the phone.
 
   When Daniel walked away from the desk to the shelves on the wall, Ginger followed, looking at the shelves for any type of weapon. “He’s in prison for drugs now,” she said.
 
   “He gets out at some point,” Daniel said, shaking his head. “How come I have to work for a pussy that doesn’t have swords or suits of armor in their office? Too bad I don’t work for Bruce Wayne,” he said, throwing up his hands.
 
   “Hey, we’re doing okay,” she said, walking over to him. 
 
   “You didn’t answer my question; how far are you willing to risk your life for people who aren’t trying?”
 
   Lifting her chin, she said, “When we hit the ground, they are on their own, but if they don’t help in the meantime, we just leave,” she said.
 
   “I can live with that,” Daniel said then snapped his fingers. “Come on,” he said, moving to the door. Cracking it open, he didn’t see anything in the hallway. Easing out, he moved down the hall until he saw the reception area and stopped, seeing a bunch of people staggering in the hall outside the glass. It looked like someone tried to paint the outside of the glass with blood. 
 
    Easing in, he moved to the maintenance cart and pulled it back slowly until he couldn’t be seen from the windows. “They can’t break those windows,” Ginger whispered. “They are inches thick and drilled into the floor.”
 
   “Yeah, but the doors to the cubicles are open, and they can get in here,” he whispered back. “Give me my ID back.” Swallowing hard, Ginger dug his ID from her jacket. “If they come in, run,” he said, easing around the reception desk to the cubicle doors. 
 
   One of the people in the hallway saw Daniel and moved over, hitting the thick glass with a dull thump. Hearing the noise, Daniel moved quickly to the scanner beside the doors and waved his card, making it beep. He quickly pressed numbers on the key pad, and the light turned red. A magnetic thump sounded from the cubicle doors as they sealed.
 
   Feeling much better, Daniel turned around as a thud sounded on the sealed doors. He ignored it. Daniel walked over to the coffee table and looked at the flags on either side. One was a state’s, and the other was Old Glory. The flagpoles were polished wood with a brass spear point on the top. Looking at the bottoms, he saw they were set in an inverted narrow brass holder. 
 
   Grabbing Old Glory, Daniel pulled it out of the holder and grinned, seeing a sharp brass point. “This is a real military flagpole,” he said, twisting the pole to roll the flag up. Grabbing the other one, he laid them on the cart. 
 
   Moving behind the reception desk, he started rummaging. Before he closed one drawer, Ginger grabbed a stack of mouse pads. Not asking, Daniel kept looking and stopped at a box of gold metal executive ink pens. He picked one up and nodded, rolling it around his hand. He tossed it back in the box and took the whole thing. Looking under the desk, he saw a small fire extinguisher.  
 
   Grabbing it, he looked at the large funnel. “Fire is our last worry,” Ginger said, looking at the window wall as the crowd continued to grow, beating on it. 
 
   “We need some kind of standoff weapon,” he said, grabbing the stuff they pulled out and carried them over to the cart. “Take this back, and put everything out on the table so we can see what supplies we have and get everyone to start on weapons. One of the flagpoles is mine.” 
 
   Nodding, Ginger pushed the cart back as Daniel moved to the other offices. When she got back, all the lamps were broken down and spread along the table. “The flagpoles are ours, but we need to lay everything out to see what we have,” she told everyone, and all except Gary moved over and emptied the cart. 
 
   Teresa grabbed the satellite phone, pulling it to her chest. “Can I please try my kids?”
 
   “Sure.” Ginger smiled as she unloaded the cart.
 
   Turning the phone on, Teresa dialed her house, and everyone stopped what they were doing when they heard the phone ring even with it pressed up against Teresa’s ear. “Hello,” a young boy’s voice answered real soft.
 
   “Ben, it’s Momma. Are you okay?” 
 
   “Mom,” the boy said louder, and everyone heard someone in the background say, “Sshhh.”
 
   Almost whispering, the boy said, “Mom, are you coming home soon?”
 
   “Yes, baby, but are you and Carrie okay?”
 
   “We’re in the attic, Momma. Some sick-looking people broke in the house, and one of them is Mr. Goodwin from next door.”
 
   Teresa closed her eyes, dropping to her knees in relief. “Baby, I want you and Carrie to stay there. I’ll be there as soon as I can.”
 
   “When, Momma? You won’t believe what we saw some people doing to Violet on the street. They were eating her, Momma, as she screamed for them to stop,” Ben said, sobbing, and the phone was pulled from his hands.
 
   “Mom,” Carrie whispered. “When are you getting here?”
 
   Teresa looked over at Ginger, who looked at the table, shaking her head. “Tomorrow,” Ginger said, turning back to Teresa. 
 
   Closing her eyes, Teresa nodded at Ginger. “Carrie, I should be home tomorrow, and I want you and Ben to stay in the attic till I get there. Understand?”
 
   “Can’t you get here sooner?”
 
   “I wish I could, baby, but this is everywhere.”
 
   “Mom, where do we use the bathroom?”
 
   “Pick a corner, and don’t leave the attic,” Teresa said, and Ginger held up a hand. “Hold on a second, baby,” Teresa said and covered the mouthpiece with her hand.
 
   “Teresa, we may not make it,” Ginger told her. “Tell them to wait for two days then head away from the city to any friend you know of.”
 
   Teresa bit her lip so she wouldn’t cry. “Carrie, if I’m not home in two days, I want you and Ben to sneak out and walk to Ronald’s.”
 
   “Mom, that’s like eighty miles,” Carrie said, and Ben shushed her. 
 
   “I mean it, Carrie. If I’m not there in two days, I’m not coming,” Teresa said with tears on her face. “Momma’s going to try to be there tomorrow.”
 
   “Okay, Momma,” Carrie whispered. “I need to go. They can hear us and are beating the walls under us. Can I call this number?”
 
   “Yes, baby, I love you.”
 
   “We love you too, Momma,” Carrie said and hung up.
 
   Hanging up the phone, Teresa held it up, and Malik took it and dialed his house. Ginger moved over beside Teresa and pulled her up. Glancing around, Teresa saw everyone move away with Malik as he talked on the phone. “Ginger, I’m begging you, please help get me home. I’ll do anything. Please,” Teresa begged in a whisper as she clasped her hands together. 
 
