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MINI SERIES 2 


Bo Dinkins 

His dreads hung down his back, 
they were the greatest for head 
banging on stage and the girls loved 
them. He was broad shouldered and 
stood almost head and shoulders over 
everyone.  

Microphone in hand, he was ready
to go. 

“Let’s scream this shit out mother 
fuckers!!” Bo hollered at his boys. 
The group made their way on stage 
and they all took their spots. Bo 
stepped a foot up on one of the 
gigantic speaker boxes as the band 
began to play. The curtain raised and
Bo belted out a long deep scream of 
some bad ass, hard core metal music. 
The crowd went wild. A mosh pit 
started in the middle of the floor while 
he sang his newest hit. 

They had started out as a small 
town band, and made it to be well 
known throughout the state of Florida. 
Their music was well known over the 
internet throughout the world and they
were starting to schedule tour dates 
around the United States.  

The lights were excruciatingly hot 
on Bo who was bouncing all over the
stage singing his favorite hits. The 
band jammed hardcore throughout the 
show. They rocked their hearts out to 
entertain at every show they put on 
and loved every minute of it.  

The curtain closed after the short 
encore of a new song Bo had written
the night before. Bo bent over and 
placed his hands on his knees; sweat
dripped from his forehead and a 

puddle gathered on the stage floor.  

“Damn man, get the hell away from
the equipment before you short that 
shit out with your sweat!” The 
drummer joked. 

Bo flung his hanging dreads back
and rubbed the sweat from his 
forehead. 

“That was hardcore! It was fucking 
awesome!” Bo breathlessly but 
excitedly stated.  

The crew quickly began tearing 
down the equipment and removing it 
from the stage as the band exited off 
and out of the side door to begin 
signing autographs and taking

pictures for the fans. It was important 
to all of them to keep their fans happy
and did the same routine after every
show.  

Bo always went out first and 
always screamed at the top of his
lungs to the fans. They always 

hollered back from behind the barriers 
that lined a small aisle for them to 
walk down at every show. The rest of 
the band would follow. Bo would stop 
at absolutely every person from the 
first to the last and sign whatever they
had and take a picture if they wanted
to. Sometimes it took hours to

actually make it to the bus at the end 
of the aisle, but it was worth the time
for them to take to keep the fans 
content.  

Finally, the door closed behind
them and they all fell onto the chairs, 
couches and beds that covered the 
huge bus that they traveled in. They
were all exhausted.  

“Here ya go.” Their manager would 
hand out beers to all of the guys after 
they were done with the line of fans.  

Bo sat up and grabbed the Bud 
Light from her hand and took a huge 
swig.  

“Ahhhhh…This is my favorite part 
after a show.” Bo stated before 
another drink.  

He stood from the chair he had 
fallen into, walked to the back of the 
bus, changed his stage clothes, threw 
on a pair of shorts, made his way back 
out to the small table, and sat down. 
He barely fit behind the table, but sat
down anyway to spread out his 
notebook to begin writing the 

information on this show, as he did
every night. He kept track of the dates 
and times they were to play, even 
though that is what they had a 

manager for. Bo made sure that he 
always had the information within his 
grasp. He was going to be sure that no 
matter what, this group would make it 
worldwide and become one of the 
most successful metal bands in the 
world.

The group finished up their beers as
the bus started moving on to their next 
destination. Everyone walked past Bo 
to their usual sleeping arrangements 
as they patted Bo on the back and told 
him what a good job he did. Bo
thanked them while trying to finish up 
his notes, scrolling the internet for any
info on what the fans thought of the
band, and trying to get back to any
emails that came through while on
stage. 

His eyes began to feel heavy so he 
closed his notebook and laptop,
headed to the small back bedroom and
fell into bed. He sprawled out and was 
soon sleeping like a baby.

A bump woke him from his 

slumber and he peered out of the 
small side window to see that it was 
still dark. He grabbed his phone and 
realized it was only four fifteen AM. 
He threw his phone back on the table 
and rolled over, destined to go back to 
sleep. He hugged the extra pillow and 
pulled it in close. The fan blew across 
him as he listened to the spin of tires
on the asphalt. He watched out of the 
square sunroof at the stars that stayed 
over him as they drove, turned over 
on his other side and tried to get
comfortable. After a few tosses and 
turns, he finally sat up, grabbed a pen 
and paper, and began to write. He
wrote for the next couple of hours 
until he felt the bus roll to a stop.  

The sun was just beginning to rise 
and cast a small amount of light 
outside. Bo ducked through the small
doorway to his room and made his 
way to the front of the bus. He 

stepped outside to feel the air was 
quite a bit colder than he had expected 
for a morning in Florida and was 
shocked by the breeze. He shivered a 
bit while making his way into the 
store the bus stopped at to fill with 
gas. He found a counter filled with 
hot breakfast sandwiches and bought
them out to take back with him, he 
also loaded up on chocolate milk and
napkins for the mess he knew the 
group would make. He hurried back 
to the bus with three bags full. 

Everyone began to wake as the smell 
of bacon and sausage began to fill the 
bus. Bo was already sitting at the too 
small table for him chowing down. 

“Anything for us?” One of the guys 
asked. 
“Nope, store is right there though, 
better hurry.” Bo laughed and poured
the bag of stuff out across the table. 

Each band member stretched, made 
their way from their beds and took a 
seat where they could eat. They
showered on the bus and all dressed, 
including Bo. They all met back out 
in the common area of the bus and all
sat down to begin practicing songs 
and lyrics. Bo passed around the 
lyrics he had come up with that
morning to see what everyone thought
of them.

“Awesome song man!” One of 
them admitted. 
Bo smiled a half smile. “Wrote it 
this morning when I couldn’t sleep. A
little bit personal, but thought it would 
be an awesome jam. A lot about old
friends and old ways. The good old 
days I guess.” 

One of the guitar players began to
put a little music to it and played it for 
Bo. He rocked his head back and forth 
to the music as the guitarist started to 
hum the lyrics. Bo caught on quickly
to the tune and began to sing it out. A
few screams in the chorus and then 
the breakdown. By the time they
reached their destination, the whole 
band had done the song at least a 
dozen times and learned it for their 
next concert.  

They piled off of the bus into the 
back door of one of the biggest places 
they had ever played. 

“We are making it into the big time 
guys. This is it!!” Bo turned from side 
to side looking at the stadium seats 
and the big empty floor for the mosh 
pit that they had requested.  

The crew began setting up the
equipment and practicing the new 
song along with others. Bo was
getting burned out on night after night 
of shows and needed something to 
break up the monotony.

With the crowd screaming the 
concert in full swing; Bo was in the 
middle of his newest song, what he 
was sure would become a hit. He 
flipped his dreads back over to behind 
him and there she was. His break in 
the repetitive bullshit.

She stood front row sipping on a 
beer. She wasn’t the typical metal 
head girl. She was more of the one 
you asked ‘what are you doing in a 
place like this?’ She bobbed her head
to the beat of the music, but didn’t
look like the type to listen to or even 
comprehend what he was singing. Her 
dark hair was streaked with a bit of 
blonde every few inches. Her jeans 
were tight fitting against her slender 
body, with a typical tshirt that wasn’t 
even of his band; it was covered in a
faded logo of Pink Floyd. Bo shook
his head and smiled at the shirt. She 
wasn’t talking to anyone and had no 
guys around her. 

“What the hell WAS sh
e doing 
here?” Bo questioned himself in 
between songs.

She stood through the whole 
concert right there, at times he was 
able to catch her with her eyes closed
bobbing her head to the beat of his 
voice and screams. She would smile 
at certain parts and open her eyes to
watch him lean back to hit that certain 
note. He was digging the way she was 
just there and not into the mosh pit or
half drunk and falling down. 

Finally coming down to their last 
song. Bo finished up and the group 
exited the stage grabbing a beer from
the half-dressed waitress holding a 
tray full of bottles at the bottom of the 
steps. Bo took a swig and wiped his
forehead with the sleeve of the solid 
black t-shirt he wore that night. He
peeked his head around the edge of 
the steps that led onto the floor and 
looked for her. She was gone. He 
made his way out of the side door and
lit up a cigarette. He needed a night to 
just clear his mind. The rest of the 
group all made their way to the halfdressed leather clad waitresses, or 
ones that were pawning over them
they had spotted earlier that hung 
around and waited for them. Bo 
wasn’t interested. He just wanted
some normalcy. 

“Good show, love the new song.” 
He heard a voice. 

“Thanks.” He stated blowing out 
smoke from his last drag.  
“Second show same place 

tomorrow night right? I’ll be here.” 
She stated.

Bo turned to answer this time, 
realizing that she was a fan and that 
he was being very rude. “Yes…” His 
voice trailed off.  

It was her. “It’s you!” He stated. 
“Ummm…yep I’m me.” She
laughed. “Here every year since y’all
have played in this town. Actually, 
heard you on the radio when I was in 
Tallahassee visiting some friends and 
loved the sound; loved the vibe that I 
could hear in your voice. Actually
wasn’t a big fan of the metal scene 
until you.” She admitted. 

Bo smiled and thanked her. “I’m
Bo Dinkins.” 
The woman shook her head and
smiled a wide smile at him. “Yep, I
know.” She laughed. “Grace.” She 
stuck her hand out.  

Bo reached out and shook her hand. 
Her hand shake wasn’t like the girls 
that were trying to be girly, she shook 
hands like she wasn’t star struck one 
bit. She didn’t giggle or turn to her 
friends and whisper; she didn’t ask for 
a picture. She reached in the back 
pocket of her jeans and pulled out a 
pack of Marlboros and lit one. She 
blew out the smoke and looked into 
the sky enjoying her first drag. Bo 
took another swig of his beer trying to
figure out why she wasn’t falling over 
him like most of the fangirls.  

She took the last swig and threw it 
in the can next to her. “Have a good 
night.” She stated before turning away
from him and walking toward the 
parking lot and away from the crowd 
that was forming on the other side of 
the barriers. 

“Grace.” Bo spoke up a bit and 
headed over to her.  
She stopped peering at him as he 
approached her. “You wanna grab 
something to eat here in a bit?” He 
asked. 

“Sure if you are not busy. I would 
be glad to.” She answered. 
“Give me about an hour to get 
through the fan line and change. Want 
to meet back here after the crowd 
clears out?” He queried. 

Grace nodded and turned away
from him. Bo watched her. She didn’t
want to stand in with the groups
waiting for him to take pictures and
sign autographs. He then realized she 
was behind the barriers where they
had set up for the fans not to be 
allowed.  

“Wait, who the hell is that?” He
questioned himself out loud looking
around to try and figure out how she 
got back there. 

Bo shook it off for the moment and
made his way to the line of fans 
waiting for him. 

The other band members were half
way through the line of them. Bo took 
at least a thousand pictures and signed
autographs until his hand ached. The 
crowd soon diminished and the bus 
door stood open waiting for him. He 
flopped down on the couch and 
leaned his head back. He glanced at 
his watch and realized he only had ten 
minutes before Grace would be back, 
if she showed back up. He went to his 
room and took a quick shower. He 
dressed in some better smelling 
clothes and made his way to the front 
of the bus. 

“Find ya a fan?” One of the guys
asked. 
“I’m not sure what the hell you 
would call her. She doesn’t look like 
the metal head girls around here and 
she was wearing a pink Floyd fucking 
shirt. I will be back later.” Bo 

explained. 

He opened the door and peered out. 
The coast was clear and he shut the 
door as he lit up a cigarette. There
was no sign of Grace as Bo finished 
his cigarette. He snubbed it out on the 
ground with his boot and walked 
around to the front of the bus looking
for a place that might be open at this 
time of the night figuring Grace 
wasn’t showing. Bo spotted some
bright lights of a small café down the 
block glowing and began walking.  

“Don’t go there, just a warning.” 
The sweet voice said.
Bo turned quickly to see she had 
gone and changed to into a pair of 
shorts and basic black t-shirt. Her hair 
was thrown up in one of those messy
little pony tails and a pair of combat 
boots that were tied only half way up.  

“I am starving, figured there had to 
be some kind of food there.” Bo told 
her. 

“That shit will kill you. Come 
on, I
will take you to a good after hours 
place not too many know about.” 
Grace offered.  

Bo agreed and followed her to a 
black pick-up parked behind the bar. 
She opened the driver’s side door and
climbed up in it. “Well, come on!” 
She belted out. 

Bo made his way into the passenger 
seat. “Not sure I can be seen in a truck 
with a sticker that says Bitches do it 
better.” Bo joked. 

“Too late.” She joked back with 
him.
Bo was liking her attitude and her 
looks. He watched out of the window 
at all of the lights passing by and all 
of the open places to eat. He finally
looked at her and raised his eye brows 
wondering where she was taking him.

“I am not taking you anywhere to 
kill you or anything, promise.” She 
laughed.  

After a few minutes she pulled off 
into a caliche filled parking lot and 
hopped down out of the truck.  

“Best place in town to eat. Open 
twenty four hours and has the best 
food.” She explained.

“Is this a truck stop?” Bo 

questioned. 
“Yep, but it is the best food. That is 
the point here.” Grace opened the 
door for herself. 

Bo followed her in to a back booth. 
Truckers sat at tables regaining their 
energy to drive on down the road.  

Grace plopped down on the spring 
loaded seat and made herself 

comfortable with one leg underneath 
her.  

“Who the hell are you?” Bo 

laughed as he bounced around to get 
comfortable. 

“I’m Grace.” She joked back 
grabbing a menu. 
“No, how did you get back in the 
back earlier and not have to stand in 
the fan line? What are you doing at a 
metal concert? Why are you so damn 
cute?” Bo asked all at once. 

Grace crinkled her face a bit and 
looked at him with a bit of a smile. “I
am friends with the owner of the club, 
I told you I liked your sound and 
guess I just got lucky on the cute 
thing.” She answered all of his 
questions. “Now what do you want to 
eat, my treat.” 

Bo shook his head, in awe of her. 
He couldn’t keep his eyes off of her 
and on the menu like he should have 
been. Her face was perfect. She had 
hardly any make up on and was still 
absolute perfection. He finally made 
his choice and informed the waitress 
that had come by twice before he 
made himself focus.  

Bo and Grace sat for a while after 
they had finished their meals learning 
about each other. She didn’t ask any
questions about his music or the road 
life or anything about music for that 
matter. He learned about her and 
where she was from and a bit about 
her lifestyle. He was overwhelmed 
with her. She wasn’t a big fan of 
metal music and that was his life, but 
her presence made him happy.

Bo checked his watch and quickly
looked outside. 

“The sun.” Bo pointed. 
Grace turned and smiled at the sun 
rising over the trucks that sat in the 
parking lot. 

“I always love a good sunrise.” She 
told him. 

Bo stared at her for a moment and 
smiled because she was smiling. 
“I have to get some sleep before 
practice here in a little while.” Bo told 
her. 

She turned her smile to him.

“Sorry.” 
“No please, don’t be. I had a great
time. Thank you for taking me away
from my norm. I needed it. You will 
be at the show tonight?” He hoped. 

She nodded as she rose from the 
booth and waited for Bo. They both 
walked to her truck and Grace 

stopped at the bus for Bo to get out. 

“Thanks Bo, for hanging with me. 
Maybe again soon?” She questioned.
“I would love to!” He sounded a 
little too excited.  
Bo shut the door and waited for her 
to pull away before turning and 
opening the bus door. The group all 
peered up from the small bus table. 

“Wow, just getting in?” The 
drummer asked. 

“Yep.” H
e answered without 
explanation and headed to his room. 
The band all looked at each other , 
leaned their heads and turned to look 
at Bo’s door then back at each other.  

A few hours later, Bo woke with 
Grace on his mind. He couldn’t shake 
the woman from his brain. He made 
his way out of the bus as he heard the 
band playing one of his older songs. 
He quickly made his way to the stage, 
grabbed the mic and started singing. 
His screams were better than ever and 
he was feeling every note in his soul. 
He was ready for tonight. 

Everyone broke for lunch while Bo 
sat down on the edge of the stage and
hung his legs off the edge, pulled out 
his notebook and began writing. The 
poetry flowed from his mind onto the 
paper with ease. He could not help 
himself. In the middle of finding 
something that rhymed with Grace, 
Bo was startled by the door of the 
club slamming shut. He shot his head 
up to see her standing across the 
empty floor. 

“Well, hey there good lookin’.” 
The sweet voice echoed through the
emptiness. 

“
Hey, you’re early. We don’t start 
for another couple of hours.” He told 
her. 

“I know, but thought it would be 
cool to watch a little practice, if you 
don’t mind?” She asked. 

“
I would say yes, but we just got
done and the guys just took off for 
lunch. I’m the only one left. I’m
sorry.” He told her. 

“It’s all good. I kinda just came to 
listen to you anyway. Sing me 
something.” She requested. 

Bo shot her a look trying to come
up with something that he could sing. 
He grabbed his guitar sitting on the 
stage behind him and began to strum a 
beat of nothing in particular.  

“Okay, how about this one.” 
Bo began to sing a few lines from
one of his favorites. It was one of the 
slower songs, but still had the screams
that Grace liked. She smiled as he 
finished up. 

“That was the best.” She told him.
Bo could feel his heart almost 
flutter as she walked towards him. 
She hopped up on the stage and sat 
down next to him. He pulled his head 
back a little at the feelings he was 
having. 

“You okay?” She asked. 

“Yeah, great.” He stated not sure of 
his feelings. 
She raised her hand to the bartender 
and signaled two. She quickly brought 
over two beers and handed them. Bo 
took a swig and watch her take a swig 
of hers. 

“Look, I don’t date or have feelings 
or …care. I don’t know what the hell
you have done to me, but you are 
absolutely awesome.” Bo was honest 
with her. 

Grace stared at him for a moment 
and leaned over and kissed him. He 
reached behind her head and pulled
her in to keep her there a bit longer. 
The kiss was one like he had never 
felt before. Bo let her loose, took her 
hand, pulled it to his mouth, kissed 
each of her knuckles, set it on his leg
and held it. She stared at him for a 
moment longer and turned away. 

“Ummm…wow!” She stated. “I’m
sorry, I’m not sure where that came 
from.” 

“Don’t be sorry. Hey, can I come
see you tomorrow before we leave 
out, we are headed out tomorrow 
night, but it won’t be until late.” He 
told her. 

She nodded. “I would like that. 
How about come to my place and I 
will fix you dinner instead of that 
greasy truck stop food.” She 

suggested.

Bo nodded at her and stood up on 
the stage. “Want to hang out back 
here until we get done?” 

Grace stood next to him as he 
wrapped his arm around her waist 
standing a whole head and shoulders 
over her and guided her gently to the 
side of the stage. She smiled that
smile that took his breath away again 
and took a spot that was out of the 
way as the band began to pile back 
onto the stage. Each of them peered 
over at Grace as they entered and then
over at Bo. 

“Yes guys, she is with me. 

Everyone this is Grace. Say hello and 
be nice.” He joked. 

Grace sheepishly smiled and waved 
at them all and dropped her head with 
a bit of embarrassment. They began to 
play a few of their songs just for a bit 
of practice and decided that it would 
be a good time to go get changed into
concert clothes. As the band exited, 
the drummer stopped.

“You are the first girl that Bo has 
EVER brought back stage. You must 
be pretty bad ass.” He told her. 

Bo walked up behind the scrawny
brown headed guy and stood to listen
to what he had to say before placing 
his hand on his shoulder making him
jump. Grace laughed as he almost fell 
down the metal steps and throwing his
hands in the air to block whatever he 
thought might be coming. 

“My gosh, do you beat your band?” 
Grace laughed watching the man run
to the bus with his hands above his 
head laughing obnoxiously.

Bo shook his head with disbelief. “I
knew they would pull something.” He
stood next to her. “I have to get 
dressed, wanna come to the bus for a 
few minutes?” He asked. “I promise I 
will try and not let them bombard you 
with BS.” 

“I can hold my own.” She warned 
following him down the few steps and 
out the back. 

She climbed the three steps into the 
bus and scanned the area. Everyone 
stopped their movement and stared.  

“Really mother fuckers, you act 
like I’m gay or some bullshit and 
can’t bring a woman aboard. Damn
guys, get a damn life!” Bo hollered, 
smiling at them all standing with a 
dumbfounded look as they pranced
through them to the room in the back. 

Bo closed the door and offered a 
seat on the bed that covered most of 
the room. He grabbed his clothes and 
began to change. 

She watched him pull off his shirt
and stared at the fit tattooed body he 
bared to her. She held her composure 
as he pulled on the red t-shirt and then
tied a bandana around his head to hold 
back his dreads. He dropped the 
lighter colored pair of Levi jeans to 
the floor and Grace laughed.  

“What, I have on underwear.” He 
stated stepping out of his jeans. 
Grace put her hand over her 

forehead in surprise. “You have on 
iron man boxers Bo.” She laughed. 

“So, you don’t like Iron man?” He
seriously questioned her. “This may 
be a deal breaker.” He laughed and 
turned from one side to the other to let 
her see the entire picture of Iron Man.  

He grabbed the pair of darker 
colored Levi’s from the small closet
and slid them on one leg at a time. He 
pulled on his boots and nodded his 
head at her that he was ready to go. 
He stuck out his hand to her to help 
her off the bed and opened the door. 
He held his head high as they walked 
out of the bus holding hands.  

The group was quiet and watched 
each step until they were no longer 
able to see them. 

“I think they think there is

something wrong with you, or maybe 
they think there is something wrong 
with me.” She wondered to Bo. 

“Screw them guys, they don’t know 
what the hell they think.” He told her.
They entered back into the bar and 
up the stage steps. Grace took herself 
back to the spot that was out of the 
way and watched Bo place his guitar 
where he wanted it and put things in 
place. He took a drink of water, let
out a loud deep scream, then breathed 
in deep, and let it out. He shook both 
of his hands down by his sides and 
shaking off any nerves he may have, 
bounced a bit and rolled his head from
one side to the other. The rest of the 
band started entering the stage. The 
drummer raised his hand to Grace as
he passed by and high fived her. 
Grace smiled at his acceptance that
she was there. They all took their 
places. The curtain raised and the 
band started. They ran through their
course of songs and played to the 
crowd as they cheered. The feeling on
the stage was intense. Bo ran back
and forth across stage and interacted 
with his fans as his dreads flew 
everywhere. He wiped the sweat from
his forehead and let out the last 
scream of the last song. He thanked
the fans, waited for the curtain to fall 
before bending over and placing his 
hands on his knees taking a few deep
breaths. He stood up and turned to the 
band. 

“Awesome show guys!” He told 
them. 
“Dude, you had some crazy growls 
going on, they were awesome.” One 
of the members told him. “What’s
with you tonight?”

Another of the members pointed to 
the side of the stage. “Showing off.” 
He joked.  

Bo shot him the finger and shook 
his head at Grace at the side of the 
stage. She smiled that smile that made 
him almost melt all over the stage. 
The guys all looked at Bo as he stared
at her and couldn’t tear his eyes away.

Everyone exited stage and out to 
the barriers. Bo took Grace’s hand as
he passed her and pulled her outside 
with him. He signed every paper that 
was stuck out at him and took pictures 
with each person that requested one. 
Grace watched him genuinely care 
about each fan.  

Bo was nearing the end of the line 
as Grace waited at the bus entrance as 
a scream echoed through the crowd of 
people wanting autographs. Grace 
jumped at the sound and Bo stepped 
back from the crowd as they all
scattered in different directions. A 
man stood over a woman’s body
pulling out her intestines and pulling
them to his mouth. Bo watched in
horror as he couldn’t take his eyes off 
of the bloodied man wrapping the 
insides of this woman around his hand 
and pulling them to his mouth. 

He scanned the area, the rest of the 
band had already made it into the bus, 
and he was hoping that Grace had 
gone in with them. Just as Bo stepped 
over the barrier and started to make 
his way to the man and woman that 
laid on the ground, the man’s head 
shot up and glared at Bo. He began 
making his way over to Bo stringing 
the long slimy entrails behind him, he 
quickly stuffed them in his mouth and 
raised his hands out towards Bo. Bo 
backed up and tripped over the 
barriers that still stood, the metal hit 
the ground and Bo caught his feet 
quickly. The man had bloodied hands 
and his face was smeared from the 
slaps of the intestines he had been 
shoving in his mouth. Bo ran to the 
bus  door, pulled the lever, hurried
into and slammed the door behind 
him.

“What the fuck was that?” Bo
hollered to the ones that were staring 
out the windows. “Where is Grace?”

All of them shook their heads no at 
him. Bo turned to the door, placed his 
hand on the door, and hesitated. He 
looked out of the small window of the 
door, pressed his face up against it 
and scanned outside. A woman was 
limping away from the bus. Her head 
was rolling back and forth on her 
shoulders to the point that it looked 
like it would come off at any moment. 
Bo clicked the handle and slowly
pushed the door open. The squeak of 
the door caught the attention of the 
limping woman, she turned her body
as her head stopped rotating on the 
top of her body and rested on her 
shoulder. She stared at Bo and began 
limping her way to him. Blood 
covered the front of her Murderfly
band t-shirt along with the blue jean 
capri pants that she wore.  Her creepy
stagger made even the biggest of men 
like Bo cringe at the sight of her. Bo 
kept his eyes on the woman as he 
ducked over to the side and out of her 
arm’s reach, she followed him with 
her eyes as she slowly turned around 
when Bo passed her.  

Bo studied her speed as he made it
by her without her getting to him,
turned his back to her and started to 
run in the direction of the parking lot. 
He ran up and down the rows of 
parked cars and realized there were 
more of the walking and bloodied 
people wandering the parking lot as
well. Some were tearing people apart, 
while some slowly walked around 
bumping into cars looking this way
and that. Every time one of them
would see Bo moving fast, they would 
begin to head his way. Soon he had a 
mass of them behind him following 
him in and out of cars. Finally

spotting Grace’s truck, he made a 
beeline for it. He grabbed the door 
handle, hoping that it is unlocked, it
was. He pulled it open and climbed up 
and quickly shut the door just before 
the group of them surrounded the 
truck. 

“BO!” Grace yelled. 
Bo jumped and turned grabbing
Grace by the shoulders. He wrapped 
her up in his arms and leaned back 
and kissed her forehead. 

“I thought I had lost you!” He
muttered through her dark hair 
covering his face. 

“As soon as I saw the guy eating 
that woman, I high tailed it to my
truck. I was going to try and leave, 
but everyone was trying to leave, so I 
just sat here.” She stated as she pulled 
away. “Is this what I think it is?” 

