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CHAPTER ONE 

ERIC SAT back on one of the 

few chairs he had accumulated over 
the last few days of setting up the
home away from the undead. He 
scanned the few acre area that he and 
his crew had set up. Mostly the crew; 
Eric was pretty good at sitting on his 
ass and supervising the group. He
thought he had done his share of 
killing the stumbling assholes to clear 
out the only land that they had come
across that actually had some strong 
fencing around it, and decided that his 
crew needed to take care of things, he 
decided he was just there to supervise.

It wasn’t a privacy fence by any 
means, that surrounded it, but a strong
steel pipe fencing that surrounded the 
entire, at least five acres of land. They 
had located rolls of old chicken wire 
that he had instructed be put on the 
outside of the four rows of pipe that
made the fence, in double layers. The 
wire came up three feet higher than
the pipe, at least providing somewhat
of a barrier from them just coming 
into their camp. They had made their 
way East and were stuck in a small
Texas town called Malakoff. 

“What now boss?” Andrew asked. 
“Go make sure that gate is sec
ure 
enough for no one to get in unless we
allow them. We will need to have 
someone stand guard, so that will be 
you until we assign shifts.” Eric 
instructed.  

Andrew went on about his way
without a question of when he would 
be relieved of the ‘gate guard’ duty.  

“Eric, we need food to make.” Rue 
entered the small barn. 
Eric got up from his chair and 
began to scan the shelves that he had 
arranged the few cans of food on and 
began pulling some food off and 
handing to Ruthann.

“This should be enough to make 
spaghetti for everyone, there won’t be 
any meat, but noodles and sauce will 
have to do until I can gather a few of 
the others and go out.” He told her. 

“Thank you, this will be perfect.” 
She shouted making her way out of 
the barn.  

Eric was proud of what he had 
created in just a couple of days. He 
had the acreage secured, had a gate
watchman for now, had provided food 
for the group and ran everything as
smooth as silk; minus killing the 
hordes of zombies that wandered
around outside their perimeter. 

Eric jumped from his chair when he 
heard a scream for help outside. He 
ran to the barn door and peered out at
Andrew struggling to push the gate 
closed. Dirty hands were making their 
way into the side of the piece of 
flimsy tin reaching for what they
could grab. Nate, Atora, Alex, Willy,
and Ashley were running from all
different directions of the land. .

“It’s a horde of them!” Nate 
hollered.  
You could see the tops of their 
heads over the gate, Nate swung the 
hoe he had been working with into 
one that he could fully see.  

“Got you, you son of a bitch!” He
shouted.
Eric began to help Andrew hold the 
gate closed in hopes to avoid letting
them in. Alex and Willy were barely
tall enough to begin stabbing over the 
gate and hitting them in the head with
a sling blade and shovel. Atora and 
Ashley made their way to the opening 
of the gate and began taking out the 
ones with their hands already coming 
through, stabbing them with knives
they had brought from the half torn
down house that they were instructed
to fix up.  

“Why in the hell is the gate even 
open?” Eric asked. 
“I was trying to secure it better as 
you told me to. It needs a new lock
and some more stability.” Andrew
stated turning his back to it and
digging his heels into the dirt to push
harder.  

“Well, that ap
parently needs to be
done a different way dumb ass.” Eric 
shouted.

Atora and Ashley were able to take 
out enough of them that the gate could 
finally be closed and latched. The thin
piece of corrugated sheet metal still 
bowed in as more piled up behind it 
and hit it with loud echoing bangs. 
The gate was two sheets stabilized
with two criss cross steel pipes like 
the fence was made out of. Once it 
was latched, Eric ran to grab a chair 
from the barn and stood on it,

grabbing the sling blade from Willy,
he started slinging it over the top. 
Their heads split in two easily with 
every swing. The zombies began 
jumping at Eric and flailing their arms
at him with every jump. One tall man 
jumped high enough to knock him off 
of the chair making him fall on his ass 
hard in the dirt. Willy grabbed the 
tool, jumping onto the chair and 
taking over the killing. He swung over 
and over and took out numerous of 
the chomping pricks before Eric
pulled himself back up to the top of 
the gate, he steadied himself with one 
foot placed on the same chair as Willy
and began hacking them in the head 
with the shovel he had taken from
Alex.  

The rest of the group began 

stabilizing the gate with some extra 
pipe that had been left from the fence. 
The five set one end of a pipe on the 
ground and dug it into the dirt and the 
other end against the gate to hold it 
steady from bowing in. They did that 
with three other pipes. The zombies 
began to wander over to the doubled 
up chicken wire they had put up on
the outside of the pipe fencing, poking
their filthy fingers through it. They
were trying their hardest to get to the 
rest of the crew, but just kept running 
into the rusty steel and bouncing off 
of it and coming back to try again.
Atora drew her knife back and stuck 
threw the chicken wire at one and 
stabbed it in the head cutting part of 
the chicken wire at the same time. A
hand came through immediately and
grabbed the braids that hung from her 
head and pulled. Her face pinned up 
against the chicken wire, the pieces 
she had accidentally cut were digging 
into her face. She screamed as the 
zombie began putting his mouth up to
the fence trying to get at her. The 
smell of his breath was unbearable 
and Atora began gagging as the tears 
fell. Ashley ran to her recently newly
made friend and sliced her braids 
from her head that the man was 
holding. Atora flung backwards and 
Nate caught her before she hit the 
ground and balanced her back to her 
feet.  

More hands came through the hole 
in the fencing they had rigged. 
“Where in the hell did all these 
assholes come from?” Nate asked. 
“Out of nowhere, there were none 
out here when I looked out of the 
fence, once I unlocked it and began 
trying to see how we could make it a 
bit stronger they started piling up!” 
Andrew answered over the noisy
growls.  

The horde was finally dwindling 
down and the group was able to rest 
for a moment with hopes that they
would wander off somewhere else. 
Alex had disappeared at some point 
and ran back up with zip ties and 
began placing them around the hole in
the fence and zip tying off the cut 
wires. Eric jumped down from

holding himself on top of the gate and 
Willy made his way down off of the 
chair.  

“I’m sorry Eric.” Andrew stated 
immediately.
“It’
s the apocalypse, this is

probably going to happen a lot, but 
we are going to need to strengthen our 
surroundings which means we have to
take a run outside. Men you will need
to get ready, we will leave out 

tomorrow morning.” He told them
with little breath.







CHAPTER TWO

THE GROUP had come together 

by accident and were just getting to 
know each other as they worked
together.  

Eric had taken leadership of the 
group and dedicated jobs to each of 
them. Others had wandered in and 
Eric had allowed them entry onto the 
land they had found that was already
surrounded by the steel pipe fencing. 

Nate, Alex, Alex’s son Tyler,
Ashley and her daughter Karlin, were 
the ones that had come in the day
after the rest had arrived.

Eric, Rue and Andrew were from
the same town and arrived in a van 
together along with three children.  

The others were driving down the 
old country highway the next day in 
Alex’s SUV when they saw the top of 
the barn and invited themselves inside 
the property, they met Eric and he 
invited them to stay. 

There was an old house already on 
the property which had been attacked 
by zombies and left empty when the 
zombies had taken whatever was 
inside for their tasting. They only had
to kill a few of them to clear acreage. 

A barn stood behind the house and 
was fairly secure with locks on the 
one window, a small loft in the top of 
the barn and some animal stalls with 
all of the animals gone except for one 
goat. Atora, Rue, Willy, Eric, Andrew 
and the kids had stayed in the barn the 
first night they arrived since it seemed 
safer than the house at the time. 

After everyone else had arrived, 
they began to work on the house, 
hoping they could fix it enough to
stay in. It gave them three more 
people to help and two more children.  

The next morning Eric woke from
the loft of the barn. The sun rose just 
a bit over the horizon. Most of the 
women were already awake with 
breakfast made for the ones leaving 
out, the five kids that were part of 
their group and themselves. Eric
could hear the women’s conversation 
as he dressed for the run. 

“How old are the kids Rue?” 
Ashley asked.  
“Rowena is a year, Barker is seven 
and Linda is nine. So many have lost
their kids, It is so sad, I was lucky to 
save mine.” Ruthanne stated. 

“I was lucky to save Karlin, she is 
what has kept me going all of this 
time. Her birthday is tomorrow, I 
wish I could get her something.” 
Ashley stated back. 

“I heard Alex
 lost his wife and 
three other kids and was only able to
save his son Tyler. Smart kid right 
there. I think he said he is fifteen.” 
Atora whispered. “I have talked to 
him a bit. 

“Eric told me that he plans on
having the kids work on learning how
to kill.” Rue told them. 

“I
 am not sure that I want my
thirteen year old daughter learning 
that.” Ashley stated.

“This day in age, they are going to 
have to learn at some point. I would 
rather have them know how to protect 
themselves than be eaten.” Eric stated
crawling down the handmade ladder 
from the loft. “Rue, any food for the 
guys and I, we are leaving out 

shortly?” He questioned. 

Rue, rose from her seat and 

gathered plates for the five men that 
would be leaving out.

“So WHAT is your name?” Atora 
laughed.  

“Ruthanne Evelyn, Rue for short.” 
She smiled.  
“Just curiou
s, I have heard you 
called a both names now. I am Atora 
Clayton. Eric, what is your last 
name?” She questioned. 

“Eric Baily. Why?” He returned
with a question.  
“Just curious, we don’t really know 
a lot about each other.” Atora replied 
to his rudeness. 

“Dempsey.” Ashley broke the 
tension. “I think Andrew is Liebling, 
and I think it is Willy Garza, Alex 
Laybourne, and Nate Coll if I 
remember right.” 

“Always good to know who you 
are rooming with and about their 
lives.” Atora stated. 

“What the hell does it make a 
difference now, we aren’t those 
people anymore.” Eric blurted after 
taking a bite of toast.  

Atora
 glared at Eric. “You are one 
negative asshole, you know that? I 
was just trying to make things a tad 
bit normal.” She spat at him. 

“Normalcy is not what we have 
here. What don’t you see?” Eric told 
her after swallowing his mouthful.  

Atora rose from the table to walk 
away from the confrontation. She 
turned before exiting the barn, she 
looked at the group sitting at the small 
table and waited for Eric to look up 
and calmly flipped him the bird and 
walked out. 

“What’s her problem?” Eric asked. 
“Maybe beca
use you were so 
rude.” Rue stated before standing and 
going to check on the children in one 
of the small stables she had set up for 
them to hang out in.

Eric just shook his head. “This 
whole situation is serious, I’m not 
here to make friends, I am here to stay
alive.” 

“LET’S ROCK AND ROLL!!” 
Nate ran into the barn from outside.  
Everyone sitting at the table stared
at him and began to laugh, except for 
Eric.  

“You know bro, I am not sure what 
you are so excited about, but it is 
probably not going to be a fun day by 
any means.” Eric told him.

“Sure it is, we will make it fun!” 
Nate blurted. 
“Last person that tried 
to make shit
fun, got left. She had joined us at our 
last place and she tried playing games 
and making things fun. I left her 
stupid ass. Eve Sanders had a problem
with authority.” Eric explained. 

“Well, aren’t you a Debbie 

downer.” Nate walked out of the barn. 
Eric shook his head. “Y’all are 
gonna learn to listen.”

Ashley and Nate glanced at each 
other in awe of Eric’s attitude.

He rose from the small table and 
walked outside. 
“Everyone load up; get the gas can 
and take two bottles of water each. 
Our list of things needed is food and 
building materials. We may be gone 
for a couple of days, so everyone 
make sure and grab some breakfast. 
RUE! We need a little bit of food to 
take with us, but make sure y’all have
enough to feed y’all and the kids. 
Where is Atora?” Eric asked. 

Rue and Ashley had walked out 
and were listening to the plans.  
“She went to the house after your 
bullshit.” Ashley stated. 
Eric glared at her. “Watch yourself 
woman. Everyone get moving.” Eric 
made his way to see Atora.  

The guys went on about their way
of gathering what was needed and 
Rue and Ashley went back in the barn 
to begin cleaning up. 

“Atora!” Eric hollered. 
There was no answer. Eric 

wandered around inside the house 
looking at the progress that had been 
made to begin rebuilding. He entered 
one of the three bedrooms that needed 
the most work and Atora was 

sweeping up the mess on the floor and 
swept over his foot without paying
him any mind.  

“Atora, I called for you.” Eric 
stated harshly to her.  
“Yeah, I heard you.” 
She shot back
at him letting him know that she 
didn’t care. 

“I need to make sure you have what 
you need to take care of things here 
while we are gone.” He told her. 

“I got this, just leave any weapons 
in the barn.” Atora instructed. 
Eric stood there trying to decipher 
if he was going to put her in her place 
or just leave it alone until he got back. 

He walked out and piled the 
weapons on the table in the barn. 
Andrew had pulled the van up to the 
gate and waited for the other four to
meet him there. Andrew jumped out 
of the van as Nate slammed his hand
up against the side of it to try and 
scare him.

“What did you do that for 

asshole!?” Andrew hollered at him.
Nate laughed hysterically. “Cause 
shit like that is funny.” 
Alex and Willy walked up laughing 
at Andrew getting so upset. “He was 
just messing around bud, calm down.” 
Willy said as he leaned up against the 
fence.  

“Not funny when I almost got 
killed yesterday.” Andrew said to all
of them. 

“Oh suck it up Drew, we gotta have 
fun.” Nate stated.
“Alright guys, load up, let’s get 
going. We need to find some gas and 
gas cans if we can and then food and 
then load up some materials. The van 
should suffice for that a little better 
than the two cars we have.” Eric
explained as he loaded up in the 
passenger seat. 

Alex took a deep breath and 
removed the pipes that were holding 
the gate secured, he unlatched the gate
and snuck a peek outside of the gate 
before fully opening it; two of the 
flesh eaters stood a little ways off. 
Alex looked back at Eric and saw him
waving for him to open the gate. Alex
pulled the tin back and let Andrew
pull out. He pulled it closed and made 
his way to the open door, he sat down 
next to Nate and in front of Willy. 

“There are two right down the way
here.” Alex informed the group. 
“It will be fine, just drive.” Eric 
instructed Andrew.   
Andrew drove and tried to dodge 
the two that were staggering along the 
middle of the road.  

“Why would you not just hit them?
They will eat you, do you

comprehend that at all?” Eric spat out
to Andrew.  

Andrew pulled back into the right
lane and drove on with just a nod to
Eric. More of them were scattered 
sporadically throughout the road and 
Andrew would hit ones that were in
his lane and dodge any that he was 
able to.  

The sun was bright in the sky as 
they pulled into the only gas station in 
the town a few miles away. Andrew 
stopped at the front of the store and 
waited for instruction from Eric, 
while the others exited quickly taking 
in their surroundings. The three 
walked back to back to back to the 
front door of the glass door that read 
pull. Alex reached out to pull the door 
and pulled Nate and Willy inside with
him. The three still took caution once 
inside. They scanned the store and 
looked for anything or anyone out of 
the ordinary. A small man was behind 
the counter wearing name tag that
read Brent with the same design on it
that was on the front of the store. He
leaned over the counter and reached 
for them and growled. They all stood 
waiting for the other to take him out 
when Nate walked over and slid his 
knife into the top of the young man’s 
skull.  

“There, done.” Nate stated before 
walking to the back of the store. 
Andrew and Eric entered shortly
after and both began grabbing 

handfuls of things from the shelves 
and putting things in their pockets.
The group was overwhelmed that the 
store was still fully stocked. Willy
grabbed the stack of paper sacks that
were on the counter.  

“Who in the hell still uses paper 
bags anymore?” Willy questioned
with a laugh. 

“Apparently Podunk towns do.” 
Nate laughed from the back. Throw 
me one of them.” 

Nate began to fill his sack with
drinks and bags of chips. Willy took 
one and began to do the same. Alex
took all of the cigarettes, cigars, 
lighters and anything from behind the 
counter he could reach without having 
to actually go behind it with the one 
Nate had just killed.  

Andrew, Willy, and Eric had 
gathered everything from the shelves 
that they could including medicines, 
batteries, diapers, and much more that
would be useful. 

“Hey two gas cans!” Nate hollered. 
“How in the hell are we going to get 
the gas with the power gone?” 

“Ever heard of sucking.” Andrew
stated.

“Yep, but not gas.” Nate laughed. 
“No time to joke gentlemen.” Eric 
demanded quietness.
A clatter sounded from the corner 
of the store and a woman walked out 
into the open from behind a shelf. A 
bone protruded from her leg area and 
half of the skin hung from her face. A
high pitched growl echoed throughout
the store and Willy ran to her. He
slammed the hatchet that he had 
brought into the top of her skull and 
pulled it out as she dropped to the 
floor.  

“Anymore anywhere?” He

questioned annoyed with the 

interruption.  

They went back to clearing the 
shelves and each of them held a large 
paper sack in one arm and a weapon 
in the other. 

“This is what we have come to, is 
having to make sure that we have a 
hand free to hang onto a weapon. This 
sucks.” Alex told everyone. 

They all stood by the door and 
watched for any of the undead that
may have made it to the parking lot.  

“Looks all clear.” Andrew pushed
the door open. They piled into the van 
quickly loading what they had into the 
back of it. 

“Get the hose from back there.” 
Eric requested. 

Willy pulled the green hose and 
handed it to Eric. 
“There is the ground well for the 
gas, someone has to syphon it out and 
put it in the cans. If we don’t have all 
three cans full by the time we start to 
head back, we will hit up the 

abandoned cars on the way back.”
Eric explained. 

Andrew looked in the rear view 
mirror and watched them look at each 
other.  

“I’ll do it you damn wimps.” 
Andrew volunteered. 
“Wow, sissy boy is gonna get out 
and do this?” Alex laughed. “Just 
messing with you man. We will keep 
watch.” 

They all piled out again and stood
in front of Andrew with weapons 
ready.

Andrew filled one gas can and the 
other with a few drops. He made his 
way to the back of the van and 
popped open the two back doors.  

“Uhh…we need to go!” Willy
stated with a bit too much calmness.  
The group turned to watch a horde
fall over each other as they made their 
way towards them. 

“Go go go, hurry the hell up and 
get in!” Nate hollered. 
The van doors all closed 

simultaneously and the mass of them
began to surround the van. They
began to bang on the windows and the 
van started rocking back and forth 
with the weight of more zombies 
joining as they heard the commotion. 

“Andrew, start the van and begin to
back up slowly. We may have to run 
over a few, but it is fine.” Eric told his 
driver.  

Andrew was not a wimp by any
means, but this apocalypse had 
brought him to a whole other level of 
thought process. He had watched his
family be eaten, he had hidden for 
days in a closet before finally coming 
out to a quietness and then attacked
by a horde that he fought off with the 
only weapon he had, a letter opener, 
which worked wonders until it bent 
and broke in half. 

He had killed at least twenty of the 
dickheads before being able to make 
it outside his home and then another 
man showed up to help. They

conquered the mass of them that
Andrew had been fighting for hours. 
Eric had saved his life. He was trying 
to gain a perspective on the whole 
situation, of owing his life to Eric and 
that it wasn’t the flesh eating stupid
asses faults that they were this way, as 
he had almost become one of them.

“Thanks, I got it.” Andrew got a bit 
rude.  
Andrew backed up and then put the 
van in drive. He hit the gas hard still 
glaring at Eric and hit the first one he 
saw out of his peripherals, it rolled up 
onto the hood and hit the windshield 
and rolled on top of the roof and off 
of the back. The back seat crew 
followed the zombie from the hood to
the back and watched it slam onto the 
asphalt.  

“OOOHHHH! Bet he feels that shit
in the morning.” Nate laughed. 
Eric turned from Andrew’s stare 
and gave Nate a look of disgust. 
Andrew turned on the wipers and 
cleared a spot for him to see out of
through the spatter of blood. Andrew 
swerved to hit the ones that were in 
the road intentionally. He had taken 
out seven more.  

“You have made your point 

Andrew.” Eric advised him. 
Andrew smiled and slowed the van 
and drove normal. Eric rolled his eyes 
and shook his head as the back of the 
van filled with singing of ‘ninety nine 
zombies on the road’.

***

Meanwhile, back at camp, the 
women were left to protect their land 
and continue cleaning up and fixing 
up what they could with what they
had.  

Atora had placed the steel pipes 
back up against the gate as the men 
had pulled out. Rue continued taking
care of the children that had survived
and Atora and Ashley had taken some
time to clean up the house and had 
removed all of the debris from the 
inside and taken it out. They piled it
into a barrel they had found and 
burned it to rid the land of the mess. 
They boarded up windows and fixed 
floors. They started making each 
room livable one by one until the 
house was in a condition to be able to 
move the kids in and have them safe 
and had it all completed by that
afternoon. 

Ashley went to gather everyone. 
“The house is ready, let’s move out of 
this old barn and into the house.” 

“I really think we need to wait for 
Eric to get back before we move.” 
Rue advised. 