   “I’m in enough trouble as it is,” Ginger huffed but shook her head. “Ask Daniel. I’ll tell him I agree, but you have to convince him. Now I’m warning you, don’t ask where others can hear because we aren’t taking everyone home.”
 
   Teresa sighed with relief as Daniel walked in carrying more stuff. Dropping it on the table, he turned to a huge copy machine at the front of the room. Not saying anything, he turned around and went back to Mr. Barron’s office. 
 
   Ginger followed with Teresa tagging along. They walked in to see him rake everything on a glass table onto the floor. Grabbing the table, Daniel flipped it over with the legs pointing up. The table had six legs with two in the middle, and Daniel pulled out a crescent wrench and started twisting bolts out.
 
   When he was done, he held up a heavy brass leg that ended in a wide Y. “Hold this,” he said, tossing it to Ginger and walking over to a massive fish tank. Like the oddity Mr. Barron was, it was a beautiful tank but held no fish. 
 
   Sticking his hand to the bottom, Daniel grabbed a handful of black marbles. “You have a brass fork and marbles,” Ginger said, holding up the leg Daniel had taken off the table. 
 
   “Yep,” he said. Picking one out, he held it between his thumb and index finger, smiling. “This will do nicely.”
 
   Watching Daniel study the marble, Ginger looked at the table leg then up to the wide fork and grinned. “You’re missing a very important piece,” she said as Teresa walked over to a small garbage can then brought it to Daniel. 
 
   “Thank you,” he said, dumped the marbles in, and continued pulling more out. “I know where to get it,” he said, glancing over at Ginger, and winked.
 
   Ginger smiled and stepped closer. “When do you think we should try to make a run for it?”
 
   “This evening,” he said, dumping a handful of marbles. “We have a date, but I think I’m going to have to make you dinner. Restaurants don’t usually open during an apocalypse.”
 
   “I’ll make you a deal; I’ll cook dinner, and we can leave tomorrow. We have too much to do and are leaving in a few hours, and we,” she stressed, “won’t be ready.”
 
   “Hey, I’m just keeping my word,” he said, dumping another handful.
 
   “An apocalypse is an excellent excuse for moving a date back one night,” she smiled. “Besides, if you get hurt and we can’t have our date, I’ll rip your nipples off with pliers.” 
 
   “Whoa,” Daniel grinned. “Kinky.” 
 
   Glancing at the small trash can and seeing it was halfway full, Daniel dropped one more handful in. “Let’s get started then.”
 
   He walked in to see everyone watching a TV showing footage of other major cities, and all of them looked like Chicago. Dropping another armload on the table, Daniel cleared his throat. “Alright, Don, Ken, and Joe, from now on, I’m calling you Larry, Moe, and Curly,” he said, pointing at them respectfully. 
 
   “The stooges,” Don, or Larry now, gasped. “Come on, man, how about the musketeers or something.”
 
   “I have every movie and show they ever made along with the Little Rascals. Don’t downgrade them,” Daniel said as Malik chuckled.
 
   Joe, or Curly now, grinned. “Hey, I like it,” he grinned.
 
   “Listen up; we have a lot to do,” Daniel said, cutting the zip ties off the fire hose. “Larry, Moe, Curly, get note pads, and go to Mr. Barron’s office. He has a telescope, and I want two of you to study the infected that are running around. The other I want to watch that TV in there to see what anyone is reporting. I want to know how fast they move, and are any of the…” He paused, not knowing what to call them. “Sick people, or sierra papas, or SPs, using intelligence. From what we’ve seen so far, they seem pretty stupid thankfully. You have two hours.”
 
   He looked at the others. “You have to cut this fire hose in half, giving us a one-inch-wide canvas strap. Cut along the side crease, and do it neatly because this is what you are using to get down.” 
 
   “I’m going to need Malik and another to help with the batons and spears,” Ginger said. 
 
   “Okay,” Daniel said, and everyone moved as he unrolled the fire hose out on the floor. Four of them grabbed scissors, and two moved to each end, where one from each pair started cutting. When they were several yards down, the other person on their end started cutting, making two separate straps.
 
   Looking at the two rolls of para cord, Daniel shook his head. “It’s not enough.”
 
   Ginger looked over at him and grinned, remembering Mr. Barron’s memo. “If it wasn’t for you, we would have yarn,” she said, pulling out the mouse pads and grabbing a roll of duct tape. 
 
   Looking around, Daniel stopped at the metal blinds. Walking around the table, he went to the two leads that hung down. Each ended at a metal loop that he could stick his hand through. Looking at the cord that formed the lead, he saw it was a little bigger than para cord. 
 
   Moving the blinds as he looked up in the tract, he saw the cord running back and forth, connected to each blind. Closing the blinds and pulling his knife out, Daniel grabbed a chair and reached up, cutting the cords where they connected to the tract housing. 
 
   Pulling the one that rotated the blinds open, he was shocked as he kept pulling and pulling until the end came out. He looked down at the pile and figured it was close to thirty yards. Pulling the other one out, he found it was half as long. Moving the chair, he cut the cord for the second blind.
 
   “There are the blinds in the other offices,” Teresa said, coming over and rubbing her hands. The scissors weren’t really made for cutting thick canvas. 
 
   “We’ll get them if we need them,” Daniel said, coiling up the cord and looking around the room. Everyone, even Gary, was working.
 
   Stepping closer, Teresa lowered her voice. “Daniel, I’m begging you; will you please get me home to my kids? Ginger said she didn’t care but you had to agree.”
 
   He glanced around and saw everyone was too far away to hear and turned to her as he continued to wrap the cord. In all reality, Daniel had to admit he liked Teresa as a friend and knew she loved her kids more than anything. Glancing at the table, he saw a map of Chicago laid out with several X-es placed with names of people. “What’s with the map?”
 
   “Malik asked where everyone lived so we could figure out how to get them close to home,” she said, and Daniel saw an X to the south with Teresa’s name. He and Ginger lived to the south, and it wasn’t really out of the way.
 