“I think so. I think the apocalypse 
has really started.” Bo admitted. 
They both scanned the mess of 
dirty people that surrounded the truck. 
The unbalanced group slammed their 
hands against the windows trying to 
get to them.

“Start the truck Grace.” He 

instructed still looking out of the 
window. 

The truck didn’t start and Bo turned
back to Grace who was still staring 
out of the window. He grabbed the 
back of her head in his massive sized 
hand and turned it towards him to 
grasp her attention.  

“GRACE, START THE….” Bo 
stopped as she turned to face him. 
Her face was grey in color, she let 
out a low growl and lunged at him.
Her mouth open wide and her hands 
reached for his chest. Bo placed his
hand on her forehead and pushed her 
back. She grabbed his dreads and 
pulled herself one hand over the other 
coming closer and closer to his face. 
He pushed harder and she finally
released her grip. He punched her in 
the face with apprehension, she shook 
it off, headed back in to try and get a 
bite. Bo didn’t want to lose Grace, but 
at this point had no choice. He kept
his hand across her face, reached 
passed her and opened her door, he 
quickly pushed her out of the door 
and pulled the door closed. He lifted 
both of his legs over the console and 
moved into the driver’s seat. He 
peered down at Grace as she rose to 
her feet and began beating on the 
window. Bo felt terrible, but could not 
die by a zombie, what kind of 

headline would that be? He thought. 

Bo started the truck and put it in 
reverse, turned on the headlights and 
slowly started to back up. Both back 
tires made their way over whatever 
was behind him. He hit the two cars 
that were parked behind him, not 
thinking about anything but getting
the hell away from this craziness.  

He pushed the cars back enough to 
make room for him to turn and put the 
truck in drive. He started to pull
forward as Grace stepped in front of 
the truck.  

“No, please move.” He whispered. 
Grace stood walking into the truck
over and over. Bo knew he had no 
choice. He eased forward, hoping to 
push her out of the way. Instead she 
fell underneath the truck’s front tire. 
He closed his eyes as he pushed a 
little harder on the gas. He made his 
way over her and three more before 
finally reaching the road. He pulled 
off with the bus getting smaller in the 
rear view mirror. He wanted to stop 
and save his band, but they were 
surrounded as he had been before. He 
hoped they made it and stayed in the 
bus until the undead made their way
somewhere else. 

Bo drove out of town, stopped on 
the side of the road after passing 
many abandoned cars and running 
over hordes of zombies. They were 
everywhere at this point. He needed to 
process the situation through his head. 

“Where in the hell can I go?” He 
asked himself.  
He sat and looked around at the 
masses of shadows making their way
through the dark. The headlights cast
just enough light to see them

wandering off to the sides of the road 
and into the darkness and out of sight. 
He knew he had to move and get 
somewhere safe before he starved or 
was worse off, eaten. 

“Texas!” He belted out to himself. 
Bo had said he would never go 
back to Texas after he left when he 
was quite a bit younger. Since he
seemed to get in quite a bit of trouble, 
it was just easier to not go back; but 
this was the apocalypse and what 
better people to be safe with than the 
gun toting rednecks in Texas.  

He eased forward at the shadows 
that covered the road and headed to 
the highway that would lead him
towards home.

He thought about his situation and 
was thankful that the truck he had was
so big that it was not easily damaged 
and that Grace had a full tank of gas. 
He made it across Florida and finally
hit the state line of Alabama. He knew 
all he needed to do was get over and
through Louisiana and he would be on 
his way back to his old stomping
grounds of East Texas.

He was thankful he was on the west 
edge of Florida and it didn’t take 
much gas to get to Alabama. He was 
starting to get tired, but needed to
move on, so he lit up a cigarette and 
cracked the window. He could smell a 
dead animal smell that filled the truck. 
He cringed as he blew smoke out of 
the window, decided that he would 
roll the window up and hopefully get 
rid of the dead rancid odor that filled 
the air. 

He made it across the small part of 
Alabama and crossed state lines into 
Louisiana just before sunrise. Bo 
decided that getting gas would be a 
good idea, so he began looking for a 
store hoping that he could find gas 
and fill up enough to get to Texas and
figure out where to go. 

He pulled up to a pump in a  small 
gas station, scanned the parking lot 
not seeing anyone walking around or 
even moving on the side of the road
as he had been seeing. Bo opened the 
door, jumped down out of the truck, 
and made his way into the store. He 
pushed open the door and waited to 
see if anything came out of nowhere. 
He walked in and noticed none of the 
electricity was on, so he knew that 
getting gas from the pump was out of 
the question. He began to process a 
few thoughts through his mind on
how to get gas. He looked out at the 
abandoned cars and wondered if any
of them carried gas cans with them.
He had to find out. Bo ran back to the 
truck and pulled out of the parking 
lot. He slowly pulled next to the first 
vehicle and slowed down, he turned 
the truck so his door was near the 
trunk. He grabbed the crowbar that 
was in the back seat floorboard, took
a three sixty view of his area and 
jumped out when he didn’t see 
anyone, he quickly popped the trunk 
of the red four door Ford Focus and 
the trunk sprung open. 

“BINGO!” He yelled louder than 
he needed to. 
A big red gas can sat in the corner 
of the trunk, he grabbed it and jumped 
back in the truck just as a man walked
from the side of the road towards him.
Bo hung his head, he knew he had 
made too much noise and drew 
attention to himself which was a 

mistake. Bo pulled forward quickly to 
a bright red truck and stopped, he 
peered down from the window and 
looked into the back of the truck and 
all that was there was a spare tire and 
jack. He moved onto another car and
watched the one zombie that 

wandered aimlessly on the road. He 
jumped out once again, destined not
to make as much noise this time and 
popped the trunk of the old Cadillac, 
no gas can was in the back. He looked 
at the upcoming cars spying a large 
flatbed truck up ahead. That was 
where he was going to find some gas. 
He jumped back in the truck and 
stepped on the gas to move up to the 
flatbed. He looked in his rear view
and saw the man that had made his 
way on the road along with a horde of 
others. 

“Shit!” Bo stated. 
He hurriedly jumped from the truck 
and ran around the flatbed looking for 
a gas can. He rounded the front of the 
truck and there it sat strapped to the 
underside of truck. Bo grabbed the tie 
strap and began to undo it. He looked 
up and the horde was getting close to
the back of the truck. The can finally
came free Bo grabbed the huge tire 
iron that was strapped with the can 
and started back to the truck. 

Before he made it to the door, 
three of them rounded the tailgate as
he rounded the hood. Bo held tight to 
the gas can and raised the tire iron 
above his head, he took a step forward
as they continued to make their fast 
stumble towards him. He swung at the 
first one and knocked him away. The 
second one approached, he swung
again and buried the tire iron into his 
head. Bo being as big as he was, 
pulled upward and dislodged it, and 
swung down at the third one. The tire 
iron went through his skull and into
his neck. He pulled up again trying to
free it but the body of the man came 
with it. Bo shook it hard and the body
finally plopped to the ground. Bo
quickly reached up, opened the door, 
took one giant step up into the truck 
throwing the tire iron into the back 
seat and closed the door. The rest of 
the horde was just making their way
around to his side of the truck raking 
their hands across the side. Bo 
stepped on the gas and sped away
from them as fast as he could. He 
began to recognize where he used to
travel to the casino boats when he 
lived in East Texas. He couldn’t 
believe how dead it was (pun not 
intended). 

He crept through the area and
watched the uniformed casino 

workers stroll through the streets 
looking for their next meal. He shook 
his head at the thought of what the 
world had become. 

‘WELCOME TO TEXAS’
The sign finally came into view and
Bo pulled over to the side of the road. 
He scanned the area as he had learned 
to do and jumped out with the two gas 
cans. Now almost empty, he poured 
both of them in the tank and got back
in the truck. It had only given him a 
little over a quarter of a tank. He
started driving into Texas and finally
hit Interstate twenty. He was happy to 
be home. Texas is where he knew 
would have no problem with taking 
on these assholes. This is where he
needed to be.  

He began seeing old familiar things 
that brought back tons of memories; 
some good and some bad. He 

wondered how many of his old 
buddies have already turned.  

The truck began to sputter, Bo
looked down to see that he was 
already on empty. He pulled over and
wondered which way he needed to 
start walking and what he could 
handle taking with him. 

Bo grabbed the big bloodied tire 
iron and a bottle of water. He looked 
all around, saw woods over to his left 
and decided that was what he was 
going to go through to see what kind
of safety he could find. He hopped out 
of the truck, with none of the undead 
walking around, he headed off 

through the woods. He rounded a tree 
to see two filthy women squatted 
down feeding off a deer. He slowly
snuck up behind them and hit them
both in the head before they were able 
to notice him. Bo wasn’t taking any
chances on being eaten. He slowly
walked on, keeping an eye all around 
him and within a few hours, he was 
surprised that he had only ran into a 
few of them before coming up on a 
road. He glanced both ways like a car 
would be coming down the road and 
saw a tall tower to his left. 

“Awesome, maybe I can figure out 
where in the hell I am.” He said to 
himself. 

Bo began walking toward the 
tower. As he got closer, he saw a man 
working on the tower. The guy looked 
at him for a minute, jumped down and 
opened the gate. He introduced

himself as Gizmo, which Bo thought 
was a funny name. Gizmo closed the 
gate and began asking questions about 
him. After a few exchanges, Bo
dropped his gear he had brought with
him, picked up a hammer and started
helping the little guy work on the 
tower. 

After a bit of work to pay back 
Gizmo for not leaving him out with 
the people that may have been his 
demise, another guy walked out. Bo 
heard Gizmo spout off something
about him sleeping the day away and
Bo leaned his head out from the side 
of the tower to see a guy that looked 
all too familiar.  

“Bo is that you?” The guy asked 
from below. 

Trying to block the sun with his 
hand, he peered down at the man. 
“TJ, holy shit!” Bo hollered. 
He knew he looked familiar. 

TJ introduced Bo to Gizmo and
took him back to the cafeteria to eat.  
Bo was happy to be around people 
he knew and Texas would be the best 
place to survive.



BRYAN TANN 

“Yes sir, I will do my best. I 
appreciate the opportunity to work for 
you.” Bryan told the superintendent of 
the hospital. 

“We are glad to have you aboard 
Bryan.” The suit clad man stood and 
shook Bryan’s hand. “See you 

tomorrow, eight AM.” 

Bryan exited the office and walked 
down the bare walled hospital hallway
to the double sliding electric doors 
marked with a sign that read exit 
above it. Bryan made it to the bus stop 
and sat on the plastic bench. He
pulled out his cell phone, highlighted
his girlfriend’s name on his contact 
list. 

“Hello.” Her sweet voice stated. 
“I got the job!” He replied. 

“That is great Bryan. Have you 
found a place to live yet?” She 
questioned. 

“Well, no. But, I’m looking. I 
moved here to make things better for 
us and things are falling into place for 
us. I should be moved out of the hotel
by next week and then you can come 
up and we can start our life.” He 
expressed. 

“Bryan look, I am not sure I want 
to leave Texas.” She admitted. 
“But, Kelsey we agreed that I 
would get settled and you would 
move here with me so we could start
our life. What happened?” He 

wondered. 

“I have just been thinking and I 
don’t think it is going to work out. I
am staying in Texas.” The phone went 
dead.  

Bryan looked at his phone and 
dropped it to the bench seat next to 
him and stared intently with disbelief 
at it.  

The bus pulled up in front of him, 
he grabbed his phone and loaded the 
bus. Bryan watched the cars whizz by
him out the window and wondered
where everyone was going in such a 
hurry. He also wondered what the 
point was to even move forward, 
everything he had done was for his
girlfriend and she just told him that he 
had done it all for nothing. 

He rode to the small hotel room he 
had taken over for the next week until 
he was able to get his first check and 
get an apartment. He walked down the 
block from the bus stop and unlocked
his door as he threw his phone onto
the bed and closed the door. He 
opened the mini fridge on the small 
counter and pulled out a hot pocket 
from the box he had bought when he
arrived a few days before. He popped 
it in the small microwave and pressed 
the start button. He turned the heater 
up a bit to take the chill off of the 
room and stood staring out the 

window at the snow covering the 
ground waiting for his dinner.  

Bryan turned and sat at the two
person table, finished off his food, 
made himself comfortable on the bed 
next to the table and clicked the 
remote to turn on the television.  

Bryan could not believe that he had
moved up here, that he was doing
something good to make things right 
and she just blew him off so easily. 

His alarm sounded at six as the sun 
was peeking through the slit between 
the smoke stained curtains. He slid his 
finger underneath the glasses that he 
should not have slept in and rubbed 
the sleep from his eyes. He raised
from the small twin sized bed and 
allowed his feet to hit the floor before 
stretching. He patted his stomach. 

“I have to lose a little weight.” He 
mumbled while standing from the 
bed.  

He peered at himself in the mirror 
that was over the sink and rubbed his
bald head.  

“Big, black, bald and beaut
iful. 
That’s what the women want.” He 
smiled. 

He smeared the bright red 

toothpaste across his toothbrush and 
stuck it in his mouth while he 

replaced the cap. He scrubbed his 
pearly whites, rinsed it off and 

replaced it back into the case. He 
moved into the small bathroom, 
turned on the hot water for his shower 
and adjusted the temperature before 
stepping in and pulling the white 
curtain to. Stepping out he grabbed a 
towel, dried off and walked to the 
main room of the hotel room. He put 
on the uniform that had been provided 
by the hospital. 

He scanned himself over in the 
mirror above the sink, smoothed the 
wrinkles from the black slacks and 
straightened the badge on his chest. 
He fastened the belt around his waist 
and adjusted the holster for the Taser.  

He unlocked the deadbolt, slid the 
chain off of the door and opened it to 
a full parking lot of cars. He closed 
the door behind him and made his 
way to the nearest bus stop. He sat
down on the bench and waited 

anxiously. The bus finally arrived and 
Bryan loaded up waiting for the 
hospital to come into sight.  

He stepped off of the bus at seven 
thirty, walked inside and across the 
huge lobby at the far wall to his post 
of duty that was explained to him by
the man from yesterday. He sat

behind the long desk and turned on 
the small cameras as he had been 
shown. He scanned all of the screens 
trying to figure out what screen went 
to what area. The man from yesterday
wandered up in a blue pin striped suit.  

“Figuring it out Bryan?” The man 
asked. 
“Yes sir, I think 
so. No worries
here.” Bryan answered with 

confidence. 

“I didn’t figure we would have any
worries with you on guard. Glad to 
have you aboard.” The man said 
before turning and walking away. 

Bryan researched all of the buttons 
and knobs. He looked over the 
paperwork that had been left for him
with a note that read ‘please fill out 
and return to HR.’

Bryan began to fill out the 

paperwork while glancing at the 
screens every few seconds as well as
the electric sliding doors that would 
open every few seconds with patients, 
doctors, and nurses entering and
exiting. He began to try to remember 
employee’s faces and names as they
stopped to introduce themselves. 
Bryan would stand and shake hands 
with them as they stopped by the 
guard’s desk. 

With his paperwork filled out and 
in the tray marked inner office mail, 
Bryan took a walk down the hall, 
back to his desk and around the lobby
a bit to get the feel of things and how 
they ran through the day. He would 
walk back every couple of minutes
and look across the monitors to check 
on the other parts of the hospital.  

The sliding doors opened again for 
at least the thousandth time as Bryan 
looked over to see a tall broad man 
that was covered in blood from his 
head to the middle of his chest. He 
looked as though he was in a trance. 
He cut his eyes to Bryan. 

“I need help.” The man calmly
said. 
Bryan grabbed a nearby wheelchair 
and quickly rolled it over to the man, 
took his arm and guided him into the 
chair. He reached for his walkie to 
call for help. 

“South lobby needs a
 nurse asap!” 
He spat into it. 

Two nurses ran down the hallway
before he had even put his walkie 
back into his holster.  

“He just walked in and told me he 
needed help. I put him in the chair.” 
Bryan advised. 

“Sir, what happened?” One of the 
nurses asked him.
“Fight. I got in a fight.” He told 
them as his head jutted forward and 
his body began to follow. 

The other nurse caught him by his 
bloodied chest and pushed him

backwards into the chair. The other 
began to push the chair as the other 
kept her hand on his chest and held 
the back of his head.  

“He’s just unconscious. Abrasions 
on the head and face and possible stab 
wound on the chest!” She belted out 
to another nurse running down the 
hall. 

Bryan backed out of the way and
let the professionals do their job. He 
went back to the monitors to get a 
look at where they were taking him. 
He watched the doctors rush to the 
man’s side and they all disappeared
into a room that he was unable to
view through his screens.  

Bryan felt a sense of pride with 
being able to help the man and the
workers of the hospital. He could tell
this was going to be a job he liked. 
But, he questioned whether he would 
be able to do this without the love of 
his life. He had given up so much for 
her and did not understand why she 
did not want to be with him, when he
had done this all for her. 

Bryan sat down in his black 
ergonomic chair, spun around to face 
the wall with the giant letters letting
everyone know that it was the lobby
and the small sign to the left of the 
huge gold lettering that directed 
people to the emergency room and
cafeteria.  

“Excuse me sir, can you point me
to labor and delivery?” A sweet voice 
behind him asked. 

Bryan spun around caught off 
guard by a beautiful woman standing
on the other side of the counter. He 
kept spinning forgetting to put down 
his feet to stop himself. He made 
almost a full spin as he stumbled to 
stop himself and stand then walked
around the counter.  

“Yes ma’am, walk down to the 
elevator sign and take it up to the 
third floor. Can I help you get there?
Are you in labor? Let me call 

someone for you.” Bryan grabbed his 
walkie. 

“I am okay, just having some pains 
and my doctor wanted me to come in
for a checkup. I am okay to walk.” 
She told him. 

She thanked him for his help and
walked down the hall that Bryan 
directed her to. Bryan was feeling 
helpful with learning where 

everything was and able to help 
others. 

A scream sounded from the hall 
way where they had taken the bloody
man. Bryan hurried down it toward 
the ruckus. He rounded the doorway
to where they had taken the man, his 
arms and legs were flying all over. He 
was knocking over IV poles and
hitting nurses. Bryan jumped in front 
of the professionals, grabbed the 
man’s arms, placed them together and
held them with one hand while 
grabbing his handcuffs. He slapped 
one cuff across the man’s wrist and 
quickly placed the other on the other 
wrist. He then took control of his legs 
and laid on them while he pulled 
straps up over the hospital gurney and
buckled them with one hand. He 
removed himself taking the other 
restraint belt that went across his 
chest pulling tight and then buckling 
it so that he would stay down. They
all watched the man jerk his upper 
body around trying to get out of the 
restraints. 

“Drugs.” The nurse whispered to 
Bryan. “Thanks for your help.” 
Bryan nodded as he made a face at
the man letting him know he was 
acting ridiculous. The man stopped 
and stared at Bryan.  

“WHY ARE YOU LOOKING AT 
ME YOU BLACK MOTHER 

FUCKER?” H
e screamed.  

“A crazed lunatic it appears.” 
Bryan stated back. Before walking out 
of the door. 

He felt accomplished for the third
time today. He was really liking his 
job. 

He made it through the week and 
was lucky that they didn’t hold back a 
check since he was running out of
money. He located HR and retrieved 
his paycheck and quickly opened it to
see what he was going to be able to
do. He almost jumped for joy with the 
amount that he saw. He could do a lot 
with what he had made and could not 
wait until he got a full two week 
check; plus they were already asking 
him to work extra. 

“Hello Kelsey.” Bryan said into the 
phone as he waited for the bus.  
“Hi Bryan. How is everything?” 
She asked. 
“Great, my check was great from
my new job and I am heading to look 
at an apartment. I want you to come 
up and look at them with me this 
weekend.” He told her. 

“Bryan, I can’t. I am going to stay
here and take care of my mom.” She 
told him. 

“Why didn’t you tell me that before 
I made the move, I would have stayed 
there.” 

“I don’t know. I just started 

thinking about it and that is so far 
away from my mom.” 

“I am going to come see you next 
weekend, okay?” He told her. 

Kelsey agreed and the two hung up. 
Bryan made his way to the 

apartment complex near the hotel he 
had been staying in. He was shown to 
an apartment to look at. The stairs he 
had to climb would help him lose the 
weight he wanted. The manager 
opened the door to a small one 

bedroom apartment. Bryan walked in
and was able to see everything from
the middle of the living room. The 
small kitchen was perfectly equipped 
with a refrigerator, stove and 

microwave. The living room had a 
maroon couch and matching curtains 
with one side table. The bedroom had
a twin size bed and a table that 
matched the one in the living room
with a lamp.

“It’s perfect, I will take it.” Bryan 
told the well-dressed woman. 

“Great, let’s go get the paperwork 
done and you can move in today.” 
The two walked back to the office, 
Bryan paid the money to the front 
desk clerk and signed the paperwork. 
He walked a block away, grabbed the 
three suitcases he had brought with 
him and started to haul them down the 
block. A car drove up to him and 
parked near the curb. Two men 
jumped out and grabbed onto his 
biggest bag. Bryan dropped his other 
two and began swinging at the men. 
One of the men began punching 
Bryan in the face, Bryan fell to the 
ground still swinging. They grabbed
the biggest bag and one of the smaller 
ones, jumped back in the car and the 
tires echoed through Bryan’s ears as 
they took off. 

Bryan laid on the concrete for a 
moment before he was able to get up. 
He ran a finger across his bottom lip
and pulled it back to see blood. He 
grabbed the only bag he had left and 
stumbled to his new apartment. He 
locked the door behind him and made 
his way to the small bathroom to 
clean up. He opened his bag he had 
dropped in the doorway to see what 
he had left. He pulled out two pairs of 
jeans and a pair of socks he had 
stuffed into it. He stripped his uniform
off except for the white undershirt, he
shook the dirt off of his uniform and
hung it up on one of the few hangers 
that had been left in the little closet. 
He would have to get it washed after 
he could go buy some necessities. It 
was beginning to get dark and Bryan 
wanted to hurry before dark set in. He 
left his apartment, bounded down the 
stairs and headed toward the dollar 
store across the street. He bought 
some soap, toothpaste, a new

toothbrush and some snacks until he
was able to buy some real food. He 
got back to his apartment just as the 
sun disappeared on the horizon. The 
bright lights that lined the sidewalk 
guided him back to his apartment and 
back out to the laundromat. He

washed his uniform and waited for it 
to dry. He finally made it back to his 
apartment about ten, took a quick 
shower and laid down on the bed. 

He woke the next morning to his 
phone ringing.

“Hello.” Bryan answered with 
tiredness in his voice.
“Bryan, just wondering if you 
might be able to come fill a shift 
today?” The voice asked. 

Bryan looked out the one window 
in the bedroom and it was still dark
outside. 

“Yes sir. Let me get up and shower
and I will be there as soon as I can.” 
He stated before hanging up.  

Bryan rose from his bed and 
stepped in the shower before turning 
on the water. He showered to help 
wake himself up. Once out, he 

realized he had not even looked at the 
time. He dressed in his uniform and
grabbed his phone seeing that it was 
four in the morning.  

Bryan made his way out and down 
to the bus stop then into the hospital. 
He took his place at the front desk and 
tried to wake up a bit more. He 
watched the buzz around him and felt
a little lazy today so didn’t move 
around as much as he normally had.
He listened for any issues over his 
walkie and watched the screens.  

Noon rolled around and Bryan was 
feeling drained. 
“Bryan, we got someone coming in 
at twelve thirty. I appreciate you 
coming in.” He told him. 

Bryan nodded and thanked him for 
his appreciation. A little before twelve 
thirty a man showed up Bryan had not 
seen before.  

“I’m Todd, I am the other one they
like to call in when no one shows up. 
Bryan right?” He put his hand out. 

Bryan stood and shook the man’s
hand. He was a tall man with dark
hair and looked to be about twenty
five or so. 

“I am glad there is so
meone to
relieve me, thanks for showing up.” 
Bryan told him.

Bryan gathered his things and
headed out of the hospital. The next 
week was a blur of double shifts at the 
hospital. He had also been given a 
few extra responsibilities. He replaced 
lights that had blown out, doors that
had been broken, hospital beds that
needed fixing and many other things. 
He had gained a bit of respect around 
the hospital and was the ‘go-to’ guy
when anything was wrong or broken. 
He had taken down many people that 
were unruly and fixed many things 
that the hospital needed fixed. He had 
even been commended by the super.  

Bryan had gotten his second wind 
at five o’clock Friday afternoon. It 
was time to go see his girl. He got 
home as fast as the bus would take 
him, packed a bag for the weekend, 
took the bus to the airport and bought 
his ticket to Texas.

He waited impatiently for them to 
call to board. Once loaded, he sat and
willed the plane to take off, which 
seemed like it was taking forever. 
Finally, the plane took off down the
runway and into the air. Just a couple 
of hours and he would be seeing the 
love of his life.  

The plane landed and Bryan made 
his way to the front to grab one of the 
few taxis that waited outside the Tyler 
airport. 

“16 Hatcher Street please.” He told 
the driver.  
The driver pulled away from the 
curb and took a left out the drive of 
the airport. Twenty minutes later, the 
taxi pulled into the driveway of the 
familiar house. He was excited to see 
Kelsey.  

He walked up the sidewalk to the 
small blue and gray house her parents 
had left her and opened the door to an
empty living room. He turned and 
looked back outside to the driveway
to make sure he did see her car there. 
Her Ford Focus sat in the drive. He 
closed the door softly, hoping she was 
taking a shower or changing so he 
could surprise her in all of her naked
beauty.  

He wandered down the hall to the 
open door on the right of the first 
bedroom. The curtains blew in the 
Texas breeze, but was empty. He
walked across the hall to the only
bathroom in the house and it was 
quiet and empty as well. A bang 
sounded from the back bedroom that 
made Bryan jump. He turned towards 
the door and slowly crept down the 
hall. As he got to the door he heard 
Kelsey groan like she was in pain. 
Bryan flung open the door. Kelsey sat 
naked on top of a man. She turned to 
Bryan and her eyes got wide. The 
man peered around Kelsey’s thick
hips that rested on top of him and
blocked his view of the door.  

“Forget I was coming?” He asked 
Kelsey. “Really, one of my own 
buddies?” 

Bryan turned to walk out of the 
house.  