“It is going to be so much better 
inside the house for us and them.” 
Ashley stated. “Let’s start moving the 
stuff. The kitchen is bigger, we have 
made a fire pit outside and there is a 
spring at the back of the land for 
water, we can give the kids an actual 
bath.” 

“I am going to wait for Eric to get
back before taking everything over 
there.” Rue expressed. 

“I am taking Karlin and Tyler now 
and we are taking some food and we
are sleeping in the house tonight. It
will be warmer and safer than here. 
You are more than welcome to come
with us.” Ashley began to gather 
things.  

Ashley hollered for Karlin and 
Tyler to come on. “What is the deal 
with this Eric guy, it isn’t like he is
God.”

“I’ve noticed Eric is very protective 
over the instruction he gives and does 
not want it disobeyed. I am telling
you to wait; he is not one to screw
with. He will not make threats, he 
makes promises and will follow
through with them. Please Ashley. 
Stay until they return.” Rue begged. 

Ashley smiled at Rue and took the 
children, food and bedding and 
headed out of the cold barn.  

Rue turned to see her three children 
standing waiting for her to do the 
same.  

“Why can’t we go to the house 
mom?” Linda asked.

“It isn’t safe yet honey.” Rue told 
her children.  
 







CHAPTER THREE 

“THAT IS convenient, a 

hardware store. Look at that stack of 
boards.” Andrew slowed the van to a 
crawl and pulled in. 

The sun was beginning to go down
as they had pulled into the parking lot 
of the store in the next town over. He
backed the van up to the fenced in 
area that was about five feet from the 
front door. The five scanned the area
and it was completely free of any of 
the dead.  

“Hell, let’s get this shit loaded.” 
Alex jumped out.  
Everyone became wildly excited at
their finds. “I bet there are dead 
inside,” Eric calmly stated before 
exiting.  

The others stopped and processed 
that information and walked into the 
door to find materials to tie 

everything down with as well as
anything else they could load up. 

“Alright guys, 
we are going to be 
some ninjas here.” Nate joked. “Willy
and Alex go in first, make sure and 
scan it out before taking any further 
steps than just inside, Andrew, stay
back with me and we will bring up the 
rear. Everyone ready?” He

questioned.  

“Who in the
 hell made you leader 
of this group?” Eric questioned before 
Nate could open the door. 

“Just trying to get in and out before 
we get a mass of the hungry mother 
fuckers over here like we did earlier.” 
Nate shot back and opened the door. 

Willy and Alex barreled inside with 
their weapons raised, Nate and 
Andrew slid in behind them. They all 
stood scanning the store. Nate was a 
bit taller than the rest and stood 
straight up to peer over the shelving 
that covered the floor.

Willy pointed to the back of the 
store and turned to make sure the 
others were paying attention to him
and followed the direction he was 
pointing. Eric had quietly slipped in
the store not liking that the group was 
working together without his 

instruction.  

The four men tiptoed down the 
aisle in front of them to make their 
way to the dead man making his way
to them. The man was fast, he had 
already made his way around the one 
aisle Willy had pointed to and now
stood behind them. Nate turned just as
he lunged and fell on top of him.
Mouth open, ready to bite. Nate’s arm
came up landing against the man’s
chest. He held him there for a moment 
when a machete rammed through the 
zombie’s head that chomped his teeth 
at Nate’s face. The head of the man 
rolled to the side and the body fell 
dead weight on top of Nate. Andrew
kicked the body off of Nate. 

“Well, alright then. Thanks bro.” 
Nate stuck his hand out to grab

Andrew’s offered hand to help him
up.  

The two stood and made their way
to the ruckus at the other side of the 
store. Willy and Alex were taking on 
four more of them. Andrew handed 
Nate one of the machetes with the tag 
still attached to the handle and sliced 
his into the top of the head of the one 
that had taken notice of them. Nate 
turned headed for one that was

moving to the back of Alex and 
swung his machete into its neck and 
watched his head roll down an aisle 
and get stuck under a shelf. By that
time, Alex and Willy had taken out 
the other two and all four stood bent
kneed and ready to take on more. 
They all looked in different directions 
and then back at each other.  

“I think we are good!” Alex stood 
up straight. 
Eric walked down the aisle and 
kicked the head of the man that Nate
had cut off that was stuck under the 
shelf.  

“Good job guys.” He stated. 
“Where the hell were you?” Willy
asked. 
“I was searching the rest of the 
store to make sure there weren’t any
more here.” He explained. 

All of the guys looked at each other 
and rolled their eyes turning to begin 
their search for needed materials. 
They all set out different things that
could be used back at camp into the 
middle of the aisles and moved their 
party out to the fenced off area of 
larger items.  

“It is getting too dark to be out he
re
in the open like this. We are going to
get back in the store and get a little
sleep. We will take all of this on in
the morning.” Eric demanded.

All of them laid out sleeping bags 
to lie on, small bits of conversations 
were had but eventually died off as
they all fell asleep.

The sun began to shine through the 
window and Alex and Willy stretched 
and got up ready to load. The two 
made their way back out to the fenced 
off area.  

Willy pulled out a roll of eight foot
chain link fencing while Alex pulled
out the poles for the fencing as well as 
some corrugated sheet metal. Andrew
made his way out, still rubbing his 
face to wake up and started grabbing 
stacked sheets of plywood and putting 
them out in the open to drag inside.

“Good morning sunshine!” Alex 
joked.  
Nate waved and grabbed some two 
by fours and planks of birchwood that
were in great supply. 

“We would be set if we had a way
to haul everything home.” Nate stated. 
Willy pointed to a flatbed truck
sitting in the back of the lot that 
belonged to the store.

The group ran to the truck and 
pulled open the door. The keys were 
hanging from the ignition along with
a man seat belted into the passenger 
seat.  

“Oh hell, really?” Nate belted out. 
“Easy fix, he’s trapped.” Willy
crawled up into the truck and stabbed 
the man in the head with the new 
knife he had found inside through the 
open window.

Blood splattered throughout the 
truck and all over Willy. He wiped his 
face to be able to see, he clicked the 
door open and unbuckled the seatbelt, 
he reached in and grabbed the man by
the head of his hair and pulled him
out to let him fall to the ground. He
hit with a thud, Willy moved and Nate 
crawled up into the bloodied seat.

“Let’s pull it up there and load up 
and get the hell out of here.” Nate told 
Willy.  

Willy turned the keys and stuck the 
gear shift into first. “I used to drive 
these big trucks. I delivered for 
Lowe’s.” Willy admitted. 

“Well,
 looks like you’re our guy to 
take this thing home.” Nate shouted 
over the rumbling engine. 

They jumped out of the truck once 
backed up to the covered area where 
they had pulled all of the material into 
the rows. Andrew and Alex, began 
stacking everything up onto the back
of the truck. 

“We are gonna need some tie 
downs, straps or something.” Willy
stated.

“Already grabbed some.” Alex 
hollered and threw them to Willy. “I
did quite a bit of construction back in
the day, I know how this works.” 

“Well, aren’t y’all some useful 
guys.” Nate joked. “I was just a 
computer guy, kinda useless now
huh?” He laughed.  

“What did you do Andrew? Willy
asked as he puzzled wood together to
make it fit. 

“I am a Veteran. I was in the 
military for a while, they sent me
home a couple of months into 

deployment after getting hurt. I tried 
to go back, but they didn’t want me. I 
did some odd jobs here and there, but 
nothing in particular.” He explained.

“I wonder what Eric did? Alex
questioned the men. 

“He was just an asshole.” Nate said 
with a straight face.  
The men laughed as they all held a 
tie strap and began putting them
together to be hooked to the sides of 
the truck. 

Everything strapped down to their 
new truck, they headed back into the 
store. Eric had gathered everything 
and already loading it into the back of 
the van. 

“Thanks for the help guy!” Alex 
stated with a laugh. “We found a 
bigger truck to load a lot of the wood 
on.”

“Well
 good, now that we have 
another truck that leaves some room
in the van. Let’s make another sweep 
of the store and see what we can 
find.” Eric directed. 

Everyone split up and went down 
different aisles gathering new 

weapons and anything that could be 
used.  

“Hey back here!” Nate hollered 
from the back. 
All of them ran to his voice and 
found him in a small storage closet at 
the back of the store. There was no 
roof on the little area and only tin and 
two by fours made the walls. Nate had 
pulled what he had found to the door 
and was trying to pull it through the 
door. Willy and Alex grabbed a side 
and began to help.

“What the hell is in this?” Willy
asked.  

“Gas; has to be like a hundred 
gallons in this thing.” He stated. 
The large red gas can was filled to
the brim with gas. 
“Pretty sure that is only a twenty
gallon gas can.” Andrew laughed at 
Nate’s exaggeration. 

“It feels like a hundred.” Nate 
groaned out while using his strength
to pull it across the floor.  

“That is a bad ass find right there.”
Willy said with more of a Hispanic
twang than he usually had.

Two pulled the can out to the van 
and the loaded it up into the back.
They gathered what they had found 
before getting the gas and hauled it 
out. Eric was already sitting in the 
driver’s seat of the van and had 
started it as they closed the door.  

“We need to start heading back.” 
Eric put the van in drive. 
Andrew and Alex jumped in the 
van. Nate and Willy jogged back to 
the truck and hopped in.  

“Let’s roll out, pedal to the metal!” 
Nate shouted.  

Willy smiled at his happiness he 
still had through all of this.  
Eric, however did not look a bit 
amused through his cracked open 
window as he watched Nate hang half 
out of the truck with his machete in
the air.  

Willy pulled to the front of the 
parking lot and waved Eric around to
lead them home. The sun was starting 
to go down as Eric drove on as 
carefully as he could as to not spill 
gas in the back of the van or lose any
materials. Willy stayed behind Eric at
his speed. 

Numerous zombies appeared over a 
hill that they came to the top of. 
“We can’t run through that, it will 
damage the van and spill out the gas.” 
Andrew stated.

“We are going to have to do our 
best to get around them.” Eric stated.
Eric slowed to a roll and made
contact with the first zombie which
fell off to the side of the van. 

Assuming a small bump was the leg, 
Eric rolled on slowly. Each one that
got in the way had a different 

grossness and eeriness about them. 
Each of them had bloody slobber 
smeared across their faces showing 
that they had eaten recently. Some of 
them staggered and stumbled as they
rolled past the van and back under the 
truck. Some walked like normal live 
beings, except for their nastiness and 
the smell that inundated through the 
van’s vents as they hit them was 
unbearable.  

“We can’t go much further, 

everything tied down is shifting and 
gonna come loose. I am stopping until 
they pass.” Willy stated as he watched 
his load in the back.

The truck rolled to a stop and Willy
and Nate watched some of them walk 
by and paying no attention that they
were even in the truck. Eric rolled the 
van as far as he could until there were 
too many to push through. 

A tall man came toward the flatbed 
truck, when he began to walk by the 
door of the truck, his head hit the side
mirror, and the bar imbedded in the 
side of his head and turned him so 
that he was looking straight at Nate. 
The scrawny man reached out for 
Nate. Even with the window already
rolled up, the smell from the man 
filled the cab. Nate gagged and 
pushed back his bit of blonde hair that
covered the top of his head, readying 
himself to throw up.  

“Don’t you do that shit in here!” 
Willy hollered. 
Nate covered his mouth and 
swallowed. “I can’t take that smell 
man, we gotta get rid of this asshole.” 

Nate took in a deep breath through 
his mouth and sat up straight. He
rolled down the window just enough 
to stick his hand out, he slid his 
machete through the crack and began 
swinging it wildly at the man. He hit 
him twice with the backswing of the 
blade; the tallest zombie ever seen
became angry and began to slam his 
hands onto the window in front of 
Nate. His neck was tearing from his 
shoulders as he stretched to try and
get to Nate. 

Willy laughed hysterically at Nate 
holding his nose and swinging the 
huge blade through a crack that would 
not even allow his full arm through.  

“Okay, you have to stop man!” 
Willy laughed. “Roll the damn

window down and stab the prick.” 

Nate glared at Willy taking 

pleasure in his situation. He reached 
down and rolled the window down 
more. The tall man’s skin ripped from
his neck just as Nate had gotten the 
window down and his lanky arms
made it inside the window and 
grabbed onto Nate, pulling himself 
halfway inside the truck. Nate jumped 
from his seat and landed on his feet, 
squatted in the seat he started 

swinging at the man’s head. Finally
making contact, he sliced into the 
middle of his forehead and the tall 
fucker dropped out of the window, 
Nate fell backwards and landed in 
Willy’s lap. Willy laughed harder as
he wrapped his arms around Nate’s 
shoulders.

“I got ya mi ámor.” Willy heckled. 
Nate pushed off of Nate and 
punched him in the chest. “Fuck 
you!”

More of them began to walk by
sticking their hands into the window 
but were too weak to pull themselves
into the truck. Nate had lost his 
weapon so was slapping at the men 
and women’s hands that were

reaching for him. Willy handed his 
knife to Nate while he tried to catch 
his breath from laughing. Willy
searched for the other knife he had 
thrown in the cab and finally found it. 
He pulled it out of the holster and 
began to roll his window down to do
the same as Nate. He began to slice 
into any of them that stopped to try
and feed off of them. 

“They are never ending. What the 
hell are we going to do?” Willy
hollered over the growls.  

The back of the van was all that
you could see, zombies were piled 
against it and banging on the sides. 
Andrew covered his ears from the 
echoes of them growling and banging. 

“We have to get out of here!” Eric 
hollered over the noise.  
He let off the brake and let the van 
roll forward, some of the zombies
rolled off to the side as they had 
before, some hung on to crevices of 
the doors, staying with the van still 
trying to get to what was inside, and 
some rolled up under the van. Alex
and Andrew held onto the ‘oh shit
handles and hoped that none of the 
assholes broke the windows with as 
hard as they were slamming into
them. Eric tried to take it easy as he 
made his way over the ones that could 
not get back up. The van rocked back
and forth.  

Willy rolled up his window and let 
the truck roll forward as Eric had the 
van. It was a bit easier with the weight 
of it able to embed them into the 
asphalt. The tie straps seemed to be 
holding okay even with the load 
shifting a bit, so Willy rolled on. He
moved slowly forward and eased his 
way over them all, watching each of 
them and where they went as they
fell. He stepped on the brake just 
enough to slowly make his way over 
the ones that fell underneath. 

Suddenly the door flung open and a 
large black man jumps into the truck
and knocks Willy off of his seat and 
into the floor between him and Nate.
The man closes the door breathing 
heavily and puts his hands on the 
steering wheel as the truck began to
veer off to the left towards another 
car, he easily steers the truck back to
the middle of the road as spit flings 
from his mouth as he breathed out. 

Nate and Willy peer at the man that
just seemed to overtake their truck 
and back at each other.

“Who the fuck do you think you 
are?” Nate asked. “What the fuck are
you doing?”

“I’m Bryan.” The man said as if 
they asked his name. 
“That is great, but why are you
hijacking our truck?” Willy

questioned. 

“I saw y’all driving, I saw the truck
moving, I saw an opening of the herd
of stupid asses and jumped in. Sorry
about the surprise, but I kinda had to
hustle my big black ass.” Bryan 
responded while still driving. 

“Well, that is great. Move your big 
black ass out of my seat!” Willy stood 
and bent his head over so he didn’t hit 
the roof of the truck.

Bryan hit the brakes softly still 
letting the truck roll and got up out of
the seat letting Willy sit. Bryan 
heaved himself to sit on the floor and 
squeezed himself between the seats. 
Nate laughed as he wiggled himself 
down and finally hit the floor. His 
short legs were out in front of him
straddling the gear shift. 

“Comfy buddy?” Nate laughed
looking down at Bryan’s bald head. 
“Better than being out there.” 
Bryan laughed knowing the joke was 
on him. “I’m Bryan Tann, I have been 
out here for a few days, I have run 
from hordes and stayed off hidden in
the woods. There seems to be less out 
there and more on the roads. I heard 
the truck coming and knew they
would be attacking you, but figured I 
would take the chance of catching 
someone. It’s a little snug down 
here.” Bryan began to wiggle around
a bit. 








CHAPTER FOUR 

HOURS HAD passed before the 

stumblers had dwindled down to only
a few. Eric sped the van up and 
dodged other cars and sped up once 
past the last staggering person. Alex 
and Andrew both breathed a sigh of 
relief that it was finally over. The sun 
had fallen down, not providing any
light at all anymore. 

Willy hit the gas to the truck and 
the last one stumbled sideways just
before Willy would have made 
contact with him.

“They all look half drunk. Maybe 
they just all became alcoholics and 
they just don’t know what the hell 
they are doing.” Nate joked. 

Willy smiled at his new found 
friend. He liked Nate’s personality. 
He had never laughed so hard since 
this all began. 

“L
ook more drunks over there; that 
one just tripped over another drunk.” 
Nate joked.

They finally pulled back up to the 
flimsy gate. Alex jumped out of the 
van and unlatched the gate and 
pushed. The pipes were stabilizing the 
gate. Alex climbed up onto the pipe 
fence and jumped the chicken wire
fencing they had put up. He removed 
the pipes and pulled the gate open. 
Eric pulled in and Willy pulled in
behind him. Alex closed the gate and 
waved Willy over to the barn to start 
unloading.  

“No, we will unload in t
he 

morning. We need to check on

everyone.” Eric hollered out of his 
window.  

Alex threw up his hands. “Don’t 
we need to get started now?” 
Rue exited the barn holding

Rowena in her arms. Eric and Andrew 
headed inside the barn, Eric dragged 
his finger across the babies face and 
went inside. Andrew followed.

“Just go check on Tyler, we can 
start tomorrow.” Rue told Alex. 
“What’s wrong with Tyler?” Alex 
asked.  
“Nothing, 
he is at the house with 
Ashley, Karlin, and Atora.” Rue 
pointed.  

“The house, why?” Alex walked
away to go see his son.  

“Tyler!” Alex shouted as he walked
in.  
Tyler bounded around the corner 
and jumped into his dad’s arms. 
“You’re home!” He squealed, 

knocking him off of his feet.

Ashley and Atora walked around 
the corner, Karlin followed close 
behind.  

“Why is everyone here?” Alex
asked.  
“Not everyone is here, it is just us. 
Rue refused to move over here until 
Eric got back, she acted like he would 
be mad if everyone made a change 
without him. But it is nicer, warmer 
and safer here.” Ashley told him. “I
am sorry that I took it upon myself to
bring Tyler, but he and Karlin have 
become friends.”

“It’s fine. This turned out nice, 
y’all did a great job. Why would he be 
mad?” Alex wrestled with his son 
while he listened.

“It wasn’t too b
ad, there are four 
bedrooms and two bathrooms. There 
isn’t running water and no electricity, 
but we burned some candles we found 
in one of the drawers and Atora went 
and got a few buckets of water from
the little spring down in the back and 
we warmed it up the best we could
over the candles in a pot and the kids 
each took a bath.” Ashley walked him
through the house.  

Alex nodded with surprise and was 
impressed and happy that they had 
brought Tyler along. He had not seen
his son without dirt smeared across 
his face in days.  

“Why did you move over here 
without my okay?” Eric walked into 
the house with the rest of the group 
following.

Ashley sent the kids down the 
hallway to one of the rooms before 
she replied. “The house was done for 
the most part and is safer and warmer 
and cleaner. Wasn’t aware we needed
your okay.” 

“Well, yes. I began this and I run 
it.” Eric let it be known. 
Atora cocked her head and turned
away from him and went down the 
hall before she said something she 
may regret. 

Eric walked through the house 
looking at the upgrades they had
made. He nodded with acceptance. “I 
guess it is okay. Rue get the kids and 
all of the belongings and get 

everything moved here. You will be 
taking the back room with your kids.
Andrew, Nate, Willy, Alex and I will
take turns staying out here in the 
living room to make sure that we hear 
anything that comes through the 
gate.” Eric instructed. “You girls can 
take one of the other room and

everyone set up to share the other 
rooms while we aren’t keeping 
watch.” 

Ashley turned and walked away
down the hallway to claim their room. 
Annoyed that Eric felt as though he 
was in charge of everyone. 

The rest moved all of the rest of 
the things from the barn into the 
house. Rue was thankful that they had
a better place to stay and felt much 
safer with the walls of the house 
surrounding them instead of an old
barn.  

Atora, Ashley and Karlin bunked
together in a room, while Alex and 
Tyler made themselves a small 
dwelling across the hall from the girls 
to be able to share with the other 
guys, and then set up the last room in 
the front of the hallway with the 
blankets from the barn for others.

The rest of the men busted through 
the door with armfuls of things that
could be used. 

Nate handed Ashley flashlights and 
batteries and more candles they had 
collected as she walked back in the 
front room. Andrew dropped bags of 
food and drinks on the kitchen floor 
and Willy dropped the rolled up
sleeping bags on the floor in the living
room. Bryan followed in behind the 
group carrying a little bit of 

everything, including some pots and
pans that clanked as they fell from his 
arms.  