   “We’ll get you home, and then you’re on your own,” he said, tying the coil of cord off. Letting out a huge sigh, Teresa smiled and hugged him. 
 
   “Thank you,” she said and went back to the group cutting the fire hose. Not even halfway done, three scissors were on the floor because they couldn’t cut the hose anymore.
 
   Finished wrapping the cord, Daniel grabbed a crowbar from the cart and moved over to the huge copy machine at the back of the room. Tossing the paper drawers on the floor, he started popping out flat pieces of metal until he could reach inside. 
 
   “Man, if this shit ends, your ass is fired,” Malik said, helping Ginger wrap cut-up mouse pads around one end of the brass poles from the lamp. The mouse pads made good grips and shock absorbers on the batons they were making.
 
   “I quit,” Daniel said, pulling out a black loop. “I sold my soul to work in a place that didn’t allow me to carry my gun, and this is my punishment.”
 
   Watching Daniel put his thumbs inside the loop, Malik furrowed his brow as Daniel grunted, stretching it out. “You need to keep your punishment to yourself then,” Malik said, wondering why Daniel was grinning with a big ass rubber band. 
 
   “How in the fuck did you know that was there?” Ginger asked, wrapping duct tape around a baton to hold the mouse pad.
 
   “My first week here, the repairman was here to see why it quit working and replaced this; this is the main drive belt.”
 
   Grabbing scissors, Ginger cut a strip off another mouse pad and wrapped it around another baton, taping it down. “Not to say it isn’t a good idea, but think it’s strong enough? We are talking about a human skull.”
 
   “I took the old belt and made one and could shoot metal ball bearings through half-inch plywood at fifteen yards.” 
 
   “Marbles aren’t ball bearings,” Ginger said, going to another baton.
 
   “I know; they’re lighter and will move much faster. I used to hunt with them and could blow through a rabbit,” he said, walking over to the table. Laying the belt down, he grabbed a roll of duct tape, ripped off a small piece, and wrapped it around the middle, pinching the belt together.
 
   Shaking his head, totally lost, Malik went back to work. “You Special Forces boys are improvisers. I’ll give you that.”
 
   “Had to be or you couldn’t graduate,” Daniel said, putting the two ends of the belt on the Y of the table leg he pulled off. When Malik looked up, he grinned, finally understanding.
 
   “A slingshot from hell, huh,” he said, chuckling as Daniel used tape to hold the loops on the Y. 
 
   “A slingshot can’t hurt nothing,” Gary spat out, wiping the sweat off his face. 
 
   Not saying anything, Daniel kept working until he held up a slingshot that had a three-foot-long handle. He pulled a marble out of the can and put it in the pouch he had made in the middle of the loop with tape. Aiming it at the wall, Daniel pulled back, grunting hard from the strength of the band. 
 
   Letting it go, pop rang out as the marble hit the wall, and everyone saw the round hole through the polished wood. Oscar stepped over and peered in the hole. “I can see the hallway,” he cried out.
 
   Daniel turned to Gary as he grabbed another marble. “Can I try it out on you, Gary?”
 
   Grabbing some scissors, Gary went back to cutting the hose. Looking down the table, Daniel pictured the other weapons and nodded. Then he went over to a large dry erase board and started drawing the floor plan to the north fire escape. Following the halls, it was over half a mile away.
 
   Finished and his mind clear, Daniel moved back to the table and started unwinding one of the rolls of para cord. Grabbing one of the two-foot sections from the lamp, he laid it on the table. Laying five feet of para cord out, he cut it then cut a dozen more, laying them together.
 
   “You really like Ginger, don’t you?” Holly asked, coming over and rubbing cramps out of her hands from cutting the hose.
 
   “She’s my kind of girl,” Daniel said and grinned but never stopped working as he dug in his backpack and pulled out a lighter, burning the ends of the para cord.
 
   Holly smiled and looked down at Ginger as she and Malik continued to work. “You seem to like Teresa also,” she said in a small voice.
 
   Snorting, he said, “She’s the first MILF I’ve ever thought I could be friends with.”
 
   “MILF?” Holly asked, cocking her eyebrow.
 
   “It’s an acronym for Mother I’d Like to Fu—”
 
   “Daniel,” Ginger snapped. “Holly is in high school.”
 
   “Then shit, she should know it already. I had to ask my nine-year-old nephew what it meant,” he said, never looking up as he started braiding the para cord in an intricate, tight weave. 
 
   “That’s what it means,” Holly gasped. “I’ve heard it used, but I didn’t know what it meant.”
 
   “Well now you do,” Daniel said as Malik chuckled and walked over to the blinds, climbing up on a chair. Malik pulled down a long pole that hung in front of the blinds and dropped it. Moving to the ends, he pulled off the heavy curtains that pulled over the blinds for video presentations.
 
   He carried over the twenty-foot-long pole then grabbed a hacksaw and tape measure from the maintenance cart. Measuring out six feet, he cut the thick, wooden pole. Holly watched in wonder as they made weapons from so many different things and realized Malik had made a staff. “Ah, Mr. Daniel,” she said in a low voice. “Thank you for saving us,” she said and walked away.
 
   As she walked away, Daniel looked up then turned to Ginger, who tossed down the last baton for six sets of two and half long batons. “So she’s the first MILF you liked?” she said, walking over to stand by him.
 
   “Yeah,” Daniel shrugged. “Most of the ones I’ve met are stuck up from hell,” he said, going back to braiding the para cord. 
 
   “I can do this,” Ginger said, nudging him aside with her hips. “My dad was in the Navy; I know my knots and weaves.”
 
   Not arguing, Daniel stood and walked to the cart as Malik cut another six-foot-long pole. Daniel grabbed his slingshot and drew a line about eighteen inches from the bottom of the Y. “Malik, can you cut this off here for me?”
 