“BRYAN, WAIT!” Kelsey yelled.
“Hey bro, hold up!” The man 
stated.
Bryan kept walking; again 

disappointed by the effort he put forth 
in this situation. He believed that she 
was the one. He slammed the door 
open against the wall and headed out 
of the house not bothering to close it. 
Kelsey appeared on the porch covered 
only by the blue silk sheets that he 
had bought her when he had stayed 
with her before. They had made love 
many times on those sheets and now 
one of his buddies was doing the same
with her. 

“Bryan, please wait!” She hollered 
over her front yard.  
Bryan held up his middle finger 
and kept walking. He didn’t even 
want to turn and look at the bitch.

Before he could make it out of 
sight, a man attacked him from
behind. Bryan assumed that it was his 
old friend attacking him for being 
disrespectful. Bryan grabbed the 
man’s arm and flipped him over his 
pudgy body to the ground. Bryan 
turned to walk away from the man 
when he felt him again grab onto his 
shirt. He turned, drew back his fist as
the man came at him with his mouth 
open. He latched onto Bryan’s shirt
shaking his head back and forth 
tearing a hole in his shirt. Bryan 
removed himself from arm’s reach of 
the man and saw it was not the man 
that was with Kelsey. He was a man 
covered in blood, he reached for 
Bryan with one arm while his teeth 
clattered as he reached for him with 
his face trying to bite him. Bryan 
kicked the man in the knee and

watched him fold over and drop to the 
ground. The man’s sunken in face 
stared at him as he laid there with his 
mangled knee. He rolled over and 
pulled himself toward Bryan 

chomping his jaws while Bryan 
stepped back watching him.

“A zombie?” He questioned.
Bryan backed up towards the house 
he was just at, not running it through 
his mind that the bitch he just caught 
cheating on him was at the only place 
he was able to go. 

“Get the hell in the house!” He 
hollered climbing the steps backwards 
that he just angrily went down. 

Kelsey backed into the house as 
Bryan followed and closed the door. 
He peered out of the window that 
covered the front door at the man 
lying on the ground.  

“It’s zombies!” He told the two 
people that he didn’t want to be 
around. 

“Zombies?
 I don’t think so.” His 
ex-friend responded buttoning his 
pants.  

Bryan reached down and dead
bolted the door. “Yes, zombies stupid 
ass. Did you not see what just 

attacked me?” 

Bryan ran to the window in the 
living room and pulled the curtains 
closed. He ran to a second window in 
the same room, then throughout the 
house and closed all the curtains. 
Bryan ran back to the living room and
pulled the curtain from the first 
window back just a bit to allow him to 
see the front yard. Two women were 
staggering across the yard with three 
children following them. All five
were bloody with body parts held in 
of each of their hands. The first 
woman he caught a glimpse of had a 
dismembered hand interlaced with 
hers. The second had a handful of 
bloody innards of someone clasped in 
one hand and brought them to her 
mouth periodically. The three children
all had what looked to be intestines 
wrapped around their small hands 
trailing behind them. 

“We have to find weapons and
gather some food. Make sure all the 
doors are locked. Kelsey get the two 
guns that I left here and all of the 
ammo.” Bryan instructed. 

Kelsey and the cheating friend 
stood in the living room watching 
Bryan run back and forth in the house. 

“Are you kidding?” Kelsey asked. 
Bryan stopped mid-step and stared
at her. He looked back and forth at 
both of them. “Go out there if you 
wish. I am staying in here and gonna 
kill off these assholes.” 

“Ummm…this is my house. You
can take your things and go!” Kelsey
told him calmly.

Bryan looked at her with surprise. 
“Are you serious?” 
Kelsey shook her head yes. Bryan 
turned and walked to the back of the 
house and into the room that they
shared before he left and gathered his 
guns and any other things that were
his that he might be able to use as a
weapon. He grabbed the duffel bag he 
had left that Kelsey said she liked and 
put the three knives and pistol into it. 
He loaded the twenty two rifle, then 
put all of the ammo he had for the 
pistol and the twenty two into the bag. 
He slowly walked back to the living 
room, glared at the man that had taken 
his girlfriend and his now ex

girlfriend. 

“Thanks, ya’ll are some classy
Americans.” Bryan said to them
before heading to the door.  

He placed two fingers on the 
deadbolt and then thought better. He 
pushed the small curtain over with his 
face to scan the yard before turning 
the lock. The man that had attacked
him earlier appeared to be gone. The 
women and children had also moved 
on. He decided to play it safe, 

shouldered the rifle, reached around 
to the duffel bag, pulled the zipper, 
withdrew the filet knife from the bag 
and zipped it back. He looked back at 
them and nodded his head.

“Fuck you both, I hope you both
get eaten.” Bryan admitted and 
popped the deadbolt.  

He pulled the door open slowly and
placed one foot out on the porch, he
pulled the door the rest of the way
open and stepped out before closing it
behind him. He took one step at a 
time and paused after each one as he 
looked all around for what was going 
to be his first kill. He stepped down 
off of the last step with one foot and 
quickly put it back onto the last step 
as he watched a man run down the 
street and a man chasing him as fast 
as he could, which wasn’t fast at all. 
He limped a bit and reached for the 
man even though he was far behind 
him. As Bryan lifted his foot, he had
not realized he had barely escaped a 
hand reaching for his foot from the 
side of the porch. As the undead fast 
walking man disappeared, Bryan 
stepped back off of the step with both 
feet. He stood for a moment looking 
in all directions again before he felt a 
hand on his ankle. Bryan jolted like a 
scared girl and winced in the same
manner. He looked down to see a 
crawling zombie making his way
towards him. He bent down and slid 
the filet knife into the skull of the low 
growling man that apparently he had
not heard with the commotion of the 
screaming running man. He pulled his 
knife out and wiped it on the man’s 
shirt. He looked back at the door and 
saw both of their faces pressed against 
the window watching his misfortune 
of being outside in the apocalypse.  

Bryan’s mind went wild at that 
very moment. He turned and raced 
back up the steps, luckily they had not 
locked the door back yet. He flung it
open and fumbled his gun pointing it
at them.

“Get the fuck outside! If I go, you 
go.” Bryan informed them both. 
Kelsey in only a sheet and his 
buddy in nothing but jeans.  
“All I have to do is outrun you two 
and I am good.” Bryan pushed the 
barrel of the gun into Kelsey’s bare 
backside.  

The three made it down the steps 
and into the street. Bryan looked both 
ways and pushed them to the right.  

“You wanted to throw me out here. 
Now we can all be out here together. 
Keep walking.” He told them.

Bryan watched behind him to make 
sure he wasn’t going to be surprised 
by one of the cannibals. As for the 
front of him, he was okay with them
being eaten which would give him the 
chance to get away and run the other 
way. 

Bryan pushed them slowly down 
the street, finally making their way to 
the nearest corner store. He pushed 
them inside and followed behind 
them. A growl came from the back of 
the store. Bryan turned them both to 
stand in front of him to block himself. 
A man appeared around a corner of an 
aisle. He was well dressed in a tie and
button down shirt. His face was tight 
skinned and if it wasn’t for his 

growling and outward appearance, 
Bryan would have thought he was 
alive. Bryan began backing up while 
his two hostages stood still and in
place. The man approached them and
Kelsey raised her hands over her face. 
The man punched the zombie in the 
face and watched him stumble 

backwards. Bryan watched both of 
them begin to cry with fear of the man 
that could easily eat them both if they
did not defend themselves, but Bryan 
had given them no way to do so. He 
finally decided to step forward as the 
man came back at them both with 
chomping jaws and took a stab with 
his knife to the man’s head. Bryan 
watched him drop to the ground, he 
turned and glared at his two helpless
hostages. 

“Gather some food and find a 
something to carry it in. You are 
going to need it.” He told them. 

Bryan began raking things off of 
the shelves into his bag he had 
grabbed from the counter. He made 
his way to the coolers that weren’t
cold by any means and grabbed a 
variety of drinks and loaded up. He 
made his way back to the entry way to 
see Kelsey and her new man with a 
small plastic bag full of drinks and 
things. 

“You’re gonna need more than 
that.” Bryan laughed.

“We’re going to share.” The man 
shot back. 

“Good luck.” He stated back. 
He pushed them out of the store 
and back into the dangers of the 
outside. 

“Where are you taking us?” Kelsey
asked. 

“As far as they will let me take you 
before they eat you.” He told her. 
He pushed them on down the road 
walking behind them. Both of them
stopped and began to back up.  

“No, don’t stop.” He told them. 
“Bryan, please don’t do this.” 
Kelsey begged. 
He stepped from behind them to 
see at least fifty of them walking 
slowly across the street. None of them
had noticed them walking towards
them. 

“Be quiet.” Bryan whispered and 
began backing up. “Back up.” 
The three began slowly backing up
and they all three turned around to 
head back to the store. The parking lot 
had become inundated with them. 
Kelsey whined loudly and drew the 
attention of both groups. 

“Shut the hell up bitch.” Her new 
boyfriend told her. 
Both groups of zombies started
towards them. Bryan’s head shot back
and forth watching both groups. The 
ones from the parking lot were 
herding together and were close. 
Bryan pushed both of the cheating 
humans forward with the barrel of his 
gun, turned and began shooting the 
zombies that were the furthest away
and running towards them. He kept 
shooting until he made a small path 
for him to make it through. He made 
it through and listened to them turning
while he passed by as they growled 
loudly. He turned back and saw 
Kelsey surrounded and her new beau
running off without her away from the 
herd. Bryan stopped and dropped his 
chin to his chest. He knew he wasn’t 
going to leave her to be eaten. Bryan
ran back through the herd he had just 
made it through, grabbing his filet 
knife from his boot. He stabbed three 
of them that were hanging on to 
Kelsey. He pulled her by her arm to 
him and began swinging the filet 
knife while pushing Kelsey behind 
him and backing away from the rest 
that were headed toward them. 

“Kelsey, run!” Bryan shouted
behind him.
He heard her bare feet hitting the 
pavement, turned and followed her. 
The herd behind them had gotten
confused and split when Bryan ran 
through them and then back. The two 
ran down the road, off the side and 
into the woods.  

“Bryan wait!” Kelsey hollered as 
he passed her.  
Bryan stopped and turned

remembering that she was only in a 
sheet and no shoes. He scanned the 
wooded area and ran back to her. 

“Kelsey you have to get up and get 
away from these things. Come on.” 
He took off his jacket he had worn 
on the plane and wrapped around her. 
Kelsey slid her arms in the jacket that 
was oversized on her.

“Thank you Bryan. I’m sorry.” She 
told him as she started to walk on
through the woods. 

“No time to deal with that now. 
Let’s go.” He told her.
The two walked slowly while they
caught their breath. Bryan put his 
knife back in his boot and grasped his 
rifle from behind his back. He 

shouldered it and peered around the 
woods down the barrel. Kelsey

followed close and watched behind
them while hanging onto Bryan’s
shirt.  

A growling sound came from the 
side, Bryan swerved his gun toward 
the noise and waited for the growler 
to make his appearance. He squatted 
down, hoping that it was only one. 
Kelsey squatted down behind him still 
keeping watch behind them. A tall 
man made himself known from
behind a tall mesquite bush and 
growled again. He stopped and stuck 
his nose in the air and bobbed his 
head from one side to the other 
sniffing the air. Bryan took aim and
took the shot. He hit him in the side of 
the head and he dropped to the 

ground. Bryan stood and started to 
walk, Kelsey stood back before she 
started walking to follow. She began 
to cry and dropped to her knees. 
Bryan stopped when he heard her 
sobs.  

“Kelsey get up, we ain’t got time 
for this shit.” Bryan voiced over his 
shoulder without turning around. 

Kelsey sobbed again and then 
sucked in a deep breath and stood up. 
She wiped her face and began to walk 
on. They made their way through the 
thick woods with cautious steps. They
came upon another road and slowly
approached an opened area. Bryan 
bent down and began walking while 
stooped over. Kelsey followed his 
lead. A few of the undead were 
walking slowly down the road around
abandoned cars. Bryan turned putting 
his finger to his lips at Kelsey. He 
squatted down and watched as they
passed. The two straightened up and 
walked onto the road. The asphalt was 
hot on Kelsey’s feet and the wind was 
whipping up into the jacket she had 
wrapped around her. Bryan kept an 
eye on her as well as the secluded 
highway and abandoned vehicles. 

Four more of these growling eaters
rounded a truck and came directly at 
them. Bryan did not have time to grab 
for his gun or knife. He pushed the 
first one to knock it into the others. 
That gave him time to grab his knife. 
He gouged the knife through the first 
one’s eye and pulled it out. He thrust 
it again into the skull of the second 
one and withdrew it, making sure that 
he kept a good grip. The third and 
fourth staggered towards them while 
Kelsey grabbed the rifle off of 

Bryan’s shoulder and slid it down his 
arm quickly. Before Bryan was able 
to grab the gun, Kelsey had it 

shouldered and aimed at him. Bryan 
turned to look at her. She had it 
pointed at him. He looked at her, then 
back at the other two zombies headed 
for him and back at her again.  

“So are you going to shoot them or 
me?” He asked. 
The first of the two grabbed on to
his shoulder and Bryan slid his knife 
into its temple and back out pushing 
him to the side and then went for the 
other one. He stabbed it underneath 
the chin and pulled his knife out 
before he fell. 

He turned to Kelsey. “Gun!” He
requested holding out his hand.  
Kelsey shook her head no at him
and kept it glued to her shoulder. 
“I’m going to keep it with me.” She 
told him. 

Bryan didn’t argue since it was 
pointed at him. 

“I see a big shopping center up
ahead, let’s go.” Kelsey instructed. 
Bryan tuned and walked toward the 
large sign. After an hour or so, they
reached the parking lot of a mall. 
They continued walking from the road 
into the large parking lot toward the 
Sears sign that covered a side of the 
building.  

Approaching the last few parking 
spaces before reaching the door Bryan 
and Kelsey heard banging from
behind the closed doors. They

carefully approached the doors and 
were able to see a horde behind the 
glass.  

“Open the door.” Kelsey

demanded.  
Bryan looked at her in confusion 
and looked back at the mob that was
itching to get to them on the outside. 

“They will pile out, you won’t have
time to shoot them all before they get
to us both.” He advised. 

“It’s fine, push the last door where 
there is only the one.” She poked him
with the barrel of the gun.  

Bryan stepped forward and pushed 
the barrel away from him. “Kelsey,
that thing is loaded, can you be 
careful with that please?”

Kelsey poked him again. “GO!” 
She hollered.  
Bryan grabbed the bar across the 
door and slowly pulled letting out the 
one that kept running into the door. 
He fell face first onto the concrete 
outside. Bryan backed up, let him fall
then kicked him in the head with his
steel toed boots.  

“Go.” Kelsey whispered.
Bryan stepped inside the door and 
readied himself to deal with the 
others. They all turned hearing the 
squeak of the door and clumsily
stumbled his way. Kelsey backed
away from the door while pulling it
closed behind Bryan. Bryan raised his 
knife and tried to stab in and out of 
their heads as quickly as he could. 
Bryan was bombarded and backed 
into the door. He grabbed the door 
and pulled it to try and get out. He 
slid out the door and closed it.  

“Are you trying to get me killed?” 
He asked. 

“Better you than me!” She replied 
quickly with an attitude.  

“Woooowwww!” Bryan drew out 
the word.  
Bryan calmly watched a stumbling 
man quietly making his way up 
behind Kelsey. 

“Thanks for nothing at all. I never
could have imagined how back 
stabbing you are.” Bryan admitted. 

Bryan took off running in the 
opposite direction as the zombies
were busy with Kelsey. He stopped at
the corner of the huge building 
turning as he remembered that she 
had his gun. He watched until there 
was only a partial body left of her. 
The zombies turned from her and 
began to walk away. Bryan hunkered 
down and walked against the wall to
get closer to her hoping to grab the 
gun. He rounded a small half wall and 
stood up when he thought there were 
none in sight. He rushed to Kelsey’s
body to grab the gun just as a man 
charged at him. Bryan jumped back
without his gun and began running
across the parking lot to the road.  

He stopped at the side of the road 
and scanned around him as he tried to 
catch his breath. 

“Where the fuck did he come from?
I am too old and big for this running
bullshit!” Bryan expressed out loud to 
no one.  

He took a look around and realized
he has to get somewhere. He started 
walking down the small road. He saw 
a convenience store up ahead, the 
closer he got to it the more noise he
was able to hear coming from inside. 
They were trapped inside just waiting 
for him to take the chance to come in. 
Bryan passed it up and caught 

movement out of the corner of his eye
while looking back to make sure that 
none were sneaking up behind him. 
He quickly turned and raised his knife
and a horde was making their way
towards him from the top of a hill far 
ahead. Bryan stepped one way and
then the other, knowing that he had to 
get off of the road but could not make 
a decision on which way to go. 
Finally, he made the decision to go 
left. He hurried to the side and ran out 
into the wooded area. Mesquite 
bushes poked through his pants as he 
ran and pulled at the skin underneath 
his pants. Bryan winced at the pain, 
but kept moving. H turned circles as 
he ran, looking for any that may have
made their way into the woods. He 
kept running until he couldn’t see the 
road any longer.  

H leaned up against a tree, keeping 
his knife ready while again catching 
his breath. He kept his eyes peeled 
constantly looking around. Bryan was 
destined to not be killed by these 
assholes. 

He decided he would need to make 
his way back to the road and at least 
follow it down to somewhere that 
would be safer than out in the open. 
He took his first step, caught sight of 
two women that had apparently
drifted off of the road and down into 
the woods. He was too tired to kill 
anymore and decided to try and make 
his way around them. Unfortunately, 
they decided that they needed to come
after him. They tripped over their own
feet as well as the fallen limbs and
vines. He went ahead and started 
making his way to them, stabbed the 
first woman as she fell over a large 
branch then imbedded the knife into 
her head. The second one came at him
almost instantly like she was trying to 
protect the other. He pushed her 
backwards and gave himself a few
seconds to pull the knife from the first 
and raised it up. The woman made a 
low growl and came at him with 
mouth open wide full of rotted teeth. 
Bryan came down hard and gouged
her in the eye as she raised her head to 
bite down at him. He pushed her 
backwards and let her fall to the 
ground. Bryan stepped over both of 
their bodies while looking for others
and continued on making his way to 
at least be able to see the road.  

Bryan stopped quickly when he 
heard growling and the roaring from
what sounded like a large motor from 
a vehicle. Bryan began to run towards 
the sound. He knew this could be his 
way out of this madness and possibly
to safety. Bryan’s short legs carried
his oversized and out of breath body
back through the woods. He cleared
the wooded area, was out in the open
and immediately dropped to the 
ground when he saw the truck that 
was surrounded by zombies. 

“Maybe this wasn’t the best idea.” 
Bryan whispered to himself. 
He laid there watching the truck 
and the zombies following as it 
slowly rolled. Bryan pulled his knees 
up under him and began crawling in 
the same direction the truck was 
going. He had to get to that truck. He
had to get off the road before he died 
of dehydration or starvation, he knew 
he had to find safety. 

The herd of men, women and
children began falling underneath the 
truck and he saw a small opening as 
they all gathered towards the back of 
the truck. Bryan quickly caught his 
feet and ran faster than he had ever 
ran in his life. He caught the door 
handle of the truck and flung it open, 
hoping that the men inside were not 
going to shoot him. He placed one 
foot on the step that led into the truck
and swung himself inside, pushing
another man out of his seat. He 
slammed the door shut and noticed 
that he had caused the truck to begin 
to veer off to the side of the road. He 
grabbed the wheel and guided the 
truck back to the middle of the road
and away from the abandoned cars. 
Drool sprayed from his mouth as he 
began to apologize and try to explain 
that he needed help.  

Thankfully the two men were not 
ready to kill him, but were a bit 
perturbed at the fact that he seemed to 
be trying to high jack their truck.  

The Hispanic man he had pushed 
out of the seat, was a bit angered that 
he was in his seat and told him rudely
to move. 

Bryan gladly hit the brakes, put the 
truck in park, moved from the seat 
and let the man back into his original 
spot. With the truck only being a two 
seater, the only place to sit was the 
floor. Bryan peered at the small space 
and turned his ass towards it. He 
lowered himself down and wiggled 
himself into the spot. He finally hit 
the floor of the truck and breathed a 
sigh of relief. He dropped his head 
and took in another deep breath 
before explaining his situation.



CHELLEY JORDAN 

“Finally done!” Chelley gasped as 
she wiped the dirt from her hands. 
“We should
 be plentiful in

vegetables this year Chelley, you sure 
you planted enough?” Her husband 
laughed.  

Chelley glared at him. “Screw off 
Kevin, you will eat it and be happy I 
planted it. Just water the garden!” 
Chelley playfully shot back.  

Kevin picked up the spray hose and
shot the water across the dirt.  
“Cucumbers, green beans, corn, 
squash, onions, tomatoes, okra, 
potatoes, watermelon, strawberries
and just a few of the cantaloupe. I 
think we are set.” She named them
off. 

“A few is not twelve.” Kevin joked 
again. 
Chelley grabbed the sprayer and 
pointed it at her husband and soaked 
him down. Kevin spouted water from
his mouth at her. The two sat down in
the fold out chairs nearby and looked 
at their accomplishments from the 
day. Both were ready to have their 
plethora of goodies they had planted 
and chatted about what they were 
going to do with it all.

The sun was setting as Kevin led
his wife by her hand to the front door 
of the house and the two cleaned up
from the playful water fight they had.

Chelley and Kevin had been 
married for sixteen years; they had
built quite the life for themselves. 
They both had jobs that were well 
respected. Chelley ran management at 
a customer service office and Kevin 
as a surgeon. They had decided to not
have children as they were very busy
and wanted to build their lives to be 
perfect before they decided to bring 
children into the equation. However, 
all of that did not happen until 

recently. They had just paid off both 
of their vehicles and their house in the 
same month. They had overpaid on 
their taxes to get ahead and both had 
so much vacation built up through the 
hospital they were forced to take 
some time off. They talked seriously
about starting their family they had
decided to put off. Chelley felt that 
she was too old to have kids now, but
Kevin disagreed and thought it was
the perfect time and they were in the 
perfect situation to start having kids. 
Both of them only wanted two and 
Kevin explained that they would be 
able to have them back to back. 
Chelley had thought about it a lot the 
last few days they had been off of 
work. 

“Chelley, can you get me a towel?”
Kevin yelled from the shower.  
“Because you didn’t think you 
would need on when you got in the 
shower?” Chelley hollered back as 
she walked the towel to the bathroom. 

Kevin was a well sized broad man. 
He stood six foot one, brown hair and 
well-built with the steadiest hands in 
the surgery field and was requested by
many. His defined jaw line and stern
looking face along with the toned 
muscles always made Chelley wonder 
how many nurses hit on him at the 
hospital. Chelley was five foot nine, 
blondish hair with a hint of curl that 
would turn a bit into frizz if she didn’t 
throw it up into in an up do or do 
something with it. She wore glasses 
and had worked her way up in the 
technical company she worked for to 
manage the whole office of customer 
service inbound calls. She oversaw 
hundreds of employees and kept them
all in line with no problem. She didn’t
wear much make up and with her 
concern of flirty nurses with her 
husband, she wondered if they tried to 
take Kevin away from her and why he 
didn’t go. Their relationship was fun. 
They loved being around each other 
and enjoyed each other’s company. 
They had very few friends that they
spent any time with; mostly it was just
the two of them working together on 
their lives and spending their time 
keeping their relationship alive.  

“It’s fine, I can just do this!” Kevin 
stepped from the tub and began to
shake his wet head onto Chelley.

“STOP!!!” Chelley laughed. 
Water flew all over Chelley and the 
bathroom. Chelley threw the towel at
Kevin and hit him in the face with it 
as he stood up.  

“Clean up your damn mess you 
ass!” Chelley joked as she began to 
undress and stepped in the shower. 

Kevin wiped up the water from the 
floor and walls and wiped himself 
down. He slipped on some shorts and 
hung the towel up for Chelley to use.  

“How about some of my famous 
grilled ham and cheese sandwiches 
for dinner?” Kevin said over the 
running water.  

“That would be great, I a
m starved
after all of our work today.” Chelley
gurgled with water running across her 
face.  

Kevin made his way to the kitchen 
and began removing all of the things 
from the cabinets and refrigerator that 
he needed. He clicked the button on 
the side of his phone and slid his 
finger across the Pandora icon. 
Prince’s Purple Rain rang out from
his speaker,caught the place of the 
song and began to belt out the lyrics 
in tune with Prince. Chelley walked 
into the kitchen in one of his old tshirts and nothing else drying her hair 
while Kevin screeched the chorus into 
a black spatula. Chelley laughed and 
tried to back her ears up from the 
sound of her tone deaf husband. 
Kevin continued to belt out the 
wretched noise towards his wife. 
Chelley laughed as her husband 
grabbed her arm and pulled her to 
him, sang out and twirled her around 
the kitchen. 

Chelley pushed Kevin away and
ran to the living room. Kevin 

followed singing out the famous tune. 

‘BANG!!!!’

Chelley and Kevin stopped in their 
tracks and stared at their front door. 
“What in the hell was that?”

Chelley whispered.  
Kevin put his hand up to her mouth 
to stop any noise. He lightly pushed
Chelley back towards the kitchen and
softly walked towards the door. He 
placed his ear to the door and listened. 
There was no noise. He pulled his ear 
away and looked out the small 

peephole and saw nothing but 

darkness covering the front yard. 

Kevin turned to Chelley and

shrugged his shoulders. Chelley
shrugged back and the two walked 
back to the kitchen to finish preparing
dinner. The two continued their 
playful banter as another song started 
and Kevin again belted out words to it 
when a faint scream was heard from
outside. 

“Kevin, something is wrong!” 
Chelley told him interrupting the Cher 
tune. 

Kevin pulled the red flowered 
curtain back from the small back door 
window and peered out into the 
fenced off backyard. His dog, Rocky
was slumped in corner of the yard and 
he could hear him whining. Kevin 
opened the door and hollered his 
name. The large black Great Dane 
hobbled into the house and Kevin 
closed the door behind him. Chelley
made her way to the family pet and 
bent down to check him. 

“It looks like he has been bit by
something. I’ll get some medicine and 
wrap.” Chelley stated. 

Rocky laid down on the floor and 
rest his head on his hurt paw. Kevin 
locked the door behind him and went 
to comfort his injured dog. Chelley
came back and doctored the bite and 
wrapped his leg. 