“Who the hell are you?” Eric 
turned to the clatter. 
“This is big ass black Bryan.” Nate 
joked. “He just jumped aboard as to
not be eaten.” 

Bryan placed the rest on the floor 
quietly and stuck out his hand. “Bryan 
Tann, great to make your 

acquaintance.” He introduced himself. 

Eric stared at his hand and turned
back to the others. 
“Get this shit picked up and let’s 
get settled.” Eric instructed walking 
out of the new front door Atora had 
fixed and repainted. 

“Wow, what the hell is that guy’s
prob?” Bryan questioned. 
“He’s just a dick, don’t worry
about it.” Nate stated. “He thinks he is 
God!” 

The group began moving

everything to a new rightful place and 
settling in. They all settled in the front
room drinking their first sodas in
days. It felt good to talk to everyone 
and mingle like normal people.  

“What the hell is going on?” Eric 
hollered at them all.  
Rue stood up from the floor almost 
at attention, everyone else stayed 
sitting on the floor. 

“We are having a conversation like 
normal people Eric, what is the 
problem with that?” Willy piped up
and asked.  

“The problem with that is that this 
world is not normal. It is full of 
zombies…” Eric started. 

“Drunks.” Nate shot out from the 
floor.  
Eric glared at him. “People that 
want to kill us and eat us and turn us
into them. Your normalcy is now all 
work no play to keep each other alive. 
I will be assigning jobs and tomorrow
we will be re fencing the grounds and 
making it safer to be here.” Eric 
continued. “Willy and Alex, I will 
need y’all to start re fencing the 
ground with the chain link we brought
back. Nate, I need you to take the few
seeds we gathered from the hardware 
store and start planting them asap, we 
don’t have much time before winter 
hits and we need to start growing. 
Andrew, you will be Alex and Willy’s
gopher for rebuilding the fence. 
Ladies, I would like y’all to stay with 
the kids and get the house in order. I 
need a list of all the food we have and 
plan meals for all of us with what we
have for at least the next couple of 
weeks or so.” He delegated work. 

“What would you like me to help
with sir?” Bryan requested a job. 
“You can straighten up
 the barn 
and make it safer so we will be able to
store things in it and go back out for 
more materials.” Eric instructed. 
“Everyone go to sleep and get some
rest.” 

The group didn’t move and 

continued their conversations once he 
seemed to be done being the boss. 

“No, move!” Eric shouted at them.
“Nate, want to take on the first 

watch?” He asked. 

Nate nodded. The group rose from
the floor and made their way to their 
areas that they had set up. Nate locked
the door and walked around making
sure the boards were strongly attached 
to the windows. 

Nate blew out a few of the candles 
they had all lit and left one burning,
he grabbed a rifle leaned up against 
the front door. He wandered through 
the kitchen to the back door to make 
sure that everything was secure and 
back to the front room. Nate peered
out of the small holes that the ladies
had left for lookout.

He walked down the hall and 
listened at each closed door. Ashley
and Atora and Karlin were giggling. 
Alex and Tyler were talking about 
what they were going to do tomorrow
and how they would spend some time
together as soon as Alex had time. 

He heard Rue tucking all of the 
kids in and saying their prayers with
them. The door was cracked a bit and 
he turned his attention to inside the 
room. Rue had hung a sheet between 
where the children laid on the floor 
and where she had put her sleeping 
bag on the floor. She stepped behind
the sheet and pulled off her white tshirt and shorts, she stood there in all 
of her beautiful nudity and searched
through a bag. She stood and raised a 
shirt over her head and let it slip over 
her slim body. Nate shuttered in
absolute amazement of her beauty and
quickly turning away, feeling bad for 
seeing another woman nude instead of
his late wife.  

His wife had been taken by a 
zombie as she opened the door to their 
home to what she thought was 

someone knocking. She had let out a 
scream as the man bit into his small 
wife’s face and was half way down 
her neck before Nate could get to her.








CHAPTER FIVE 

ERIC RELIEVED Nate a few 

hours later and sat near a window that 
looked upon the gate. He watched the 
undead walk past the quiet land. The 
sun finally showed through the small 
holes that were left open. It lit up the 
whole front room, kitchen and small 
breakfast nook.

Eric stretched and knocked on each 
door. “Let’s move!” Eric told them.
The group gathered weapons that
they learned to never keep far away. 
The men followed Eric outside. He
instructed them as he had the night 
before and checked to make sure 
everyone was in their rightful places. 
He went back to the house to check to
make sure there was some kind of 
progress being made their.  

“Anyone have a list of what we
have yet?” He asked. 
Rue handed him a list of food and
goods that they had in the house. 
Ashley and Atora were fixing the 
broken walls that they had just 
patched up to make sure they were 
safe.  

“Okay ladies, 
once done, I am
going to need y’all to go help Nate get 
the garden going. Take the kids with
you and get them all doing something, 
minus Rowena of course.” Eric 
explained.  

Rue, Ashley and Atora all took a 
mental note and left out of the back
door that Atora and Ashley had just
fixed.  

“Does he think that he has to be in 
charge?” Atora asked.  
“I have seen the shit he can do, I 
am telling y’all it is easier to just 
follow rules. He isn’t stupid, he does 
know what he is doing; he just doesn’t
like to be disobeyed when he is trying 
to keep everyone safe.” Rue tried to
explain in her soft voice. “The 

consequences he goes through is pure 
punishment, he will take things that
are vital in your life. His perspective 
is that if you are not going to help 
keep everyone safe, then you don’t 
deserve to have the things you want or 
need, like your children, food, 

necessities, or even your life. He left 
Eve to die because she didn’t want to 
follow the rules. Please just do as he 
says and we will all make it fine.” She 
continued.  

Atora and Ashley gazed at each 
other, not sure if they liked this new 
little set up. 

“It is one thing to have a leader, it 
is another to have a ruler of the world 
even if it is not a very good one.” 
Ashley stated. 

Atora nodded in agreement. The 
three made their way to the garden.
“What ya got going Nate? What 
can we help with?” Rue asked. 
“Actually, all that needs to be done 
is the actual planting, here are some
seeds that need to go every few foot 
or so in the rows. Thanks ladies, love 
having the eye candy helping me
instead of all the ugly ass men.” He 
laughed.  

“So what is your story?” Willy
asked Alex. 
“Huh, not much to tell, I was 
married to a pretty awesome woman, 
we had a few kids after a couple of 
years of being married. I owned my
own construction company. A zombie
got to my wife and the rest of my
kids. I tried to save everyone, but all I 
was able to get to was Tyler.” He 
explained.  

“Construction was a good field to
be in.” Willy stated. “I delivered daily
to construction sites, they were 
always crazy busy.” 

“What’s your story?” Alex asked. 
“I
 had worked for Lowe’s since I 
was sixteen, I was with the same man 
since I was eighteen and they got him
right before I met up with the rest of
everyone and Eric led us here.” Willy
stated.

“You’re gay?” Andrew questioned. 
“Well, yeah. That is that whole 
being with a man thing.” Willy

laughed.  

“Wow, never would have guessed.” 
Andrew shot back. 
“We don’t really go around with 
signs around our neck or anything.” 
Willy joked.  

“I…I….wasn’t….saying anything 
bad about it.” Andrew stuttered. 
Alex laughed at the stuttering of 
Andrew. “You seem like a pretty
masculine Mexican guy, guess I just
would have never thought.” Andrew
replied without a stutter this time. 

Alex pulled tight on the last bit of 
fencing they had to put up before 
placing the plywood up. Willy sent 
Andrew for some water while he and 
Willy finished up.  

“That guy is a bit strange.” Willy
stated.
“He seems to be up Eric’s ass a lot, 
not sure what that is about, but it is 
getting annoying, and Eric is about to
get on my last nerve.” Alex confided. 

“Yeah, I wasn’t real happy with the 
orders he thought we needed to
follow. He is quite a bit bossy.” Willy
whispered.  

Eric entered the barn just as Bryan 
was sweeping up the floor. “Looking
good in here, this will be where we
store a lot of our materials and food if 
we run out in the house, so we need to 
make it fairly secure, you think you 
can fix this lock on the door?” 

“Sure, I can fix a little bit of 
anything.” Bryan responded. “I used
to be a security guard/maintenance 
guy at a hospital. I think they used me
to mainly fix stuff, because there 
wasn’t much security unless they
brought a drunk in or something.
Anyways…” 

Eric cut him off quickly. “I am not 
here to chit chat with you. I just came 
to instruct. Get to it” Eric spat before 
leaving the barn. 

Bryan froze and glared at the back 
of Eric’s head. “Well, Mr. bossy, 
guess I will just do as I am told. 
Asshole.” Bryan said to himself and 
continued the motion of his broom. 

Nate and the ladies had finished
planting and had brought water up to
finish up the garden. As they passed
buckets along to each other to flood 
each valley and row they heard racket 
and hollering. 

“Ándale Alex!” Willy shouted. 
Alex squeezed through the gate and
Willy slammed it shut just before a 
thud sounds on the board he was
attaching to the outside of the flimsy
metal.  

Alex fell to the ground coming in. 
“This gate is going to be the death of 
us.” Alex heaved out. 

The rest of the group came running 
all with weapons of some sort ready
to fight off a horde.  

“What the hell! Where are the 
drunks at?” Nate raised his shovel he 
had in his hand.  

Alex half laughed while trying to
catch his breath dusting himself off. 
“They are outside our new gate. I had 
to make a little noise to stabilize the 
gate and it attracted a few of them up 
here. But the gate is pretty much 
done. I need to run a couple of the 
pipes on the inside, but it seems to be 
holding well.” 

They could all hear the loud bangs 
intensify, but the gate stayed stable 
and did not move as it had before. 

“Good job buddy.” Andrew was the 
last of the group to run up from the 
back of the land. “Looks pretty damn
stable.  

Eric finally arrived. “What the hell 
are you doing?” He glared at Alex. 
“As I JUST stated, I had to make a 
little noise to stabilize this flimsy ass 
gate.” Alex reiterated.

“How fucking stupid was that?” 
Eric yelled. 
“How fucking stupid is it for you to
stand here yelling as they now stand 
outside a gate that we are not having 
to hold up to keep them out.?” Alex 
got in Eric’s face. 

“You better watch yourself boy!” 
Eric put his finger in Alex’s face and
turned to walk away. 

“Don’t put your finger in my face. I
get that you led us here, but we all did 
a fair amount of work to get us here, 
save each other and now fixing shit. I 
am a grown ass man, I deserve a little 
respect from you as I have given you. 
You might think you are the almighty
asshole around here, but I guarantee I 
can make decisions just as well to 
keep us safe. My son’s life as well as 
others are at stake. You being a dick
doesn’t make anything easier for 
anyone.” Alex clarified in front of
everyone.  

Eric turned and walked away from
the group, leaving them all with eyes 
wide.  

Alex stood in disbelief that Eric 
had the gall to speak to him that way.
They watched Alex’s face turn red. 
He stormed up behind Eric and 
grabbed his shoulder, he turned him
towards him. “Who in the hell do you 
think you are?” 

“I am running this shit, I invited 
you here.” Eric walked towards Alex
with his finger in his face again.  

Alex grabbed his finger and 
brought it down to his side and bent it
backwards, which brought Eric down
from his six foot tall height to his 
knees.  

“I don’t need you to survive, I 
promise!” Alex stood over him. 
Eric punched Alex in the nuts and 
stood. Alex fell to his knees and Eric 
took his place over him. Eric turned 
back to walk to the house as Alex fell 
over holding himself in agony. The 
group ran to help Alex up. 

“You should not have done that.” 
Rue stated.  
Everyone watched Rue walk away
towards the house following Eric. 
Once Alex was back on his feet, he
limped behind Rue and entered 
shortly after Eric and Rue.  

“Look, I am not sure how you want
to work this, but we are all a team and
need to work together to keep

everyone alive.” Alex decided 

calmness was better than anger.  

“You are right.” Eric stated back as 
he sat at the kitchen table. “Tomorrow 
we make another run for the rest of 
the materials at the hardware store.” 

Everyone else entered the house 
slowly expecting a fight to have 
already broke out.  


“Bryan and Nate will stay with the 
ladies. I am making the outing team
Willy, Alex, Tyler, Andrew, myself 
and Atora if you would like to go.” 
He half questioned and half requested.  

Atora nodded, surprised that he 
would even ask her to go. She thought
he seemed to think women belonged 
at home with children. “Can I ask, 
why me now?”

“I need to make a consistent team
of us to go out, this will be the team
from now on.” Eric told them.

“I think any of the chi
ldren should
stay here.” Alex expressed concern 
about taking his son.  

“The children are staying here. 
Tyler is not a child. He has to learn 
the ropes in case something happens.” 
Eric expressed.

Alex was not fully in agreement, 
but knew that his son needed to pull
his weight around the camp. 

“We all need to get rest for 

tomorrow.” Eric stood from the table 
and went to the shared room. 

Alex went to pull Tyler from the 
room Eric had gone to so that he 
could tell him the plan. Tyler was full 
of different emotions, but willing to
go so that he could be with his dad. 

Alex and Tyler took first watch that
night. They each took a station at the 
two windows in the living room and 
watched out.  

“Dad, is it scary?” Tyler asked. 
“A little, but you have to realize 
that these people have risen from the 
dead and they don’t know what they
are doing. We are doing them a favor 
by taking them out and that we don’t 
want to become them. I don’t know if 
this world will EVER get back to
normal, but whatever happens, we 
have to stay together and try to find 
out.” Alex explained to his son. “I am
glad you are here with me.” 

Alex began to tear up at the thought 
of all of the losses they have had. He
had never been the emotional kind of 
guy, but this whole situation got to
him. Alex had always worked hard for 
his family so they could have 

whatever they wanted; never would 
he have imagined that his life of hard
work and dedication would turn out 
this way. He had always been that guy
that would rather work and give the 
closest ones to him what they wanted. 
He wasn’t ever a big guy, but he was
stocky and taught all of his children
that hard work would get them where 
they needed to be.  

Bryan came to relieve Alex and 
Tyler at almost midnight. “If y’all are 
going out tomorrow, you two better 
get some shut eye.” 

“You are probably right. Tyler, lay
down over there and get some sleep.” 
Alex demanded of his son.  

Alex sat up with Bryan for a bit. 
Not that tired, a little nerve racked
about taking Tyler.” Alex whispered 
to Bryan. 

“I
 understand, it is good to see 
good dad’s in the world.” Bryan 
admitted.  

“Did you have any kids?” He asked
Bryan.  
“Nah, I had a girlfriend, but no 
kids. I did security at a hospital and 
went home every day, saw my

girlfriend a couple times a week and 
that was it.” He explained his life. 

Alex nodded. “Hey, a life is a life.” 
Alex grabbed a blanket and headed
over to lay next to his son.  








CHAPTER SIX 

ALEX AND Tyler woke to the 

smell of cinnamon. Both popped their 
heads up to look around and saw Rue 
and Ashley at the kitchen table 
passing out bowls. The two made
their way to the aroma filled kitchen 
and grabbed a bowl sitting on the 
counter.  

“That smells great.” Alex stated. 
Ashley smiled. “Thought you guys
could us something that sticks to your 
ribs.”

“This will do it. Gotta love some 
oatmeal with some sugar and 

cinnamon.” Alex thanked them with a 
nod.  

They gathered on the floor with the 
others that had caught the smell 
throughout the house and began to
shovel it in. Eric came out with his 
bowl in hand instructing everyone to
hurry up with a circular hand motion.

They all grabbed their weapons of 
choice and started making their way
out of the door.  

“Willy and Alex, go fill up the flat 
bed with gas as well as the van. Atora, 
Andrew and Tyler come with me to
gather some things for the trip and get 
it into the van.” Eric gave direction. 

The group split up and went their 
separate ways. Once inside the barn, 
Atora and Andrew began loading 
Tyler’s arms with bottles of water and 
some food. They led Tyler to the van 
giving some to Alex to store in the 
truck and put some in the van. Eric 
got in the back seat of the van and 
waved Tyler over to get in and sit 
next to him. Andrew and Atora both
crawled into the front seats.  

“Well, guess we will see if it is
true.” Tyler giggled. 

“What?” Andrew asked. 
“If women drivers are as bad as
Dad says they are.” Tyler laughed. 
“He used to joke with mom about her 
not being able to drive 

Eric and Andrew laughed at Atora 
rolling her eyes while she started the 
van.  

“Wow, Mr. Baily, I have never 
seen you laugh at anything.” Tyler 
stated trying to break the ice between 
everyone.  

“It isn’t very often I have had 
anything to laugh about.” Eric stated 
still smiling.  

“You have driven this thing, f
eel 
free buddy.” Alex climbed into the 
passenger side. 

Willy started the truck and popped 
it into drive waiting for the van to pull
to the gate. As the van pulled up, Nate 
and Bryan stood waiting to unlatch it 
until they were all ready to leave out. 
They pulled the gate open and closed 
it just as the trucks rear end pulled
out.  

“Glad the guys could fix this gate.” 
Nate stated. “Keeps those damn
drunkards out of here pretty good.” 

“Yeah, we need to make sure and 
check the fencing every day though to
make sure there are not any weak 
spots for them to get in at. We

probably need to bring some water up
sometime before dark and have it
ready in case we need it.” Bryan told 
him.

Nate shook his head in agreement 
and split off to check on the garden. 
Bryan made his way to the barn to 
straighten things back up from what 
had been taken before the crew left. 

Rue and Ashley both cleaned up
the mess that had been made from
warming up some water and oatmeal 
outside on the fire and bringing it in. 
They were glad it had turned out well 
as neither had ever cooked over a fire 
before. They wiped down the children
and allowed them to play in the room
that Karlin, Ashley and Atora were 
staying in. 

“I think I will go help the guys and 
make sure everything is okay.” 
Ashley stated. 

She made her way to the garden
right as Nate was heading back in. 
“The garden is all good. Bryan is at 
the barn if you want to help him out.” 

Ashley did as suggested and made 
it to the barn as Bryan was trying to 
straighten up. Nate back at the house, 
walked in to quietness. Feeling a bit 
strange knowing that people were 
there. He tiptoed down the hallway
and saw the kids in the one room, he 
walked back to the last room at the 
end of the hall and again, there stood 
Rue.  

She was wiping herself down with
a towel, her dark hair was long and 
hung down her bare back as she 
wiped her arms. The bend of her back 
had a small tattoo that he couldn’t 
make out what it was. Her hips were 
absolutely perfect ass her body

moved. He watched every muscle on 
her as she wiped herself down. Her 
small frame of the made him wish he
could just wrap his arms around it. He 
could not believe that he had gotten so 
lucky again to be able to see this kind 
of beauty. 

He stood at the doorway and

watched the curves of her body move. 
He could not help but stare. He

pushed the door open and walked up 
behind her and placed his hands on
her small hips. Rue jumped at the 
feeling of him and turned baring all of 
herself to him. The front was just as 
beautiful as the back. Here rounded 
breasts from breastfeeding stood out, 
and her stomach with only minute 
signs of having three children was 
perfect in his eyes. He reached out to 
pull her to him and held her body
against his for a moment. She stood 
for what seemed like forever and 
looked into Nate’s eyes and then
backed away.

“Nate, I’m sorry I can’t. I’m

married.” She stated. 
Nate dropped his hands. “No, I am 
sorry. I just saw you and something 
took me over. Your curves and 
sexiness you have. I need to go.” 

Rue stood in her own comfortable 
skin and watched him pull the door to. 
She finished her sponge bath feeling 
guilty that the thought was running
through her head of wanting Nate. 

***
Driving to the hardware store the 
crew seem to see more cars than there 
were before that had been abandoned 
and more hordes walking in the fields 
to each side of the road and some in
the middle. Atora would miss them if 
she could, but would hit them head on
if she could not.  

“And that is how you drive through 
a horde.” Eric spat out. “You ready to 
help? Do you know how to kill a 
zombie?” Eric asked Tyler. 

“No sir.” He stated. 
Eric handed Tyler a large serrated 
knife from his boot. “Keep this with 
you at all times. Never set it down and 
stay on guard all the time. Always
watch your back and keep an eye on 
your surroundings for any of them
that might be wandering, because they
will come after you. When one gets
too close, you have to stab the knife 
into their brain. Either from the top or 
side or up through the chin.”

Tyler nodded as he ran his finger 
over the side of the blade. Eric handed 
him a holster for the knife to attach to
his belt. Tyler quickly pulled his belt 
from his loops and put the holster on 
and slid the knife into it.  

“You seem like a smart kid, but 
you need to be taught how to live in
this world. I will teach you, but you 
need to stay close to me or you will 
get eaten.” Eric told the youngster. 

Tyler nodded and rubbed the 
holster on his hip as they pulled up to
the store. Atora pulled to the front 
doors of the store and Willy and Alex
pulled around back to the fenced off 
area where all of the big stuff was 
kept.  