   “Sure,” Malik said as he pulled the pole up. He left it at eight feet. When Malik started sawing, Daniel grabbed the cordless drill from the cart. He saw the battery pack had a full charge and took it off. He grabbed the spare, put it in, and saw it was fully charged as well. Putting the other battery pack in his back pocket, he grabbed a set of drill bits and pulled out the largest one, tossing the box of bits on the table. Chucking the bit up, he grabbed the paperweight with the scorpion suspended in heavy duty resin that Daniel knew was much stronger than glass. Daniel flipped the sphere over to the small, flat bottom and pressed the trigger. 
 
   Hearing the drill, everyone turned to look up, and Ginger chuckled as she braided the para cord. “Damn, he can think of shit.”
 
   Tossing down her scissors, Teresa stepped away, rubbing her hand as Oscar replaced her. Walking over to Ginger, Teresa saw her look up at Daniel at the end of the table drilling into the glass sphere. “I’m getting laid,” Ginger mumbled, and Teresa snorted. Hearing the snort, Ginger looked over.
 
   “Sorry,” Teresa said, moving beside her. “But I can’t fault you for that.”
 
   “Gentleman or not, he better give up the sex,” Ginger said, continuing the braid. “I’ll break his ankles if he doesn’t; he doesn’t need those to work for hot monkey sex.”
 
   Chuckling, Teresa patted Ginger’s shoulder. “He said okay about you getting me home,” she said quietly.
 
   “When you get there, you get your kids, and run for the hills,” Ginger said, looking up at the TV on the far wall. It was muted and showing images of Miami. “Any city or town is a death trap and is only going to get worse.”
 
   “I will,” Teresa said, wondering what Ginger was doing. 
 
   “Pretty good,” Daniel said, walking up with the sphere. Taking the end furthest from Ginger, he threaded the braided cord through the resin. In wonder, Teresa watched as Daniel left some cord dangling as he weaved a ball in the cord then ran the loose ends around the sphere and weaved them into the braid so the sphere was held on the braided cord. 
 
   As Daniel ripped duct tape off and wrapped it several feet away from the sphere, Ginger threaded the braided cord through the pipe until she had half a foot hanging out the bottom. Looking at the top of the pipe, Teresa saw that’s where Daniel had wrapped tape around the cord.
 
   Ripping off more tape, Daniel wrapped the cord where it met the sphere, and Ginger weaved a ball at the end of the pipe. “How can you weave a ball?” Teresa asked. 
 
   “Monkey fist,” Ginger said as Daniel ripped off another piece of tape. When she was done, Ginger grabbed the tape and wrapped the ball. Then she held up the two-foot-long pipe, and the sphere hung down almost two feet from the end of the pipe on the cord. “He made a flail,” Ginger said, twirling the handle and making the sphere hum as it moved in a circle.
 
   Beyond impressed, Teresa stared wide-eyed at the evil creation, knowing it would hurt like hell to get hit with. “Don’t we need to practice climbing?” she asked as Ginger put the flail down, and Daniel grabbed Lonnie, pulling him to the table.
 
   “No, we’re going to make a ladder for everyone else to use,” Ginger said.
 
   “Oh,” Teresa said, not understanding, and spun around when she heard a tearing sound. She saw Lonnie ripping the back off one of the executive chairs. When he was done, Lonnie held up a contoured piece of thick plastic three feet wide and almost four feet long. 
 
   “Get four more,” Daniel said, working on the fire extinguisher. 
 
   Ginger walked over and grabbed Daniel’s arm. “I need to talk to you,” she said, pulling him.
 
   Daniel pushed the extinguisher away as he got up and let Ginger pull him through Mr. Barron’s office to the corner and into the bathroom. She shut the door and pushed Daniel back. “We are having a throwdown,” she said, jumping up and wrapping her legs around his waist. She grabbed his face, locking her lips over his. 
 
   Only stunned for a second, Daniel grabbed her and kissed her back. Ginger broke the kiss, pulling her head back. With a goofy grin, Daniel said, “I was hoping to get lucky after our date.”
 
   She grinned. “This is pre-game warm up, stud. After our date, you better have your game face on.”
 
   “Holy moly, a tough lady and a hottie,” Daniel said, dropping to his knees. “Can’t wait for our first date.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 5
 
   The sun was just coming up, and the stooges went over what they had learned about the sick people again. Listening to them, Daniel grabbed one of the rolls of duct tape. “Teresa, come here,” he said, sitting down. When she walked over, he pointed right in front of him, and she stood in that spot. 
 
   “Take your jacket off, and turn it inside out,” Daniel said, ripping off a section of tape.
 
   Pulling off her jacket, Teresa jumped as Daniel wrapped the piece of tape around the top part of her thigh. Making a loose wrap, he patted down the tape and pulled another strip off, putting it right below the first. “Do this down both legs, then do the same on the inside of your jacket on the arms. If you get bit, it’s going to hurt like hell, but biting through duct tape for a human is damn near impossible, but they can chew through it eventually.”
 
   Pointing at Holly and Beth, Daniel said, “Copy her,” as he started walking away. “I’m going to see if the hallway has cleared any.”
 
   When Daniel was gone, Gary threw up his hands. “There’s not enough tape for all of us to do that,” he cried out.
 
   “You’re a male; at least try and act like a man,” Malik said, getting his gear together. They had turned the plastic chair backs into shields by cutting the loops that came off the blinds in half and screwing them to the inside so a person could use their forearm to hold the shield. Malik had even cut strips of the metal blinds and screwed them onto the outside to give the shield more rigidity. They weighed close to ten pounds but couldn’t be bent, and with a forearm through the first loop to grab the second, it was hard to drop the shield fast.
 
   As Teresa worked, she looked at the ingenious ladder they had made out of the cut up firehose. Ginger called it an Etier ladder or stirrup ladder. A loop that indeed did look like a stirrup was on each side of the center strap. At the bottom of each stirrup, cord was coiled around the bottom tightly and held the loop open. Never in her life did Teresa believe what could be done with rope and how many ways it could be used.
 
   When Daniel pulled out a coil of rope he called static line from his backpack, Teresa made a mental note to learn knots and how to work with rope. Finished with her legs, Teresa moved to her jacket as Gary walked to the end of the table where Daniel’s stuff was laid out neatly. 
 
   Gary took Daniel’s jacket off the back of the chair and put it on, but zipping it up would be another story. “This will work,” he said, smiling at the jacket.
 