Kevin smiled at his wife mothering 
the only child they had.

“I can’t wait to have babies with 
you.” Kevin admitted.  

“We should do that soon!” Chelley
looked up at him.
She rubbed her hands together in a 
job well accomplished manner and
patted Rocky on the head. 

“Well, let’s go then. Let the baby
making commence!” Kevin expressed 
his want forgetting about the 

uncooked sandwiches.

Chelley smiled as they headed
down the hall way. They got into bed 
and Kevin spoiled her in a slow and
sweet session of lovemaking for the 
next few hours.  

The sun peeked through the 

window early the next morning and 
warned Chelley that it was time to get 
up and start her morning routine of 
letting Rocky out and making coffee 
before her shower and then breakfast.  

Chelley wiped the sleep from her 
eyes as her bare feet drug across the 
tiled floor. She pulled on her red 
fleece robe Kevin had bought her for 
Christmas.  

“C’mon Rocky.” She muttered. 
Rocky stood and limped to the door 
and outside into the grass. Chelley
closed the door and fumbled through
a nearby cabinet to locate the coffee 
and filters and began to scoop out 
three scoops of coffee. She stopped
after the second scoop, turned back to 
the door she had just closed and 
walked back to it. She pulled back the 
curtain and looked out to confirm
what she thought she had seen. She 
hurried out of the kitchen and back 
down the hallway.

“Kevin, Kevin!! I need you to get 
up honey. There is a body in our back
yard!” She finally expressed. 

Kevin sat straight up in bed. 
“What!”
“Someone is laying in our yard.” 
She hollered as she made her way
back out of the room. 

Kevin hopped up and slid on a pair 
of shorts from the floor. 
“Wait, what do you mean a body?”
He asked sleepily heading down the 
hall way. 

Chelley moved out of the way
while pulling back the curtain. Kevin 
scanned the yard and saw a body
lying in the far corner of the yard and 
Rocky walking in circles around it. 
Kevin pulled the door open and 
stepped out, flinching his feet as he 
walked bare foot across the grass and 
was stuck by small twigs. He leaned 
over the body to view the face of the 
man. It was bloodied and looked as 
though he had been beaten.  

“Rocky, get in the house!” Kevin 
pointed toward Chelley standing on 
the small back porch.

Kevin grabbed the shovel that he
had leaned against the fence last 
week. He pulled the body with the
shovel and turned him over. The 
man’s arms flopped to his sides and 
hit the ground with a thud. Kevin 
jumped back quickly when he saw the 
man’s face. The skin had been torn 
off and hung onto the ground. The 
bone was exposed and looked like a 
chunk had been bitten from his 
forehead. 

“Chelley, get in the house and take 
Rocky.” He instructed. 
Kevin backed away slowly and
held the shovel over his shoulder; he 
scanned the surrounding alley way
and the other back yards. He made it 
to the steps without seeing anyone
when a man slowly stumbled into 
sight from the neighboring yard
across the alley. Kevin watched him
as his deformed legs tried to hold the 
weight of his decaying frame. He 
spotted Kevin across the way and
made a beeline towards him, never 
taking his fogged eyes off of him. The 
man hit the fence and stopped, his 
arms and legs kept moving, but the 
man was blocked, but still trying 
nonetheless. His shirt had blood dried 
to the front of it and his dress pants 
had been torn at the bottom up to his 
knees, he only wore a pair of socks 
and a tie hung untied around his neck. 
The man growled at the sight of 
Kevin and he knew instantly what he 
was.

Kevin became unconcerned about
that man when he saw a woman 
walking outside of the fence and 
heading down the alley. She paid no 
attention to the man in the yard, but 
laid her eyes on Kevin as soon as she 
rounded the bush that had blocked her 
from viewing him. Her head bounced
around on her shoulders as she 
pointed her eyes in his direction. Her 
body turned and started walking 
towards him and as the man, she also 
ran into a fence except this time it was 
his own fence but kept trying to make 
her way to him.

Her eyes were fogged over like the 
man’s were, her hair was matted 
together and hung over her shoulders, 
her arms and legs were dirty along
with her knee length shorts and t-shirt
that both appeared to have once been
a light color but were now dark. Her 
cheek bones protruded from her face 
and her chin had blood smeared 
across it. Kevin backed up the one 
step and into the door Chelley had left
partially open for him. He slammed 
the door, locked it and watched the 
woman from inside the house. She 
soon turned and began her clumsy
strut down the alley from the way she 
had come. 

“So, I am pretty sure if we wait any
longer here that we will be 

surrounded by them. Pack some shit 
quick, we are getting the hell out of 
here!” He demanded his wife. 

Chelley didn’t know what else to
do but obey, since she had no idea 
what was going on or who the people 
were. She grabbed a few pieces of 
clothes and shoes for her and Kevin 
and stuffed them in a bag. She 
grabbed both of their cell phones and 
chargers, and Kevin’s diabetes meds, 
she hooked Rocky up to a leash and 
held him close to her and stood at the 
front door. 

Kevin got dressed and headed for 
Chelley.
“I am going to open the door, no 
matter what is out here, don’t stop and 
get into the car, understand?” Kevin 
told her. 

Chelley nodded and waited for 
Kevin to open the door. He kissed his 
wife on the cheek and pulled the door 
open. A mass of people stood on their 
front lawn with even more lying on 
the ground. Chelley ran to the car and
opened the door with the partial free 
hand she had that was stuck through
the loop of the leash. She sat in the 
seat squished by the bag and Rocky
and reached to close the door. Before 
she was able to pull the door closed, 
Rocky jumped back off of her lap and 
rolled onto the cement driveway. 

“ROCKY NO!” She hollered. 
Chelley threw the bag into the back 
seat of the car and placed a foot onto 
the driveway readying herself to run 
to get him. 

“Chelley no!” Kevin yelled as he 
opened the driver’s side door. 
Chelley stopped mid-rise of getting 
out of the car and watched a man grab
their fur baby by his hurt leg and pick
him up and take a chunk of the 
bandage and all into his mouth. Rocky
winced in pain and a howl echoed 
through the air as the man took
another bite. 

Chelley quickly closed her door 
and then reached for the handle again 
and decided against it when the man 
took a large chunk from the dog’s 
back. His spine withdrew from his 
body with ease and Rocky’s large 
limp body hung in the air from the 
dirty hand. The man looked to be
enjoying the taste and with blood 
dripping down the front of him and
the spine of the animal still hanging 
from his mouth, he went in for 

another bite while a woman pulled on 
a back leg and tore him into two 
pieces. The rest of the bones crackled
as the two tore him to shreds in the 
front yard of their home. 

Chelley shielded her face from the 
scene and leaned over to Kevin and 
began to sob. 

“What the hell is going on?” She 
cried.  

“Apocalypse.” Kevin stated calmly
almost in a whisper. 
Chelley quickly raised her head and 
looked at Kevin in confusion. She 
turned to look back at the horde that 
covered her front lawn of St. 

Augustine grass and then back at 
Kevin.

“Like fucking zombies?” She 
asked. 
Kevin nodded and placed his 
fingers on each side of his head. 
Chelley began to look around them at 
all of the people that were closing in 
on their car.  

“Okay, we need to go!” She spat 
quickly.
Kevin jumped as one of them hit 
the side of the car and they were able 
to hear the growls of the man wanting 
to get to them. 

Kevin shakily put the keys in,
started the car and backed out. Like
the typical zombie movies, he hit the 
one that was in the way and spun the 
tires as he proceeded forward. 

They slowed in front of the hospital 
where Kevin worked and watched as 
the electric sliding door closed and 
opened, a white coat covered man laid 
in the door way and two others 
dressed in dirty white coats were 
kneeled beside him taking him on as 
their lunch.  

“The hospital has already been 
taken over.” Kevin stated sadly
thinking of his colleagues.

He kept driving and pulled into the 
parking lot of the local store that sold
just about everything, it was like the 
Walmart’s in other towns, but their 
small town wasn’t big enough for one 
of those. Cars sat abandoned and the 
doors were closed. Chelley pointed
across the lot to a man that was 
running with two men following him.
The man ran to a picnic table that sat 
outside and placed the table between 
him and the two zombies.  

“We have to help!” She told her 
husband. 

“No we don’t Chelley!” Kevin 
stated.
“Kevin, that is inhumane. We are 
supposed to help our fellow 

neighbors.” She stated back. 

Kevin looked at Chelley knowing 
that she was right and dropped his 
head.  

“Stay your ass in the car.” He 
instructed. 
Chelley nodded as she watched her 
husband get out. He grabbed the one 
small knife that he had brought and
headed to the man that was trying to 
keep himself from being eaten. Kevin 
walked behind one of the flesh eating 
men and stabbed him in the back of
the head. The man ran to Kevin from
the other side of the table and stood 
behind him as the other zombie made 
his way to them and Kevin stabbed 
him under the jaw, hoping that was 
enough to kill him. 

“Thank you.” The man stated and 
ran in the other direction as Kevin
was going to offer him a ride. Kevin 
knew better not to scream or yell and 
draw attention to himself and headed 
to the car. 

He hurriedly closed the car door 
and peered at Chelley to make sure
she knew that he tried to get the man 
to come with them.

Chelley was doubled over in her 
seat holding her stomach.  

“Honey what’s wrong?” He asked
grabbing her shoulder.  

“I don’t know, I just started having 
pains.” She cried to him. 
Chelley screamed as another wave 
of sharp pain pierced her stomach. 
She sat up as the pain lightened. She 
breathed deeply and sat up semi 
straight in her seat. She grabbed the 
handle on the side of her seat and
leaned it almost all the way back. She 
breathed heavily as she could feel the 
sharp pain again. She drew her knees 
to her chest and hollered out as the 
pain grew across her mid-section. 

Kevin rubbed his wife’s head and
tried to comfort her.  
“Kevin, I thin
k I am having a 
baby!” She told him with tears 
streaming down her face. 

“What! We just started trying last 
night.” He stupidly replied. 

Chelley looked at him with a look 
that told him he was an idiot. 

“Oh, I get it. What can I do?” He 
quickly asked.  

Chelley began to lift the robe up. “I 
need you to see if you can see it.” 
Kevin had seen a birth, but he was
a surgeon and knew nothing about 
delivering a baby, except that if 
something went wrong he could save 
someone with surgery. 

Kevin leaned his head down and 
was able to see a small head poking 
out of his wife.  

“Yeah, the baby’s head is already
out!” He faintly mumbled. “Calm
down, I have it. Okay, push.” 

Chelley inhaled and pushed as hard
as she could, she held her breath and 
continued to push until she felt the 
baby come out. The baby girl fell into 
Kevin’s hands. He grabbed her and 
wrapped her in whatever piece of 
clothing he grabbed out of the bag
from the back, he cut the umbilical
cord with the knife and pulled the 
baby close to him.

Chelley pushed again and the 
placenta fell to the floorboard. 
Chelley searched for a syringe she 
had grabbed in case she needed it for 
Kevin’s insulin and pulled off the 
needle, stuck it in the baby’s nose and 
pulled the plunger, she sucked out all
of the remanence of amniotic fluid 
and did the same from her mouth. The 
baby began to cry. Chelley heaved a 
sigh of relief and dropped everything 
to the floorboard as Kevin handed the 
new baby over to her.

“How did you not know?” He 
asked. 
Chelley shrugged and placed the 
baby to her breast and began to let it 
suckle. 

“We have to get you and the baby
cleaned up and get the placenta out of 
the car.” Kevin stated as he leaned
over and gathered the placenta in one 
of his shirts Chelley had packed, he 
rolled down the window just enough
and threw it out into the parking lot. 

Zombies began to gather around it
pulling it from the cloth that 

surrounded it. 

“Get out now, quietly and g
o into
the store, I will be behind you.” Kevin 
told her. 

Chelley nodded and pulled the 
handle on the door with one hand
while holding the baby with the other. 
She stepped out, looked over the top
of the car and watched the monsters 
feeding off of her insides. She pushed 
the door to until she heard the slight 
click and quickly tip toed toward the 
store. 

Kevin followed on her heels and 
made it to the dead man that laid 
blocking the door way. He pulled the 
man by his foot away from the door, 
pushed Chelley forward and pushed
the levers up on each of the doors to 
secure them. Kevin breathed a heavy
sigh of relief and turned to his wife 
and child. He took them both in his 
arms and held them for the first time 
as his family. He took the baby

carefully from Chelley’s arms and 
pulled it to his chest.  

“We need to find some cloths and 
get some warm water and a blanket
for this sweet thing.” He told her. 

Chelley turned to go gather what 
was needed as Kevin made his way to 
a set up patio furniture display in the 
front of the store and sat down with 
his newborn. He cried tears of joy as 
he looked at his daughter. 

Chelley arrived back with a basket 
packed full of baby things and

necessities. She had a hot towel 
draped across her arm and handed it 
to Kevin. She unloaded all of the 
things from the basket and began 
laying them out across the table that
was part of the display. She laid out 
baby blankets to lie her on, diapers to 
change her into, clothes, hats and
socks to dress her in. She had found a 
breast pump and some bottles and had 
bagged up some formula just in case, 
along with baby lotion and diaper rash 
cream and anything from the baby
aisle she thought might be needed.  

Kevin wiped down the baby and 
listened to her heart by putting his ear 
to his chest, he listened to his 

daughter’s breathing pattern and 
pulled her eyes open a bit wider to 
look at them. He gave her ‘the once 
over’ as he had heard the obstetricians 
say.

“She looks good to me Chelley, she 
is beautiful.” Kevin told her. “Why
don’t you go get cleaned up and I will 
get her dressed?” 

Chelley looked down at herself 
realizing she still only had her robe on 
and she did need to clean up.  

“Oh God! I just had a baby and I 
am a mess. I’ll be right back.” She 
said holding her hands out like she
didn’t want to touch her body. 

Chelley made her way to the 
female hygiene area, grabbed what 
she needed and then to the women’s 
clothing area to gather a few things to
dress herself in since the bag she had 
packed was left in the car and went 
straight to the bathroom. She began 
cleaning herself with a washrag she 
had snagged from a shelf on the way
in, she brushed her fingers through 
her wavy hair and made it as 

presentable as she could, making a 
mental note to grab some ponytail 
holders.  

Finally washed up she pulled the 
door open from the bathroom and
walked back down the small hall she 
had walked through to get to the 
bathroom. She turned the corner and 
came face to face with a man in a suit 
and tie with a name tag that showed
his name was Lance and manager 
printed on the bottom of the tag. She 
peered up at Lance just as he looked 
down at her. 

“KEVIN!” She screamed as she 
turned and ran the other way. 
She ran down an aisle full of 
housewares, back up a main aisle 
towards her husband and child. She 
turned to see Lance walking towards 
her faster than she thought he should 
have been able to being a zombie. His 
dirt covered hands were reaching out 
to her as he tried to make his way to 
his next meal. She turned back to 
watch where she was headed and
smacked head on to her husband’s 
chest. Chelley pointed at the quick 
moving man and grasped her 

husband’s arm. Kevin pushed Chelley
behind him and let Lance come to him
as he stood still and waited. His hands 
shook as he held the knife, ready to 
take the man down. Lance approached
Kevin and grabbed at him. Kevin 
shoved the knife into the man’s soft
skull and let him fall to the floor. 
Chelley hugged Kevin from the back 
burying her sobs into him, Kevin 
turned in her arms and wrapped his 
arms around her.  

“I’ve got you babe. It’s okay now.” 
He stated.

Chelley pulled back quickly and
her sobbing subsided.
“Where is she?” She demanded an 
answer. “Where is my daughter? If
this one is in here, there has to be 
more.” 

Kevin quickly realized what she 
was saying and pushed past her and 
ran as fast as he could back to where 
he had left her laying on the fluffy
blanket on the floor. Chelley stopped 
dead in her tracks as she saw the same 
thing her husband did once to the 
patio display. 

“She was right here, I left her right 
here!” He stated. 
The two started spinning circles 
and saw a man a few aisles down 
limping through the shelves of fruit 
and vegetables. The two ran towards 
the man screaming trying to get his 
attention, hoping that what they were 
thinking was not the case.  

They both made it to a bin of 
bagged potatoes at the same time and 
watched the large man limp away
from them holding their daughter 
upside down by a leg. He turned to
them and brought their daughter up to
his mouth which it appeared he 
already had taken one bite of the 
baby. His mouth was covered in blood
and the baby’s dangling head was 
only half there. Bloody strings hung 
from their daughter’s head and
dragged the floor. The man looked at 
them as though he had no interest in 
them and bit the small foot that stuck 
through his mangled fingers. He 
grabbed an arm and began to pull and 
leaned forward to take a bite from the 
small torso. The crunching sound was
unbearable as it echoed through the 
store and to Chelley and Kevin’s ears. 
Blood made a trail as the man 

wobbled from one side of the area to
the other.   

Chelley charged the oversized 
plump man with the blue apron. She 
grabbed the man around the neck 
from behind and began to squeeze and 
scream at the top of her lungs. The 
man dropped the bloody and limp 
child to the floor, he grabbed Chelley
by the shoulders and tried to lean
down to take a bite of her, she quickly
ducked away from him and kicked 
him in the knee as hard as she could. 
The popping sound was a welcomed
sound as the bloodied faced man 
dropped to the floor with a thud. 
Kevin looked for something to use as 
a weapon and saw a fire extinguisher 
that hung on the wall only a few feet 
away. He ran and yanked as hard as 
he could and pulled it to him and ran 
back to his wife. Chelley was already
stomping on the man’s head with her 
new black tennis shoes she had 
accumulated, brain matter had 
splattered across the floor. Kevin 
backed away as he watched his once 
sweet wife bludgeon the man that had 
taken the life of their one and only
child. Tears streamed down her face 
as she continued to stomp his body. 

Chelley soon grew weary and
stopped her anger and backed away.
Kevin walked up behind her and 
touched her shoulder, pulling a bit 
urging her to turn to him. He took his 
sobbing wife into his arms and held 
her. As the two grieved over their 
child, a clatter sounded behind them.
Chelley and Kevin let go of each 
other and made their away back 
around the bin of vegetables to a 
woman that was pacing back and 
forth between the registers. Her skin 
was not dirty as the others and it was 
almost a normal color. There was no 
blood on her clothes and her blue 
apron was not tattered as the others 
had been, but she a bite on her neck
was visible. Chelley and Kevin
looked at each other then back at the 
woman banging into racks of gum and
candy and turning as they spread 
across the floor. Kevin raised the fire 
extinguisher, ran up behind the 
woman and hit her in the head as hard 
as he could. The confused woman fell
to the floor and Kevin hit her again.  

Chelley ran to him and pulled him
up, he had slipped on the mess that
her dead brains had made and fallen
to his knees. She walked backwards 
with him looking full circle for any
others they might run into.  

“We have to find weapons 

Chelley.” He told her.
“Kevin, my baby! They took my
god damn baby!” She cried to her 
husband. 

“I know honey, I am so sorry.” He 
said putting his arms around her.  
“You fucking left her there to die!” 
Chelley screamed pulling away from
him.

She punched him in the face again 
and again. She kicked him as she had 
the zombie earlier and watched him
fall to the floor.

“CHELLEY STOP!” Kevin

screamed at her. 
“You left our only child to be 
eaten!” She screamed punching him
in the head. 

Her knuckles bleeding and torn
from the hard punches she had thrown 
she grabbed the fire extinguisher and 
slid it over next to him hitting him in 
the head as she pulled it to her. She 
raised it into the air and brought it 
down on top of him giving the final 
blow that took his life.  

Chelley fell backwards onto her ass
and scooted herself across the blood 
splattered floor stopping only when 
her back hit the wall. She held her 
stomach as she cried and stared at her 
husband she had just murdered. She
could barely breathe and was gagging 
from the thought of the child that just 
came from her body only a little bit 
before already being gone and now 
her husband that she had just killed. 
The one and only man that she had 
ever loved and had loved her just as 
equally lying dead in front of her. 

Chelley was lost, she had gone 
crazy and lost the lives of the two 
people she loved more than the world.  

“I have no reason to live.” She 
whispered to herself.  
She sobbed until she fell asleep. 
She woke to the sounds of banging on
the window from above her head. She 
raised her head from the floor she had 
fallen over on and turned to see 
zombies standing outside of the store 
window trying to get in. She slithered
across the floor in something of an 
army crawl and out of sight of the 
window. Blood, now dried, still 
covered the floor and she wondered 
how she was supposed to move 
forward with life as the memory of 
what happened a few hours before
came back to her. 

The sun was beginning to go down 
and she knew that she had to make it 
back to her car to find other people 
that were alive or stay there all by
herself. At this point she wanted to 
die, she did not want to be without her 
husband and new daughter; but did 
she really want to chance that the 
apocalypse would never be over? Did 
she want to try and find others and see 
what happened with this world? Did 
she want to move forward at all?

She sat for a moment across from
where the man had eaten her small 
daughter and stared at him and her 
torn apart baby. 

Chelley took to her hands and 
knees and began crawling across the 
floor to somewhere she would not be 
seen by the ones outside trying to get 
in. She was finally able to rise to her 
feet and walk down an aisle; she made 
her way to the back of the store and 
began gathering weapons as Kevin 
had suggested earlier and stuffing 
them in the pockets of her jeans. She 
found hunting knives and other 
different sized ones that she would be 
able to use. She held the biggest one 
in her right trembling hand as she 
made her rounds through the store to 
see what else she could find to help 
the situation she was in. She grabbed 
a long machete from the lawn and 
garden area, content with her weapon 
collection she placed the other knife
in her bag and began to clasp onto the 
machete with a death grip. She soon 
began to realize she had not eaten or 
drank anything since they had left the 
house and she was bleeding heavily.

The lights flickered through the 
store and soon went out, the darkness
was setting in quickly and she had to
find some light. She ran to the 

hardware area and located flash lights 
and batteries. She loaded two 

flashlights with batteries and one of 
the small battery operated lanterns 
and turned it on. She grabbed a bag
from the counter of the department 
and placed her flashlights inside of it. 
She walked with the bit of light that 
the lantern put off back towards the 
food section and ran across an aisle of 
purses, bags and back packs. She 
grabbed a black Easton back pack and
began loading the flashlights into it,
then placed the few knives she had 
into it and kept the machete in her 
hand for safe keeping.

Finally finding her way back to the 
food, she grabbed some fruits and 
vegetables that she thought might stay
good and put them into the bag. She 
found the canned good aisle, making 
sure that the cans had pull tabs, she 
grabbed what she thought she could 
carry in the bag. She soon came to the 
drinks and twisted open a bottle of
water and took a huge swig from it.
She replaced the cap, set it back on 
the shelf and began to load down 
some of the bottles into her pack. She 
grabbed her open bottle and made her 
way back to the front of the store.  

Zombies still covered part of the 
front of the store but Chelley could 
see the car. She decided that waiting 
until morning would be the best idea, 
she needed some more rest after all 
that had gone on. She went back to 
the camping aisles, she grabbed three
sleeping bags and laid across the aisle 
and another to cover up with. She 
took another one and tied the strings 
of the bag to her back pack with plans 
to take it with her. Chelley placed her 
bag next to her pallet on the floor and
laid down. She covered up listening to
the distant banging and growling
coming from outside. She laid for a 
long time trying to get comfortable 
finally turning over on her back, she 
tried to decide on which way she 
wanted to go when she left the next 
morning.

Soon more of the memories began 
to flood back to her about what she 
had done to her innocent husband that 
did nothing but try to keep her safe, 
he was innocent of anything but 
loving her and she had killed him in a 
fit of rage. She chastised herself for 
doing so as tears ran down her face 
and almost into her ears before she 
wiped them away. She cried herself to 
sleep again.

Before she knew it the store was lit 
with sunlight peeking over the 

shelves. She sat up and smoothed her 
hair, she wiped her swollen face from
crying and grasped the machete and 
her bag. She swung the pack onto her 
other shoulder, and made her way
back to the front of the store to see 
what the population of zombies that 
she was going to have to make it 
through was. She quietly reached the 
registers and ducked down so she was 
not seen by any that remained at the 
window. The windows and doors all 
seem to be clear, there were a few that
lingered in the parking lot, but a 

majority had seemed to move on 
throughout the night.  

“I can do this.” She thought to 
herself. “I can make it to the car.”
She unlatched the small latch at the 
top of the door that her and Kevin and 
the baby had entered the day before. 
She slowly pushed the door open and 
scanned the parking lot before fully
stepping out. 

Chelley dreaded the East Texas 
humidity, but scanned her 

surroundings and with only two 
zombies far off to the side of the store 
and one on the other side of the 
parking lot from the car, she took off 
in full sprint. She made it half way to 
the car when a man stood from behind 
the car and headed her way. She was 
at the hood before he met her with his 
deformed hands outstretched to her. 
The shirt that had been wrapped 
around her placenta was hanging from
his mouth. She drew the machete back
over her shoulder holding it with both 
hands and swung. The man’s head 
came off with hardly any effort at all 
and rolled underneath the car while 
his body fell to the ground. Chelley
barely missed stride and made it to the 
door of her car when she caught the 
other two out of her peripherals 
stumbling her way. She opened the 
barely closed door and threw the full 
bag and attached sleeping bag into the
passenger seat and got in. She locked 
her door and reached over and opened 
the passenger side and shut it better 
since she knew she had not shut it
well. The keys were still in the

ignition where Kevin had left them. 
Before starting the car, she placed her 
hand on the keys and closed her eyes. 
Knowing that the dome light inside 
the car had been on all night, she 
hoped that the car would start.  

She turned the key and the car 
hesitated, the sound of the engine 
made almost a coughing sound and 
then roared to a start. Chelley pressed 
on the gas to rev the engine and 
popped the gear shift into drive. The 
tires squealed and she pulled out of 
the parking lot and onto the road. 

Chelley let out the breath she felt 
like she had been holding since she 
walked out of the store and slowed
her speed to maneuver around the 
abandoned vehicles that were

scattered along the highway. She 
weaved in and out of cars and around 
any zombies that were wandering 
through them. She soon came to a 
spot where she was unable to get
around the plethora of cars and guided
the car to the grassy median. She 
drove slowly as to not damage her 
vehicle. She watched as she passed by
the zombies and began to miss her 
husband. She needed him at this time. 
It was her only normalcy at this point 
and she had taken the life of the only
safe haven she had. She was now
stuck in this apocalypse alone with 
nowhere to go. She drove on and was 
finally able to move back on to the 
road where the cars had finally
cleared out, it was as if zombies had 
just stopped cars and taken the people 
out of them. The road was practically
clear of vehicles now and a few 
zombies remained on the sides of the 
road instead of in the middle of the 
road.   