Tyler turned his head left to right 
and back again to look for any danger 
before wanting to get out. Eric already
had the door open and was waiting for 
Tyler. Atora and Andrew headed to
the door and stood scanning the area 
while Tyler and Eric made their way
in. The two watchers followed behind 
them.  

“We are going to gather all of 
the 
things that we had missed on the first 
run and Tyler, when you get a good
armful of things, go ahead and get 
them to the van and stack them in the 
back.” Eric explained.

Atora cocked her head a bit at
Eric’s instructions to the child, but
went on to gather all of the goods to 
take back. Andrew headed to the back
to look through all of the full shelves 
they had left before. He made a pile 
next to the front of the aisles. Tyler 
began picking up all of the things that
everyone was laying out to take. He 
loaded up and headed for the door.  

He pushed the door open without 
looking outside and headed to the van. 
He popped the back door open and 
dropped everything into the van. He
began to stack everything up to make 
enough room for all the things they
need to take back. Atora watched 
from the door as Tyler did what he
was told. Eric was bagging up some
screws, nails and other tools from a 
few aisles away. Tyler closed one of 
the doors and reached for the other 
when a man stepped around and stood 
in front of him. He growled and made 
his way for Tyler. Tyler grabbed for 
his knife and pulled it from its holster 
and held it up at the man. 

“Back up! Tyler told the zombie as 
he chomped his jaws coming towards 
him.

The man didn’t stop, he growled 
even louder and grabbed onto Tyler’s 
shirt and started to pull him to him.

Atora hurried out to him and
pushed Tyler back. “Get inside!” 
Tyler backed in through the door 
and watched the man come to Atora, 
her dark skin on her knuckles turned a 
light color as she grasped her knife 
and slid it from the top of the man’s 
head and into his brain as Eric had 
told him he had to do. She grabbed 
the handle with both hands and 
twisted and pulled it back out as the 
man hit the ground. Another one came 
around the side of the van as she shut 
the door to keep their belongings safe, 
she thrust her knife upward through 
the second zombie’s chin, and tried to 
pull it out before he dropped to the 
ground, but the man was too heavy
for her and he took the knife down 
with him. Atora reached to retrieve 
the knife while watching a woman 
come at her from a few feet away. She 
stepped on the man’s back and tried to 
pull the knife, but it was embedded
between the man’s chin and the 
asphalt. She pushed him over with her 
foot and jerked the knife out of him
and came back up into the woman’s
head with a left hook without missing
a beat. She pulled it out of her temple 
and two small children came around 
behind her from the other side of the 
van. Tyler saw them and hurriedly
opened the door and with his knife 
held up in the air charged at the two 
children, he knocked one off of its 
feet and the other he thrust his knife 
into the top of his head. He fell to his 
knees as the child dropped to the 
ground and the other one had gotten 
up and slowly made her way over to
him. Tyler used both hands and sent
the knife flying upward into the little 
girls chin, picking her feet up off the 
ground. He wiggled the girl in the air 
for a moment and then set her down, 
he pulled it out when the little girl’s 
jaw dropped to the ground next to
him, she stumbled at him without an
attached jaw, her growls were much 
louder and her small hands grasped at 
his arm. He waved his knife towards
the little girl and sliced across her 
neck before getting to his feet and 
losing his grip on the already bloody
knife. He picked it up and backed
away from the little girl and let her 
come to him. He took a stabbing 
stance and readied himself as she 
approached. Once she was within
arm’s reach, he swung his arm as he 
had watched Atora do and buried the 
knife in the temple of the child that
was much younger the he. He pulled
out his knife; brain matter strung from
the little girl and swung from Tyler’s
knife. He watched her hit the ground 
and held the knife out in front of him 
with two fingers, not sure what do
with it, he held it by the very end of 
the handle. He looked at the little girl 
lying next to the little boy and began 
to tear up at the thought of his smaller 
siblings. Atora had finished mutilating
the zombies she was taking on and 
turned to watch Tyler looking for 
more of them. 

“Get inside!” Atora told him. 
Tyler walked backwards while 
barely holding his bloody knife. He
pushed the door open with his butt
and backed in. He let the door fall 
closed in front of him still watching 
outside.  

“A little scared boy?” Eric asked. 
Tyler jumped at his voice and 
looked at him and back outside.
What the hell is going on?!” Alex 
ran in from the yard on the side of the 
building with Willy following close 
behind. Andrew met up with them as 
Atora was coming back into the store. 

“Eric sent Tyler out to load the van 
on his own and some of the undead
came up. He did a good job, I just 
helped out a little.” Atora explained. 

“You sent my damn kid outside by
himself?” Alex hollered at Eric. 
“He has to learn some time.” Eric 
stated calmly.

“I’m fine dad, was just surprised by
them that’s all.” Tyler assured. 
Alex patted his son on the back. 
“You sure bud?” He asked him. 
Tyler nodded as his dad took his 
knife and cleaned it off for him across 
his jeans and handed it back to him.
“You don’t go out alone.” 

“Yes sir.” Tyler replied looking at
Eric.  

“He is fine Alex, no need to 

worry.” Eric told him.
Alex glared at the man who had 
sent his child to be eaten. Alex and 
Willy walked back out to the yard to 
keep loading the bigger materials 
needed while Atora, Andrew, Eric and 
Tyler continued their collecting of
items.  

“Everyone go ahead and let’s get 
loaded up and move on to the next 
place we can find, maybe a food store 
if we can find one.” Eric shouted over 
the shelves. 

The rest of the group made it to the 
front of the stores with loads of things 
to take back that were all of necessity;
including a small gas powered 
generator with some other things that
they would be able to use for cooking 
and sleeping situations.  

They loaded everything in the van 
and closed the doors noticing a horde 
headed to the covered yard where 
Willy and Alex were, from across the 
street. Eric had seen a few as they had
come out of the store, but not the 
intense mass that was approaching.

Some split off and headed their 
way once they noticed another meal 
that could be had and others stayed on
their course heading to the side of the 
store. Atora opened her door and 
closed it quickly. She ran up to the 
first one she came to and slit its throat
and stabbed it in the head, Andrew
showed up next to her and began 
stabbing at the few that had come
their way.

“Go ahead and help.” Eric told 
Tyler reaching over and opening his 
door for him.

Tyler barely had a chance to step 
out and close the door before a 
woman just his height stumbled up
toward him with her arms extended. 
Tyler watched her drawn in face open 
her mouth and growl while walking at 
him. He was not happy to have to kill
this woman, she was small in stature 
like his mother was and wore a small 
dirtied dress as his mother used to, but 
knew that he had to. He raised his 
knife and stabbed her once she was 
within his reach. He slammed the 
knife into the top of her head and his 
hand caved her head in with the knife. 
Tyler’s hand was holding the small 
woman up by the inside of her skull. 
He pulled his hand out covered in
yellow colored brain matter mixed 
with blood and the woman dropped to 
the ground. Tyler gagged and bent 
over feeling his vomit rise in the back
of his throat. He spit out the saliva 
that had built up and tried to keep 
himself from throwing up in front of
everyone. Tyler stood up with sweat 
beading on his forehead, his face pale 
from the sick feeling he was having. 

“Suck it up boy!” Eric opened the 
side van door and closed it.  
Atora and Andrew were making 
their way through the few wanderers 
that had made it to them to try and
help Alex and Willy with the mass 
that went towards them. Atora could
see them making it through the fenced
off area, by going through the gate 
that had been left slightly ajar even 
with the chain wrapped around it. 

Tyler decided to take Eric’
s advice. 
He breathed in deep and ran to a 
zombie that was trying to sneak up
from the back of Andrew. He grabbed
the man from behind around the neck
and dug his knife into the man’s
temple and fell with him to the 
ground. Tyler rolled the man off of 
him and caught his feet quickly ready
to kill to see another one coming at
him. The tall scrawny man grabbed 
Tyler by the arm and bit him on the 
wrist, he pulled Tyler’s arm away and
then back again to take another bite 
when Andrew struck the man with his 
knife in the sunken in eye socket. The 
man lost his grip of Tyler, Andrew
pushed him away to the ground and 
began plunging his knife in and out of 
the tall skinny man’s forehead. 

Tyler screamed in pain while the 
muscles and veins dangled over his 
hand. He lifted his hand up and his 
tendons smacked him in the face as
Eric walked with a calm stride over to
him. He grabbed him by the wrist and 
pulled it to him looking at the bite. 

“You are doomed boy.” Eric told
him.
Eric lifted his machete up and took 
two more men out along with a 
woman with one swing forward and 
another swing back. Atora and 

Andrew ran to the side of the 

building. The undead had already
surrounded the truck bed along with
Alex and Willy standing on top of it. 
Andrew knew he had brought a rifle 
for a reason. He shouldered the rifle, 
looked through the scope and froze.  

The military came back to him. He
saw a family strapped with bombs. 
The sand blew in front of his focused
lense; almost distracting him from his 
target of the three people he had seen. 
He looked at the man, woman and 
child. The child had the larger of the 
bombs strapped to him and he shot the 
child in the head through the dusty
air. The man had by then brought up 
his rifle and focused in on Andrew. 
Andrew had wiped the hot sand from
his eyes and refocused on the dark
colored Iraqi woman. The memory of 
them were as clear as the day that it
happened. Andrew shook his head 
knowing that this was just a memory
flooding back from that day and tried 
to look at the horde that was in front 
of him.

Again, the memory flooded his 
brain, the cloth covered face of the 
woman came back into view. He had 
not wanted to shoot the woman or the 
man, but they were gunning for him
as he should have already taken them
out. Andrew shook his head again, 
remembering he was not in Iraq. He 
took aim and shot the first one he saw 
in the head. He took aim on another, 
shot and then another and shot again.
He took seven out with his shots, 
never missing once.  

Alex and Willy were taking them
out with knives one by one and had 
just taken out the last one near the 
truck. Alex jumped down while Willy
sat on the side of the truck catching 
his breath. 

“You okay?” Atora asked Willy.
Willy nodded and bent over to put 
his head down between his knees.
Never had he thought one day he 
would be fighting people that wanted
him for lunch. He had killed so many
of them. This is what he was against. 
All he had wanted and believed in 
was null and void now. World peace 
would never be. Willy was for the 
peace of men, women, colors, 
religions, and truly believed that one
day it would happen. Now he was 
killing the very men and women that
could have made that happen.  

“How in the hell did the world 
come to this bullshit?” Willy

muttered.  

Atora patted his back. “We have to 
keep going Will.” 
Willy sat up and looked at her. “I 
don’t like killing people, but hell, 
what else are we supposed to do?”

Atora nodded as she listened to
Willy.  
“Andrew, you alright?” Alex 
hollered as he ran by him to check on 
his son.  

Andrew shook his head yes, before 
realizing what Alex would find when 
he got to his son as he had heard him
scream. He was hoping that Eric had 
been good enough to save the boy, but 
knew that Eric felt betrayed by Alex, 
and was going to put no extra effort in
saving anything of his; including his 
son. 

“WAIT!” Andrew shouted. “ALEX 
WAIT!” 
Alex kept running. 
“TYLER!” He 
yelled. I have to get to Tyler!” Alex 
muttered under his breath. 

Alex rounded the corner to Eric
standing over his son and Tyler sitting 
on the ground with his head leaned up
against the side of the van.

“Son!” Alex bent down grabbing 
him under his arms and picked him up 
to stand. 

Tyler fell limp in his dad’s arms. 
Alex laid him back down to the 
ground and began looking him over. 
His one hand covered his wrist and 
blood dripped from his elbow on the 
hand that had been bit running behind
him making a small stream on the 
ground.  

“What the hell?” He moved his 
son’s hand to reveal the dangling 
parts of his arm.

Alex peered at Eric and back at his 
son as tears began to fall. “You got 
bit?” He questioned.

Tyler slightly nodded his head and 
dropped his chin to his chest.  

“You let my fucking kid get bit you 
bastard!” Alex started towards Eric. 
Eric pulled his machete up and held 
it between him and Alex. “No, I took 
the ones out that were trying to get to
him.” Eric lied. 

The rest of the group came upon 
the scene as Tyler was trying to lift
his head to talk to his dad. 

“It…was…my fault.” Tyler 

whispered.  

Tyler had lost so much blood, he 
was starting to become lethargic and 
going in and out of consciousness. 
Alex bent down and took his son in 
his arms and fell to sit on the ground 
to pull him into his chest.  

“Tyler, I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.” 
Alex cried. 
Eric walked toward the father and 
his dying son and patted Alex on the 
back. Alex violently shrugged his pat
away and pushed his hand away from
touching him.

Alex rocked back and forth with his 
son in his arms. He put his hand on
his son’s chest and could feel a faint 
beat. “Oh God please no!” He begged. 

Alex pushed on Tyler’s chest trying 
to keep a feel for the rhythm. He was 
able to barely feel it and then nothing. 
Alex had just felt the last heartbeat of 
the only child he had left. 








CHAPTER SEVEN 

ALEX PICKED up his son and 

moved him to the cement slab in front 
of the store. He sobbed breathtaking 
sobs as he laid his son’s body down. 
He slid his hand up and gently put his 
head down. 

“I will see you soon son.” Alex 
whispered and turned away. 
He rubbed his eyes and wiped his 
face; though tears still streamed, he 
rounded the corner of the store back
towards the truck. He pulled open the 
door and pulled himself to the 
passenger seat. The group watched 
him as he sat staring straight forward 
in a trance. 

“Okay, we are heading down to 
find another store that has some food. 
We have to get food for those of us
remaining.” Eric belted out. 

“Do you really have no feelings?”
Atora wiped the tears from her face, 
as did Willy and Andrew. 

“We have to go on
, we have to
survive. Let’s move.” Eric jumped 
into the driver’s seat of the van. 

Willy wrapped his arm around
Atora and squeezed. “We have to get 
more for us to survive, he is right. 
But, so are you, apparently he has no
feelings for anyone but himself.”

Andrew walked away from the two 
shaking his head at the situation and 
put his gun in the back and climbed 
into the passenger side of the van. 

Before Atora even slid the door 
closed, Eric was pulling off. Willy fell 
in behind the van and kept the 

massive truck in second to slowly
make his way around the abandoned 
cars and wandering men and women 
in the middle of the road. Almost two 
hours into their trip, Eric pulled the 
van over to the side of the road and 
jumped out quickly grabbing a gas 
can from the back and filled up the 
van then held the can up to Willy.

Willy nodded, Eric set the can on
the ground and jogged back to the 
driver’s side of the van and hopped in 
and began to pull away. Willy peered 
over at Alex in disbelief that he would 
just leave it there and pull off. Willy
opened his door and flung his leg out 
to find the running board on the side 
of the truck. 

“I got it.” Alex mumbled. 
“Are you sure? I can get it, just 
can’t believe he is such a prick.” 
Willy admitted.  

“I can.” Alex stated before closing 
the door.  
Alex made his way to the can and 
back to the tank and poured the rest
in. Alex scanned the cars behind them
as he waited for the last drop and saw 
a red can sitting next to a car. He 
walked back to it and it was a five 
gallon gas can. He opened the top and 
brought it to his nose and inhaled. He
held it up for Willy to view in the side 
view mirror. Willy put a thumbs up
out of his window while Alex walked 
back to the truck after strapping the
can to one of the small steps on the 
flat bed part of the truck.  

“Can always use gas.” Alex stated 
climbing back aboard.
Willy popped the truck in first and 
headed on down the road. After a few 
minutes, the van came into view over 
a couple of hills in the road. 

“Thanks for waiting son of a 
bitch.” Willy said out loud.  
The two men watched the van turn 
into a parking lot and finally caught 
up to them at a small grocery store. 
Eric was already inside the store with 
Atora and Andrew standing at the 
front waiting for Willy and Alex
before going in. Alex sat in the truck 
and just shook his head to Willy, 
letting him know that he was going to 
sit this one out. Alex put his hand up
to Willy, to tell him he needed a bit to 
gather himself as the tears started to
flow again. Alex put his head into his 
hands and he ran them over his face. 
Willy nodded and closed the door. 

Atora and Andrew didn’t need to 
ask about Alex, they understood him
not wanting to get out. 

They all stood outside the door for 
a moment and scanned the area for 
any of the dead approaching before 
entering the store. They opened the 
door and let the glass door fall closed
to see Eric standing in front of them. 

“Y’all want to get your asses in 
gear, or are we going to take all 
night?” He stated to them. “Where in 
the hell is Alex?” 

Atora and Andrew sidestepped 
across the front of the store half 
expecting someone to jump out at 
them ready to take them out.  

“He needed a quick break.” Willy
told him.
“No, we are a team, we all work.” 
Eric headed for the door and began to
wave for Alex to come inside. 

Willy grabbed Eric by the arm and 
spun him around. “Leave the man be. 
He just lost the only family he had 
left.” 

Eric glared at Willy and down at
his hand that was still on his arm.
“Unhand me now!” 

Willy removed his hand as to not 
create any unnecessary arguments, but 
there was no need for Alex to be 
involved right now. Willy knew that if 
something happened, Alex’s head 
would not be in it and he would end 
up dead himself. 

Willy placed himself between the 
door and Eric and stared at him until 
finally Eric turned and walked away. 
He began throwing canned vegetables
onto the floor while he glared at 
Willy. Willy turned his back to Eric 
and began gathering things in a calm
manner and moving them to the front 
counter. Andrew and Atora were 
doing the same. 

“Hey guys, I am going to pee. Just 
a heads up.” Atora belted from across 
the store.  

“Uhhh…thanks.” Andrew laughed. 
Atora walked to the very back of 
the store under the huge restroom sign 
and made her way to the first door. 
She pushed the door open slightly
when a bang sounded on the door next 
to it. She jumped back and stared at
the door and in seconds Andrew and 
Willy were by her side. Atora pointed 
to the other door.  

“That almost made me go in my
pants.” Atora whispered. 

“We got it, go on.” Willy pushed
her into the bathroom.  
The two men stood on each side of 
the door ready to take out whatever 
they found when they plowed in. 
Willy mouthed to Andrew. 

“Ready, set, go!” 
Andrew pushed open the door and 
plowed in first, Willy followed close 
on his heels and fell to his knees 
tripping over Andrew’s military
boots. A small woman exited from the 
stall that Andrew had already passed 
and fell on top of Willy. Mouth open, 
hands frisking his body for a tasty
treat trying to grasp onto him as Willy
wiggled out from under her small 
frame.  

The smell of the woman was as 
though she had lived in a filthy toilet 
for some time now and she tried to
bury her face into Willy’s neck. Her 
hair layered over his face as Willy
stabbed at the nasty smelling woman. 
Suddenly, the woman’s weight lifted 
off of him and she dangled from
Andrew’s hand. Her dirty, once pink 
shoe fell from her mangled toes as her 
body spun to face Andrew and she 
grabbed a hold of his thick grown in 
beard that he had acquired over the 
last few days and pulled it to her. 

“Bitch!” He squealed with 
pain 
plunging his knife into the side of her 
head behind her ear. He dropped her 
to the ground and offered Willy his 
hand to help him up. 

“Thanks bro.” Willy stood. 
Both of them laughed as Andrew 
rubbed at his scruffy face. “I don’t 
think I have heard you cuss man. That 
was funny.” Willy joked. 

“That shit hurt.” Andrew felt for a 
hairless hole in his face. 

“I thought all military guys

cussed?” Willy questioned. 
“Normally, we do. But, I tried
getting out of that once I got back
from Iraq. I didn’t spend as much 
time over there as my other brothers. I 
got shot pretty early in the game and 
sent home with massive injuries and 
PTSD.” Andrew explained. 

Willy nodded at the story. “I have 
some buddies that were in the military
that had a hard time when they got 
back, and told me stories. It sounds 
rough. I am not sure I could do all 
that. Your service is appreciated bud.”

Andrew nodded with thanks and 
they waited on Atora to come out of 
the bathroom. “We got her, she 
wanted a Willy.” Andrew giggled
before walking off.  

The three continued gathering all of
the food they could and found boxes 
from the back to load. Eric was still 
angrily throwing things onto the floor 
as they started loading the boxes. All 
three stared at Eric as he threw his fit 
while they placed everything neatly.
They looked back at each other and 
laughed. Eric walked off in a huff as 
they began loading a separate box 
with the cans that he apparently was 
trying to destroy and show how tough
he was..

Andrew and Atora stood outside 
the doors holding them both open
while Willy carried out the boxes and 
piled them into the van. Alex jumped 
down from the truck and made his 
way to the back of the van. He stood 
in front of the open doors and waited 
for Willy to return with a box to hand 
to him to help. Willy smiled and 
passed a heavy load to him. All of the 
boxes loaded and the van sealed up
tight. Andrew and Atora loaded up
waiting for Eric. Willy and Alex took 
it upon themselves to pull out of the 
parking lot and make their way out 
onto the road. 

It was getting late into the evening,
they were not going to be able to see 
much longer. Alex pointed to a few of 
the dead that were stumbling through 
the woods on the side of the road 
making their way up to the road.  

“They are going to be up here in no 
time, we are going to have to hit 
them. Let’s get home as soon as we 
can.” Alex stated.  