   “Put it back now,” Ginger said, getting up and walking toward Gary. 
 
   “Hey bitch, I need some protection,” Gary said, balling his fist. He never saw Ginger throw the palm punch to his nose, crushing it. Bright light filled his vision as he dropped to his knees then fell back, coughing as blood ran down his throat. He felt someone grab his body and pull an arm out of the jacket. 
 
   Then he felt more hands rolling him as the jacket was pulled off. “Thank you, Gary,” Ginger said, looking at Daniel’s jacket to make sure it didn’t have blood on it. Hanging it back on the chair, she knew that jacket would have blood and gore on it soon enough.
 
   Before walking away, Curly kicked Gary in the side of the head. “Fuckwad,” he said as the other walked away. Everyone had come to help get that jacket off. 
 
   Ginger looked at Holly, ripping off tape to start on the inside of her jacket. “Holly, do your right arm first; your left arm will be in the shield, and I don’t think you’re going to have enough.”
 
   “Okay.” She smiled nervously. 
 
   Stepping closer as Holly put rings of tape around the sleeve, Ginger reached out, brushing Holly’s hair off her shoulder. “You get in touch with anyone?” Ginger asked, and Holly just shook her head. Stepping behind Holly, Ginger pulled her hair back and tied it up. “Don’t wait long, and get away from cities,” Ginger said, tucking Holly’s hair in a bun.
 
   “I understand,” Holly mumbled. Only Malik and Teresa had contacted any family. Malik lived thirty miles west of the city, and his family was locked down, waiting on him. Teresa had called her kids back and talked to them again. She found out at least four SPs were in her house, trapping the kids in the attic. 
 
   Feeling bad for Holly, Ginger walked away to check over her gear. She knew they couldn’t save everyone, and to try would get them killed. No one could ride tandem with her, and Teresa was going to ride with Daniel. Luckily, those left lived more or less west of Chicago, and Malik could get them close to their homes. 
 
   Stopping at her spot beside Daniel’s, Ginger ran her hands over her weapons. Everyone had two clubs of some kind. Holly, Beth, and Teresa were the main shield carriers, and each had a pipe with a screwdriver taped across the top, making a pick-axe. Everyone also had at least one stabbing weapon like a screwdriver or letter opener.
 
   Out of everyone, Daniel had the most weapons, but he would need them with the plan they were using. And Ginger hated the fucking plan but knew it was the only way to get the others out.
 
   “Only a few in the hallway,” Daniel said, walking back in, and stopped, seeing Gary holding his nose. Blood dripped off his face as he struggled to stand. “Who’d he piss off?”
 
   “Me,” Ginger said with a smile.
 
   “Hot stuff,” Daniel said, walking over and kissing her. 
 
   “Please let me go with you,” Ginger said, looking up at him.
 
   “Babe, we’ve been over this, and it’s too big a risk. If one of them go down, you know what they are carrying and that we need to get away from here. Besides, two people on the diversionary run is a bad idea. We could get separated too easily.”
 
   Letting out a huff, Ginger mumbled, “I know.”
 
   “Okay, one last time,” Daniel said, moving to the dry erase board, and pointed at the food court in the center of the floor. “I’m going to wrap around to the north side then move to the food court, leading the SPs to the east. The fire doors are open, so I will make a loop around the east suites then come out to the food court and run over, closing the doors that I run through and sealing those that follow me in. You will still have to deal with what’s in this wing that I miss and close off the west wing as you go.”
 
   “And close all fire doors when we walk through,” Malik said with a nod. 
 
   “Yep,” Daniel said, walking to the table. “You sure you want to try that?” Daniel said, pointing at a length of extension cord on the table.
 
   “I’m only going down. It will function as a Swiss seat long enough. We need people to get down fast to lead any SPs away like you said,” Malik said as Daniel lifted up a length of rope he had cut from his static line. 
 
   Wrapping it around him and between his legs, Daniel tied off his Swiss seat. Grabbing one of the two carabiners, Daniel hooked it to the front of the rope around him. He dug in his bag and tossed another carabiner to Malik. “Here you go,” Daniel said, pulling on his jacket. 
 
   Zipping it up, he grabbed pockets he had made from duct tape and taped them to his forearms. Each pocket had a dozen gold executive ink pens clipped in. Then he put another pocket of pens on his left upper arm. He pulled on his backpack then shoved the slingshot in his belt on his left side. “I’ll be surprised if you get twenty shots out of that,” Daniel said, pointing at the fire extinguisher.
 
   “Twenty I didn’t have,” Malik said as Daniel continued shoving weapons around his body. A cardboard tube used to house large, rolled paper was zip-tied to the side of his backpack, and Ginger walked over, shoving two of the batons in it. With the two wrapped handles sticking out, she looked at Daniel as he patted his weapons, memorizing where they were and ensuring that they wouldn’t fall out.
 
   “I’m not kidding about the pliers,” she said, and Daniel’s hands went to his chest, covering his nipples. 
 
   “You need to chill with the pliers,” he said with a grin. “So after our date, are you willing to try?”
 
   Laughing, Ginger kissed him. “More than happy to.”
 
   “I’m going down first,” Gary shouted, pulling his hand away from his bloody face. 
 
   “No, Gary, everyone goes down in the order I said,” Daniel sighed, thinking about just leaving him. “Your fat ass can’t make it down the ladder fast enough and would have SPs waiting to rip your jelly belly open. Those faster will lead them away, giving you time.”
 
   “Malik might leave me!”
 
   “Gary, I’m going to tell you something,” Daniel said, grabbing the flail. “You know why Malik and I park across the street?” Gary rubbed his nose and shook his head. “We have guns in our rides, and if Malik planned on leaving you, I’m sure he would shoot you in the leg first.”
 
   “Fucking ‘A’ right on that,” Malik chuckled.
 
   “Let’s do this,” Daniel said, kissing Ginger one last time, then headed for the door. Everyone but Gary followed as Teresa moved to the front beside Daniel. “You have to be fast, Teresa,” he said, stopping at the corner of the hallway so the SPs out in the hall couldn’t see them.
 