Chelley then realized that she was 
only a quarter of a tank away from
running out of gas and almost began 
to panic until steam in the air caught
her eye. She wondered what was 
there. As long as she had lived here,
she had not seen steam like that. It 
wasn’t as though something was 
burning, it was like a factory or 
something was producing it. If steam
was being produced, someone was
there to produce it. 

She wondered if she would be able 
to get there on the gas she had. She 
decided she was damn sure gonna try.
She drove on and headed down the 
highway and followed the steam
before she finally saw a fenced off 
area. She slowed her car and watched
the place from far off for a moment, 
she couldn’t see past the large wall 
that had been put up. Chelley pulled 
slowly up to a sign that stood showing 
an arrow that said school. Chelley
passed the sign and the low fuel light
came on.  

She lightly pressed on the gas as 
she topped the large hill and coasted 
down it, hoping she could make it to
the fence and then had even more 
high hopes that someone was there to
help her. 

She approached the fence with 
caution as her car started to sputter. 
She scanned the area and readied her 
machete. She shouldered her 

backpack and stepped out, carefully
walked to the fence and peered in the 
small opening; she looked one way
and then the other as a face jumped 
into her view.

“Are you al
one or are there others?
Have you been bitten?” The man spat
at her.  

Chelley quickly jumped back, “No 
just me, my husband and child were 
killed and I have not been bitten yet, 
but there are a few stragglers down 
the road that I am sure will hunt me
down.”

The gate opened just enough to let 
her in and closed directly behind her 
and was locked by the man with 
glasses. 

“I didn’t mean to scare you, just 
careful of who we let in. I’m Martin, 
and you are?” He asked. 

“My name is Chelley. I am sorry to 
intrude, I just saw the steam and
figured someone had to be here.”

“Well, you were right. We have a 
group that has taken over here just 
recently and have made it as close to
home as we can for now, but still 
working on it. Let’s get you cleaned 
up and helping to get it on track, this 
is Kris, she knows a little bit of 
everything around here and her 
husband heads up the outings with a 
team to bring back food and supplies, 
she can help you out.” Martin 

explained as Kris arrived at the gate.  

Chelley and Kris shook hands and 
Chelley followed her toward the 
school.

“Is there somewhere I might be 
able to take a shower?” Chelley
asked. 

“We do have that luxury here, let’s 
get you settled and I will take you. 
What kind of work did you do

before?” Kris asked. 

“I was a man
ager of a call center, 
but have done some waitressing in my
day and a little office work.” Chelley
explained. 

“Awesome, we don’t have a call 
center here but the girls have been 
needing a little help in the kitchen,
you think you could handle that? Did 
I hear you say you had lost 

someone?” Kris queried. 

“Yes ma’am, my husband and 
newborn were killed, I made it by
chance. I wish I could have saved 
them, I miss them both.” Chelley
stated.

“My name is Kris, no need to call 
me ma’am, we are all fighting for our 
lives here. That’s rough shit, a 
newborn huh? Well, we have all lost 
someone here pretty much. I think we 
are all in a grieving process at this
point, but we are having to push
forward to survive. I have two of my
children, but have not been able to 
find my third.” Kris admitted. 

Kris took Chelley to the room
where Bobbi stayed in and pulled an
extra cot in from the hallway.

“Bobbi recently got here as well 
and works in the kitchen, so y’all will
be matched well. She lost her husband 
as well as some other family.” Kris 
told her the story.  

Chelley got her much needed 
shower and was soon introduced to 
her new work crew. Kris welcomed 
Chelley to the crew and left her to 
learn her new life.



JASON NIELSON 

“Okay, I’m up. Damn!” Jason told 
his drooling solid white American 
Bulldog. 

He pulled back the covers and 
stumbled sleepily to the back door to 
let him out. He slammed the door 
behind the dog that disturbed his one
day off they finally gave him from the 
power plant.

“What damn dog has to piss at four 
AM? Only mine” He said out loud. 
He had worked a seventy hour 
week in four days and had planned on
sleeping in. Apparently, that was not 
his dog Booker’s intentions. 

Jason moved to the coffee maker 
and started a pot, he readied a coffee 
mug to pour his first cup of the 
morning to get some kind of caffeine 
in his system as soon as he could. He 
would have never survived the past
week without caffeine and knew that 
he would need it today; even though
he was subconsciously planning a nap 
later in the day already. 

In the last few months, Jason’s life 
had become a fairly simple one. His 
wife had recently filed for divorce 
after eighteen years of marriage to be 
with a man that lived in a one 

bedroom apartment and took the bus
to a job of flipping burgers. 

He had worked his whole life to 
get what they had, and had given her a 
huge house with numerous cars that 
she had asked for. Never had he 
expected to sign divorce papers on
their only son’s eighteenth birthday.  

His wife had told him that she had
only stayed for their son and that she 
was thankful for all that he had given
him over the years, but was ready to 
move on. Jason had been crushed. He
quickly sold the four bedroom, two 
story, Victorian style home she had 
asked for and moved out of the quaint 
well known gated community to an 
old neighborhood he used to live in. 
His parents recently deceased of old 
age months apart and he took over the 
house. He immediately remodeled the 
inside and added an extra room to the 
two bedroom house, for that just in 
case guest room that may be needed. 

Jason and Booker were perfectly
content with their simple little life. He 
had gotten his truck and the ex-wife 
had gotten her cars. The house was 
put up for sale and they were to split 
the money after their son’s college 
was paid for.  

Their son, Adam, had just 

graduated high school and was 
moving from the little suburb East of 
Dallas to Tyler to attend University of 
Texas. Jason was proud of his son; 
but felt for him to now be in a 

situation where he would have step 
father that did little to nothing to live 
a mediocre lifestyle and set no 
example of hard work at all. Jason 
had kept contact with Adam daily
since they told him about the divorce 
to make sure that he was still on track 
of his plans. They encouraged him to
continue on with life as he had 
planned since he had worked so hard 
to get where he was and because 
Jason had worked so hard to help him
get there. 

Jason still went to work to make 
sure he did have enough to retire on to 
keep himself and booker comfortable 
for the rest of their lives. As well as to 
set an example for his son that you 
have to work for what you want.  

Booker pawed at the back door as 
Jason took his first sip of coffee. 
Jason rose from the small linoleum
covered table and opened the door. 
Booker barreled in and straight to his 
food bowl to scarf the rest of what 
was in it, knowing that Jason would 
fill it up. Jason closed the door and 
waited for him to move and poured
the rest of the fifty pound bag of dog 
food into his oversized bowl.  

“Guess dog food is on my to
-do list 
today, huh you damn pig?” He shot 
out to Booker.

Booker took a few bites and looked 
at him while he chomped as if to tell 
him it was a good idea. Jason sat back 
down and drank some more of his
coffee to wake up a little more before 
starting his day.

The sun shined through the thin
curtains that he had kept of his 

mother’s; which seriously made Jason 
think about going back to bed for his
nap.  

He laughed when Booker thrust his 
head under his hand obviously in need 
of attention. 

“Okay, let me at least get dressed.” 
Jason told him. 
Jason stepped into the shower and 
bathed and stepped out to Booker 
sitting in front of the bathroom door 
with his leash in his mouth. Jason 
passed by him and found a pair of 
shorts and shirt and slipped them on. 
He hooked Booker up to his leash 
even though he knew that he would 
not leave his side no matter where 
they went. They walked out the front 
door together and to the new boat he 
had gotten a deal on just last week. He
hooked up his Ford F350 to it, Booker 
jumped up on the bumper and sprang 
into the boat.  

“No boy, we have to take it to the 
lake first. Go get in the truck.” He 
laughed at the over anxious dog. 

Booker jumped out and sat down
next to the driver’s side door of the 
truck waiting on Jason. 

He bounced into the driver’s seat 
and took his spot on the passenger 
side. Jason started to roll the 

passenger side window down as 
Booker pressed his drool filled jowls 
onto it.  

“Thanks for giving me a r
eason to 
wash the INSIDE of the truck bud.” 
He glared at his companion.  

Booker quickly stuck his head out 
of the window and back in to look at
Jason, as if to tell him he was ready to 
go. Jason started the truck and took a 
look in the rear view and began to 
pull forward to make sure that the 
boat was following as it should be. 
Booker waited for Jason to turn onto
the highway to stick his head back out 
into the wind. His wrinkled face 
flapped in the breeze. Jason laughed 
as the drool flew off of his face 
through the air and patted his buddy
on the side. They drove the fifteen
minute drive to the lake and down to
the boat ramp. He backed in slowly
and put the boat in the water, got out 
of the truck, unhooked everything and 
tied the boat off to the nearby wooden
dock. 

“Booker in.” He commanded. 
Booker jumped from the truck, 
bounded down the pier, into the boat 
and sat in the driver’s seat. 

“Stay boy.” He pointed at him. 

Booker sucked his tongue in his 
mouth and sat up straight, knowing it 
was an important task to protect the 
boat. 

Jason hurried to the truck, pulled 
the trailer out of the water and over to 
the parking lot. He walked back down
to the pier and stepped in the boat. 

“Move it!” He laughed at Booker 
still guarding. 
Booker jumped down and over to 
the passenger seat. Jason untied the 
boat and started the roaring motor. He
emptied the contents from his pockets 
into the glove compartment below the 
steering wheel, pulled away from the 
dock to the middle of the lake and 
headed to a favorite spot to catch 
some catfish.  

He turned off the motor and 
dropped his anchor. He grabbed his 
favorite red and black rod and reel
and rigged it up with a new hook and 
some weight along with some awful 
smelling catfish bait he had from the 
last outing. Booker stuck his paw over 
his nose as Jason held the small 
container up to his nose. 

“Well, the catfish like it.” Jason 
told Booker. 
He cast out his line and sat in the 
extra swivel seat on the front of the 
boat. Booker jumped to the floor and
laid down next to his master waiting 
for him to start reeling in the next big 
one. 

Jason opened the small

compartment in the floor of the front 
of the boat and pulled out a bag of 
chips and began snacking while he 
waited. Booker raised his head and 
waited for the few to fall that he knew
Jason would throw him. Sure enough, 
Jason tossed a few of the bigger sized 
potato chips in front of him and stuck
a few more in his mouth.  

Jason suddenly dropped the 

oversized bag quickly and grabbed his 
pole and started reeling it in. Booker 
knew exactly what it meant and stood 
up at attention waiting for the 

flopping goodness to make it into the 
boat. Jason fought with the other end
of his line and grabbed the net hooked
to the side of the boat. As he bent 
over, his line snapped.  

“Well, God dammit, you have got 
to be kidding!” Jason hollered at the 
now free fish. 

Booker laid down and secretly
stuck his head in the opened bag that 
laid on the floor while Jason tended to
his broken line.  

With a new hook, weight and bait,
Jason cast back out into the small 
cove and sat back down. He bent over 
to pick up the bag.  

“BOOKER! Really?” He hollered. 

Booker lifted his head with the bag 
still on it. Jason pulled the bag off and 
Booker put his head on the floor while 
still chewing the last bit of chips he 
had in his mouth, knowing he was in
trouble.  

“Thanks buddy, you ass.” He told 
him.
Booker backwards army crawled 
down to the lower floor of the boat
and laid in between the seats. 

Jason grabbed the few remaining 
chips left and put them in his mouth. 
He began watching his pole with a bit 
of intensity since he had seen it move 
a bit. The second vibration of the 
pole, he grabbed it quickly and was 
surprised that anything was on it so 
quickly. He held it still for a moment 
and reeled some of the slack off of the 
line. He felt another small tug, and 
quickly pulled back on the pole to set 
the hook. He kept the line tight and
began to reel. Booker sat up at

attention again and watched and 
impatiently waiting wagging his small 
nub. Jason reeled to where the end of 
his line sat on top of the water and
fished it out with the net he had tried 
to reach for earlier. 

There was no flopping or flailing of 
fins inside his net. He brought it
aboard and dumped it next to his seat. 
Booker quickly backed up to the back 
of the boat and sat back down with a 
confused look and cocked his head to
one side and stood his floppy ears at 
the best attention he could. Jason
stood quickly and stepped off of the 
front of the boat down by the driver’s 
seat.  

“What the hell!” He said out loud. 
Booker walked up next to his side 
and cocked his head to the other side 
as if he was thinking the same thing. 
Jason reached into the small glove 
compartment under the steering wheel 
and fumbled around for his phone 
keeping an eye on his catch of the 
day.

“Nine one one, please hold.” The 
voice quickly answered and put him
on hold that produced a series of 
beeps. 

Jason pulled the phone away from
his ear and stared at it for a moment, 
wondering why he was put on hold 
with an emergency number then 
placed back to his ear to wait his turn. 

“What is your emergency?” A

voice interrupted the beeping. 
“Yes ma’am, I am out at Hinter’s
cove on Tawakini Lake fishing and 
reeled in a human arm.” Jason 

explained. 

“So you caught a human arm while
fishing?” The voice repeated. 

“Yes.” Jason replied, confirming
what she said.

“Are you sure sir?” The voice 
asked. 
“Yep, I can throw it back if you 
like, but thought someone may want
to come get this thing off of my
boat!” Jason was becoming irritated 
with the questioning. 

“NO!” The dispatcher shot back. “I 
will have someone out as quickly as I 
can. Just give me a few minutes, we 
have been very busy with calls today. 
I have a unit on the water, so it 
shouldn’t take long; hang on one 
second please.” 

The beeping began again and Jason 
backed up to stand by Booker. “Yeah 
buddy, I am not thrilled with a human 
arm either.” He told him. 

“Sir, they are three minutes away
from you and are on their way now.” 
The voice verified.  

“Thank you.” Jason replied before 
hanging up. 
He slipped his phone into his 
pocket and watched the dismembered 
arm as if it was going to attack. After 
a few minutes of removing 

themselves from the water soaked 
arm, a police boat rounded the corner 
and into the cove. They pulled up next 
to Jason’s boat and tied themselves to 
it. Booker stood and barked at the 
officer trying to step aboard. 

“No!” Jason belted out. “Lay down 
Booker.” 

The officer froze until the large dog 
was lying near his master. 
“You reeled this in?” The officer
asked that was now on the bow of his 
boat. 

“Well, yes sir, the hook is still in 
it.” Jason pointed out.
“We have had some strange 
situations today, so this isn’t all that
surprising. But, quite disturbing
nonetheless.” He told Jason. 

“Imagine being the one that caught
the damn thing.” He told him. “So, 
can we get it off my boat, or…?” 
Jason questioned. 

“We have some of the investigative 
crew on their way that will be taking 
it sir. I apologize we will have to keep
it in its place until they arrive.” The 
other officer stated that was still
manning the police boat.  

Jason nodded and looked at Booker
and gnarled his face in disgust. 
Booker shot his eyes up to his master 
without moving his head.  

“What time did this all happen?” 
The officer stepped off of Jason’s 
boat and back to his. “Your name and 
address please.” 

Jason spouted off the information.  
“Right before I called dispatch. I 
reeled it in, placed it there and 
called.” Jason explained. 

“It looks fairly fresh.” The other 
officer pointed out. 
Jason sat down on the bench seat
that covered the live well he had in 
the back of the boat and patted 
Booker on the head.  

“How long are these investigator 
people going to take?” Jason queried 
the officers. 

“ETA on Holder?” One of them
asked into the small walkie talkie 
attached to his shoulder. 

“Two minutes.” A voice came 
back.  

“Ten four.” The officer answered. 
He nodded at Jason, assuming he 
had heard the information. Another 
boat rounded the corner with three 
men aboard. They tied their boat to
the police boat and stepped onto theirs 
and over to Jason’s. 

“Holder.” The man stuck out his 
hand to Jason.  

Jason stood and shook the man’s
hand. “Jason Nielson sir.” 
Jason sat back down to watch their 
process. The investigator poked at the 
severed arm with his pen and wrote 
information in a small pad.  

“Let’s get some pictures and bag it
up and get it back to the lab.” Holder 
demanded of the other two gentlemen 
on his boat and stepped back over to 
the police boat. “I apologize for the 
inconvenience Mr. Nielsen, but can
you come back to the station with us 
so we can collect some information?” 

“I am pretty sure my fishing day is 
over, so I guess so.” Jason stated as he 
waited for the other two men to
remove the arm from his possession.  

Finally the arm was gone and Jason 
hesitantly moved back to the driver’s
seat and shivered as he sat down 
thinking about someone’s arm that 
just laid on his boat. The police untied
their boat from his and allowed him to 
back out of the cove and head back to
the boat ramp. 

“Stay Booker.” Jason told him
again as he went and got his truck. 
Jason backed the trailer down into 
the water, got out with the truck still 
running and hooked the boat up to his 
winch. He hit the red button and it 
began pulling the boat onto the trailer. 
Booker sat patiently in the driver’s 
seat of the boat until the front of the 
boat hit its mark then jumped out and 
up into the front seat of the truck 
while Jason secured his boat to the 
trailer. 

“Thank you for your cooperation 
Mr. Nielsen, if you would just follow 
me down to the station.” Holder
walked up.

Jason nodded as he climbed up in
his truck and closed the door. He
waited for Holder to pull out in his
black SUV, followed him down the 
small roads leading away from the 
lake and into oncoming traffic of the 
nearby highway.

They stopped in front of a large 
brown building and Holder got out.
Jason pulled his truck and trailer into 
two parking spots in the parking lot 
and rolled down the windows enough
for Booker to have some airflow. 

“Stay boy.” He told him and locked
and shut the door.  
Jason walked across the street to 
where Holder waited and stepped up
on the sidewalk. “Again thank you for 
coming down, just some paperwork I 
need you to sign and a few

questions.” 

Jason nodded and followed him up 
the stairs and through the double glass
doors into an office full of 

sporadically scattered desks covered 
in paperwork. Holder looked back to 
make sure he was still following and 
led him into a smaller office with a 
large desk and two chairs in front of 
it. 

“Please have a seat.” Holder 
pointed to the two chairs. 

Jason sat down. “What time did 
you get to the lake today?” 

“Oh, hell I don’t know, mid-
morning.” Jason told him

“Do you always fish that lake?”
“I fish in the exact same spot on
that lake every time I go.”

“How often do you go?”
“I work a lot at the plant, so only
on my days off. Maybe two or three 
days a month.” 

“When you reeled that in, did you 
feel that there was anything attached 
to it that may have fallen off, like the 
rest of the body that goes with it?”

“Nah, it was the same weight all 
the way up to the top.” 
“Thank you for you
r help. I will 
just need you to fill this out so if we 
have any more questions I can get a 
hold of you.” Holder handed him a 
clip board. 

Jason filled out the form and
handed it back to him. “Am I okay to 
go?” 

“Yes sir, be careful out there. I 
have been on calls all morning of 
dismembered parts being found and
some strange individuals lurking 
around.” Holder opened the door and 
handed him his card.  

“Uhhh…okay, thank you sir.” 
Jason hesitated with a bit of 

confusion. 

Jason shook his head on the way
out wondering why he would tell him
such a thing about finding

dismembered parts. Jason tried to rid 
himself of the strangeness he felt as
he exited the building and made his 
way back to his truck. Booker turned
circles in his seat as Jason slid into his 
seat.  

“Well, wasn’t that a strange deal.” 
Jason popped the truck in gear and 
pulled forward out of the parking lot 
headed home.

He backed his trailer under the 
small awning and got out to unhook 
it. Booker jumped out behind him and
sat at his feet. Jason turned to pull the 
truck up and almost tripped over him. 

“Booker, move out from under 
me!” He said with anger. 
Booker slouched over and

practically crawled over to the porch 
and waited for Jason to come unlock
the door. Jason pulled the truck 
forward just enough to get it out from
under the trailer, shut the truck off 
and made his way to the porch.  

Booker’s attention seemed to be 
focused on something off in the 
distance, Jason unlocked the door and
normally would not have to say
anything for Booker to bound into the 
house, but he didn’t. He sat staring 
with his ears perked and a tough 
stance like he was ready to pounce on 
something. 

“What is it Booker?” Jason turned 
to look in the direction that his dog 
was taking interest in.  

A dirty shirtless man stood looking 
in all directions. He would look right,
then left, then up into the sky; he 
slowly took a staggering step that 
made him seem as if he was going to 
fall over then caught himself by
stepping forward with the other foot. 
A car swerved past him and honked
which quickly caught his attention, he 
turned toward the car and began to 
slowly limp the way the car went. 
Booker barked and the man turned
back towards their way. He looked 
again as if he was lost and started 
stumbling a bit before catching his 
balance and headed toward the 
barking dog. Jason reached down and 
thumped his dog on the nose telling
him to be quiet.  

Jason watched the man some more 
from just inside the door. His pants 
were torn from the bottom to the knee 
and his shoes looked as though he had
walked through the swamps of 

Louisiana. He was skinnier than 
anyone Jason had ever seen and 
looked as though he hit every branch 
of an ugly tree on the way down.  

Jason pulled out his cell and dialed
nine one one for the second time that
day.

“Nine one one, what is your 

emergency?” 
“Well, I am pretty sure t
hat I have a 
crackhead walking down my street 
and he looks pretty bad off, can we 
get someone out here to pick him up?
My name is Jason Nielsen.” 

He gave the address to the woman 
and she advised that she would try
and get someone out there as soon as
she could, but that it may be awhile 
and hung up. 

“What the hell is the deal today?”
Jason pulled the phone away from his 
ear. “Booker, get in!” He 

commanded.  

Booker turned to go into the house 
as the man growled at the sound of
Jason’s voice and began heading in a 
more hurried swagger; he made it
over the curb to the sidewalk and into
the yard just as Booker turned around 
and started to dart at the man. 

“BOOKER NO!” Jason hollered at
him.
Jason knew they would take his 
dog if he attacked someone. He 
reached for his collar and caught it 
with one finger before he pounced off 
of the porch and pulled him back. The 
man continued his limping toward his 
porch as Jason bowed up ready to take 
on this drug induced man. 

“Get the hell out of here man!” 
Jason hollered at him.
The man’s arms lifted toward him
as he got closer and Booker’s barks 
got louder and meaner.  

“I will let him have you man, get 
the hell off my property!” He warned. 
He swayed up to the porch and 
grabbed Booker’s leg and pulled. 
Booker reached down and bit the 
man’s hand and began to shake it 
back and forth. Jason pulled him back 
and commanded him to let go. Booker 
released the man and ran into the 
house and stood by the door. Jason 
kicked the man in the face and sent 
him flying backwards. The man’s face 
cratered in like an egg shell. When the 
man returned to his feet, Jason was 
ready for him with the bat he kept 
inside his door. He growled a low 
growl, his right eye hung out of his 
head now and dangled by a string. 
Jason stepped back from the man 
heading up to the porch again. He
swung the bat at the man’s head once 
within reach. The man’s head spun off 
of his body and landed on the 

sidewalk that led to the two small 
steps to the porch, his body crumbled 
to the ground where it stood. 

“What the hell
 did I just do?” He
asked himself. “What the hell?” He
questioned. 

The head laid on its cheek with its 
eyes still open looking toward the 
house. Booker barked at the head that 
detached itself from the grossness of 
the man’s body, never stepping over 
the threshold of the door.  

“Booker, back up.” Jason told him
quietly.  
Booker backed up further into the 
house, Jason held the bat up and 
scanned the area cautiously. His 
assumption on this situation had to be 
wrong. He backed through his 

doorway, closed it slowly while 
facing it with the bat in the air then
reached out quickly and turned the 
deadbolt. 

“No way.” He whispered to 
himself. 
He dropped the bat to his side, but 
kept a firm grip on it. He walked to 
the small green carpeted living room
and drew back the dark green curtain 
covering the storm window that
looked over the front lawn. He saw 
the neighbor girl walk out of her 
house. She was walking slowly and 
her hands didn’t swing as normal 
when someone walked, they stayed 
stuck to her sides. Her legs took slow 
steps across her slabbed driveway as 
her mother followed her out in the 
same manner. It was as though they
had been hypnotized. They both 
turned at the same time and glared
straight at him through his bay

window. Their faces covered in blood 
from the nose down. 

Jason jumped back from the 
window trying to get out of their 
sight. He stood back for a moment 
and took a deep breath; he leaned 
forward at the waist and peeked his 
head around the curtain. The two, 
once beautiful women, were slowly
making their way to his house. The 
daughter was almost walking 

sideways while her mother was still 
following behind her. She walked 
with a small limp. Jason watched 
them cautiously wondering what to
do. He ran ideas through his head and
decided he had to get to his truck. But 
how with the two women coming 
towards his house from across the 
street? Out the back!  

Jason kept the bat in his hand and 
snapped at Booker to follow him. He 
kept himself against the wall, side 
stepped to through the rest of the 
living room, against the counter in the 
kitchen and to the back door. He
scanned outside after cracking the 
door open. Booker was poking his 
nose through the small crack smelling 
something in the air and began to
growl.  

“Hush, be quiet!” 
Booker looked at him in confusion, 
knowing that he was supposed to be 
warning his master of danger and that 
is what he was doing. Jason opened 
the door the rest of the way then
slowly stepped out onto the small 
cement slab of the back porch. He put 
his back against the house and

snapped at Booker to stay with him
again. He slid down the house to the 
chain link gate on the side of the 
house. He quietly lifted the latch and 
pulled the gate open. He winced when 
the gate squeaked as he pulled it open 
for him and Booker to get out. He slid
out of the gate and watched for 
Booker to follow. He kept his back 
against the wall and kept sliding down
the house. He quickly shot his head
around the corner before he stepped 
out in the open. The bloody faced 
women had made it to his porch being 
mere feet from the driver’s side of his 
truck. 

Jason pulled his head back, looked
up at the blowing oak tree that hit the 
corner of his house and rested his 
head on the bricks trying to decide 
what to do. Jason remembered that he 
had left the keys in the truck, which
meant the truck was unlocked.  

“Okay Booker, stay with me and 
get in the truck.” He whispered. 
Jason took off in a sprint across the 
side yard and made it to the passenger 
side door and flung it open. Booker 
jumped in and to the back seat. Jason 
jumped in and slammed the door shut. 
He lifted the large console that

occupied the in between space of the 
driver’s and passenger seats and slid 
across to the driver’s side. The 
women had a delayed reaction, their 
heads shot up into the direction of the 
truck, then they straightened their 
bodies upward and started to make 
their way around the porch. Jason 
started the truck while watching them
coming at him. He pulled the gear 
shift down and into drive. He pulled 
off just as the two women lifted their 
stiff arms straight out and grazed his 
truck. Booker barked at them through 
the back window. Jason drove away
as fast as he could with no direction in
mind except to just get away from
where he was. 