“I don’t see the van yet, we can’t fit 
much more on or in either truck. I 
figured he would be right behind us.” 
Willy slowed a bit watching his rear 
view.  

***
Bryan hollered to Nate for his help 
from the barn. Nate came to the barn
to see a mass amount of shelving 
throughout the whole barn. The 
stables were turned into pantries and 
the poorly boarded window had been 
sheet rocked over with a small door
put into it as a peephole to see 
through. The loft now had a wall 
around it and instead of a rickety old 
ladder, there were steps that led to it. 

“My God man, how in the hell did
you get this all done?” Nate asked. 
“Just thought we needed the 
storage space for when they get back 
and all of the stuff from the garden. 
The loft up there, can actually be used 
as a couple of rooms if we need them, 
or storage. I need your help holding 
this door though so I can screw it to
the wall.” He instructed.

Nate held the large piece of wood 
and waited for Bryan to finish 

screwing it to the wall and let it go
watching it swing shut. 

“Good damn job man!” Nate taking 
it all in. 

“How is the garden coming?” 
Bryan questioned. 
“Good, already checked the fence 
today, need to go back around here in
a bit and check it out.” He told him. 

Bryan nodded while putting the 
finishing touches on the hinges of the 
new door to the stall to make a closet. 

“Rue, do you need some help?” 
Ashley hollered. 
“No, I’m good. Just cleaning up 
and getting everything ready to take 
to the fire outside.” Rue shot back. 

She knew that the team would be 
home some time tonight and wanted 
to make sure dinner was done and 
everyone had eaten before they got 
there. Nate suddenly crossed her mind 
and feeling another man’s hands on 
her body. She got shivers again. She 
should not be thinking about him like
that. She tried hard to sway her 
thinking back to the food and kids. 

“Barker, Karlin and Linda, will you 
three come watch Rowena? Ashley, 
do you mind?” Rue asked after giving
the instruction.

“Nope, Karlin, go help.” 
Rue carried the mess of a mixture 
she had created as a sort of casserole 
out to the fire in one of the dishes that 
they had brought back on their first 
outing. She laid tin foil across the 
home made grate and put down the 
dish. She had found a perfect spot
where the fire wasn’t too hot and put 
a cover from an old barbeque pit over 
the dish to hold in heat to let it bake. 
She stood for a moment with her arms
crossed to make sure that it was not 
going to get too much of the fire.

A growl echoed through the air. 
Rue jumped and looked in all

directions. Another growl came 
louder this time from behind her. She 
turned quickly and peeked around the 
side of the house to see a man 

standing with his head through the 
main fence towards the front of the 
house. His head was all she could see. 
His hair was caught on a piece of wire
and the skin from his forehead had 
been torn and hung on the wire. 

Rue ran in the house and looked
for a weapon. The most she could find
was a hatchet she had just used to 
chop some vegetables to put in her 
concoction. She grabbed the hatchet 
and sprinted out of the front door and 
through the newly fixed gate. The 
man’s growl echoed louder the closer 
she got and she was sure at any
moment he was going to tear through 
the fence with all of the racket he was 
making by banging on it. She raised
the hatchet up over her head, holding
it with both hands, she came down on
his exposed skull and pulled it out. 
His body went limp. His bloody head 
hung through the fence line. Rue 
stood without breath at the effort and 
adrenaline she had put forth to kill the 
monster that was trying to get in to
her and her children and the others. 
Bryan and Nate walked up about the 
time that Rue was backing away and
they saw the blood dripping from the 
blob that hung through.

They ran to Rue and Nate backed 
her away while Bryan pushed the 
head back through the fence with the 
shovel that he had grabbed on the way
up to stoke the fire. 

“Are you okay?” Nate asked 
holding Rue in his arms. 
Rue nodded and turned out of 
Nate’s grasp to go back through the 
front gate. She stopped and turned
back.  

“Thank you.” She said. 
Nate nodded and went to help
Bryan. A few others were now 
approaching the hole being attracted 
to the noise Bryan was making fixing 
the fence. Somehow the zombie had 
made his way through the seam
between the two pieces of sheet metal. 
Coincidently, the chain link seam was 
in the same place. 

“We have to fix that now. There are 
others coming up. If you will keep
them back, I will go get something to 
fix it up.” Bryan offered. 

“I will just hang with the drunks. 
It’s all good, I got this.” Nate held the 
shovel up ready to stab them as they
came closer. 

The screen door slammed and Rue 
walked out with a machete.  
“I couldn’t find this earlier even 
though it was right next to the door. 
Thought you could use it or I could 
help.” 

“No, you go back inside, I will take
care of it. Thank you. I don’t want
you out here, it isn’t safe.” Nate told 
her.  

Rue handed him the machete and 
made her way back inside. Nate 
watched her all the way and turned
back to a woman and child standing 
with their faces pressed against the 
fence. Nate lunged the knife through 
and stabbed the woman and then the 
child, another was behind them and he 
stabbed the man in the middle of the 
forehead.  

“Talk about a splitting hangover.” 
Nate laughed at his own joke.  
Bryan returned with some extra 
boards, nails, some more fencing, a 
hammer, screw driver and tin. He 
began mending the open hole. He
looked at Nate before he began the 
hammering. The banging led to louder 
banging on the outside of the fence, 
and then he began screwing the tin in
place and stretched the chain link
across.  

“I think we are good. Let’s walk 
the rest and see if there is any open
spots like that.” Bryan suggested. 

Nate nodded and grabbed a few of 
the materials and walked with Bryan. 
They searched for any parts that
might let them in. There was random
banging on the fence throughout their 
walk, but not a place they saw to 
where they would be able to get in. 

“Do you know what Rue’s story 
is?” Nate asked Bryan. 

“No, hadn’t heard. Why?” He 
wondered.  
“Well, she said she was married. 
No wedding ring, no sign of a 

wedding ring.” Nate expressed. 

“She seems pretty loyal to Eric, 
kind of like old Andrew does.” Bryan 
admitted.  

“Yeah, but he saved her and her 
kids.”

“Are you sure that was it?” Bryan 
made Nate think. 
Nate shrugged his shoulders. The 
sun was finally setting over the trees 
and Nate and Bryan were rounding 
the last corner as the gate opened and 
the truck rolled in. They both ran to 
them and helped Alex push the gate 
closed.  

Bryan looked around. “No van?” 
He asked.
“Nope, we left them back at the 
store and figured that they would not 
be far behind. We knew we didn’t
have much light left and wanted to 
make it home. If we need to go back
out we will, but this truck uses a lot of 
gas, we will need to take one of the 
other vehicles.” Alex explained. 

Willy backed up to the barn and 
unstrapped the load. He started taking
it off the flat bed and setting it down 
onto the ground. Ashley ran out to
help as Alex, Bryan and Nate started 
hauling it inside.  

“Over here. Bryan told them. “I
made two of the stalls just for the big 
materials.”

“This place looks great man!” Alex 
called back to him. “Thanks, thought
it would be nice to have a little 
organization.” He began to stack the 
bigger planks of wood against the 
back wall.  

On their last trip out and the sky
fully black now, the gate opened to
head lights entering. Andrew pushed 
the gate closed and Eric appeared at 
the barn.  

“We don’t leave 
each other 

behind!” Eric made his way up into 
Willy’s face. 

“You just left us earlier, I figured 
y’all would be right behind us. Did 
you have problems?” Willy shot back 
at him.

“No, but what if we had?” Eric 
asked as he turned away from him.
“Get the rest unloaded and put up.” 

The group worked together to put
things where Bryan had made the 
shelves for everything. Eric made his 
way to the house.  

Rue ran to hug Eric. Rue ran and 
grabbed a plate from the ones that her 
and Ashley had already made for the 
group. 

“I was hoping you would have 
dinner ready when we got back.” Eric 
took the plate from Rue and sat at the 
table. Ashley walked in as he sat 
down to eat.  

“Your welcome!” Ashley

suggested he say thank you. 
Eric gave a thumbs up and stuffed 
his mouth with another bite of the 
cornbread and spam mixture.  

Ashley rolled her eyes at the man 
and at the disappointment she had in 
Rue at serving him like a slave.  

Everyone else piled in and thanked 
Ashley for a plate as she handed them
out. Karlin and the rest were set at the 
small table set up in the living room. 

“Where is Tyler?” Karlin asked. 
“No longer with us.” Eric said 
before taking another bite.  

Alex dropped his fork on his plate 
and stared at the man. 
Eric had no sympathy to the fact 
that he had just told another child that 
Tyler had died or respect that it was 
his son.  

“I’m getting really tired of your 
bitter fucking attitude!” Alex stood 
across the table from Eric. 

Eric looked up at him and chewed
the rest of his food in his mouth. 
“Okay.”

Everyo
ne’s jaw dropped as they
heard his response. Ashley ran after 
Karlin as she ran to the bedroom. Rue 
looked at Eric, but continued to eat.  

“He didn’t mean to say it so rudely, 
I am sure.” Rue stated softly. “That 
was a little harsh Eric.” 

“A little?” Nate questioned. 

Alex took his plate to the bedroom
and slammed the door.  
Dinner was finished in silence.
Everyone ready for some rest, Bryan 
offered to take on watch. Eric made 
his way to the other room that Alex 
had not gone into and made himself 
comfortable with Nate, Willy, and 
Andrew.

Everything still, Bryan walked the 
house, looking out of each small 
opening for anything. Bryan stopped
midstride when a door opened from
the hall and he watched Ashley make 
her way to the very last room. She 
knocked lightly before entering. 

“I need to talk to you.” She stated
to Rue. “How can you be so nice to
him?” She asked. 

“I have told you all before. I know 
what he is capable of. He is the 
leader. He saved a lot of us including 
others that you don’t know about and 
we owe him.” Rue explained. 

“You don’t have to be like that
with him. We can all take care of 
things here. Don’t let him run you like 
that.” Ashley told her.

“It is okay. I would rather listen 
and do as he says, than cause any
issues. At least we are all safe.” Rue 
stated.

“But Rue, you are a strong woman. 
Men should not treat people like 
dogs.” Ashley tried to change her 
perspective.  

“You are right, I am a strong 
woman. You don’t know half of what 
I have been through and you don’t 
know half of what I have dealt with. I 
CAN tell you that if you don’t back 
the fuck off and start doing as you are 
told, you will regret it!” Rue opened 
the door.  

Ashley made her way into the hall 
and turned to apologize if she 

offended Rue. Before she could, Rue 
shut the door in her face. 

Ashley stood there for a moment 
and glared at the door, hoping that 
Rue would realize what she had done 
and open it back up to her; but she did 
not. She could not believe that Rue 
left the conversation as it was 

between them.

Atora had already laid down and 
was telling Karlin all of the things
they had gotten on their trip. Ashley
laid next to her daughter and listened
as Atora listed off where they had
gone and continued with her list of 
things. Karlin finally fell asleep. 

“What happened?” Ashley asked. 
“Eric happened, I am sure. He let
him go out of the store alone and I 
saved him. Then we were attacked by
a horde of them while we were 
loading up and I guess I thought with 
Eric there, Tyler would be okay, so I 
ran around to help out Willy and 
Alex. After we massacred all of them
we all made our way back around to
where Eric and Tyler were and he had 
been bitten.” Atora explained. “It was 
hard to watch Alex lose his son.”

“Poor Alex that was all he had 
left.” Ashley teared up.  
“Eric acted like it was no big deal. 
Has he just lost so many people that
he just doesn’t care? I don’t get it.” 
Atora wondered out loud.  

“I wonder what his story is. Did he 
lose kids or a wife? I haven’t heard 
him talk about either. I have only
heard him talk about people that
didn’t listen to him.” Ashley

expressed.  

“Who knows if we will ever know. 
The ones that seem to be stuck up his 
ass are Andrew and Rue and Andrew
seems to be coming out of it a bit. Did 
Rue say anything while we were gone
about him?” 

“Well, I tried talking to her some
about him being so controlling, she 
just got angry. So I guess I will leave 
it be.” Ashley told her. 

Atora raised her eyebrows 

wondering why Rue would be so
angry and at Ashley’s expressing her 
opinion. “I think I will go see if Bryan 
needs any help.” Atora headed out the 
door. “Get some sleep.” 

“HEY!” Atora whispered a little 
louder than she should have.  
Bryan jumped off of the stool he 
was sitting on and backed up against 
the wall. Atora laughed.  

“Never seen a big guy move so
fast.” She laughed. 
“You would think a sister wouldn’t
scare a brother like that.” Bryan 
grabbed his chest trying to control his 
breathing. “What ya watching?” Atora 
tried to quiet her laughing. 

“I have heard a couple of bangs 
here and there, but mostly the same
old stuff. Thought I heard something 
at the gate earlier, but didn’t see 
anything when I went outside.” He 
told her. 

“I’ll check it out. I am just going to 
walk out on the porch. Hand me
those.” She took the binoculars from
Bryan’s hand. 

Atora walked quietly through the 
solid door and then the screen door 
and out onto the steps of the porch. 
She raised her binoculars and pointed 
them at the gate. She scanned the area 
and couldn’t see much in the dark, but 
didn’t hear any movement. As she 
brought the binoculars down, the strap
to them made its way tightly around 
her neck. She tried to scream, nothing 
would come out with the tightness of
the strap. She flailed her arms then
grabbed for her knife that should have 
been on her hip and felt foolish for 
coming outside without her knife. She 
was able to turn her body half way
and hit the wall of the house with the 
tips of her fingers. Bryan came out 
and the strap loosened immediately
from her neck. Atora fell to the 
ground and grabbed her neck, looking 
up at a tall broad man that had tried to 
strangle her. Bryan had taken him
from behind and struggled with the 
man as he tried to loosen his large 
arms from around his neck. 

“Stop struggling!” He whispered to
the man.  
Atora stood and threw a right hook, 
connecting with his jaw. The man 
stopped struggling and put his hands
up knowing that he didn’t have a 
chance.  

“Okay okay okay!” The man began 
to shout and then lowered his voice. 
Bryan loosened his grip a little and 
allowed the man to speak.  
“You sure hit hard for a little 
woman.” The man reached up for his 
jaw. 

“Who are you and why are you 
sneaking around here at night?” Bryan 
asked him quietly.

“My name is Thomas Malafarina, I 
am from the next town over. I saw the 
rebuilt fence and figured someone had 
to be in here. There had to be food 
here. I have been walking for days. I 
haven’t had a bite to eat and haven’t 
slept with fear of getting eaten. I don’t 
want to hurt anyone. Can you spare a 
bit of food and I will be on my way” 
Bryan loosened his grip from the 
broad man’s neck. 

“You didn’t have to sneak in. You 
could have just knocked on the door.” 
Bryan told him.

“I figured you had some lookouts 
somewhere, but I didn’t see anyone.” 
Thomas stated. “When I saw the little 
lady looking for something, I figured 
it was me to shoot or something since 
I had made some noise climbing the 
fence. Sorry.” 

“I will live. Atora, this is Bryan.” 
She introduced, still rubbing her neck. 
“We have some leftovers from earlier. 
Not much of a way to heat it up right 
now, the fire is out, but it is 

something.” 

“I would be grateful for anything 
right now.” Thomas followed the two 
inside.  

Atora handed him the covered dish
and a fork. The tall man sat down 
with his knees almost against his 
chest sitting at the chair that looked 
like a kiddie chair with him in it. He 
took fork fulls of the casserole and 
stuffed his mouth to the point of 
almost choking himself. Bryan set his 
water bottle down next to the man and 
backed away quickly thinking he 
might draw back a nub if he stayed 
within his reach for too long. 

“You can have all you want, it isn’t
going anywhere.” Atora half laughed 
at the hungry man.

He finished the rest of the casserole 
and stood, brushed off the table of his 
crumbs and looked for a trash can. 
Atora pointed and he dumped the 
mess into it. He downed the rest of the 
water from the bottle and set it on the 
table.  

“I appreciate your hospitality. 
Thank you.” Thomas headed for the 
door.  

“Where are you headed?” Bryan 
asked.  
“Somewhere safe I guess. Nowhe
re 
specific. Just happy to have some
relief of looking over my shoulder 
and a little food in my stomach.” He 
thanked them again.  

“We have a perfectly good sleeping 
bag over there and safe place here if 
you want to stay.” Atora offered. 

“I would not want 
to impose on
you and your family.” Thomas 
assumed they were a couple.  

“Ha, I am not related to her and 
there are eight of us here, none of us 
knew each other before the world 
became a mass of flesh eating 

assholes. We just all came together by
chance. We can talk to Eric in the 
morning about somewhere to put you 
to work at. He kind of thinks he runs 
the damn place.” Bryan explained. 

“Why do you say it that way, like I 
would be bad to be related to or 
what?” Atora queried.  

Bryan laughed. 

“I just assumed since…” Thoams
stopped mid-sentence.  

“We are both black? Nah, just 
worked out that way.” Atora joked. 
Thomas accepted their offer and 
laid down the backpack he had kept
on while he ate, assuming he would 
be leaving as soon as they were able 
to kick him out. He rolled out the 
sleeping bag and spread it against the 
wall. He put his head on his bag and 
was sound asleep in a matter of 
minutes.  

“Well, that didn’t take long.” Atora 
made fun of Thomas’s snoring. 
“You should go get some sleep. I 
will explain to Eric in the morning 
that I let him in.” Bryan was ready to 
accept the consequences from Eric. 

Bryan walked from window to 
window of the house throughout the 
night keeping watch on the land to
keep himself awake. The sun peered 
through the openings as it did every
morning to wake everyone. 

“Good morning Bryan.” Rue was 
way too bubbly for so early. “I am
going to try and make some eggs. 
Would you like some?” 

“I know I would.” Thomas sat up. 
Rue jumped at the unfamiliar voice.  
“Sorry, hi I am Thomas.” 

“He got here last night, he was 
wandering around outside the fence 
and I let him in. I gave him what was 
left of that casserole you made last 
night, he had not eaten in days.” 
Bryan tried to explain to Rue.  

“You really shouldn’t bring anyone 
else in here without discussing it with 
Eric first.” Rue suggested. 

“He was going to leave in the 
middle of the night. He has nowhere 
to go.” Bryan told her. 

“Good luck.” Rue stated to the both 
of them.
Bryan shook his head wondering 
what she meant. He had thought about 
offering to go get the generator and 
hot plates that he had seen unloaded
yesterday, but she made her way out 
of the back door before he could even 
make his offer. 

Thomas cleaned up his sleeping 
area, and threw the strap of his back
pack across his back and started to 
head out. “Thanks man I don’t want
to cause any trouble.”

“It is all good I w
ill take care of 
Eric. Stay, we could use the muscle 
around here.” Bryan stopped him.








CHAPTER EIGHT 

“MORNING ERIC.” Bryan 

stated as Eric walked out.
Eric glared at Bryan and then over 
to Thomas. “Really, who the hell is 
this guy?” 

“Eric, this is Thomas Mala…” 
Bryan started.  

“Thomas Malafarina.” He

introduced himself. 
Eric stared at him for a moment. 
“We could use another guy around 
here.”

Bryan was surprised at his response 
of him bringing someone in without 
his permission. “That is what I 
thought. Thanks for being okay with 
him.” 

“Where did you come from?” Eric 
sat down on the small stack of 

blankets.  

“I was in South Texas when this all 
began. I was a CEO of one of the 
biggest businesses in the state and an
Author. I was married and had two 
kids. They were taken back in central 
Texas when we ran into a building for 
safety and it was inundated with the 
screwballs. They were attacked before
I could kill them all. I never expected
as a millionaire, I would have to fight 
off some stiffs in my lifetime. I made 
my way this way because I have a 
sister that lives in East Texas. I 
thought there was a chance she made
it. I ran out of gas about thirty miles 
back; actually saw you guys at the
grocery store cleaning it out and just 
went the way you drove out and found 
this place. Crawled over the gate.” He 
explained.  

Eric nodded and the rest of the 
crew finally awoke and Rue walked in 
from out back with breakfast.  

“Rue, we brought back a generator 
and hot plates. You don’t have to 
cook over the fire anymore.” Eric told 
her.  

Rue stared at Bryan for a moment. 
“I tried to tell you, you left before I 
could and were angry, so I left you 
alone.” Bryan explained. “I will go 
get them.” 

“What can I do around here? Bryan 
said that you would be the one to tell
me how I could help around here. I 
ain’t scared to get my hands dirty
these days.” He asked Eric. 

Eric nodded as he took a bite of the 
plate that Rue handed him. “Nate.”
He muttered through a mouthful of 
eggs.  

Nate shook Thomas’s hand and 
introduced everyone else. “I take care 
of the garden and help out where I 
can.” 

Thomas followed Nate out to the 
garden to check out what needed to be 
done after a bit of breakfast had been 
downed.  

“He seems okay.” Willy stated to
the group.  
Everyone agreed, except Eric. “A
millionaire that saved himself and not 
his family. Something fishy here. He 
won’t be here long. I will make sure 
of it.” 