   “I will,” she said in a quivering voice.
 
   “We got your back,” Moe said behind him.
 
   When Daniel nodded, Teresa took off in a sprint for her desk. Daniel let her have a head start and followed her. Racing around her desk, Teresa hit the manual button, unlocking the doors. 
 
   Seeing two men pawing and drooling on the other side of one door, Daniel hit the other one in a full run, pushing it open. Running past the two, he looked down the hall at the wandering SPs. Swinging the flail, he hit the closest as he ran past. The ball hit the woman in the head, crushing her skull and leaving a divot.
 
   Spinning as he ran, Daniel didn’t wait to see the body fall as he hit another one and continued down the hall as Ginger and Malik closed the door, but all the SPs were chasing Daniel. When the door closed, they all moved back to the board room.
 
   Ginger looked at her watch. “Thirty minutes and we head out,” she said.
 
   “Let’s leave Gary,” Moe said with a huff and got a lot of grunts of approval. 
 
   “If he comes, he comes,” Malik said as they walked in Mr. Barron’s office. “He endangers us, and I’ll kill him.”
 
   Daniel took the hallway that would take him north, continuing to swing the flail. Bodies littered the hallway behind him, but he couldn’t kill them all, and he had a group following him. Coming to the set of fire doors that sealed the south from the west wing, he paused after dropping another SP. Looking back, he saw just how slow they really were. 
 
   In a casual walk, he headed back, swinging his flail at those following him. “I don’t even have to run,” he said, crushing another skull and wiping his face from the spatter. With the hallway floor covered in bodies, he headed back to the fire doors in a brisk walk. He closed them and continued on, swinging his flail.
 
   When he came around the first corner, he paused. The hallway was filled with many more SPs than had been in the south wing. Moving at a faster walk as he swung at targets, he weaved around before they could seal off the hall. Feeling a hand grab his shoulder, Daniel’s left hand grabbed a pen off his right forearm as he spun around.
 
   While he spun, he saw his aim was a little low and lifted his arm some as the ink pen drove in the man’s ear, dropping him instantly. Grabbing another pen, Daniel continued down the hall at a slow jog because they were starting to get thick in front of him. 
 
   Making the circle from the north wing, he stopped at the food court, and his jaw fell open. “Fuck me,” he gasped. The food court was literally packed with SPs. Giving up on hitting any, Daniel took off running, weaving around the bodies. He ran past them so fast the SPs didn’t even register it until he was gone; then, they would turn after him. 
 
   Seeing bodies slowly fill the gaps as they closed in on him, Daniel lowered his shoulder. “I have a hot date, motherfuckers,” he growled and charged ahead.
 
   In the board room, everyone was practicing their positions as Ginger glanced at her watch. Holly, Beth, Oscar, and Teresa were in front, holding their shields up with her. Lonnie, Malik, and Gary were behind them with spears. The stooges were in the back with spears to help and watch their backs. Curly and Larry had shields slung across their backs in case they needed them.
 
   After what seemed like years, Ginger said, “Time to go.”
 
   Nobody said anything as they followed her out of the board room. Seeing the hallway clear, Ginger reached over the desk and hit the unlock button. Malik opened the door. “Form up,” he said, holding the door open.
 
   The shield bearers walked out, forming a line across the hall. “Remember to leave a little gap between you so we can spear them,” Malik said, letting the door close as Ginger walked out. 
 
   In a tight group, they walked down the hall and over the bodies Daniel had put down. “I like his flail,” Curly said, looking at a man whose skull was crushed. 
 
   “I’m making me one,” Moe said, glancing behind them.
 
   “Mind on your business, boys,” Malik said as an SP stepped from around a corner in front of them. “Keep going at a steady pace. I got him.”
 
   Raising the fire extinguisher, Malik aimed a four-inch brass pipe taped to the nozzle at the man coming at them in a slow shamble. They were actually moving faster toward it than it was to them. When the man was ten feet away, Ginger was about to say something as Malik squeezed the handle. 
 
   SSSSSHHHH sounded as Malik gave the handle a quick squeeze, shooting a narrow stream of CO2 at the man. 
 
   The man’s head snapped back as his skull exploded out behind him. “Better than a hollow point,” Malik said, pulling out a marble wrapped in tissue, and he shoved it down the pipe with his finger.
 
   “Can you shoot them further away?” Beth asked as they walked over the corpse. 
 
   “This isn’t exactly a sniper rifle, girl,” Malik said, raising it as two more stepped out. When the first was ten feet away, Malik squeezed the handle quickly, trying to save as much gas as he could. The marble shot out, hit the woman in the nose, passed into her skull, and exploded from the velocity. 
 
   One second, her head was there, and the next, only her bottom jaw remained. “I’m fucking making me one of those,” Larry said as Malik shoved another wrapped marble down the pipe and aimed at the man stumbling toward them.
 
   The group never slowed their steady pace as the SP’s head blew apart. Malik looked behind him. “Stooges, don’t fall so far back,” he said, seeing they were twenty feet behind them.
 
   They closed up, and Ginger looked down at a gold ink pen sticking out of a kid’s skull. “Good job, stud,” she mumbled, gripping her spear tight as more SPs came around the corner. 
 
   “Alright, Daniel turned right here, and more are coming out of the left side. Move up, and pivot left, and stop, sealing off the hallway, and let’s deal with what’s coming,” Malik said, stuffing another marble down the pipe. “Stooges, you will have to watch for any that Daniel missed, so get ready.”
 
   Moving down the hall, Malik shot three more as the group rotated, swinging around and sealing off the hallway to the left. “Nothing but bodies behind us, and I don’t see anything from here to the elevators,” Moe called out as Malik shot another SP.
 
   “Well, we have more than enough to deal with here,” Malik said, shoving a marble down the pipe. Glancing back up, he could see an easy fifty plus stumbling toward them. “Move down to those doors. We are going to have to close them before we can head to the food court.”
 
   “Let me just run down there and close them,” Ginger said as Malik squeezed the handle.
 