He made two turns and back onto 
the highway.

“ADAM!” He thought. 

He took his phone out and called 
his son. 

“Dad?” His son’s voice questioned. 
“Yes son, are you okay?” Jason 
asked. 
“No, we are trying to get out of the 
dorm. We have made it to the bottom
floor so far, but we have lost a few of 
my buddies. I can make it to my car I 
think.” Adam told him.

“Okay head this way and I will 
head that way, wherever we get to, we
will find…” 

“DAD!! NO!! Dad!” His voice 
echoed off as the phone fell.  
Jason screamed for him as he 
listened to his son’s demise through
the phone.  

Jason drove to the middle of town,
with no idea of where to go. He pulled 
over and parked down the road from
the lake. Jason tried to decide if he 
wanted to take the chance to go down 
to the lake where the only shelter he 
would have was his truck or to one of 
the stores that sat down the sides of 
the street he had parked on. He 
decided to sit and watch what he 
could see for a little while. Booker 
began to growl. Jason turned toward 
the back seat to pat his buddy on the 
head and a man stood at his tailgate. 
His skin was grey and he had the 
same blood splatter pattern on his face 
as his neighbors. Jason held his breath
as he watched the man stare into the 
back window of his truck. 

“Hush! Come on!” Jason patted the 
front seat.  
Booker hopped into the front seat
and told Booker to come on as he 
attempted to open the door softly. As 
it clicked he watched the man’s
attention move from the back window 
to his left side. He turned his whole 
body and began to shuffle his feet 
slowly. Jason jumped from the truck 
and Booker stayed in the passenger 
seat.  

Jason tapped his leg telling him to 
come on. Booker jumped from the 
passenger seat to the driver’s seat as 
the grey skinned man shuffled in front 
of the open door. Booker barked at
the man when Jason raised his hand 
and realized he had no weapon. The 
man leaned into the truck and grabbed
Booker’s paw. Booker pulled away
and the man grabbed his other paw. 
He quickly pulled it to his mouth and 
ravaged the animal’s leg like he was 
eating a piece of fried chicken. 
Booker winced in pain and raised his 
eyes to his owner. Jason hollered
trying to gain the man’s attention. The 
man didn’t budge, he stood chewing 
and went in for another chomp. Jason 
turned away not able to watch and 
saw two more coming towards the 
noise that he was making. Jason 
dashed into the nearest door of the 
nearest store and bent down to hide
himself. 

He watched the staggering men and 
women pass by the store window. 
Jason sat down and turned his back to 
the wall. He leaned his head back,
pondered on the whole situation and 
questioned himself on what his next 
move was going to be. He opened his 
eyes as he realized he didn’t even 
know what store he was in. 

He scanned above him to see shirts 
hanging up over his head and 

throughout the store and saw shelves 
upon shelves of food and a small 
assortment of necessities. He was in
some kind of small ‘mom and pop’
shop that had a little bit of everything 
in it. Jason stood and began to scan
the layout and wondered if there was
anyone in there.  

“Hello.” He called out quietly, but 
loud enough for someone to hear him
in the small place.  

He took a few steps forward. 
“Hello.” He said again. 
A low tone echoed across to him.
Jason retracted the steps he had just 
taken and listened. He looked around 
him to find something within his
arm’s reach to use as a weapon. A 
shirt hung on a wire hanger nearby
and he grabbed it. He threw the shirt 
to the ground and unraveled the wire. 
He bent it over a few times to make it
a little more stable. He stepped 
forward and heard the low growl 
again, he turned toward where he 
thought the sound was coming from
and took another step. With each
growl he heard, he made his way
closer to the sound.  

He rounded a corner of a wooden 
shelf and the growl became intensely
piercing to his ears. Jason scanned in 
front of him waiting for a zombie to 
appear. He took another step raising 
the bent hanger into the air ready to 
take some serious and injuring jabs
with it when an old woman’s hand 
flopped on his foot. He stepped 
backwards and peered down into the 
old woman’s face. Her eyes were 
sunk back into her head and her arms 
were wrinkled and thin. She had no 
legs and a blood trail showed where 
she had dragged herself up the aisle. 
She growled again and Jason pulled 
his head to the side, trying not to hear
it. She grabbed for his boot again and 
then wrapped her frail hand around 
his ankle. Jason instinctively brought 
the hanger down and stabbed the old 
woman in the eye, liquid shot from
the wound and covered his hand. He 
pulled the hanger out and pulled his
foot free.  

Jason stepped over the woman he 
had just set himself free of; tons of 
non-perishable items lined the 

shelves. Basic clothing lined the walls 
along with a few tools that had been 
hung.  

“Well, I kind of ran into the perfect 
place.” He said out loud. 
Jason walked back to the window 
and scanned the area. A bar sat across 
the street, a few other stores lined the 
street, along with a small hunting and 
fishing store, an Army/Navy surplus 
store and a tobacco shop down the 
way. Jason decided that he would
make his own little camp and only go 
out if needed things from the other 
stores. He had all he needed right 
where he was. 

He knew that ‘tidying up’ and 
making sure the store was secure was
going to be his first priority. He
dragged the old woman’s body back
down the aisle looking for somewhere 
he could put her; his only option was 
to take her outside. He dragged her to 
the door he had backed into earlier 
and scanned the sidewalk. He pushed 
open the door, pulled her into the 
street, left her there, ran back inside 
and then locked the dead bolt on the 
glass door. He hated leaving the body
outside like it didn’t matter; but the
woman did try to eat him. He figured 
she kind of deserved it.  

Jason started gathering some food 
and drinks from the shelves and 
moving them to a front corner of the 
store. He found homemade blankets 
towards the back of the store that
looked as though they had been
crocheted. He figured probably by the 
old woman he had just killed. He
gathered them all and set them up so 
that he would still be able to see 
outside the one window that was low 
enough for him to do so if he sat up
from the floor. He found t-shirts and
jeans that were in his size and folded
them neatly by his new make shift
camp. He decided to wander to the 
back of the store and see how secure 
everything was. He found a small
bathroom down the hall. A door was 
visible from the bathroom. Jason 
walked to it, put his ear against it and 
then turned the knob. Opening it up, 
he came into a small closet that was 
dark with no windows to shine any
light in. He held the door open for a 
few seconds listening for anything 
that might be in there. After no noises
coming out of the dark, Jason stepped 
inside and felt for a light switch. He 
flipped the switch to the right of him
on the wall, up and then down. Not
even a flicker showed. He stepped in
another step and felt for what was in 
there. He ran his hand across edges of 
shelving. He pushed his hand further 
back and grabbed what felt like a can. 
He pulled it off the shelf and stepped 
back in to the sun light filled hallway.
It was a can of vegetables.  

“A storage closet?” He questioned. 
Jason closed the door and walked 
back into the store looking for a flash
light to use. Finally finding one in the 
last aisle, he flicked it on and shined it
down the hall. He went back, opened 
the door and shined the beam on the 
shelf he pulled the can from. Stacks of 
food filled cans came into his view as
he panned the room. Jason shook his 
head in acceptance as he walked 
further in and around the shelf that sat 
in the middle of the room. He panned 
across and found some more tools up 
on the middle shelf in the room. He 
rounded the corner to see what else he 
may find but tripped over something 
and fell to a knee. An old man came 
into the stream of light, it appeared he 
had fallen and had been stabbed in the 
head by a spare piece of the shelving 
that had not been put together yet. It 
went through the front of his head and 
came out of the back. Jason dropped 
his head, wondering if he had already
turned or this happened before. Jason 
knew that he needed to get the body
out of there before it began to smell. 
He grabbed the man’s ankle and
started to drag him out. The metal 
shelving piece sounded like nails on a 
chalkboard dragging across the floor. 
He made it to the front glass door 
where he had rid the store of the old 
woman to the outside. Jason watched 
a horde passing through and hid 
behind the small wall until he was 
sure they had all passed. He unlocked
the door and dragged the man’s body
with the piece of the shelving out to 
where the old woman laid and placed 
him next to her and ran back in. 

Jason’s next several days were 
quiet ones, except for the undead 
passing by outside. He was able to eat
and drink and keep himself alive. He 
had gathered tools from the store just 
in case he had to make a fast get away
out of the store and set up an escape 
set up. He watched day and night for 
others that were alive, but day and
night, no one ever showed. He 

washed his clothes with a half of
bottle of water and a small amount of 
laundry soap every night in the 
bathroom sink and hung them out to
dry so that he always had clean 
clothes. He would eat one can of
vegetables and one can of Vienna 
sausages every day since that seemed 
to be what was in great abundance. 
For a treat, he would open a can of 
fruit every few days. He drank the 
small cans of juices, but only half of a 
can at a time; with not knowing how
long he would be stuck there, he knew 
he needed to conserve.  

Jason would lie awake at nights 
staring out of the window above him, 
thinking about the last words he heard
from his son and wondering if his 
wretched ex-wife had made it 

somewhere safe. He wondered if there 
was a cure for the infected. So many
things ran through his mind Jason
wished his best friend were there with 
him. He missed Booker with

evertyhing he had. .  

As he rose with the morning light 
one sunny morning. The undead still 
roamed the streets looking lost. He 
knew he was not far from Lake 
Tawokani, he so wished he was out 
on his boat with Booker. That is 
where he should be. 

He cleaned up his sleeping quarters 
as he had done every morning. He 
found his half of can of fruit from the 
morning before and ate the rest. He 
washed up a bit with the small amount 
of water he had left in one of the 
bottles and threw on his pair of 
clothes that he had drying on a line of 
bailing wire he had unrolled and hung 
across the back of the hallway. He 
walked back out and grabbed his 
small calendar to mark off the day
that had just started. He sat in his fold 
out chair and propped his bare feet up 
on the window sill. He wrote on his 
calendar how many bottles of water
he had left and how many cans of 
fruit he had left, later he would write 
down how many cans of other food he 
had left after he decided what he 
wanted for dinner. Out of the corner 
of his eye, he saw some movement 
and looked up expecting to see a 
small horde coming up. 

Jason jumped up when he saw a 
group of men and a woman with 
weapons make their way cautiously
into the bar across the street. He stood 
straight up and then hunkered down 
so they could not see him. The shock 
of seeing life overwhelmed him. Why
were there other people here? He
questioned. He watched them as they
disappeared into the bar and closed
the door. He slowly sat back down in
his chair and reached for his socks 
and boots. He put them on without 
taking his eyes off of the bar in case 
they came back out. The choice was 
to go and check these guys out at the 
bar or stay and wait to see what they
were going to do. Jason eventually
wondered why he never thought to go 
check out that damn bar, he may have
been able to find something to take 
his mind off of things for a bit.  

The group stayed at the bar for the 
remainder of the day. Night fell and 
he could see the undead multiply in 
the street throughout the night. They
would all pass by him, never even 
knowing he was there. Jason dozed 
off for a bit and jumped up out of the 
chair when he realized he had fallen 
asleep and wondered if the group had 
left or not. He ran to the back ,
grabbed a bottle of water and ran back
to the window to watch. He opened 
the bottle and poured some into his 
hand. He wiped it over his face and
then realized he had not eaten dinner. 
He had been so consumed with the 
sight of actual humans that he had 
forgotten. He grabbed his can opener
and a can of something off the shelf 
without taking his eyes from the door 
of the bar and opened it. He felt 
around for his spoon on the window 
sill and dipped it into the can and
brought it to his mouth. He began to
chew and almost spit out the sour 
taste of sauerkraut. He looked at the 
can and realized he what he had 
grabbed. He put the can on the floor 
and decided that he could do without. 
Jason had no idea what time it was 
and did not want to fall asleep again. 
He stood up and paced in front of the 
small window. He did take the chance 
of being seen, but was willing to take
that chance, if there was someone he 
might be able to join up with. 

A few hours passed by and the sun 
started to show. It lit up the sky and a 
few of the zombies were still passing 
by, but nothing substantial to worry
about.  

Suddenly three of the men came 
out of the bar and went to the store
next to the bar. Jason watched them
for a moment and knew this was his 
chance. 

He hadn’t been out o
f the store 
since this began. He unlocked the 
door and made his way across with 
only one of the zombies taking notice 
of him. 

The bell rang as he entered the 
store. Jason stayed quiet as he 
scanned the store for the men. 

“Who the fuck are you?” The 
littlest guy questioned.  
Jason threw up his hands. “My
name is Jason, Jason Nielsen. I saw 
you guys come in yesterday.” 

The small guy looked at Jason like 
he didn’t give a shit why he was there. 
Jason started to put down his hands as
another of the men shouldered his 
rifle, Jason decided it was probably a 
good idea to keep his hands up.

“I was just wondering if y’all had 
any extra room in your group, I have 
been here almost a year.” Jason 
stated.

The man with the gun stepped up 
quickly. “You will have to talk to TJ.” 
Still pointing the rifle at him. 

“Great which one of you is TJ?” 
Jason questioned. 
 


JOSH JOHNSON 

“Let’s move!” Josh yelled to his 
guys.  
“Damn boss, we are working as
fast as we can!” Someone yelled from
underneath the deck they were

building.  

Josh had been in the construction 
business since he was very young. He 
had always worked for someone else 
and learned the ins and outs of all
kinds of different construction 

projects. Four years ago Josh decided 
to start his own construction

company.

He began taking on small jobs. 
Soon he was hired to do bigger ones 
and was forced to hire more help. 
After only a few months Josh had 
twenty eight employees and usually at 
least six to ten jobs at a time going on. 
He would make his way to each job to 
every day making sure that it was all 
going to his expectations. He would
see what all was needed and had 
certain guys go get materials and 
deliver to job sites. Josh would stay
on which ever job site needed the 
most help and work with them until 
their day would end. He explained to 
his workers when he hired them that a 
day did not end at five o’clock; it 
ended when he said it ended and that 
would be when they were unable to 
see to work anymore. There had even 
been days that a job was so close to 
being finished that Josh would bring 
out lighting for them to go ahead and 
finish and then reward his employees 
with a nice paid for dinner afterward 
for their extra hard work.  

Josh came home tired on most days
and wished that he had someone there 
to help him out. His ex-wife had
decided to go her own way a few
months earlier with a man that was 
half Josh’s gigantic size and less than 
half of Josh’s income. Josh had never 
been extravagant with his money. He 
kept things simple and that is why he 
did as well as he had, however, his 
wife at the time believed that he was 
just being a controlling husband and
left him with the kids and the house.  

Josh was about six foot four and a 
massive beast of a man. With his bald 
head that he kept shaved and massive 
arms from working the construction 
sites, most thought he was as mean as 
he looked. There was no doubt that he 
could be, but to his friends, he was the 
typical big guy teddy bear. He loved 
to laugh and be around people and
took pride that he took care of all of 
his children and had his own business. 
He often helped people out that 
needed it and was the guy that was 
there if friends needed help. 

“Alright guys, quittin time. Beer in 
the back of the truck.” He hollered to 
his workers.  

The six workers on the job began to 
gather tools and make their way to the 
work truck and back to the small 
shop. They hopped out of Josh’s truck 
once stopped and threw their tools 
into their own vehicles and went back
to Josh’s truck to grab a beer from the 
ice chest. 

“Thanks boss.” Some wo
uld spout 
walking by him to make it home to
their families. 

Some stood around the truck and 
enjoyed the ice cold brew after a hard 
day’s work and hung out with Josh. 

“Thanks for all your hard work
guys. I know it has been kind of 
crazy, but if we do well on this deck, 
this guy has tons of stuff he wants 
rebuilt and built and has the money to 
get it done. More money for all of 
us.” Josh informed them. 

The guys all nodded and agreed to 
be there as they always had been. The 
darkness fell over the beer drinking 
crowd and the small group that stayed 
dispersed one by one from Josh’s
yard. Josh made his way in to his 
three kids doing homework while his 
mom was in the kitchen cooking a 
dinner that smelled great since he had 
not eaten all day. Josh kissed the kids 
on the head, walked up to his mom to 
steal some food and kissed her on the 
cheek as he did so.  

“Thanks for watching the kids 
mom.” Josh showed his gratitude. 
“W
hat the hell else am I gonna do. 
The broad left you high and dry and I 
don’t do anything anymore, they keep 
me young at heart.” She told him. 

Josh smiled at her and made a big 
growl like a bear as he turned and ran 
towards the kids; they all threw their 
books to where they were sitting and 
ran down the hallway. They knew
what that growl meant, Dad was 
coming to get them and wrestle them
all to the ground. Josh tried to play
with the kids often. They had all had a 
hard time with their mom leaving and 
acted out. He tried his hardest to
understand what they were going 
through, but could only imagine what
it was like to have a mother not want 
you. It was hard for Josh to continue 
on working as he had and still make 
the time needed for his own children. 
If it were not for his mother stepping 
in, he would not have all that he did 
and would not be able to afford 
anything for the kids.

After putting the kids to bed and 
arguing with his mother about taking 
his money for watching the kids, he 
finally made it to his own bed and laid 
down. Moaning as his ass hit the bed
and lifting his leg to remove his boots
he could not believe the pain his body
felt as he sat down to try and relax.  

“You would think I wouldn’t be 
making so many old person noises at
thirty two years old.” He said to 
himself in the mirror that hung on the 
open closet door in front of him. 

He threw his boots to the side and 
stripped out of his work clothes. He 
made his way to the shower and back 
to his bed as quickly as he could and 
was asleep as soon as his head hit the 
goose feather pillow he had bought 
himself after his ex-wife had left out 
of spite; she had always wanted goose 
feather pillows and Josh refused to 
spend the money when there were 
perfectly good pillows on their bed. 
He slept hard and good in the

oversized bed that was certainly
unnecessary since it was only him
now. 

His alarm went off at five forty
five, Josh fumbled with his phone to
make the annoying beep stop as he 
stumbled out through the hall and to
the kitchen to push the button on the 
coffee pot but coffee was already
made.  

“Morning son!” His mom

practically belted out.
“Loud mom, why so loud so damn
early. What are you doing here

already?” He wiped the sleep from his 
eyes.  

“You said you had to get an early
start today, so I figured I would come
and help with breakfast.” She told him
pulling the biscuits out of the oven.  

Josh nodded and headed back down 
the hall. He grabbed a pair of jeans 
and t-shirt instead of the polo shirt he 
usually wore, knowing that it was 
going to be hot today. He pulled on
socks and boots, brushed his teeth and 
splashed some water across his face. 
He peered into the bathroom mirror 
and rubbed his hand across his 

defined jawline.  

“Another day, another dollar.” He 
told himself.  
He started back down the hallway
pushing open each door to the 

bedrooms.  

“Get up, get up, get up!” He

hollered flipping on lights.

Walking into each room and
pulling on their blankets.  
He sat down at the dining room
table and tried to wake up just a bit 
more when his mom put a huge plate 
of biscuits and gravy down in front of 
him.

“Damn mom, I know that I am a 
big guy, but making me fat is not the 
way to go.” He told her. 

“You have to have something that 
is going to stick to your ribs. I know 
you don’t eat any lunch half the time
you are working.” She admitted. 

Josh started digging in to his plate. 
“Y’all better come and get it before 
dad eats it all!” She yelled out. 
All three stumbled into the kitchen 
with their backpacks in hand and 
dropped them to the floor before 
sitting down and waiting for their 
plate. 

They all ate breakfast together
before Josh had to tell them goodbye 
and told them to have a good day.
They all waved with a mouthful 
preventing them from talking. 

The rumble of J
osh’s truck shook 
the neighborhood as he started it to let 
it warm up, the crew began to arrive 
and park in their normal spots to jump 
in with Josh. 

“Morning guys, y’all ready to get 
this done today?” He asked. 
They all had tired looks on their 
faces and nodded still trying to wake 
up. Josh stopped by a convenient store 
every morning to buy enough water 
bottles for all the workers and the 
separate trucks going to each job.  

With the deck finished, minus the 
two railings that had to be custom
made. They were ready for some 
lunch. The group took a break and
gathered their food from their lunch
sacks and sat down to eat. Josh 
continued working to finish up the 
custom made rails that the customer 
requested. By the time the crew was 
done with lunch, Josh was ready for 
the installation of the rails and to 
weatherproof the deck. He assigned 
each crew member a special job in 
order to have the deck done today so 
that they were all able to get paid. 

After two hours, it was all

completed. Josh inspected the deck 
one last time and high fived each of
his guys as he walked by them. The 
customer arrived after an hour of 
letting the weather seal dry and came 
to see the deck. The crew made their 
way to Josh’s truck knowing that he 
would be doing the business deal.  

“Wow, gr
eat job Josh. I love it and 
the railings are just what I wanted.” 
The millionaire man stated. “I think
you are the guys I want to do the 
guest house. I am wanting a full four 
bedroom three bath guest house with 
a pool and deck. Here is a credit card 
for the materials and I will pay

whatever is needed once completed 
for labor. You seem to know what I 
like, so it is your call on the 

floorplan.” The man handed Josh a 
platinum Visa card along with the
money for the deck that they had
agreed on. 

Josh thanked his new customer and 
made his way to the truck. He paid all 
of the crew with the cash payment 
that the man had given him and then 
showed them all the credit card he had 
provided him and explained the new
job they had. The crew all looked at
each other and smiled, knowing that 
this job was huge and it meant major 
money for them all.  

The crew loaded up and made it 
back to Josh’s house. 

“This is a big deal!” One of the 
workers stated.
“Yeah, if we can get this done in 
the next few weeks, I know he wants 
at least two other big buildings built
on his land. We could have those as 
well. Great job guys, thanks.” Josh 
expressed. 

Picking out the floor plan he 
thought his new customer would like, 
Josh quickly began a list of materials 
needed and called in to the local
Lowe’s for pick up the next day. He 
wandered around in his shop out 
behind the house and gathered extra 
tools to make sure the guys had 
everything they needed when his 
phone rang. Josh pulled it out of his 
pocket to see that his ex-wife was 
calling.  

“What do you want?” He answered. 
“I just wanted to tell you congrats 
on the big job at the ranch outside of 
town.” She told him. 

“Wow good news travels fast, 
doesn’t it?” He stated. “No you are 
not getting any of the money from this 
job. You already took half of my shit 
in the divorce. This deal was just 
made and we are already divorced.” 
He assured her.  

“I can’t believe you think that is 
why I am calling.” She became 
insulted.  

“Okay, why are you calling?” He
asked. 
“Just wondering if there was any
way that I can see the kids.” She 
stated.

“After all this time, you want to see 
them now? Get off the gas, you only
want to see them because you know
how much I am going to make off of 
this job. Not happening. Pay me child 
support and I will set up a day for you 
to come by and see them.” He spat at 
her and hung up. 

He punched the wall in front of 
him, angry that she would even call 
with her bullshit. She had not wanted
to see the kids since she left until she 
heard he had such a massive job. He 
drew in a deep breath and blew it out 
then focused back on his search for 
tools. 

With an armful, he pushed the shop 
door open. He walked over and
dropped the tools into the back of the 
truck. He grabbed a beer from the ice 
chest in the back of his truck, popped 
the top and took a swig. He looked up 
into the clouds and ran ideas through
his head of the house he was getting 
ready to build. He had free reign to 
show his skills off and gain a 

customer that could bring him

millions of dollars in business over 
the next few years with himself as 
well as word of mouth advertising.

He drank the last of his beer and 
made his way inside. Dinner was laid 
out on a plate on the counter for him
and the house was dark. His mom was 
lying on the couch fast asleep. Josh
covered his mom with a blanket,
made his way back to his room and
started his usual routine of showering 
and climbing in bed. He laid for a 
long time with the thought of building
plans on his mind. With ideas flowing 
he finally drifted off to sleep. 

***  
Josh opened his eyes to the smell of 
bacon rummaging through the house. 
He raised his head from his pillow, 
ran his hand over his scruffy face, 
swung his feet over the side of the bed 
and let them fall to the floor. He 
shook his head trying to gain focus 
and stood, grabbed a pair of clean
jeans from the basket on the floor and 
slipped them on as well as a shirt and 
pulled it over his head. He slipped on 
socks and his boots and rubbed his
bald head. He could hear the 

bickering over the bacon from the 
kitchen. He opened his door and the 
bickering quieted down instantly. 

“I get the last piece!” He grabbed
the piece of bacon left and took a bite.  
All of his children looked up and 
watched him eat the full piece of 
bacon with jealousy.

“DAD!” they all yelled before 
another full plate was put on the table.  
Josh sat down with his kids and ate 
breakfast with them, knowing that he 
would be tremendously busy over the 
next few weeks. He thanked his mom
as he stuffed his last piece of toast 
into his mouth and hugged and kissed 
all of his children goodbye. He 
quickly explained to all of them about
the new job he had been offered and 
that he would be home to see 

everyone as often as he could. They
all understood, including his mom
who offered to just stay in the extra 
bedroom until the job was completed, 
Josh agreed, waved a goodbye to
them all and headed outside.  

The full crew was waiting by the 
truck and were all raring to go to get 
started. 

“Thanks guys for showing up. We
are taking my truck and the flat bed. 
This is a big deal for you, me and the 
company. Let’s get it done quickly
but get it done right.” He gave a pep
talk. 

He instructed the other crews on 
the other jobs and sent them on their 
way. They all loaded up and headed
out. They quickly unloaded all the 
tools and quickly began on the slab 
for the house. Josh and all of the 
workers worked hard throughout the 
day, barely stopping for the pizza that
Josh had delivered.  

“Alright guys, let’s call it a day,
nothing we can do until the slab
dries.” Josh told them all. 

He made it back to the house in 
time to drop everyone off and head to 
grab some more materials from the 
store. 

He pulled a large cart from the 
parking lot into the store to load it up. 
After an hour of wandering the store, 
he was ready to check out. Josh 
pushed the big cart to the front of the 
store, pulled the credit card from his 
wallet and swiped across the card 
reader. He pulled the cart to the truck
and began loading the large amount of 
materials into the back. He climbed
up in his Ford F350 and pulled out of 
the parking lot. He pulled into the 
house and left his truck in the 

driveway when his phone rang, 
pulling it out the picture ID of Gizmo
shot up on his phone flipping him off. 