Everyone froze at the comment 
Eric made and stared at him. “You 
can’t tell me that it isn’t strange that 
this millionaire survived through all 
of this all the way up here, but not his 
family.” 

Everyone went back to finishing up
their breakfast and made their way out 
of the house quickly to organize all of 
the goods they had brought back.  

Willy and Alex decided that

another house would be a good idea
for more room as well as another 
lookout and knew that they had
enough materials to do so. They
started gathering all that was needed
to start their project. Atora, Ashley
and Karlin began to arrange all of the 
food on the newly built shelves. Nate 
led Thomas to the barn after checking 
the garden and showed him the lay of 
the land.  

“What’s in the bag?” Nate asked
Thomas as they walked.
“Just stuff I was able to save from
home and the trip up.” Thomas told 
him.

“We have plenty of weapons we 
collected from the hardware store, 
along with tools and things that we 
have had to use as weapons.” Nate 
explained. “You are a pretty big guy,
pretty sure you had no problem
smashing those drunk’s heads.” 

“Drunks?” He questioned. 
“Yeah, they look like drunks. Eric 
hates when I call them that.” Nate 
laughed.  

“What is that guys deal? Why is he 
considered the leader?” Thomas 
asked.  

“Well, not sure r
eally. I ran into 
Alex and his son and Ashley and her 
daughter along the way. We ended up
here with everyone else and he 
seemed to be the leader. He has kind 
of turned out to be a real prick and 
seems a little nuts to me. But this is
the only place we had come to so far 
that was somewhat safe.” Nate stated. 

“What the hell is going on here?”
Eric questioned Willy and Alex
running his hand across the wood they
had stacked on the other side of the 
land.  

“We are going to build a separate 
house. We are getting a lot of people, 
we need another place just in case as 
well as somewhere to lookout from. 
Maybe a balcony on top to be able to
see more.” Alex explained to him. 

Eric nodded. “And you thought you 
would take it upon yourself to use the 
materials that I collected?” 

“You never even touched this stuff. 
This is what we hauled on the 

flatbed.” Willy heaved out lifting a 
heavy piece to the pile. 

“I planned these outings. This is for 
me to say what to do with.” Eric let it 
be known. 

“What, master would you have 
done with it?” Alex shot at him. 
Eric scanned the material and 
walked around it. “I don’t know yet, 
but building another house is stupid.
So you two can take your stupid asses 
and go help the others get organized.” 

Willy and Alex stepped back from
the stack of wood and both walked
away before either of them did 
something that they regretted. Eric 
watched them walk to the barn and 
walked down the fence line to check 
out the walls that kept them safe. Rue 
soon joined him once he got close to
the house.  

“Hey there, how are things?” Eric 
asked her.  

“Okay I guess, the group doesn’t 
get it.” She told him. 
“They will soon, no worries.” He 
reassured her. “Thanks for sticking 
with me.” 

“Of course, I believe that there has 
to be a leader no matter what.” She 
agreed.  

The two entered the house to Karlin 
holding Rowena making her laugh.  
“Karlin, just who I was looking for. 
You need to learn the ins and outs. 
Has your mom taught you to use a 
knife to protect yourself?” Eric asked 
her.  

Karlin shook her head and 

proceeded back to play with Rowena. 
“It is time you learned. Come on.” 
He demanded. 

Karlin handed Rowena back to 
Rue. “Good luck honey.”
Karlin watched Rue as she 

followed Eric to the backyard. He 
handed her one of the larger machetes
and took one of the smaller ones. He 
held both hands on the handle and 
showed it to her. Karlin put her hands 
the same way on her weapon.  

“Zombies have to be stabbed in the 
head, you have to disengage the 
infected area.” Eric explained. 

He swung his machete upward into 
the air and stepped back nodding his 
head at her to do the same. Karlin 
swung the large weapon upward and 
then across like she was cutting off 
someone’s head. 

“Good job, you may be ready to 
take one on.” Eric told her. “Now if 
you can, stabbing them in the head 
has a better affect, but some are tall 
and if you are able to cut their heads 
off, that will suffice.”

Karlin nodded. “What happens if I 
get in trouble like Tyler did?” 
“Pay attention and that won’t 
happen. Always keep an eye on your 
surroundings.” He warned. 

Karlin was excited to be learning 
how to protect herself and the others. 
“Your mother is going to tell you that 
you don’t need to learn this, but you
do or you are going to die.” He told
her. “Keep that machete with you, we
will let you keep watch one night if 
you are up for it.” 

Karlin nodded excitedly and ran off 
into the house to put up her new
weapon.  

“How’d it go?” Rue asked as she 
ran passed. 

“Good!” She hollered back. 
The crew had finished up

organizing things in the barn and were 
all famished from their hard day of 
working. Winter would be there soon
and they knew that things had to be in
order. Willy and Alex really wanted
to build a separate place to keep 
watch from. There needed to be at 
least one other place for safety, both 
of them had discussed throughout the 
day about talking to Eric about it.  

They all made their way to the 
house, hoping that with new 

equipment and all of the food, that 
there would be something extravagant
for dinner. One by one they cleaned 
up in the water basin that they had 
made outside the house and refilled 
every morning. They all piled into the 
living room and waited. After their 
rest, and no sign of Eric, Rue or the 
kids; they decided that they would 
ravage the kitchen and make dinner
for Rue since she was always cooking
for everyone. 

Willy pulled tortillas from the shelf 
along with some of the cans of nacho 
cheese and cans of chili. Atora caught 
on and pulled out the casserole dish
Rue had used for the cornbread

mixture she made a few days before. 
The group all began to chip in and 
make some enchiladas. Before long, 
they started the generator and plugged 
in the hot plate. They covered the 
casserole dish and waited for it to heat 
up. Willy pulled the cover off and the 
aroma filled the house. Everyone 
filled their plates with the cheese and 
chili filled enchiladas and sat in a 
circle enjoying their dinner. Eric, Rue 
and the kids came from the back room
and stopped as they saw everyone 
eating.  

“So another pow wow, what is
going on?” Eric asked. 
“We made dinner so Rue didn’t 
have to.” Ashley said with her 

mouthful. “Everyone’s plates are on 
the counter.”  

Rue picked up a plate and looked at
the enchiladas. She sat the plate back
down and calmly walked back down 
the hall with Rowena on her hip and 
slammed the door to her room. Barker 
and Linda grabbed a plate and sat 
down where they stood and began to
eat. Eric scanned the living room and
the group that had now stopped eating 
and were staring at him.

“Thanks for today sir.” Karlin 
broke the silence. 
Eric nodded at Karlin and walked 
to the back. The group went back to 
eating and their normal conversation. 

“What were you thanking Eric for 
honey?” Ashley asked her daughter. 
“He gave me a machete and 
showed me how to use it. He said I 
could keep watch sometime. Maybe I 
can go on some outings and help out.” 
Karlin answered. 

“Where is the machete Karlin? It is 
dangerous.” Ashley said angrily. 
“Why are you mad mama? It’s in 
the bedroom.” She said. 
Ashley caught her feet with a hop 
and down the hall. She came out with 
the machete and met Eric in the hall 
with it as he came back out of Rue’s
room. She held the machete up at
Eric.  

“When I want MY daughter to 
learn to use weapons, I will teach her 
myself!” Ashley hollered. 

Eric walked forward and grabbed
Ashley by the neck and squeezed. 
“Put it down now!” He instructed.

The machete began to drop slowly
as her airway was cut off. The clang 
on the floor made everyone jump and 
Rue opened her door.

She ran to Eric and Ashley who 
now laid on the floor and grabbed the 
machete. She threw it down the hall to
her bedroom and backed up watching
Eric choke her. Ashley’s face began 
to turn blue and her eyes rolled to the 
back of her head. Thomas pushed his 
way through the crowd and took giant 
rumbling steps down the hall. He
grabbed Ashley and pulled her by her 
arm to stand. He body was already
limp. She had passed out from lack of 
oxygen and Eric’s chest hit hard on
the floor. 

“What the hell do you think you are 
doing?” Thomas asked still holding
Ashley.  

“She is not allowed to talk to me 
the way she has, or act like and 
imbecile. This place is for those with 
intelligence. You are not to betray me
or act like you are your own person. I 
am here to keep everyone safe and 
provide you all with safety from the 
dead walking around us all!” Eric shot 
back at Thomas.   

Thomas drew his head back a bit 
from the spit exiting Eric’s mouth as
he hollered. “Just because you 

provide safety, does not give you the 
right to take over someone’s life.” 

“The Fuck it doesn’t!” He shouts
that echoed off the walls of the hall 
way. 

Rue took a few steps back without 
a word and shook her head at 

everyone else that was not abiding by
the rules. “The rules aren’t that

difficult. You do as told so that he can 
keep things in order and all will be
copasetic.” She tried to convince them
all then walked back to her room.

Ashley’s head began to move from
side to side as Thomas picked her up 
and carried her to the self-made couch 
of stacked up blankets and laid her 
down. Atora ran to her roomie and 
took her hand as she came to. 

“Everyone needs to understand that 
I need to know what everyone is 
doing at all times. You are to report to 
me if you change positions on the 
land or jobs at any time. No one is to
be brought aboard without my

knowledge first, if they are, the one 
who brought them will be 

reprimanded one way or another. 
Your children will learn to defend our 
land, themselves and will help around 
this place if they are of age to do so. 
Barker and Linda will now be part of 
the crew to help outside. They were 
advised today that they are not 
children of this world anymore, they
are easy targets of the drunks, stiffs or 
whatever else you want to call them! 
Is that clear to everyone?” He finished
his directions.  

The rest of the group moved to
their rooms and rid themselves of the 
ridiculous bullshit.

Eric moved to the kitchen and 
swiped all of the plates from the 
counter to the floor. 

“AND RUE IS THE ONLY ONE 
TO COOK IN THIS HOUSE!!” He 
screams at the top of his lungs. 

Barker and Linda moved from the 
floor as the leftover food spread 
across the floor. They took the few
last bites of their food and ran to the 
room where they slept without a 
word.  

No one was left to keep watch in 
the living area and Eric knew that he 
was too angry with any of them to 
instruct them with any kind of 
manner. At this point he almost didn’t
care, but knew that most of them
would just try and buck his system; 
and stupidity is not what he wanted to
deal with right now. He blew out all 
of the candles in the living room and
sat by the window that had a good 
view of the outside. 

The moon lit up the night sky and 
he could not fathom why it was so
hard to just follow simple rules. He 
was the leader here. He could make 
their life a living hell. His convincing
would eventually come to them and
he would have his group of followers. 
He needed more like Andrew and 
Rue. He ran ideas through his head on
how to make the others understand 
that things were his way or they
would be left out to die. 

Eric had always wanted to be a 
leader, and this was his chance. He
believed that he knew absolutely all 
there was to know about being a 
leader and was not going to pass up
the opportunity to do so. He was
always the geek to many; but as he 
got older, he turned into what he 
thought was cool. He dabbled in a bit
of drugs as he aged out of high 
school, became covered in what he
called ‘expression of his feelings’
across most of his body and became 
what he saw as a bad ass and he 
aimed to stay that way. 








CHAPTER NINE

NO ONE came to relieve Eric 

throughout the night. Everyone stayed 
tucked away in their rooms not 
wanting to deal with the confrontation 
that they knew would happen with 
him.

The next morning, Rue woke with 
her children quietly playing on the 
floor and Rowena crying for her 
morning breakfast. She quickly
grabbed her curly haired baby and 
nestled her to her bare chest to feed
before she went to see if she needed
to make breakfast, or if someone else 
had done her job for her.  

Rowena was finally full and Barker
and Linda were whining about being 
hungry.  

“Come on guys, it doesn’t smell 
like breakfast has been prepared.” She 
opened the door to allow them out. 

She tip toed down the hall to Eric 
lying on the blankets asleep. She 
peered out of the kitchen window to 
see the sun rising over the fencing. 
She pulled out some cinnamon and 
decided that oatmeal would be a good
choice for today. She did not want to
wake Eric with the generator, but had 
no other choice but to build a fire, 
which was not what she wanted to do.
She tried to waste time by preparing 
things for meals later in the day, until 
finally Eric began to stir from the 
noise.  

“Oh, good morning. Why did you 
not wake me?” He asked.  
“You have been awake all night, I
was letting you sleep.” She told him
as she started the small generator and 
readied some coffee on one burner 
and put the oatmeal on another.  

“Heard some noises last night, but 
once I got outside, just sounded like 
some animals rustling in the trees. No 
growls or anything. Guess I sat down
and fell asleep.” Eric stretched. 

Ashley, Atora, Thomas and Karlin
were the first to begin stirring in their 
room. Willy and Alex came out to the 
kitchen to the smell of the coffee and 
held their cup out to Rue. She nicely
poured them a cup and they both
stepped out of the back door and Alex 
lit a cigarette. 

“I haven’t smoked in years, but 
man this tastes good.” Alex blew out 
what he had inhaled. 

“I smoked when I was younger, but 
haven’t since.” Willy continued the 
conversation.  

“I wouldn’t have to worry about 
zombies right now if my wife were 
here, she would take care of killing
me; we agreed when we married that
we would both quit.” Alex laughed. 
“I’m not really sure why I even 
grabbed them at the store. I figured 
someone smoked. I just didn’t figure 
it would be me.” 

Bryan, Nate and Thomas all 
stepped out a moment later. Alex and 
Willy snickered a bit when Thomas 
walked out without the ball cap he 
had on yesterday.

“Thanks guys, yes, bald as a baby’s
ass.” Thomas took a sip of coffee.
“Sorry man, just didn’t expect it.” 
Willy stated.  

“Isn’t anything wrong with bald!” 
Bryan rubbed his own head.  
“Nope, not at
 all. We should be 
able to see drunks coming from miles 
in the reflections on those heads.” 
Nate joked.

They were all hysterically laughing 
at this point, trying not to spit coffee 
on the two bald twins that stood in
front of them. 

“It is like the toughness just 
escapes through your heads, just 
lookin like a couple of old guys.” 
Willy picked up a long stick by the 
old fire pit, “cane?” He held it out to
them.  

“The oreo twins!” Nate put in some
more of his jokes. 

“Big, bald, black and white 

beautiful boys!” Alex actually smiled. 
“Alright alright, so are we goin
g to 
make bald jokes all day or work?” 
Bryan thought he would stop the 
jokes.  

“Guess that depends, do y’all have 
some sun screen?” Willy snickered. 
Bryan and Thomas both turned to
walk inside. 
“Okay okay, sorry. We are done.” 
Nate grabbed Bryan. “Just fucking
with you.” 

“Anyways! Have we gotten any
instruction from God yet?” Bryan 
asked.  

“Nope,
 he may need to have his 
morning king’s feast first before his 
brain starts functioning” Willy made 
another joke. 

“What is the deal with him and Rue 
anyway?” Nate shot out of 

randomness. “Now we aren’t allowed
to cook, or think or breathe, but she 
can do whatever the hell she wants 
along with her kids?”

“I don’t know, my understanding is
that they were all together when they
got here.” Alex stated. 

“It was Rue, Eric, the kids, 

Andrew, and Atora when they picked 
me up. Atora was in her own car 
though and the rest were in the van. 
That is how we have the extra car. 
She was following them.” Willy
explained. “I jumped in with Atora 
when they found me at the rest stop 
they stopped at. I was actually in the 
bathroom since it seemed the only
safe place to be at night and heard 
Andrew come in and groan as he took
a piss and almost took him for a 
“stiff” as Thomas says.” 

“Wha
t happened to all of the others 
that they talk about that were with 
them?” Bryan asked. 

“Supposedly, they were left behind 
since they would not listen to Eric’s
ruling.” Alex told him.

“Wow, guess I would try and make 
good with a team of folks. The more 
the safer!” Bryan shot back

The four men nodded, taking in
more of their daily caffeine.  

“Any more of them cigarettes?” 
Thomas asked Alex. 
Alex pulled out the pack and 
offered him one and his lighter. “Long 
time ago bad habit, but seemed like a 
good time to have one.” Alex smiled. 

“I agree, especially if we are 
dealing with this shit today. I heard 
you lost your son recently. Sorry
about that man.” Thomas apologized. 

Alex nodded as Eric stepped out of 
the door and let the screen door slam. 
The four of them turned around.  

“Yes master, we are here to serve!” 
Nate bowed towards him.

Everyone giggled a bit, except for 
Eric of course.  
“We have lots to get done.” Finally
taking his eyes off Nate. ”I think we 
are going to build a watch house. I 
want it right by the front fence. I want 
it built high enough to see over the 
fence, and enough room to move 
around a bit. Y’all can figure out who 
is going to take what shift, but 

someone needs to be in it at all times. 
Rue has already taken inventory of all 
of the food, Bryan, I want you to 
count all of the materials and tools, so 
we know if we need to get out and get 
some more. We are going out here in 
the next couple of days to see if we
can gather more things to bring back. 
Gas being one of them. We need to
make sure and keep stock in it as well
as food. If this is going to be our new 
place, we need to take care of it and 
make sure we have an emergency
plan, just in case. Ladies, you go 
where you are needed with the men.” 

Nate bowed again to Eric and they
all turned to go about their way and 
follow orders until they could figure 
out what to do about the situation of 
being treated like children. 

Nate took Thomas and Atora to the 
garden and checked on it before going 
to help Willy and Alex start building.

“So didn’t we say this is what we 
wanted to do yesterday and he 

stopped us from building?” Willy
asked Alex. 

“Yep, because it wasn’t his idea.”
Alex hauled a board over and laid out 
a foundation of where it would be. 

“We could have had this shit done 
yesterday.” Willy shot back a little 
pissed off about having to do it now.

Alex went on about his way of 
hammering and instruction everyone
what to bring him. With the four men
working together, they had it built in a 
few hours. A sturdy ladder to climb as 
well as a deer blind like box, open on
all four sides to be able to watch out. 
It was mostly enclosed to try and keep
some heat inside, but open enough to
keep air flow going through. There 
was a small corner table and a bench 
built around the rest of the inside
wall. It was tall enough that Thomas 
would not have to duck down when
he was inside and wide enough that 
Bryan would be comfortable. Both 
being fairly big guys, Alex wanted to
make sure no matter who was in it, 
they were not inconvenienced by not 
being able to move around. Alex put a 
small balcony on the outside to be 
able to walk all the way around if 
anyone needed to get outside to see 
better along with a railing for stability
to shoot if necessary. 

“I love this, my big 
ass fits up here 
great.” Bryan stuck his head into the 
opening of the box from the balcony.

“Well, seeing as how I made you 
sit in between the seats after you 
pushed me out of mine. I kind of 
knew how much room you needed
and how tall to make it with Thomas 
being here. Trying to accommodate 
everyone big guy.” Alex admired his 
work. “Good job guys!” 

Ashley and Karlin showed up with 
armfuls of water bottles. “Water 
guys?”

They all climbed down grabbing 
bottles from them and went to advise
Eric that all had been accomplished.
Eric sat at the dining room table 
taking his last bite of what looked to 
be a once plate full of food and a glass 
of tea.  

“Ice would be great, we will hav
e 
to figure that out.” He carried on a 
conversation with Rue, who was 
making other plates for her kids while 
holding Rowena in her other arm
nestled to her breast. 

“Want me to take her?” Ashley
asked.  
Rue glared at her and shook her 
head and nestled her even closer to
her. Ashley could feel the tension 
between them since their conversation 
and walked away. Atora downed the 
rest of her water and patted Ashley on 
the back on her way by. 

“Ms. Karlin, guess what time it is 
for you?” Eric asked her. 
Karlin peered over to him, along 
with the rest of everyone else waiting 
for his instruction.

“You will be keeping watch in the
new tower for a few hours tonight.” 
He told her. 

“No, she will not!” Ashley shouted. 
“She most certainly will. She will 
take watch for about three hours and 
if anything is seen, we will have her 
give some sort of sign to us to let us 
know and we will go take care of it. 
First, I will be going to make sure the 
tower is what I wanted.” He told them
all.  

Eric rose from the table, and made 
his way quietly out of the front door. 
Everyone watched him and then
looked at each other waiting for 
someone to say something. No one 
said a word, including Karlin.  

Willy and Alex made their way out 
to their creation to see what 

ridiculousness Eric would come up
with. Eric was already up in the 
tower. He held his hand up to his 
forehead, shielding the sun from his 
eyes as he walked around the balcony.
He disappeared inside and came out 
within seconds.

“I guess at least it is something.” 
Eric stated as he climbed down. 
“There are some cars out there that 
are fairly close that we need to hit up
to get the gas out of them before we
take a trip to go collect more gas. 
Gather a team to go with, you two 
take care of it.” 

Willy and Alex did as they were 
instructed. They were going to need
gas no matter what happened here. 
They made their way back to the 
house and quickly assembled a small 
group and the tools needed to go out. 