   “Bullshit,” Malik said, shoving a marble in the pipe. “You get hurt, and Daniel will throw my ass out of the building. Just like we practiced; now, let’s go.”
 
   When Malik squeezed the handle for the twentieth time, he sighed, watching the woman’s head explode. “Glad I made more than twenty,” he said, shoving a marble in the pipe. On shot twenty-three, he squeezed the handle, and unlike before, he saw the marble fly out the pipe, striking the woman in the forehead. 
 
   And the marble stopped, buried half in her skull, snapping her head back and making her fall. “Alright, spear time,” Malik said, throwing the empty extinguisher down the hall and pulling up his spear.
 
   Wherever the SP fell on the line of shields was what determined who stabbed it in the head with a spear. The person behind the shield bearer would thrust out, aiming at the skull. Everyone soon found out the human skull was hard to stab unless you did it in a hard thrust. 
 
   Walking over the bodies they killed, they finally reached the fire doors. “Stop,” Malik panted and eased between Holly and Beth’s shields. More SPs were down the hall, but as Malik shut the door and watched it close, they weren’t a problem. 
 
   “Spin around, and let’s head to the food court,” he said, wiping his face. “Lonnie, swap out with Moe, and Gary, swap out with Curly.”
 
   Turning around and swapping out, they moved back to the junction and headed for the food court. Losing count of how many she had stabbed, Ginger looked at her watch, seeing they had been out in the halls for over an hour, and they had just reached the elevators.
 
   “Malik, we need to move faster. Daniel has been on his own for too long,” Ginger said, thrusting out her spear and taking down a man who was missing an arm. 
 
   “He’s a big boy,” Malik said with a grunt as he thrust out, driving his spear in an old man. “We’ve hit two thick groups, and our formation is holding up. Move faster, and we could get buried.”
 
   Knowing he was right but not liking it, Ginger watched Curly stab an SP and shake it off his spear then stabbed another that was right behind it. Turning around the elevators, those in the back had to kill some that stepped out of the hallway they passed, but the group was moving fast enough that they outpaced the rest. 
 
   When they rounded the last corner into the food court, they stopped. A throng of SPs were around the waterfall, and Daniel was sitting at the top, shooting at the group with his slingshot. They watched as one in the back dropped then noticed Daniel was shooting those at the back, leaving the ones at the front alone.
 
   “Wedge,” Malik called out. Larry and Curly pulled the shields off their backs and moved to the end of the shield line as Holly moved up, and the others formed a V behind her. 
 
   “Hey, just stay there,” Daniel said, releasing a marble that snapped a kid’s head back. “They will come to you, and I should be able to get down.”
 
   “Alright, hold,” Malik said as the SPs turned. He saw the group was at the same level they were. As the group left the fountain, they tripped over the bodies Daniel had killed behind them. “Keep tight, and Lonnie, watch our back,” Malik said, stopping his count at a hundred.
 
   Daniel shot six more and shoved his slingshot back in his belt. Grabbing his flail, he climbed down quickly as the first of the SPs reached the wedge. Daniel came up behind the mass and swung the flail like he was cutting down wheat.
 
   As the group stabbed the SPs, their bodies started stacking up around the wedge. “Pull back six steps,” Malik called out. The SPs halfway to the group started acting confused. They turned to see Daniel behind them then moved toward him; then, they would hear the group, turn and see them, and head back.
 
   Over forty walked in a circle as the group and Daniel continued killing. When all that were close were down, Daniel came over. “Come on; we need to hurry. I could only close two of the fire doors, sealing them in the east wing.” 
 
   “Were there a lot?” Curly asked.
 
   “This area was fucking packed shoulder to shoulder,” Daniel said, walking to Ginger. “I’m kind of messy, but I’m kissing you in my mind.”
 
   Ginger looked at the gore coating Daniel and smiled. “I’m not telling you what I’m doing to you in mine.”
 
   Looking up at the others, Daniel said, “We need to go,” and spun around.
 
   “Don’t we need to move in formation?” Malik called out.
 
   “Dude, that group gets here, and we won’t have enough strength to stab all of them in the head,” Daniel said over his shoulder. He ran up the north hall out of the food court and could see bodies on the floor.
 
   They ran past a store and saw dozens of SPs pressed up against the glass door. With Daniel in the lead, the others stayed in a line behind him. Moving at a jog, Gary started falling back, and those behind him passed him.
 
   Hearing a crash behind him, Gary huffed and tried to run faster. “Guys, wait,” he called out.
 
   Twenty yards ahead of him and pulling away, Curly spun around and jogged backwards. “Move your ass. This is a fucking jog,” he snapped then spun around.
 
   Dropping his spear, Gary pumped his arms as the group disappeared around a corner. Panicking, he reached back and pulled the batons off his back, dropping them on the floor. He thought shedding some weight would help him.
 
   When he rounded the corner, he saw Daniel using a crowbar to pry open the stairwell door. Everyone turned to see Gary trotting toward them. “Got it,” Daniel said as the door popped open, and he raised the crowbar and eased the door open. 
 
   “SPs coming,” Moe said, looking down the other hall.
 
   “More coming behind Gary,” Lonnie said as Daniel started moving into the fire escape stairwell. 
 
   “We don’t know what’s in here, so keep the noise down,” Daniel said in a low voice and walked down to the deck between the sixth and seventh floor. He pulled off his backpack, grabbing the hammer that was tied to the outside. Running back up as Malik pulled Gary through the door, Daniel grabbed the backpack Teresa had on and dug out the wedges they had made from the metal strips from the copy machine. 
 
   When the door closed, he started driving the wedges in as Ginger came over, grabbing more from Teresa’s pack. Lonnie dropped his backpack, took out a bundle of cloth, and shook it out. When he was done, he had one of two nets they had made from the curtains and flags. Gary wanted to yell at them but was gasping for air like there was none around him.
 
   The stooges headed down, shaking out the other net as Malik, Lonnie, and Oscar started putting the first one up, blocking the door from the stairwell down. When Daniel had six wedges pounded in the back of the door, he moved to the opening where Ginger had pushed in six more. Before he drove the first one in, pounding started on the door. In less than three minutes, he was done and turned to see Ginger rolling under the net.
 