“Hey buddy, what’s up?” He asked.
“We g
ot ice chests of beer and 
food!” Gizmo shouted over the music 
from the other end of the phone.  

“I’m there, give me a few.” Josh 
told him before hanging up.  
Josh loaded his ice chest from the 
back of the truck into his white 
Tahoe. He made sure and put the 
receipt for the materials in a folder to 
keep everything organized. Josh stood
and looked at all of the materials he 
just bought and could not believe how 
awesome this payment would be once 
the job was completed.  

Josh suddenly remembered that he 
was supposed to be on his way to 
Gizmo’s and was going to celebrate 
his good luck. He jumped in the 
Tahoe and backed out of his drive and 
away from his small neighborhood. 
He turned out to the highway and
headed to Gizmo’s house. 

He knew he needed a bit of a break
from the thoughts of money, building 
and work. He turned down another 
road and headed out of town. The sun 
light was diminishing from the sky as 
he turned on the old county road. He 
stopped by the last convenient store 
before he got to the back roads he had 
to take and got some ice and another 
pack of beer, knowing how everyone 
drank when they were in the drinking
mood. He poured the ice into his ice 
chest and got back on the road. He 
turned onto the last back county road
before getting to Gizmo’s subdivision. 

Josh saw a shadow in the grass out
of the corner of his eye as he turned, 
he turned his head and saw a man 
down on his knees. Josh pulled past
him and stopped. The man’s head shot
up towards the stopped vehicle. He 
tried to rise to his feet and fell 

forward to his knees again. Josh 
jumped from the Tahoe thinking that
the man needed help. He stood for a 
moment and peered at the man. He 
watched him crawl for a moment then
jump to his feet and glare at him
through hazed eyes. He stumbled 
towards him, both of his feet were 
turned inward. He stepped one over 
the other slowly as he walked. His 
arms swung clumsily down by his 
sides trying to balance his stumbling 
swagger. His skin was a dark brown 
and grey color. Blood covered his 
hands and dripped off of them as he 
walked. Josh saw the blood smeared 
across his face and started to back up 
from the man; which led him around 
the front of the Tahoe. Josh focused
on the man and tripped as he walked
backwards. Josh fell on his ass and 
began to scoot backwards. A woman 
laid at his feet and Josh jumped up 
scanning the woman’s body. She had 
blood pouring from her neck puddling
beneath her and wasn’t moving but
her eyes were open. He looked at the 
man and then again at the woman. 
The man let out a deep growl that 
frightened the hell out of Josh. The 
woman suddenly sat up and spun her 
head to stare at Josh. Blood covered 
the sundress that partially covered her 
body. She slowly flattened the palms 
of her hands on the ground and stood 
stumbling a bit before she figured out 
how to balance while the man came to
her side, bumped her throwing her off 
balance and making her stumble some 
more to her left. They bumped into 
each other again trying to make their 
way to Josh and stumbled away from
each other as they both took a step 
forward. Their arms flailed from side 
to side with no control. The woman 
growled in unison with the man and 
their jaws opened and closed as they
staggered closer to Josh. Josh 

continue to move backwards away
from the two undead.

Finally, he made a full circle

around the truck and turned to climb 
into the driver’s seat. Before he was
able to close the door, the woman 
dove forward and bit his wrist that he 
had on the door to close it. Josh pulled 
his hand out of her mouth and back 
handed her across her face. She fell to
the ground and Josh used his bloodied 
hand to reach for the door a second 
time. He pulled it closed and shook
his hand and peered at the bite that 
covered his wrist and part of his hand. 
He put the Tahoe in drive, grabbed 
the steering wheel and tried to take off 
towards Gizmo’s.

The man jumped out in front of 
him and Josh stopped pulling his 
bloody hand from the steering wheel 
and trying to put pressure on it. The 
dirty man lunged forward and hit the 
hood of the Tahoe. He bounced off 
and lunged forward again. He finally
made his way around the Tahoe to
Josh’s door, he rammed his face into 
the window trying to get at Josh. Josh
stomped on the gas pedal and lurched
the vehicle forward.  

Almost to his next turn off, a small 
child appeared in the middle of the 
road. She was wearing a matching 
blue and white short set with a blue 
bow in her hair and blue and white 
shoes. 

Josh was starting to feel a bit light 
headed, but stopped as he saw the 
child. The small little girl started
limping towards him. Josh thought of 
his children as he sat in the car trying 
to decide if he should help the child or 
move on since he was starting to feel
bad. Josh took his foot off the brake 
and let the Tahoe roll slowly, he came 
to a stop next to the little girl as her 
head shot up and her eyes were glazed 
over, her jaws opened and closed at 
him and she reached her hands 

towards him. She approached the side 
of the vehicle and her tiny hands 
smacked the bottom of his window. 
She growled louder than he thought
she should be able to.

Blood poured down the steering 
wheel and dropped onto his lap as he 
drove slowly past the little girl and 
turned down the old county road that
led to Gizmo’s. His stomach began to 
turn and he felt like he needed to 
vomit. He stopped the Tahoe, flung
open his door and began to throw up. 
His vomit looked like black tar as it
splattered on the ground. Josh sat up, 
wiped the remains of vomit from the 
side of his mouth and pulled his hand 
away in a black sticky mess. Josh 
stayed hunkered over dry heaving, 
trying to get the rest of whatever was 
in his system out. When he was 
finally able to sit back up, he closed
the door and drove on. His head
began to pound and his eyes became 
blurry to the point that he was having 
hard time seeing the road. He pulled 
into the subdivision, turned onto the
small dirt road and let the Tahoe roll 
down the hill towards Gizmo’s 
driveway. Josh vomited again onto 
the steering wheel, not having the 
time to open the door and it landed 
across his lap covering up the blood 
that had dropped earlier. His 

breathing became shallow and his
chest started to hurt as he saw

Gizmo’s driveway. He pulled the 
steering wheel to turn into it. His hand 
that had been bitten had already gone 
numb and he was unable to control it; 
he tried to grab the door handle but 
was unable to grasp it. He tried to 
grab the handle with the other hand 
and it would not work. He leaned his 
head back onto the seat and closed his 
eyes. He couldn’t seem to focus or 
function and started feeling very
woozy, to say the least. He began to
feel tired and his head dropped 
forward and hit the steering wheel. He 
quickly brought his head up and it
dropped back forward. He tried to 
stabilize his neck to hold his head but 
it would not hold steady. He could see 
shadows coming his way from outside 
of his Tahoe. He wanted to tell them
to not open the door, but all that came 
out was a growl. 

Gizmo tapped on the window
hollering at Josh to answer him. Josh
opened his eyes as wide as he could 
and stared at gizmo as he continued to
tap on the window. He knew what the 
outcome of this was going to be and 
that his friends would not want to kill 
him, but he knew they would have to. 
TJ came down the steps of the porch 
telling Gizmo to wait to open the door 
as he grabbed a gun to take down the
steep driveway with him. 

As TJ made it around the back of
the Tahoe, Gizmo flung the door open 
and Josh bailed out of the driver’s seat
and landed on top of TJ. Justin hauled 
ass down the driveway as TJ held him
suspended in the air by his huge neck 
to keep his clattering jaw away from
him. Justin and Gizmo each took an
arm trying to pull their two hundred
and fifty pound friend off of TJ.  

Drool dropped and covered TJ’s
face, he was hollering at Gizmo to 
shoot Josh; Gizmo finally pulled back 
and grabbed the rifle. Josh had cuts all
over the baldness of his head from
hitting the steering wheel and skin 
hung down over TJ’s face as his arm
weakened from holding him up. With 
Josh mere inches from being able to 
bite TJ, the gunshot echoed.

“You just shot Josh!” Justin 
hollered.  
TJ pushed Josh off of him and to
the ground. Gizmo still held the gun 
up in shock that he had to shoot one 
of his best of friends.  

“I killed Josh.” Gizmo whispered 
over the still shouldered gun. 
Everyone ran from the house 
hearing the shot and stopped dead in
their tracks when they saw Josh lying 
on the ground.  

“That wasn’t Josh! I am telling 
you, we are in the middle of the 
apocalypse.” 



SANDRA SHREWSBURY

Her dark brown hair blew in the 
breeze as she waited. She pushed it 
out of her face and peered at herself in 
the double glass mirrored door of the 
school. Her grandchildren should be 
booming out of the doors to her at any
moment. Sandra noticed that her hair 
needed to be cut and made a mental
note to do that next week when she 
got paid. 

The kids hurried out of the school 
just as she figured they would and 
hugged her waist. 

“Hey gramma!” They hollered in 
unison.  

“Hey guys, how was your day?” 
Sandra asked them.
They both mumbled something as
they pulled her to the car knowing 
they were always in for a special treat 
when Sandra picked them up. 

“Ice cream today?” Sandra asked. 
Both of them nodded and jumped 
into the back seat. Sandra slid in,
started the car and waited for the long 
line of yellow buses to pull off.  

“Okay, ice cream, home, and 
homework. Understood?” She warned
them. 

She pulled into the small shopping 
center and watched them hurry to the 
door of the familiar ice cream shop. 
They held the door open for Sandra.  

They all gave their orders and sat 
down at a small table to spend time 
together.  

“Is mom coming to get us tonight?” 
Her grandson asked. 

“Yep, she will be there in a bit.” 
Sandra told them both.  
Both of their eyes lit up. Sandra’s 
daughter worked as much as she 
could to provide for her children. 
Sometimes she was able to pick them
up, and sometimes she would end up 
working a double shift at the small 
convenient store and not see them
until the next day. 

Sandra worked part time at the 
hospital as a registered nurse. She had 
recently gone from the full time chaos 
of an emergency room nurse, to part
time surgeon nurse so she could help
more with her grand babies. Her 
daughter had recently divorced a 

violent man that didn’t deserve to 
have her or the kids. But he thought 
taking the kids from her would make
her come back to him and he tried
fairly often to take them from school 
or on their way home from school. 
They needed to be watched, so Sandra 
took it upon herself to help keep them
all safe. 

The three finished up their ice 
cream and headed back out to the car.  
“Buckle up guys.” Sandra told
them. 
“Grandma.” Her granddaughter 
always enunciated the D. “Do I 
HAVE to do my homework today?” 
She questioned. 

“Well, yes. What kind of question 
is that?” She asked her. 

“I don’t have any!” Her sweet
grandson bragged. 
Sandra laughed at both of them. 
She backed out of her space and 
became blocked in by a white Ford
pick-up truck. She slammed her 
brakes and got out to find out what
was going on and quickly got back in 
her car. It was their dad. She grabbed
her cell out of her bag and began to 
dial the emergency number when a 
squad car pulled up behind the truck 
and flicked his sirens on and off. 

The Ford truck pulled off and the 
cop car pulled into the spot next to 
Sandra. 

“Ma’am, are you okay?” The 
officer asked stepping from his car.  
“That is my ex son in law, there is a 
restraining order for him to stay away
from the kids.” She offered the 
information. 

The cop looked back at the truck 
speeding away and called in the 
description of the vehicle. 

“What is his name ma’am?” He 
asked her. 

“Bill Wright.” Sandra quickly
answered. 
The cop hollered the information 
into his radio. “I will follow you 
home.” He offered. 

Sandra nodded and began to back
out again. She headed down the street
and finally made it to her small house.
She herded both of her grandchildren 
into the house and waved to the cop to 
thank him for his service. 

Sandra situated the kids and had 
them working on homework and
drawing when her daughter walked in.  

“MOTHER! Why didn’t you call 
me?” She angrily questioned

frantically walking through the house. 

Sandra emerged from the kitchen
wiping her hands with a rag. “They
are fine, a cop escorted us home. How 
did you find out?” 

“He texted and said I shouldn’t let 
my mother give our children ice 
cream.” She told her. 

“He isn’t supposed to have contact
with any of you. You need to give that 
information to the cops.” Sandra 
instructed. 

“I have.” Her daughter told her. 
Sandra sat down. “Liza, you have 
to get away from him, there has to be
something they can do.” 

“There is, they are looking for him
on violation right now.” Liza advised 
her mom. 

Sandra nodded her head with a 
little relief. “Stay for dinner?” 
Liza nodded as she spooned a heap 
of mashed potatoes in her mouth. 
Sandra laughed standing to gather the 
other food. Liza gathered the kids and 
all sat at the table and finished the 
mass of food her mother had cooked. 

Sandra and Liza hugged and she 
kissed her grandchildren goodbye. 
She stood on the porch and watched
them leave, hoping that all would be 
okay. Sandra went back in and 
decided that a shower and a book
would be in her near future. She had 
to be up at four A.M. to be at the 
hospital by five to be off in time to get 
the kids. 

She woke the next morning, 

dressed in her scrubs and made her 
way out to get to work. She 

rummaged through her purse on her 
way out and fumbled for her keys. 
She hopped in the car and backed out 
of the driveway. The hospital was 
about a twenty minute drive. She 
parked in the employee parking lot 
and went to start her shift.

A surgery was scheduled for six 
that morning and Sandra made her 
way to the operating room to help the 
doctor ready for it. The doctor was 
already scrubbed up and waiting for 
her to arrive as he held a conversation 
with another doctor about the routine 
surgery. Sandra slipped on the

doctor’s smock and then his gloves. 
She scrubbed down and put on her 
own gloves and mask and took her 
place next to the doctor. The surgery
began at six sharp. He made his firsts 
incision to take out the patient’s
gallbladder and finished up the 
surgery within a half hour.  

Sandra cleaned up the operating 
room and herself then headed out. She 
made her way to the cafeteria

downstairs and went through the line
to gather her a healthy lunch. She sat 
at a corner table watching the plethora 
of people come in and out of the busy
hospital. She knew that some of them
were family of patients. Their faces 
were sad with worry. Sandra always
felt bad for people that had to deal 
with the tragedy of a loved one being 
in the hospital. She watched other 
nurses and doctors rush in and out to
grab a bite to eat during a slowdown
of the ER. She sat back and 

remembered those days and was 
thankful that she didn’t have to deal
with the hustle and bustle of that 
anymore. 

Sandra finished her lunch and 
headed back upstairs to organize her 
work station and check on each 
patient that had been through surgery
in the last few days that still remained 
there. She stacked the charts and went
in room by room to take vitals and 
update the families of the patients on 
the status of discharge.  

Her last patient was a man who had 
been dealing with stomach cancer. 
They had removed part of his 

stomach. The surgeon was positive 
they had removed all of the cancer, 
but he was stuck with a major 

recovery process. They had kept him
a few extra days to make sure 

infection did not take over his body
since he didn’t have much family
support except for his wife that had
her own issues, which mainly

stemmed from old age.  

“Good morning Mr. Kiser. How are 
you feeling this morning?” She asked 
the surprisingly upbeat older man. 

“Actually really good. I was up 
walking this morning again, I am
ready to go home and take care of my 
wife.” He stated. 

“Now Mr. Kier, you can’t go home 
and do all kinds of strenuous activity. 
I need you to rest. That is a lot of 
reasons I have not let you go yet. You 
seem a little stubborn.” Sandra 

laughed.  

The old man laughed with her. 
“Me, stubborn, never.” He joked. 
“I am going to let you go today. I 
know your wife can’t drive, so I will 
be taking you after my shift is over. If 
you want to get dressed and be ready
by about two.” She advised. 

A smile crept across the old man’s 
face. “Thank you Miss Sandra, for 
everything.” 

Sandra nodded as she pulled the 
door open. She was a bit partial of 
Mr. Kiser. She had been driving to get 
his wife and bringing her up there and 
taking her home after her shift every
few days. She had gotten to know 
both of them very well.  

Sandra looked at her watch and saw 
that time was passing rather slowly
for the day, it was only one o’clock. It 
had felt like she had been there for 
days.  

Sandra finished up the paperwork 
of the few that she had decided to
release today and went and delivered 
the care instructions to them. She 
made her way to Mr. Kiser’s room. 

“Ready sir?” Sandra asked. 

“Yes ma’am.” He belted out. 
All of the nurses and doctors had 
come to like Mr. Kiser. He was a 
sarcastic old man that made jokes 
about everything. Some of the nurses 
would go check on him and make 
extra trips to his room just to hear
what he would say next. He made the 
whole floor a bit brighter with his 
infectious smile and the quick wave 
of his hand when he would walk by
you that made him look like he was a 
mean old man and then he would turn 
around and ask if it made him look 
mean and tough.  

Sandra called for a wheelchair for 
the man as hospital procedure.  
“I don’t need a damn wheelchair.” 
He told her. 
“I know, but they have to wheel 
you out. Standard procedure. You 
know that.” She told him. 

He plopped down in the chair and
gave her a look of disapproval. “Mr. 
Kiser, we sure are going to miss you.” 
Said the nurse wheeling him out. 

“Well, I am going to miss all you 
ladies as well as the doctors. My wife 
doesn’t like my jokes very much as 
y’all do here.” He laughed. “I am
anxious to see her though.”

Mr. Kiser raised his hand to his 
brow as the sun hit his face. Sandra 
asked the nurse to wait with him
while she retrieved her car and pulled 
up closer.  

She rounded the corner to see Mr. 
Kiser standing there out of the chair 
when she pulled up.  

“Mr. Kiser, you are supposed to be 
sitting.” She told him opening the 
passenger side door.  

He waved his hand at her and sat 
down in the seat of Sandra’s car. She 
thanked her co-worker and made her 
way to the other side. She sat down 
and told Mr. Kiser to buckle up. He 
looked at her for a moment and 
reached back and pulled his belt 
across him.

“You used to be a cop, you know 
the law.” Sandra laughed. 
Mr. Kiser waved his hand again. 
“These cops ain’t gonna give me no
ticket. They know how mean I am.” 

Sandra laughed at his comment of 
being mean. “You have them fooled, 
don’t you?” 

“Don’t you ruin my rep.” He spat 
back quickly. 
Sandra laughed at his joke as she 
pulled into his drive way. She got 
around and opened his door. Mr. 
Kiser stepped out just as his wife had 
made it out of their squeaky old 
screen porch door.  

“Oh my goodness. You’re home. I 
am so glad you are home.” She cried
as she slowly tried to make her way
down the steps to them.

“Oh woman, just stay up there, I’m
coming that way.” Mr. Kiser 

instructed her.  

Mrs. Kiser stayed on the porch and
waited for them. Sandra helped both 
of them into the house. She sat Mr. 
Kiser down into the large recliner that 
he was headed towards. 

“So glad to be in my chair.” He 
said in relief. 
Mrs. Kiser stood over him crying. 
She bent down and kissed him square 
on the mouth. Sandra almost cried 
with the sweetness that they showed
each other. 

“Do y’all need anything?” Sandra 
asked the sweet old couple.  

“No, I think we are okay. I can 
make sandwiches.” Mrs. Kiser stated. 
“You don’t have anything to
cook?” Sandra questioned them. 
“No, I can’t cook much these days
with my arthritis and he doesn’t need
to be up cooking.” She told her. 

“I have cooked for the last few 
years.” Mr. Kiser looked up at Sandra.
“Mrs. Kiser, what have you eaten 
since your husband has been gone?” 
She wondered.  

“I have eaten some sandwiches and 
plenty of spam. I like spam, it is just 
hard for me to open sometimes.” She 
told her. 

Sandra felt terrible for not paying 
more attention. “Oh no, this will not 
do. Give me some time I will be 
bringing over dinner.”

“You don’t have to do that.” Mr. 
Kiser waved his hand at her again.
Sandra waved her hand back at 
him. “I have to get my grandkids and 
then give me a bit and I will be back 
over.” Sandra confirmed. 

Mrs. Kiser thanked her for her 
generosity and tears streamed down
her face as she sat down in the chair 
next to her husband.  

Sandra hurried to get to the school. 
She quickly got out, knowing that she 
was running a few minutes behind. 
She entered the school and watched
other children run past her. She 
scanned the faces of the little ones
looking for her grandson and 

granddaughter. With no sign of them
and the children dwindling down to
very few, she began to panic. 

“Ma’am, have you seen the 

Shrewsbury kids?” She asked one of 
the teachers guiding the children to go
their separate ways.  

“They were right here a bit earlier. 
May want to check the office.” She 
offered. 

Sandra hurried to the office and 
opened the door. Both of them sat
quietly reading in chairs in front of 
the long desk. Sandra breathed a sigh 
of relief and hugged them both, 
smashing their books against their 
bodies. 

“Grandma! You are squishing my
pages.” Her granddaughter spat out. 
Sandra let them both go. “We
weren’t going anywhere gramma.” 
Her grandson told her.

Sandra held both of their hands and 
guided them out. “I know we usually
do something special for y’all after I 
pick y’all up, but today we are going 
to do something special for someone 
else.” She explained. 

They both looked at her with a 
disappointed expression. “Everything
is not about y’all. We are going to go
cook dinner for some older patients of 
mine and take it to them.” 

The two children did not look 
enthused, but went along with it and 
helped once they made it to Sandra’s
house. They cooked up some chicken, 
mashed potatoes, cornbread with
butter, and a mass amount of 

homemade banana pudding. They
took large bowls and platters of each 
thing they made and covered it with 
aluminum foil and made their way
down the few blocks over to the 
Kiser’s. 

The two children followed their 
grandmother to the door and waited 
for someone to answer her knock. An 
older woman opened the door and 
squealed with delight at the sight of 
the two children. Sandra smiled at her 
and invited herself in with the heavy
platter of chicken.  

“Set everything right here guys.” 
Sandra instructed.  
“Oh my gosh, Miss Sandra. This 
was not necessary. It smells great.”
Mr. Kiser made his way to the kitchen
table. 

Sandra began uncovering the 
platters and looking for plates in the 
cabinets. She grabs two plates and set 
them on the table. 

“I want you two to have a 

wonderful hot dinner together. Mrs.
Kiser, will you be able to cover this 
up and put it in the fridge and save it 
for tomorrow?” Sandra asked. 

“Yes, I can. Did you two help with 
all of this?” She asked the children.
Both of them smiled and nodded. 
Mrs. Kiser covered her mouth and 
tears streamed down. “Thank you 
very much.” She told them.

Both of her grandchildren gave the 
old woman a hug. 
Sandra and the children left them to 
have their first dinner together in a 
while.  

“Gramma that was nice.” Sandra’s
grandson said on their way out.  
“The woman can’t cook, and has 
been eating sandwiches since Mr.
Kiser has been in the hospital with 
cancer.” Sandra explained. 

Both of the children felt bad for the 
older couple. “We should take them
more food grandma.” Her 

granddaughter told her. 

“I took them enough for a couple of 
days. I will probably go back later this 
week and take them some more.” She 
said. 

“Can we help?” She asked. 
Sandra smiled and nodded, happy
that her grandchildren were learning 
how to help people that couldn’t help
themselves.  

The three made it back to Sandra’s 
just as their mother pulled into the 
drive. The two ran to their mother and
began spouting off what they had
done that day, and telling her about
Mr. and Mrs. Kiser. She tried to listen 
to them both and nodded trying to 
show that she understood what they
were talking about. Then they ran into 
the house.  

“What in the world was that?” Her 
daughter asked. 
Sandra explained the situation and 
what they had done. Both of them
were very proud of the kids for being 
so generous and wanting to help.  

Sandra, now left to herself, decided 
to make a few more things she could 
take to the Kiser’s the next day. By 
the nights end, she had made two pies, 
a lasagna, a tater tot casserole and 
Shepard’s Pie. It should be enough to 
last them for a few nights of dinners 
along with dessert. Sandra was proud 
that she could help them out and was 
excited to be able to get this to them. 
She would bring the kids home 
tomorrow and let them help deliver it. 
However, it was time for her to rest 
up for her day tomorrow. She had two 
surgeries to help with tomorrow and a 
few more people to release.  

Sandra laid down on the couch and 
flipped on the TV. It was nice to relax 
and get off of her feet for a while. She 
fell asleep watching a lifetime movie. 
Her phone automatically went off for 
her normal scheduled time to get up
and Sandra jumped and sat up. She 
looked around and realized she had 
fallen asleep on the couch. She 
showered and dressed in her favorite 
scrubs with unicorns and rainbows 
printed on them. She pulled her curly
hair back into a ponytail and 

practically skipped out of the house 
with happiness that this was Friday. 
She made her way to the hospital and 
into surgery. Her daily routine was 
complete in just a few hours and she 
was ready to start releasing people. 
She began filling out paperwork and 
going to notify them and the families. 
She loved getting to release people, it 
always seemed to make them happy
that they got to take their loved ones 
home, and the patients themselves
were ready to be comfortable in their 
own surroundings. 

Sandra’s day was finally over and
she was excited to get to the kids and 
get home to deliver everything to the 
Kiser’s. Sandra pulled up to the 
school and was able to relax for a 
moment since she was early. She 
watched the workers from the factory
a little ways off taking their breaks 
and sitting at a picnic table. They all 
looked so tired and she felt for them,
knowing and remembering how it felt
to work such a hard job and long
hours as they probably had.

A soft ring came from her phone. 
She picked it up from her lap, 

remembering she had not turned it up 
after leaving work. A picture of her
daughter appeared on the screen.  

“Hey kid.” Sandra answered. 
“They let me off early from work, 
can you believe it?” Her daughter told 
her. 

Sandra laughed at her excitement. 
“The kids should be getting out in just 
a minute. You want to just meet us at 
the house?”

“Sounds good.” She stated before 
hanging up. 
Sandra made the routine walk from
the parking lot to the school and 
gathered her grandchildren. “Mom is 
already off of work and wants to take 
y’all to do something I think. So we
have to hurry.” 

Both of the kids ran to the car and 
belted themselves in without being
told. Sandra rushed down the few 
small streets it took her to make her 
way to her house and her daughter 
was waiting. Both kids jumped from
the car and ran to hug their mother. 
Sandra hugged them all goodbye and
made her way into the house to gather 
the food. She was sad that the kids 
didn’t get to come with, but knew 
they needed the time with their mom. 

Sandra stacked the food in her car 
carefully and drove to the Kiser’s. 
Sandra took one pan with her and 
lightly knocked on the door.  

Both Mr. and Mrs. Kiser opened 
the door together. 
“Well, look at you up and

answering doors!” Sandra joked with
Mr. Kiser. 

He smiled and opened the door 
further to invite her in. 
Sandra explained to them both 
what she had done and made two 
more trips to and from the car. She 
put all of the covered dishes into the 
refrigerator. 

“Miss Sandra, you did not have to 
do this. I am good enough to cook for 
us and there is only us two.” Mr. 
Kiser advised her.  