Willy, Alex, Andrew and Bryan 
made their way to Atora ‘s car she 
had brought with her. Karlin got up to
the tower and sat inside, she gave a 
thumbs up to the foursome pulling up
to the gate. Willy jumped out and 
opened the gate, allowed the car to 
pull through and closed it back and 
fell ass first into the open trunk 
pulling in his feet getting into a 
squatting position with the numerous
gas cans they had loaded up. He hit 
the side of the car letting them know
he was ready to go.  

Alex pulled out onto the road and 
pulled only about a half of a mile 
down to the first car. Willy jumped 
out with a couple of hoses and couple 
of the gas cans, Andrew met him at 
the tank.  

“Okay, watch.” Andrew told Willy. 
He placed the hose into the tank 
and the other end, he stuck in his 
mouth and sucked and quickly set the 
end of the hose into the can. The gas 
flowed and filled almost half of the 
can. They moved on to the next car a 
few feet away. Willy stuck in the hose 
and sucked like Andrew. He quickly
began coughing and spitting out a 
mouthful of gasoline.

Andrew laughed and grabbed the 
hose and put in the can that was half 
filled. “Yeah, you can’t drink that
shit.” 

Willy had his tongue stuck out 
wiping it with his shirt. Andrew 
moved on to the next car as Alex 
pulled the car around closer to them. 
They moved from car to car 

syphoning gas out. Bryan kept watch 
as did Karlin. 

***
Thomas, Nate and Atora sat with
Ashley in her room as she worried 
about Karlin out by herself. Ashley
cried sobs as they tried to calm her. 

“She is only thirteen, she cannot 
survive out with these things on her 
own!” She cried. 

The three patted her on the back 
and assured her that she would be safe 
up in the tower. Nate would walk out 
of the room and look through the 
kitchen window to check to make sure 
that Karlin was still in the tower and 
then report it back to Ashley. 

“GET OUT!” Eric swung open the 
door. “Everyone except for Ashley.” 
The three friends glared at Eric and 
looked back to Ashley. “I’ll be fine, 
maybe we need to talk this out.” 

Everyone moved to the kitchen to 
see if they could help Rue with 
dinner; she quickly shooed them out
so that she could prepare plates. 

Thomas decided a fire would be a 
good idea for the evening; hoping that
it would calm the nerves of everyone. 
Nate and Atora followed him outside 
to gather wood and start building it up
in the fire pit. 

“Ashley, what is the problem, don’t 
you trust me?” He asked her. “Here is 
the deal Ashley, you all listen to me
and I will keep us safe. We all need to
know how to take out zombies, 
including the children in case 

somehow we end up not around. 
Don’t you get it that I am not trying to 
be a dick, I am trying to make you all 
understand that being knowledgeable 
about all of this, is what is going to
save everyone. Stick with me and I 
will keep everyone and everything 
safe. Be one of my followers and I 
will stick this out with you all. 

Disobey me, and it you will regret it 
one way or another.” 

Ashley nodded not exactly sure 
what to say. “I need you to speak to 
the others as well, and make sure they
understand that being part of this 
group consists of letting me guide 
them or else.” He tried to convince. 
“Get and give me power and you will 
be special as others have been. Resist
and you will end up as others have.” 

There was nothing for Ashley to 
say anymore. She has already been in 
an altercation with the man; she knew 
that he was capable of killing her, and 
somehow with his ‘not so tough’ look, 
he had it in him.








CHAPTER TEN 

ANDREW AND Willy had filled

all of the gas cans for a total of six 
cans. They made sure that the tops 
were on secure and placed them all 
into the trunk of the car. Willy and 
Andrew piled in the back of the small 
four door sedan. Wiping the sweat
from their foreheads, they were ready
to go home. They had to go almost 
four miles down the road to fill all of 
the cans with partial tanks of gas that
were left in each car. Alex turned the 
car around and started back home. 

They dodged the cars they had just 
taken gas from and could see the 
tower and Karlin standing on the 
balcony. She pointed across the road, 
Alex came closer to the gate and 
could see three stiffs making their 
way onto the road. Alex stopped as 
they all three made their way in front 
of them. A car was on the right and 
left of them, there was no way around 
them.  

“I can’t hit them, they will damage 
the car.” Alex made them aware. 
The group agreed, they all took 
their weapons of choice they had
brought along and open their doors.
They stepped out making sure to close 
their doors and Willy and Andrew
stood on the side of the car and Alex
and Bryan made their way to the 
front. They were definitely going to 
protect their efforts they had just 
made to get all of the gas they had.
Willy waved Andrew to the back of
the vehicle and Bryan and Alex stood 
on each side of the car waiting to help
if needed. 

Two of the stiffs were small 
women and one was a fairly normal 
sized guy. All three were chomping 
their jaws and began moving towards 
them. One of the women had a limp
and was only able to move very
slowly, the other woman dragged a 
foot and one of her hands was stuck 
bent at the elbow and stayed by her 
side as she walked. The man’s ribs
protruded through his button down
shirt and every time he would take a 
step and his arm would move, a rib 
poked further out of his body and then
go back in as he took another step and 
dropped his arm.

“Take the women on the sides and I 
will take the man in the middle.” 
Andrew told Willy and Alex that
made their way on each side of him.
“Bryan, hang back just in case.

They all charged at them at once. 
Their weapons raised and ready to 
move them out of their way to get 
home. Alex swung his machete, 
Andrew thrust his knife and Willy
lunged the filet knife; all three hit 
their marks and the stiffs fell at the 
same time.

Each of them grabbed the one they
had killed and dragged them to the 
side of the road. The three turned to
get back to the car and Bryan stood 
fighting off his own small horde. He 
swung his machete back and forth, 
heads were literally rolling into the 
grass on the side of the road. They ran 
to help as more approached from all
sides. Surrounding the trunk of the 
car, they began their fight. Karlin 
watched from above and hollered for 
someone to come quick. 

Ashley, Atora and Thomas ran to 
the tower. 

“They are down there, they are 
right there!” She hollered down. 
The rest of the group grabbed tools 
that were leaned on the fence and left 
on the ground from building the tower 
and made their way out of the gate, 
latching it back for safety. They ran 
down the road to the car and began to 
attack on the horde that had 

surrounded their other friends. The 
undead were everywhere; they were 
killing two and three with one swing 
of their shovels and long tools. Ashley
had grabbed a hammer and was 
burying the claws into the heads of
them.  

Karlin screamed as she watched her 
mother kill them. Eric made his way
quickly to the top of the tower and 
watched the fight as he quieted Karlin
down telling her to pay attention on
what they were doing to kill off the 
zombies so that she knew how to do
it.  

The stiffs were multiplying, with
each one they killed, two more would 
appear. Nate climbed on top of the car 
and began swinging the hoe and 
taking out more than anyone. Their 
machetes and knives were only able
to take one at a time. Nate swung like 
a baseball player and would knock 
their heads off. He would get it stuck 
and pull upward and their brain would 
come out of the top of their skulls, he 
would rare back again; with scraps 
still hanging from his weapon and
swing again.  

Ashley was having to get way too 
close to them to put the claws of the 
hammer in and had gotten herself 
surrounded and away from the group. 
Alex and Thomas saw her trying to
fight her way out and hacked their 
way over to her. She took a swing and 
landed her hammer deep enough in 
one she could not pull it out. A

woman grabbed her around the neck
from behind and went in for a bite of 
Ashley’s neck; she almost made it 
before Alex took her out. He grabbed
Ashley by the leg and pulled, Ashley
hit the ground face first hard and 
zombies fell on top of her expecting 
to have their next meal right there.  

“MOM!” Karlin screamed.
Eric snickered
 at Karlin’s tears that 
streamed down her face as he thought 
of their fight, if that is what you want 
to call it. 

Alex pulled hard and dragged 
Ashley out of the middle of them. She 
was dead weight since the asphalt 
knocked her out when she hit. He ran 
backwards and the stiffs were left 
without. They all raised their heads in
unison and followed their meal being
taken away. They began to crawl to 
catch their meal. Blood trailed behind 
Ashley’s lifeless body. 

“Do you want to go help your 
mom?” Eric asked.
Karlin could not answer and only
shook her head yes. “Come on!” He 
started down the ladder and ran over 
to the gate. “Ready?” He questioned. 

Karlin held up her machete. Eric 
opened the gate with a wooden bat set 
up on his shoulder. He latched the 
gate and walked calmly down to the 
group trying to fight their way out. 
Karlin stabbed upward at the first one 
she came to and pulled her large knife 
out of the man’s chin. He fell to the 
ground and Karlin moved forward to
another one as the tears stung her 
eyes. Adrenaline had set in and she 
screamed at the monsters that were
surrounding the group that had 
become family. Eric took few out 
with the bat he had and knocked them
in the head and their bodies fell off to
the side of the road. 

The rest of the crew were trying to 
drag Ashley and swing their weapons 
at the same time. 

“Karlin, get back!” Atora screamed 
at her as she went for her mother.  
Dropping her weapon, Karlin 
grabbed onto the leg Alex had and 
tripped him trying to help pull her. He
fell backwards and the stiffs were
getting closer to all of them. He 
pushed Karlin back and tried to pull
Ashley as he scooted backwards on 
the pavement. 

“Karlin, get up!” Alex screamed at 
her.  
Karlin caught her feet, turned to 
pick up her weapon and ran. She 
ducked away from the grasp of stiffs 
that were trying to slowly move their 
dilapidated arms to her to catch her as
she passed them and ended up at the 
front of the car. Her machete still in 
hand, she swung at any that made it 
past the group taking them out. Eric 
still swung his bat and the rest of the 
group still swinging their weapons,
trying to dwindle down the herd of 
them coming on.  

Karlin kept an eye on Alex and her 
mom while he tried to pull her away
and protect them both. Nate still stood 
on top of the car, taking the most out. 
Eric stopped swinging and backed up
towards the gate with Karlin since the 
horde had lessened to just a few that 
were left. After a ten to twenty minute 
battle, Nate was finally able to get off 
of the car. Atora backed up to the 
front of the car bloody and out of 
breath. Bryan was bent over with his 
hand on his knees, gasping. Thomas 
took out the last two that were coming 
up from the side of the road before
they even hit the asphalt.  

Willy and Alex had picked up 
Ashley and were carrying her bloody
body back with them. They laid her in
the back seat of the car and took off 
their shirts and began to clean her off 
looking for injuries.  
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CHAPTER 1 

A blood moon sets in as a serial
killer squats over another victim in a 
victim filled room and rakes his 
thumb across his stainless steel blade 
of his buck knife. Time is always 
short, so he goes to work on removing 
each of the victim’s hearts.

He saws at the flesh and uses the 
handle to break through the rib bones.
He swallows frequently to keep from
drooling as he touches each body and 
being impressed by his work.  

He wears gloves, but they’re thin 
enough to get a real feel of things. Not 
that it would much matter, these 
murders would be pinned on someone
or something else.  

David Scott was raised in a little 
town of Valley Drift, Texas. The 
population was only fifty-eight, but
even in a small town it had had its fair 
share of claims and back stories. In
fact, the history of Valley Drift was 
known for very devilish activity
throughout the years.

David made a slit in every chest 
then took every heart in the room. 
When all was said and done Adrianna 
Davis, Kim Sizemore, Thomas 
Lawrence and Delton Weeks all laid 
in their own puddle of blood. 

David was about to make his get 
away, but couldn’t help but see the 
firm and perky titties of Kim

Sizemore just laid out. He walked
over flicked the nipple a few times. 
Her face was paused in time, still 
molded to the fear and shock her and 
her friends had just endured, but her 
eyes were still open facing Thomas 
with her mouth slightly open.  

Scott unbuttoned her faded blue
Lucky You jeans and slipped them
down. He slipped two fingers inside
her to feel nothing but a dry socket. 
He quickly slipped his blade inside 
her to get some blood running before 
pulling his own pants down and 
penetrating her with his cock. 

Nice and warm still, he thought as
he rammed in and out of her. He 
grabbed a handful of tit in each hand
as he continued to ram her bloody
pussy. Her tits were getting more and 
more firm the longer her body started 
its dying process. He pulled another 
rubber glove out of his pocket as he
pulled out and put his cock inside the 
glove and ejaculated inside. He 
pinched down and stroked his cock a 
few times to finish the job. 

“What a dead fuck.” He stated as 
he got up.
He reached over and used

Thomas’s shirt to wipe down his 
blade and then the blood from his 
bloodied penis. He then grabbed a 
small bag of sand from his black 
commando bag and started to pour the 
sand inside the gutted bodies before 
wiping his hands of the situation.

David opened the door and stepped 
out before closing it behind him. He
then pulled his gloves off, turning 
them inside out and slipping them in a 
side pocket of his bag and walking 
off. 

He started walking down a dark
alley. There were homeless that lined 
the alley. Most of them sat on the 
ground with their backs up against the 
red brick walls and hunched over 
sleeping. A few of them were 

gathered around an old rustic burn 
barrel with a medium sized flame 
going, trying to warm themselves.  

At the end of the alley he saw a 
police cruiser pass by at a high rate of
speed with his red and blue lights 
flashing. He stepped back into the 
shadows of the alley until it looked 
clear and started away from the crime 
scene.  








CHAPTER 2  

Scott and Heidi Harper had been 
looking into foster homes for a new 
baby. They had three kids of their 
own, but they always wanted to equal 
them out and have another boy. 

Chrystal Harper was eighteen and 
their oldest daughter. She was a 
brunette with hair down to the small
of her back. She had recently decided 
to put blonde streaks in her hair. She 
had blue eyes and a few freckles 
spread across her cheeks and nose. 
She was a little hefty in size and stood 
toe to toe with her dad, Scott, at five 
foot and nine inches tall. 

Fiona Harper was fifteen years old 
and what most would call a dirty
blonde. She was more of a tomboy
with her hair down to her shoulders. 
She had green eyes and had a missing 
canine tooth from being hit in the face 
with a football about a year ago. You 
could say that she lost the battle, but 
won the war. Even though the football
implanted itself in her face, she still 
caught it for the winning touchdown 
that won the game. 

Lewis was the youngest and the 
only boy. He was twelve years old 
and was addicted to horror. He had 
short dirty blonde hair and brown 
eyes. Lewis was a shy boy, but he 
loved to draw and write. He wrote 
short horror books with his personal 
illustrations in each one of them. He 
followed in his dad’s footsteps.

His dad was a horror author and 
had many bestselling books on the 
market, like “Obsessed With The 
Kill”, “Devil Days” and “Silent 
Screams.” Lewis often blamed his dad 
for his obsession with horror when he 
was caught sneaking a peek at a 
horror movie now and then. He would 
always say that he liked horror 
because his dad liked horror.  

Heidi Harper was thirty-six years 
old and had married her husband at
the early age of eighteen which is also 
the year they brought Chrystal into 
the world. She was a stay at home
mom and a keen editor that did all the 
edits for her husband’s work, along 
with some publishing companies. She 
often found it funny to watch her 
husband work, because he would look 
really busy writing and then out of the 
blue holler out a word. At first she 
would almost refer to it as a writers 
Tourette’s syndrome, but caught on 
that it was just his way of asking how 
to spell a word. 

Scott had been writing for as far 
back as he could remember and even 
had his first book published out when
he was in the sixth grade. One of his 
teachers had read one of his short 
books and had the school publish it
out for him. He thought it was neat, 
but didn’t pay much mind to his gift 
until his mid-twenties. Scott had been
with a few different publishers, until
one day he decided to go off on his 
own. From there, he reaped in the 
benefits.  

One day a social worker called 
Mrs. Harper to inform her that they
had a five year old boy they had taken 
in, and needed a good home if they
were still interested in adopting. Heidi 
was excited and almost forgot to
respond before hanging up and telling 
her husband. Usually Scott didn’t like 
to be disturbed when working on a 
new novel, but was happy to save the 
file and meet up with this social 
worker. 

Heidi ran to the bathroom to fix her 
hair and do a quick makeup job before 
meeting her husband at the car. Their 
car was a brand new black Lincoln 
with chrome trim. It had more gadgets 
than most people had in their homes. 

They pulled out of their concrete 
driveway and pulled out onto the 
street. Even though they were both 
excited, Scott drove the speed limit so
he was not stopped. He had learned 
his lesson a few years back after being 
pulled over by a police officer that
recognized him, which turned into 
what seemed like a cop meeting on 
the side of the road so they could all 
take pictures with him and have him
sign some books they had bought.

Driving through downtown they
could hardly anticipate each red light 
and it almost seemed as if they caught 
each one. Finally they could see a 
sign ahead that read “Health and 
Human Services”. They pulled into 
the drive and onto the parking lot. 

Heidi straightened her dress as she 
got out of the car and the both walked
at a fast pace up to the glass door that
had white decal letters that read
“Family and Child Protective 

Services, Government Assistance and 
Health Department”. 

Scott pulled the door open and 
allowed his wife to walk in first as he 
followed behind. There was a long
line of people waiting to get 

assistance with other things. They
ventured around to another office as
the sign read “Family and Child 
Protective Services”. There was a thin
woman with blonde hair sitting 
behind her desk staring aimlessly into
her computer screen. 

The couple introduced themselves
before being asked to take a seat. 
About ten minutes later a young 
black woman with a small scar above 
her right eye walked through the door 
and into the waiting area.

“Mrs. and Mr. Harper, I presume?”
The woman questioned.  

“Yes ma’am.” Heidi responded.
The woman directed the couple to
her office and pulled out a manila 
folder that contained a picture of the 
little boy. 

“Thi
s is Chris, like I said on the 
phone, he’s five years old. He’s a very
bright kid, but he is very quiet.” The 
young woman stated. 

Heidi picked up the picture and 
almost fell to tears as she showed her 
husband. Scott was so pleased to see 
his wife’s eye light up like a 

Christmas tree. He was the cutest 
thing ever. The blonde hair brought
out his big brown eyes and his smile 
provided a small dimple on his right
cheek.  

“We would like to meet him.” 
Heidi stated. 
“I figured you would.” The woman 
stated with a smile. “He’s in one of 
our foster homes about thirty minutes
from here. If you care to make a trip 
with me.” 

“I’ll need to gas up, but we’re 
ready when you are.” Scott stated
with a grin, still staring at his wife’s
eyes so full of life. 

“Could we possibly
 stop at a 
nearby store to grab Chris a toy?”
Heidi asked. 

“That would be a great idea!” The 
woman stated as she started to gather 
her things and push them into her 
leather purse.

The couple walked back out to their 
black Lincoln and waited for the 
young woman to make her way to the 
front. 

A hunter green Envoy pulled to the 
exit as Heidi told her husband to pull
behind it as she recognized the 

woman to be the social worker. 

Scott pulled their car around the 
parking lot and pulled in behind the 
SUV. The woman stepped out of her 
car and walked back to the couples 
Lincoln. Scott rolled down the 
window. 

“Why don’t I follow y’all until you 
can get what you need and then you 
guys can follow me from there?” She 
suggested.

Scott nodded his head to agree. He 
rolled is window back up as she 
walked back to her car. He then
pulled around in front of her and 
waited till she flashed her headlights
stating that she was ready to go. He 
pulled off and put on his right blinker 
as he came to the road. After a few 
passing cars and a sputtering old 
model truck drove by, he pulled out 
onto the road. 

A few red lights later they were out 
of the downtown area and were able 
to speed up their adventure. They
started passing many trees and some
big hilltops that had windmills 
making their huge turns. A big yellow
billboard sign with red writing stated
“County Line Gas Station two miles”. 
Scott reached over and took Heidi by
the hand and gave it a gentle kiss to
let her know that he was with her on
this.  

Two miles later he flipped on his
blinker once again before turning into 
the gas station parking lot and pulled
up to pump number two of the eight 
pumps available. 

Heidi got out and walked into the 
gas station. She walked directly to the 
souvenir section of the station. There 
was rattlesnakes on pieces of wood 
and magnets everywhere, but wasn’t
exactly a gift for a five year old boy. 

Scott pushed his debit card into the 
pump and pushed in their zip code 
and started filling up before joining 
Heidi in the store. 

He could see the disappointment on
her face before noticing some stuffed 
animals on the shelf next to the one 
she was on. He walked over and seen
a medium sized teddy bear that was 
camouflaged in color. He picked it up
and held it over the shelving. 

“What about something like this?” 
He questioned. 

“Oh my, that’s perfect!” She stated 
in relief. 
Scott smiled and they walked over 
to the check out to pay for the bear. 
The gas attendant looked a little rough
as if he was up all night or hadn’t had 
enough coffee for his morning. He 
was very scruffy and his eyes were 
bloodshot.  

Scott threw a fifty dollar bill on the 
counter and the attendant presented 
his change. Scott shoved the change 
in a small jar next to the register that
read “Help Timmy Tate fight cancer” 
and had a small black and white 
picture of the little boy.

Scott and Heidi walked back out to 
their car and he tapped the gas nozzle 
a few times to top the tank off before
giving it a few shakes and hanging it 
back up on the pump. The pump spit
out his gas receipt as he ripped it from
the pump and waving to the young 
woman that was still waiting patiently
in her car for them. She waved back
as she saw that they were ready.  