   The nets were only seven feet tall, and a normal person could climb or go under, but the SPs didn’t seem normal. Daniel hoped that remained as he crawled under. Standing up, he saw Holly leaning over the railing, looking up. He grabbed her, yanking her back. “Don’t ever get near the railing in a hostile building. Always stay near the wall,” he snapped as whoosh sounded behind him.
 
   Daniel spun around as a resonating thud sounded below them. Whoosh. Another body fell from above. “Gravity’s a bitch,” he said, kneeling at his backpack and pulling out the cordless drill. He looked up at the lock and nodded, satisfied with the bit he had. Climbing up on the ledge the escape door was on, Daniel put the tip of the bit over the lock.
 
   “Nets are up,” Malik said behind him. 
 
   “Drilling the lock,” Daniel said as the drill spun up. Ginger jumped up on the ledge, holding a can of WD40. As Daniel drilled, she sprayed, keeping the bit cool as metal shavings fell off.
 
   The others started dropping spears and shields, getting the ladder ready. With a grunt, the bit went through the lock, and Daniel dropped the drill and pulled up the crowbar. Catching the lever arm coming out of the lock, he turned, and the door gave a loud pop. Whoosh sounded as another body fell past them.
 
   Swinging the door open, the smell of smoke poured in. “Chicago’s looked better,” Daniel said, jumping down and grabbing a thick extension cord he got off the maintenance cart. Passing it to Ginger, she undid one end and tied it to a beam above the door. Holding her hand out, Ginger took the backpack Teresa was carrying, tied it to the other end, and tossed it out. 
 
   The bag uncoiled the extension cord and crashed to the ground as Daniel pulled his backpack on. “I’m going first,” Gary said, pulling a box cutter out of his pocket. Everyone pulled up weapons, staring at Gary. “I will cut the ladder down if I don’t go first.” He grinned. “See, if I’m first, you don’t have to worry about me.”
 
   As another body fell past them, Daniel motioned everyone to lower their weapons. “Gary, I don’t understand,” he said, stepping closer.
 
   “I’m going first. I can run,” he huffed, holding out the box cutter. 
 
   “No, not that, Gary,” Daniel said then looked down, pointing at Gary’s right leg. “How can you climb down fast? Your right leg is broke.”
 
   “No it’s not,” Gary said, glancing down just in time to see Daniel’s foot lash out, catching his right leg above the knee. Crying out in pain, Gary dropped the box cutter as the head of his femur snapped.
 
   “Yes it is,” Daniel said, turning away as Gary howled with pain. Ginger chuckled as she tied the ladder off, tied a backpack to the end, and tossed it out. When it was stretched out, she looked down.
 
   “Six feet short,” she said. 
 
   “No problem,” Malik said, kneeling beside Gary as he screamed. “That’s right, Gary, make more noise. They like that and will be here soon.”
 
   In mid-scream, Gary stopped and heard the thundering on the door. Biting his bottom lip, he cried as Daniel stepped up, feeding the extension cord in his carabiner. “See ya soon,” he said then jumped out. 
 
   Ginger watched him bounce down the wall in seconds. When he hit the ground, Daniel took off running as SPs came at him. Watching the SPs wander after Daniel, Ginger turned to Teresa. “You ready?”
 
   “Fuck, yeah,” Teresa said, climbing up.
 
   Clipping on the extension cord, Ginger looked back at the group as Teresa started down. “Guys, hope you stay safe, and it’s been a blast,” Ginger said then bounced out the window. She didn’t beat Teresa down by much. 
 
   They took off running for the parking garage across the street, and a few SPs that were walking away noticed them. Reaching over her back, Ginger pulled her batons as two cut her off. She reared back and swung her right as hard as she could, catching a male SP on the side of the head.
 
   The man did a flip as she turned and swung at the other one. She saw it was a male also, but something had ripped his belly open and emptied it. Catching it behind his right knee, the SP fell back as Teresa lunged past Ginger, raising her improvised pickax.
 
   Ginger turned to see Teresa burying the screwdriver of her ax in the first male’s head. “How the hell did he get back up?” Ginger asked and spun around, striking Empty Belly repeatedly in the skull. On her eighth strike, she realized it took a lot of force to crack a skull, but her ninth blow did, and Empty Belly stayed down.
 
   She turned for Teresa and didn’t see her on the body then looked up to see her on top of another SP, beating it with her pickax. “Girl is learning,” Ginger mumbled, running over. “Teresa, we have to go. Daniel is waiting.” Yanking her ax out, Teresa jumped up and ran after Ginger. 
 
   Waiting at the bikes, Daniel saw the last person start down the ladder as Teresa jumped up, and before they reached the road, everyone was down and running for the parking garage. Walking over to his bike, Daniel unlocked the right side compartment and pulled out his XDM. “I will not be without a gun again,” he said, racking the slide then clipping the holster on.
 
   When Ginger reached the bikes, he was smiling and holding out his helmet to Teresa as she ran over to him. “I’m leading, so stay close,” Ginger said, jumping on her bike and pulling her helmet on. All she had to do was turn her key and go, which she did as Daniel’s bike roared to life. 
 
   “Teresa, lean the way I do, and don’t let go,” Daniel said, looking over at the building.
 
   Crawling up to the ladder, Gary gripped it, pulling himself on the ledge. He threw his broken leg out and managed to get his good leg in a stirrup but couldn’t figure out how to continue down as the SPs busted open the jammed door. Gary’s jaw dropped open as they poured out, pressing against the net as more kept trying to come through the door.
 
   He watched as one woman was pressed through the net like shredding cheese, and the net gave way as the bodies poured down the stairs like water. Panicking, Gary pulled his good leg out and tried to use only his arms. When Gary’s arms felt his weight, they said no.
 
   Daniel watched the big form fall from the opening, then a mass of bodies followed it out in a steady stream. “Yeah, gravity’s a bitch,” he said, putting the bike in first, and Ginger sped off.
 
   “Let’s go. You have a date,” Teresa said behind him.
 
   “A first date I’ll never forget,” Daniel said, taking off after Ginger.
 
    
 
   The End
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