She pulled up to the road and Scott 
pulled behind her. Feeling the tires 
grip back onto the black rock paved 
road, they were off to one of the 
biggest decisions their family had
made together. 

Scott kept a fair distance behind the 
social worker as they drove the 
winding road. Heidi stared out of the 
window watching all of the trees and 
hilltops. She used to say that it

reminded her of the ocean the way the 
hills rolled looked like waves on the 
earth’s surface. 

Heidi was all about the unknown 
and had tried to start writing a book 
based on creatures of similar species 
that had been discovered in the deep
bottomless pits of the ocean. If you 
really thought about it, it was like a 
horror movie. You’re in the dark, not 
seeing things until they’re right in
front of your face and you never know 
if it’s friend or enemy. After many
attempts she decided that Scott was 
going to remain the writer of the two. 

It was about an additional twenty
minutes before pulling into the dirt
drive of a small beige brick home. 

The young woman brought her 
Envoy to a halt as she parked and 
stepped out. The couple followed suit
parking behind her and joined her. 

“Now, you’re the first couple to 
meet up with Chris in quite some
time, so I’m not sure on his reaction 
or how he will feel about new 

people.” She stated to the couple.

“Hopefully we’re the only couple 
he has to meet.” Heidi stated holding 
the camouflage teddy bear. 

The case worker smiled and started 
directing them to the front door of the 
bricked home. She knocked on the 
door and waited patiently. The door 
opened up with an older woman with
short light grey hair standing to greet
them.  

“Hello, I’m Ms. Sears. Please come 
in.” She greeted. 
They walked in and the couple took 
a seat on the tan couch in the living
room. The social worker pulled up a 
light oak chair from the dining room
table and Ms. Sears sat in a tan 
recliner next to some yarn and some
crocheting needles.  

Ms. Sears stared at the social 
worker in almost disbelief before 
turning to the couple and telling them
that Chris was in the room playing if 
they’d like to go talk to him. The 
social worker widened her eyes at the 
old woman before standing up and 
leading the couple to the room.

Chris was sitting on the beige 
carpet rolling some hot wheel cars on 
a road filled carpet mat. He turned his 
head as he heard the door open. His 
blonde hair feathered across his 
forehead and his brown eyes stared up 
at them.  He could see the teddy bear 
that Heidi was holding. He ran up to 
Heidi and gave her a big hug around
her leg. This almost brought her to
tears as she bent down and hugged 
him back and handed him the teddy
bear. 

Scott squatted down and picked up
one of the hot wheel cars. He ran the 
wheels over the mat a few times.

“Hey there young man. I see that 
you like cars.” Scott stated with a 
huge smile. 

The boy turned to Scott and ran his 
hand under the car that Scott was 
holding up to spin the wheels more. 

“That’s my favorite.” Chris told 
Scott. 
“Well if you’d like to come stay
with us, maybe they’ll let you take 
that one with you.” Scott stated back.

“Are you going to be my forever 
home?” The little boy questioned.
“Only if you want our home to be
your forever home.” Scott answered.
“Are you going to be my forever 
dad?” Chris questioned further.
“I would like that.” 
Scott replied.
The boy looked up at Heidi. 

“Are you going to be my forever 
mom?” He asked.
“I could think of nothing that I 
would want more.” She replied as she
ran her hand across his cheek.  

He smiled real big and wrapped his 
arms around Scott’s neck.

“Can we go home!” He asked in 
excitement.  
“Of course you can.” The social 
worker chimed in as a single tear 
streamed down her cheek. 

Scott squeezed Chris back and left 
Heidi to help him gather his things as
the social worker and himself went 
back to the living room to handle all 
of the paperwork. 

Heidi started helping Chris pack up
his things in a small lime green 
backpack of his. She glanced out of
the bedroom door and could see the 
social worker and Ms. Sears talking to
Scott. He almost looked in discomfort 
by whatever information they were 
delivering to him. He looked down 
the hallway to see Heidi looking at
him. He shot her a quick smile and 
then signed the paper that was in the 
manila folder before handing it back
and giving both the social worker and 
the older woman a strong annoyed
glare before standing up.  

He walked back to join Heidi and 
Chris. Chris handed the bag to Heidi 
and had Scott pick him up. They
could tell that he wasn’t too used to 
attention and were happy to know that 
he would get plenty at their home. He
still had the Hot Wheel car in his 
hand. 

“Can he keep this?” Scott asked 
being polite as possible. 

“That’s fine.” Ms. Sears replied.
The couple walked out to the car 
and opened up the back door to strap 
the little man in and then got in their 
self and started heading home.

“What was that about?” Heidi
asked. 
Scott took Heidi’s hand once again
putting it against his lips and shook 
his head in terms of saying “nothing”.








CHAPTER 3 

Amanda Swink stood at her sliding 
glass door of her upper level 

apartment building in nothing but her 
purple panties. She looked up to see 
what the weather was going to be like. 
It looked like it was going to be a 
fairly clear day.

She walked into the bathroom to 
put in her contact lenses. She reached 
behind her and pulled her white 
Playtex bra from the silver towel 
holder and slid her arms through it
before reaching behind her and 
snapping it and straightening the 
straps. She took a long drawn look at
herself in the mirror before she chose 
to face the day.

She walked over to her closet and 
grabbed one of her black Dollar Store 
work shirts and black slacks, then 
walked to her red oak dresser and 
grabbed a pair of white ankle socks 
that were in a messy cluster in her 
drawer.  

She then sat on the edge of her bed 
and slid her feet into the black slacks 
and stood up pulling them to her 
waist. She sat back down on the edge 
of the bed and reached over to put her 
socks on. Lastly, she put her arms into 
her shirt and threw her shirt over her 
head slipping it over her body. She 
grabbed her black Van shoes and her 
name tag before walking out of her 
apartment.  

She slides her already tied shoes 
onto her feet as she struggles to get 
one of her heels in as she uses her 
keys to lock the door behind her. She 
then starts to pin her name badge on
her work shirt as she guided herself 
down the hallway in a confident 
swagger.  

Her short brown hair flew back 
when she opened the double door to 
her apartment buildings. The greeter 
at the front tipped his red bell boy hat 
to her as she walked by. She smiled as 
usual, but never said a word. 

She walked up to a small silver 
vending push cart and ordered a 
coffee to go. The tall Arabic man 
handed it to her in a medium sized 
white Styrofoam cup with a napkin 
wrapped around it to keep from spills 
burning her fingers. She grabbed a 
plastic spoon and dropped it in her 
cup and then poured some Coffeemate 
creamer in her cup and sprinkled a 
couple of spoons worth of sugar in
and stirred it around. She took a sip to 
ensure it was made the way she liked 
it and then dropped seventy-five cents 
in the man’s payment cup.

A few steps later she was at the bus 
stop where she sat down and waited
for her transit bus.  

A man wearing a black hoodie 
came and sat down next to her with 
his hood pulled up over his head and 
his hands tucked into his hoodie 
pockets. He kept his head down and 
did not make any kind of eye contact.  

The bus pulled up and Amanda 
stood up and walked to the corner as
she waited for the doors to open. She
could see the reflection of the hooded
man sitting on the bench. The doors 
flung open as she stepped in the bus. 
She barely got off the steps before she 
grabbed the first pole and felt

someone bump her, she turned

quickly to see the hooded man walk 
past. She was almost certain that he 
purposely ran his hand across her 
back as he walked by which nudged 
her bra clasp. She wanted to say
something, but the man gave her the 
creeps and was uncertain about 
someone that wouldn’t show their
face. 

Forty-five blocks later, the bus 
finally came to a stop that was a block 
away from the Dollar Store. Amanda 
stepped off the bus and started 
walking toward her work. She could 
hear footsteps behind her as her pace 
quickened. The steps behind her 
seemed to fade off as she gained 
distance.  

She reached the front door and she 
pulled out her keys and unlocked the 
door. She started turning on

everything before the rest of the 
employee’s arrived for their shifts. 
She finally made her way behind the 
checkout counter where she grabbed 
some yellow plastic bags from the 
shelf under the counter to re-stock. 
When she stood up, she jumped as the 
hooded man was standing in front of 
the checkout counter.

The hooded man had his black
wallet in hand. 

“Sir, we’re not open yet.” Amanda 
stated.

The man didn’t move and just 
stood there staring at her. 

She looked down on the counter to
see a basic cheese grater.  

She ran it across the scanner. 
“That’ll be three dollars and forty-
nine cents.” Amanda stated.
The man threw down four dollars, 
grabbed his cheese grater and walked 
out without even getting his receipt or 
change.  

She followed him to the door and 
locked it behind him. She stood at the 
watched him walk away.

Amanda turned and made her way
back to the register with the eerie man 
still on her mind. She turned and 
looked back out of the glass door to
make sure that he was gone. She felt 
shivers go down her spine as she tried 
to release the thought of him from her 
mind.  

Amanda continues on her daily
routine of setting up the drawers and 
making sure that the store is clean and 
ready for customers to come in. She 
swept up and straightened items on 
the shelves. 

Two employees soon knocked on
the door. Amanda had forgotten that
she locked the door; which she 
normally didn’t do so that they were 
able to come right in and start 

working. She headed to the door and 
stuck the key in. She smiled at the two 
employees as they made it through the 
door and Amanda let the door fall
closed. She peered into the now lit 
parking lot and saw a lady walking 
her dog past the store and two men 
jogging on the other side of the street. 
She looked left and then right and saw
the back of the man in the black 
hoodie walking away from the store. 
She shook her head and turned away
begin to help the others set up.  

Amanda flipped the rest of the 
switches to turn the rest of the lights 
on that she had not gotten to yet. She 
headed towards the back office and 
turned on the light to brighten the 
back stock area and office. She 
unlocked the large wooden door with 
her plethora of keys attached to her 
retractable keychain hooked to her 
belt loop. She opened the door and 
plopped in the maroon leather office 
chair and spun towards the flimsy
wooden desk. She turned the small 
knob on the desk lamp to light up the
mess of paperwork scattered about. 
She gathered the papers and 

straightened them and laid them on 
the edge of the desk. She gave up in
the midst of her frustration of trying 
to organize and headed out of the 
office back to the store floor to help. 

She walked down the aisle of 
plastic Tupperware and noticed a 
gallon sized plastic pitcher tipped
over on its side. She tiptoed and 
reached as high as she could but could 
only touch the very edge of it with her 
pink painted acrylic nail. She bounced 
a little on her toes with hopes of 
knocking it to where she could set it 
up with all of the others. To no avail, 
she lowered herself back down and 
put her hands on her hips and stared at
the pitcher. She tried one more time to
reach it and with no success, decided 
to go search for a stool. As Amanda 
turned she ran into someone.  

“Oh my gosh, I am so sorry!” 
Amanda squealed putting her hands 
up to him to see if he was ok. 

“It’s ok, I am fine.” He laughed and 
grabbed her shoulders to steady her 
balance.  

“I shouldn’t be in such a hurry, I 
apologize sir.” She said backing up
from him.

The man had on a navy business 
suit with a sapphire color button down 
shirt and a blue and green striped tie. 
His blonde hair was combed in almost 
an Elvis like fashion and his smile 
showed pearly white teeth. His blue 
eyes had small specks of green 
throughout them that made them look 
almost turquoise. Amanda was taken
aback by his astonishing build.  

“Can I help you get that?” He
asked Amanda. 

“Um, sure, thank you, I appreciate 
it.” Amanda thankfully replied. 
The man reached up and grasped
the plastic handle of the pitcher and 
brought it down to her. Amanda took
it from him and felt a chill as her hand 
brushed his. She put the pitcher on a
lower shelf where she could reach it
later, not wanting to ask the man to
set it back on the shelf. He smiled at 
Amanda.  

“My name is Garrett.” He said as 
he stuck out his hand.
“I am Amanda, thank you for your 
help. Being short is a daily challenge 
for me.” Amanda replied with a 
laugh.  

She realized her hand was still in 
his as she slowly slid her palm against 
his and dropped her hands to the 
pockets of her black slacks. She 
dropped her chin to her chest as her 
face turned red.

“Is there something I can help you 
find today?” She asked him as she 
brought her eyes to his.

“Wel
l, I think I found it. Are you 
busy after you get off today?” Garrett 
asked her.  

“I am working a double and won’t
be off until very late. But thank you 
for the offer.” Amanda stated. 

“The offer stands anytime my
lady.” Garrett replied as he took her 
hand and kissed the top of her hand.  

Garrett turned and walked down 
the aisle and out of the store. Amanda 
watched him until he was out of sight. 
She stood for a moment with a smile 
on her face, enjoying that this 

gorgeous man just came out of 
nowhere and was intrigued with her. 
There was a beautiful blonde young 
college girl that worked there in the 
store, and instead of the college girl, 
he wanted her.  

Amanda shook her head and went 
on about straightening up the shelves. 
The typical day proceeded and 
Amanda went on about her daily
routine with the flattery of Garrett on
her mind all day; wishing she would 
have had the time to go with him as 
he requested.  

The employees who had come on 
for second shift were about to leave 
the store to end their shift. As they 
counted their money from their cash 
register drawer, Amanda gathered
trash bags from each of the trash cans 
that were scattered throughout the 
store. She placed all of the smaller 
trash bags into a larger one and tied it
off. She dragged the heavy bag to the 
front of the store and turned out the 
remaining lights. She made her way
back up to the front through the dark 
aisles.  

“Bye Amanda, see you tomorrow!” 
Both employees’ voices echoed over 
the shelves of solar items. 

“Bye!” Amanda yelled back as she 
heard the glass door squeak as it
rubbed against the metal frame. 

Amanda grabbed the trash bag with
both hands and backed out of the 
swinging door with the trash bag. She 
set it to the side and walked back in
the store to turn the last light switch 
off. She walked back through the door 
and pulled her retractable keys up to
lock the door. 

Amanda grabbed the gigantic trash 
bag and dragged it to the side of the 
building. She hesitated as she rounded 
the corner. The streetlight that usually
brightened the dark alleyway and 
dumpster had gone out. Amanda took
a large breath in and held it as she 
flung the bag up over her shoulder 
and heaved it over to the dumpster. 
Amanda took a tight grasp and pulled
as hard as she could to fling it into the 
giant green bin. She wiped her hands 
in accomplishment and smiled at her 
small pleasure in her own goal that
she had met. 

Amanda turned to walk to her car 
and was hit hard on the side of the 
face. She fell to the damp cold ground 
and put her hands out to push herself 
back up. Her vision was blurry; she 
shook her head and made it up to a 
kneeling position. Before she was 
able to stand, she was hit again in the 
back of the head. She fell forward on
her stomach and laid still for a 

moment. All Amanda was able to
think was to scream. She opened her
mouth but nothing would come out.  

A hand grabbed her hair, she felt 
her body being dragged over the small 
cement rocks of the broken down 
alleyway. Amanda began kicking her 
feet and grabbed the hand that was 
entangled in her hair with both of her 
hands. She could feel the small 
pebbles ripping the flesh through her 
slacks.  

The hand that is holding her hair let 
go and was placed behind her head
and laid gently on the asphalt. She 
could see the yellow “Stay Back” 
sticker towards the top of the 

dumpster. She had been pulled behind 
the dumpster. 

Amanda peered through the tears 
that streamed down her face. Still 
unable to scream, a black hood came 
into view. She violently shook her 
head no and kicked her legs. The man 
grabs her legs. 

“STOP!” He growled at her as he 
slapped her across the face. 
Amanda laid still and stared into 
the dark hood. She was unable to see 
the man’s face and froze in fear of 
being hit again.  

The hooded man slowly dragged
his black sneakered feet next to
Amanda’s head. He grabbed both of
her arms and pulled them over her 
head and bound them with something 
that was rough and hurt her wrists as
he tightened the knot that he carefully
made.  

Amanda felt pressure on her new 
pink fingernail of her middle finger. 
She looked up to see the man holding 
a shiny metal object over her hand. 
Her fingernail falls to the ground and 
she felt pressure and excruciating pain 
against her finger. She felt the blood 
run down the side of her hand. She 
jerked her tied hands out of his grasp 
and away from the sharp piece of 
metal. The man closed his fist and hit 
her hard on the side of her head again. 
He took the sharp metal and dragged 
it hard against the back of her hand. 
Amanda screamed in agony. She 
kicked her legs up trying to make 
contact with the man causing her pain.  

The hooded man took Amanda’s
shirt and seemed to shred it easily and
balled up the piece that he had gotten 
free and stuffed it in her mouth. 
Amanda watched him as he straddled 
her and sat on her lower stomach. She 
adjusted her head to see him through 
the tears that were making her vision 
blurry. All she could see was a dark
silhouette.  

“I’ve been waiting to get my hands 
on these tits ever since this morning 
when I saw you from your balcony
window.” He stated.

The man rubbed his hand over the 
naked stomach that was exposed and 
slid it under her white lace bra. He 
pulled the bra hard to expose her tits 
for him to see. Amanda heard him
moan deeply as he rolled the nipple of 
her right breast around between his 
fingers. He pinched it and pulled
trying to make it stand at attention. 
Amanda’s big nipples hardened and 
the hooded man seemed to be pleased. 
He leaned down and circled his 
tongue around her nipple and bit hard. 
Amanda’s whimper caused him to tilt 
his hooded head up to look at her. The 
man sat up and took her nipple 
between his first two fingers and 
pulled upward hard to make 

Amanda’s round tit almost oblong. He 
took the sharp metal object out of his 
hoodie pocket and brought it around
for Amanda to see.  

It was the cheese grater that she 
had scanned earlier for the hooded 
man! Amanda realized that the sharp 
metal is the cheese grater that she had 
been feeling.  

The hooded man easily grazed the 
grater across her nipple and then back
again. He continued the motion;
applying more pressure each time he 
pulled it bac k across.

Amanda’s moans through the 
wadded up shirt were getting louder 
with each thrust of the grater across 
one of her most sensitive area. Her 
flesh started showing through the 
grater with each stroke. Blood poured 
down the man’s hand as he pulled it
back with the greatest amount of 
pressure that completely tore the 
nipple away from the breast. The 
chunk of flesh rolled across the grater
and to the rocky ground.  

The man dropped the mass of flesh; 
he watched it roll and bounce as blood 
spurted across her stomach and across 
to her other breast. 

He sat for a moment still resting on 
her lower abdomen. He shook the 
cheese grater to the side of him to rid
of any extra flesh and blood that may
have been stuck to it. He looked at the 
metal and moved his body back to rest
on her knees. He braced himself with 
his feet behind him and supporting
himself as he sat on them and placed 
his knees tightly around her thighs. 

He put the grater on her stomach 
and used both of his hands to

unbutton her black work pants and 
pulled them down. He raised himself 
and pushed them under himself as far 
as he could and reached behind him
and pulled them to her ankles. He 
grabbed the side of her purple thong 
and tore her panties off of her body. 
He placed his hands on the inside of 
each of her thighs and forced them
apart to expose her pink perfection. 
He rearranged his feet to place them
between her legs and inserted his 
finger hard inside of her and moved it
around to feel her insides. He pulled it
out and grabbed the grater off of her 
stomach. He softly used the edge to
touch the outside of her pussy lips and 
dragged it up to her clit and pressed it
hard against her. Amanda screamed as 
he turned the grater and used both
hands to push down as hard as he 
could and raked the grater back down
across her. The blood began to run
down the grater as he pulled it back
up and grated the free flesh that
should have been rubbed for pleasure.  

The hooded man pleased himself as 
he shredded her femininity to a 
bloody mess. He grated faster and 
faster as he grinded himself against 
her thigh until he ejaculated on

himself.  

The hooded man pulled the grater 
away from Amanda’s body and
realized she had stopped moving. He
shook the excess flesh to the side of
him and noticed that the rise and fall
of her chest had stopped. He shook 
her leg; but Amanda did not move. He
pulled out a small two inch long
flashlight to view the damage that he 
had done. Her nipple or lack thereof 
was still bleeding and had blood 
running down her flat stomach. He 
ran his finger through the blood down
to her sweetness that was now

mutilated. The skin had been totally
removed and he was now able to see 
her bone. He ran his finger against the 
bone and put his hand further inside 
of her. With no skin there; he was 
unable to resist the temptation to put 
his whole hand inside of her. A piece 
of skin stopped him as it caught his 
hand between his thumb and 

forefinger. He pushed through and 
broke the thread of skin and placed 
his whole hand inside of Amanda.  

The man pulled his knife out from
his belt and gashed from her left 
collar bone, around her tit and down 
her ribs. He flipped the blade around 
and started breaking the ribs as he 
beat the handle through each bone, 
then reached in and pulled out the 
heart. 

He was pleased with the damage he 
had caused. The hooded man pulled
out his hand and stood up and slapped 
the grater against the side of the 
dumpster and placed the grater in the 
pocket of his hoodie.  

He took one last look at the disfigured
body that lie on the ground and turned
and walked away. 
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