“You 
need to take time to rest and I 
love to cook. So it worked out for us 
both.” Sandra told him handing him a 
pie. 

Both of them were thankful and 
asked if she would like to stay for 
some of the food she had made. 
Sandra declined, but promised to 
come stay for dinner soon. Sandra 
hugged them both and left out to start
making her way home. As she began
to back out, she looked both ways and 
lightly pressed the gas pedal. She 
turned her wheel and put the car in 
drive. She pulled forward and 

rounded the first corner and had to 
slam on her brakes. A woman stood in 
the middle of the street. Her long 
white coat was dirty and covered in 
blood. She looked as though she had
been in the ER all day and didn’t go 
change before coming home. Sandra 
looked a little closer as the woman 
took a step forward and saw that it 
was one of the doctor’s she used to
work with from her emergency room
days. Sandra opened her door and 
stepped out. 

“Doctor?” She questioned. 
The doctor looked at her, but
refused to answer. “Doctor!” She said
again to gain her attention.  

The doctor finally looked her way
and stumbled as though she was going 
to fall. Sandra ran to her and caught 
her just before she hit the ground and
stood her upright. The doctor’s face 
was not right. The color appeared to 
have faded and the blood on her coat 
was dried. Her hands were curled up
like they had been stuck that way.

The doctor raised her eyes to 
Sandra’s. They were filmed over with 
a glaze. Sandra let the woman go and
backed away.

“Doctor?!?” She questioned again 
slowly backing away.  
The doctor began to move toward 
her and as Sandra reached her car and 
had backed around her open driver’s
door, the doctor lunged and her chin 
hit the top of her door. Her jaw fell to 
the ground and she backed up and 
lunged again and face planted once 
more into the door, breaking her teeth 
from her head.  

Sandra jumped into her car and
grabbed for the door. She pulled it 
closed just as the woman, who was 
apparently not who she thought it 
was, tried to grasp the top where her 
blood had splattered from the break of 
her jawbone. Sandra closed the door 
hard and fast. The woman stood 
outside of her car and rammed the 
window with her face until she was 
unrecognizable. Her cheeks were both 
gushing with liquid that looked like
lemon lime Gatorade. Her deformed 
hands would slam onto the window
and then she would ram it again with 
her face. Sandra put the car in drive 
and drove forward. She was only able
to go a few feet before a man wearing 
a pair of tan cargo shorts and a 
Hawaiian shirt rolled onto her hood
and slammed into her windshield. 
Sandra put the car in reverse and 
backed up trying to get the man off of 
her hood. The man rolled off and fell 
hard to the ground. Sandra stopped to
watch him. He rose to his feet and 
limped back towards her car. Sandra 
put the car back in drive and drove 
around the stumbling man. 

She stopped once she caught a 
glimpse of him in her rearview. He 
had watched the car pass by him and 
began walking her way. She waited 
for him to get close to be able to view 
him through her ‘objects appear closer 
than they are’ side mirror. He was 
dirty and his face was so drawn up, he 
looked as though he had been

dehydrated for days. But Sandra knew 
there was something more. As he 
reached out to touch her trunk, she 
sped off without looking forward, her 
car ran over something. She stopped 
quickly. She looked back to see a 
child lying on the ground. She 

watched the child lie still for a 

moment and then begin wiggling as it 
tried to rid itself of the pain and 
injuries of being ran over. Sandra 
backed up and turned her car so that 
her window was next to the injured
child. The little girl had long blonde
hair that was hung down her back, she 
raised her head and locked eyes with 
Sandra. Her face was bloody and her 
hair strung over her face, her hands 
looked as though she had been

digging in trash barrels full of guts. 
Her clothes were covered in dirt and 
she was barefoot. Sandra placed her 
hand on the handle of the door to 
open it, she wanted to help the little 
girl, but was hesitant.

Her gut feeling said just leave, her 
head told her that she is supposed to 
help the injured. But, what was this
little girl? Sandra questioned. She 
could hear the growl from the little 
girl through the closed car window. 
The little girl stared intently at 

Sandra. She still had not pushed her 
door open to help her, she sat quietly
and watched the little girl wiggle 
across the asphalt. Sandra let go of the 
handle and put both hands back on the 
steering wheel. She closed her eyes, 
knowing that it was wrong, she drove 
away anyway. She stopped at the end 
of the block and turned to see the little 
girl on her feet. She was limping, but 
walking nonetheless.  

“How in the hell?” Sandra asked
herself out loud.  
She jumped when a loud bang 
sounded on the side of her car. A man 
stood at her window staring at her. He 
reached his arm out and hit the 
window with the nub that was left at 
the end of his forearm. Both of his 
hands were gone, he wore an orange 
jumpsuit and orange slider shoes. His 
nubs were dried with blood and 
Sandra realized he was at one time a 
handcuffed man from the jail. She 
peered up to the man’s face and the 
skin was peeled from one side of his 
face.  

“Bill!!” Sandra said to herself. 
Sandra sat as still as she could 
while he tried to get through the 
window to her. He finally turned 
away and headed toward someone 
that was running down the street. The 
woman was screaming as she ran and 
kept looking over her shoulder behind 
her. Sandra watched as another 
woman took large hurried steps after 
her. Bill started towards the 

screaming woman. The woman 
stumbled as she tripped over a little 
girl that was walking toward her. She 
fell to the ground and the little girl fell 
with her. Sandra watched the small 
child bite into her shoulder. The
woman and Bill both trying to catch
up with her, did as she laid their 
screaming in agony. They both bent 
down and began taking their own 
chunks of her flesh into their mouths.  

“Oh shit!” Sandra stated. “No 
way!” 
Sandra pulled off and headed in the 
opposite direction of the flesh eaters. 
She had to make it to her daughter 
and grandchildren. This was it, this 
was what the world had been waiting 
for. Sandra always thought that the 
zombie apocalypse would be 

something that was only talked and
written about. Never did she think that
it would actually become reality. Yet, 
here she was, in the middle of three 
people eating a woman in the middle 
of the road.  

She drove the few miles out of 
town to her daughter’s house. She 
pulled into the driveway and pushed 
open her door. She hurried to the door 
and burst inside. 

“LIZA!” She hollered. 
Sandra ran through the house into 
each room hollering for them. Tears 
streamed down her face with no 
response. She ran out the side door
into the one car garage. Liza’s car sat
inside. Sandra knew that they had to
be there.  

She grabbed a machete looking 
knife that leaned against the back wall 
to carry with her from now on. She 
suddenly heard movement inside the 
car, she turned quickly to see a small 
hand reach on top of the dashboard. 
Sandra moved around to the side of 
the vehicle and peered inside. Down 
in the floorboard was her small 
grandson. Sandra could feel her heart 
about to beat out of her chest. She 
reached for the door handle when her 
grandson peered up at her. His eyes 
were glazed over and his skin had 
already turned. She stepped back and 
released the handle. She side stepped
around the car looking for her 

daughter and granddaughter. Liza sat 
up from the backseat and shot her 
head in her mother’s direction. Blood
covered her face and her 

granddaughter laid bloodied in the 
seat held down by her own mother’s 
hands. Sandra backed out of the 
garage and went into the house. She 
closed the garage door and locked it. 
Sandra sat down on the couch in the 
living room and put her head down 
between her knees. She could not 
catch her breath. She began to feel 
dizzy from hyperventilating. She 
slowed her breathing, took huge 
breaths in through her nose and blew 
out through her mouth. Sandra sat up
after a few breaths and gathered
herself. She stood up and processed 
the whole situation; her children and 
grandchildren were already turned. 
The world was all beginning to turn, 
if they were not already. Sandra 
gripped the knife and walked to the 
door she had left open. She closed the 
door behind her and started her way
back to her car. She rounded the 
corner of the house and a man stood 
at the hood of her car. He looked lost 
as he looked around and walked in 
circles in the driveway. 

Sandra tried to walk softly around
the back of her car to get in. She 
rounded the trunk and the man turned 
towards her. He began walking her 
way and stumbled a bit as he reached 
the back door of the car. Sandra raised 
the huge knife and split the man’s
skull in two. He fell to the ground 
with it embedded into his head. 
Sandra reached for the handle and 
pulled as hard as she could. She knew
that losing her only weapon was not 
an option. She had to get out of there 
and find somewhere safe. 

She stepped over the man and
scanned the area before opening her 
car door. There were no other 

zombies in sight and she got in and 
set the oversized knife on the 

passenger seat. She backed out of the 
drive and pulled back onto the street. 
She put the car in drive and realized
she had nowhere to go. Her 

neighborhood had been taken over. 

Mr. and Mrs. Kiser crossed her 
mind and she hoped that they had 
locked themselves inside their house
and were safe, but Sandra knew that if 
she went back that she would be 
attacked. She decided the best thing 
would be to get out of town and see if 
the rest of the world had been

infected.  

Sandra drove down the road 
directionless. She drove slowly up 
and down the residential streets of 
nearby neighborhoods. Zombies 
would line the streets in some areas 
and a few stumbled through yards on
others. A few laid with their heads 
smashed in on other streets and some 
were like ghosts towns. 

Sandra would stop and wait for the 
street to clear of them if they were in 
her way. Most of the time, they would 
come bang on her car and once they
were distracted by something or 
someone else, they would move on, 
which gave Sandra the chance to 
move on. She refused to stop for 
anyone in case they had been infected, 
but did not want to kill them unless
they personally threatened her life. 
She knew the hospital was not 

somewhere she could go since she 
had already seen one of the doctors 
that had turned.

Sandra turned on the small 

highway just outside of the 

neighborhood she had been trolling 
around. She drove slowly as she came 
upon a horde of them covering the 
two lane asphalt road. Her car hit a 
few of them and she gassed it as they
rolled underneath to make it over 
them. 

Sandra could see the end of the 
massive group as her car sputtered to 
a stop.  

“NO!” She hollered. 
A man stopped and peered inside 
the car and bent down to get a better 
view of her and then as some of the 
others came head on into the window
to try and get a taste of her. Sandra 
didn’t panic, since the others did not 
have the strength to break it when 
they had ran head on into it several 
times. She watched the man as he did 
it over and over and tried start the car 
to pull forward some to get away from
him; instead the noise of the car 
turning over made two more take 
notice of her inside. One of them bent
as the other had but on the passenger 
side and began banging his head on 
the window as well. The last one was 
a small framed woman and she 
crawled onto the hood slamming her 
hands to the top of the windshield and 
sliding them down to the bottom. 

She tried to start the car again and
it only turned over and then stopped 
and began to make just a clicking 
sound just as her windshield cracked 
down the center. She grabbed the 
knife next to her while the woman 
slammed her hands against the 
windshield again. The crack became 
bigger with every hit of her hands. 
She growled like she knew that she 
was making headway to Sandra. 

Sandra could not open either of her 
doors. There was no escape from her 
own car. She watched the windshield
crack from top to bottom and then 
from side to side and then spider in all 
directions. It had been broken so bad 
now that she could no longer see the 
woman that had created the mess of 
her windshield. 

Sandra was at a loss. She glanced
in her rearview mirror to see more 
heading her way. She had to get out. 
She flung open her door and hit the 
man just as he came forward, he fell 
backward and Sandra came out ready
to fight them all. She stabbed the man 
that had fallen and raised the knife 
back up and stabbed the woman on 
her hood in the back of the head. She 
pulled out the machete and ran to the 
other side. She stabbed the other one 
that was still slamming his head into 
her side window in the temple. She 
swung the knife back up and hit him
again in the head with a slice to the 
top of his skull even though he had 
already fallen and appeared dead.  

Breathless and tired of the whole 
situation, the others were gaining on 
her, she stood back up from pulling 
the knife out of the last one’s head, 
and walked at a fast pace down the 
road. She quickly realized that they
were starting to come from all

directions. She started running. 

Two more came up from the side of 
the road, Sandra swung the machete 
with bad aim, meaning to hit him in 
the side of the head, she hit him in the 
neck instead and sliced his neck. His 
head fell from his shoulders, the other 
was right behind him. Sandra turned 
the blade toward him and swung 
again with such force that she almost 
fell, she caught her balance and 
continued running as fast as she 
could. A group of small children came 
in front of her as they approached
from the side of the road and started 
heading her way. Sandra knew that
she was going to come across more of 
them besides the one she had run 
over, but was hoping that she 

wouldn’t. She kept running towards
them, praying that she would make it
through the little zombies without 
being bitten. She started swinging low
blows with the machete before she 
even got to the creepy kids that were 
waddling to her. She took a few out 
right away and pushed others away
with her other hand. She swung the 
machete back to the other way and
took out a few more. Wishing the 
knife was a little longer, she brought
it up over her head and lunged it into 
one that had gotten too close. 

Sandra had made it through without
getting bit by the little creepers. She 
ran as fast as she could down the road. 
She looked back to see that she was 
getting ahead a bit and slowed to a 
jog. She scanned her surroundings, 
realizing that she was near the school 
that she drove to everyday to pick up 
her grandchildren. Being the closest 
location, she decided that she needed
to make her way there.  

Then she saw it, smoke was 

coming from the factory next to the 
school. She hurried her pace back to a 
sprint to gain some more space 
between her and the horde that was 
still coming her way.  

Finally, she was far enough ahead 
that she was able to slow her pace to a
walk. She was tired, hot, thirsty and
out of breath. She wasn’t sure how 
much longer she could go on. But she 
needed to get to this factory, there had 
to  be people there if smoke was 
coming out. She had a few more hills 
to get over before she would get to it 
so she ran down each hill and walked 
up the next hill.  

When she reached the fence, she 
didn’t dare holler and attract more of 
the zombies to her.  

She pulled back the gate and 
squeezed through and quietly closed it
back the way it was. She took a few
steps and looked around as a mass of 
people were running towards the back 
of the school. She was excited to see 
actual people that were not staggering 
around. She fell into the crowd the 
best she could without being noticed
and ran with them. They all piled up 
at a door and entered quickly and
orderly, so Sandra fell in line with 
them. She made her way to a back 
corner of the small compact bunker 
the others had led her to and sat on the 
floor taking in big breaths. Bottles of 
water were being passed around and 
Sandra gladly took one, gulping it
down as soon as it hit her hands afraid 
that someone would notice that she 
didn’t belong there and kick her out of 
the safety these people had found. She 
gripped onto her knife in case that 
happened. Her breathing had finally
slowed and she was at least somewhat 
hydrated before everyone else began 
settling in and making themselves
comfortable. She listened to the 
conversations about how everyone 
would stay in there until the others got 
back. Sandra didn’t know who ‘the 
others’ were, but she was glad they
had not noticed her and was hoping 
that no one did. She drew her knees to 
her chests, rested her head and closed 
her eyes until the door to the building 
opened suddenly. Sandra shot up and 
watched as hugs were given all 
around. 

A bearded man hugged his family
and quickly gave instructions to
everyone. They all did as they were 
told. Sandra followed suit, hoping that 
she could help and they would let her 
stay. She followed everyone and
waited. A horde was led out of the 
school. Others were fighting them as 
they exited and took a slew of them
out before one came at her. Sandra 
took her stance waiting. She grabbed
a small one and stabbed him in the 
head until he fell but kept stabbing 
him while she stood over him, until
she heard a voice behind her. Blood 
covered her face and hands from the 
overkill. She was so angry that this 
was the situation she was in, she took
it out on this guy that had no control
over who he had become. 

“Whoa, I think you’ve got it!” She 
heard the man’s voice that had given 
instruction earlier. “You okay?

Sandra shook her head at the 
heavily bearded man while wiping the 
blood from her face. He offered for 
her to take a seat. 

Sandra took that as she would get 
to stay and sat with a woman on a 
nearby bench. She was safe, and 
hoped that she would be able to join 
this group that seemed to have it all 
under control. They worked together
to save each other.  

Sandra didn’t think that she could
be in a better group.
 


SHIANNE BURGESS 

SHE ROLLED out of bed and 

dreaded the thought of going to her 
two classes she had for the day and
then to work. But, as always, she 
pushed on as her mom and dad had 
always taught her, or she would never 
make anything of herself. She 

showered and straightened her curly
hair that she hated.  

“TASHA!” She screamed from

upstairs. “YOU READY!” 
No response came from the 
downstairs bedroom. Shianne was 
sure she wasn’t even up yet. She 
grabbed her school bag and bounded
down the stairs.  

“Tash, get the hell up, I gotta go!” 
She squealed.
Tasha raised her head and picked 
up her phone. “I am already dressed, 
just waiting on you.” 

The two headed for the door and 
pulled it open to a heap of snow on 
the front porch.  

“Tell me again why I moved to
Colorado to do my senior year?” 
Shianne stated with annoyance.  

“Because you love me and wanted 
to graduate together!” Natasha belted 
out. 

The two made their way through 
the snow and into the warmer truck. 
They backed out into the small culde-sac slowly and headed carefully
down the white covered street. Finally
finishing what should have been a ten 
minute drive after twenty minutes.  

“Glad we left early.” Shianne stated 
grabbing her books from the back. 
“What time you out today?” Tasha 
asked. 
“I have my Forensics class and that 
stupid ass history class, so about 
tenish, I work noon to close today
though. I can come get you on my 
lunch break at three.” She explained 
to her best friend.  

Natasha nodded and hugged

Shianne then the two went their 
separate ways to class. 

Shianne rushed to her forensics 
class that she loved. Seeing as how
that was the field that she wanted to 
go to college for, she enjoyed the hour 
immensely every day. She 

participated in absolutely everything 
in that class and always searched for 
more information from the teacher. 
She had been one of the best students 
the whole year. She hated to leave and 
go to her next class, but it was a must 
if she wanted to graduate. It was a 
history class that had not made it onto 
her transcripts when she transferred 
and she was being made to take it 
again for the credit. She usually read 
her Forensics books while she sat in 
that class and just took the tests, did
the work as it came about and passed 
with flying colors.  

Finally the bell rang and Shianne 
made her way to the hall to wait and 
walk Tasha to her next class and then
home to change for work.  

Shianne had worked since the day
she turned sixteen, that was the one 
thing she had actually listened to her 
parents on. She knew that if she didn’t
have a job, she would not be able to 
make it anywhere in life. She wanted 
to be able to support herself and not
have to depend on anyone. She was 
destined to finish school, go to college 
and work. Her life was filled with 
many goals and she wanted to reach 
them. 

“You want fries or tots?” She asked 
the man on the other end of her head
set. 

“Tots please.” The m
an answered. 
Shianne took pride in her job, no 
matter what it may have been, even
the fast food one that she had.  

Shianne bounded out of the door 
with the tray of food and introduced 
herself to the man, read his order back
to him and handed him his food. The 
man thanked her and handed her his
money along with a five dollar tip. 

Shianne smiled and thanked him
and went in to take more orders for 
the team to make. 

After picking up Tasha, taking her 
to her job then back to hers, finishing 
her shift and back to pick up her 
friend. The two tired girls made it
home through the snow, into their 
warm bedrooms and into bed to rest 
themselves for the next day. 

Shianne’s alarm went off at six 
A.M. to wake Tasha for her ROTC 
practice. Shianne made her way
downstairs to wake her up but Tasha 
was already up and in uniform. 

“Ready sunshine?” She asked
Shianne. 
“Shut up, I don’t have class until
nine today. I’m just up to take you.” 
Shianne spat at her.  

Tasha laughed at Shianne’s

grumpiness. The two made their way
back out onto the snow covered road 
and to the school. Shianne got back 
home and decided if she laid back
down she would end up back asleep 
so she stayed up to watch TV until it 
was time for her to take a shower. 

Shianne headed to her History class 
as she entered the school. She passed 
by Forensics and waved at her 

teacher. 

“Good paper Shianne!” The 
forensics teacher hollered as she 
passed by.  

“Thanks Mr. Crate!” Shianne 
proudly replied stopping long enough
to pop her head back in the door.
“That was a fun one.”

“BEEEEEP” The bell sounded for 
her History class to be over.  
Natasha had beat her there today, in 
the same place they met every day
after her History class.  

“Did you hear about the bullshit 
going on at the middle school?” She 
asked Shianne.  

“Well
 no, I have been in class 
paying attention to what the teacher 
was saying.” She said sarcastically.

“Someone killed one of the kids, 
the school is on lockdown, they are 
investigating now and about to 
lockdown all of the schools.” She 
explained. 

“Glad I am leaving then. I gotta be 
at work at two today.” Shianne told 
her stopping at Tasha’s next class. 

“Falcon 
High School is officially
on lock down, no one is allowed to
enter or exit. If you have a cell phone, 
feel free to call your parents.” The 
voice of the secretary came over the 
PA system.

“Oh hell no!” Shianne hollered at 
the speaker on the wall. 
“”Shianne, people are killing 
people out there. Please stay, it has to
bw dangerous if they are locking 
down the school.” Tasha told her. 

Shianne sat down on one of the 
benches against the wall. “I have a 
few hours, but I have to be out of here 
by one.” 

Shianne made her way to Mr. 
Crate’s class to sit in on his next class, 
just for good measure.

“Today we are going to test a few 
things and see if we can figure out a 
crime scene. Shianne this is old for 
you, but you can help the others.” He 
proudly stated of his best student.  

Shianne nodded and rose from her 
seat to help. Mr. Crate walked past 
her and patted her on the back. 
Shianne smiled and listened to him
explain what the lower classmen were 
to do until the PA interrupted.  

“Attention Falcon High School!” 
The voice said in almost a panic. “We
will be locked down for the rest of the 
day and possibly into the night, unless
your parents come to pick you up, that
includes seniors. There has been a 
confirmed attack and until all is 
figured out, we are to keep you all 
here safe.” The shaky woman’s voice 
explained. 

Shianne took out her cell and called 
her boss. He answered quickly. “We 
are closed today Shianne!” He stated 
and then quickly hung up. 

“What the hell is going on? What 
kind of attack?” She quietly

questioned herself.  

Mr. Crate approached Shianne as
she looked a bit perturbed. “What is it
kid?” He asked. 

“The schools are locking down, 
work is closed. What the hell is going 
on out there?” She questioned. 

“Your guess is as good as mine.” 
He stated and continued his lesson. 
Shianne peered out of the 

classroom window, waiting for an 
answer to pass in front of her. 

Nothing showed to her except a few
birds in the sun that had finally

peeked out and began to melt the 
snow that had unseasonably fallen. 
Shianne turned to help a freshman 
student complete her analysis of the 
crime scene she had been given and 
the class began to rise from their 
chairs in a ruckus. Screams echoed 
out and the sound of the desks 

scooting across the floor hurt her ears. 
Shianne looked at everyone and
finally realized they were all staring 
and pointing out the window she just 
stood at. Shianne turned just as the 
man took his last step to approach the 
window. 

He was covered in blood and what 
looked like dried guts glued to his 
shirt. His face was sunk in like 
someone was standing behind him
pulling his extra skin back. His mouth 
hung open because the skin had been 
tugged so tight around his face, he 
couldn’t close it. He was able to 
clatter his teeth that were inundated 
with particles in between them. He 
chomped a few times then stopped
and cocked his head to the right and 
began to walk again running face first 
into the window. He put up his hands 
and dragged them across the rectangle 
window showing the torn muscle on
one of his forearms and spreading 
blood from the top to the bottom of 
the glass. 

Shianne jumped back and turned to 
Mr. Crate who was backed up against 
the far wall with the other kids. She 
looked back to the window, stared at 
the man and then walked forward to 
gain a better perspective on the 
situation. Mr. Crate arrived by her 
side in seconds and took her by the 
shoulders.

“He could have a gun.” He 

whispered. “Everyone into that closet 
right there just in case.” 

The class began to pile into the 
closet in a panic and shut the door.
“I don’t think this is the type of guy
to have a gun.” Shianne stated pulling 
forward.  

“You don’t know Shianne, I can’t
let you get any closer.” He whispered. 
“My dad writes horror for a living; 
this is definitely not that type of 
situation.” She said aloud. 

Shianne took another step forward,
the man outside hit the window with 
his dilapidated arm and growled a 
loud deep sound. His teeth clattered a 
few more times before he ran face 
first into the window again.  

“I need to find Tasha!” Shianne 
turned and ran out of the classroom. 
“TASHA!” She screamed running 
down the hall. 

Tasha ran into the empty hallway to 
meet Shianne. 
“What the 
hell are you screaming 
for?” Tasha stood still waiting for 
Shianne to approach. “What is 

wrong?” 

“Zombies, let’s go!” Shianne 
grabbed her arm. 
“What are you talking about?” She 
asked as she was dragged down the 
hall. 

“The emergency is zombies, there 
was one at that forensic lab window. 
We need to get to my parents. Get in 
the damn truck!” Shianne told her as 
they approached the front door of the 
school.

“You have got to be kidding, there 
is no damn way there are zombies out 
there.” Tasha half laughed. 

Shianne pointed out of the glass
door toward the student parking lot. 
Four men and a woman and small 
child walked in a group through the 
vehicles. All of them were dirty and
looked like homeless people 

searching the cars with their eyes as 
they passed by them.

“Shianne those are just homeless 
people looking to break into cars, let’s 
go get Officer Sanchez and get him
out there.” Tasha expressed. 

“Look just a bit closer. Remember 
my dad’s Gnawing Bone book we
read?” Shianne explained. “They
don’t always look like full zombies 
right off the bat.” 

Tasha stood and watched what
Shianne already knew was a horde of 
them. The group came closer to the 
front of the school and Tasha was 
finally able to see the group of 
bloodied bodies stumbling their way. 

“Oh my God! The side door!” 
Tasha told Shianne.  
The two ran around the office and
down the hall to the side door that 
was closer to the student parking lot. 
They peered out of the door searching 
for a chance to run and not get caught
by anymore of these preying people. 

“Okay, you have to run, there is no
stopping, there is no hesitation. We 
have to run. The truck is open, you 
get in on the passenger side and I will 
get in on the driver’s side. 

Understand?” Shianne instructed. 

Tasha nodded as Shianne turned 
the deadbolt on the door. She slowly
pushed the door open just enough to
get through. 

“One, two, three, GO!” She 

whispered.
Tasha and Shianne ran down the
small sidewalk to the parking lot, they
weaved in and out of the few cars to 
get to the truck. The plan worked with
success. Theyclosed the truck doors at 
the same time and sat trying to catch
their breath.  

“What…about…all of the others?” 
Tasha tried to ask.  
“We can’t worry about them Tash, 
we have to get to my parents, they
will know what to do.” Shianne said
starting the truck.  

She backed out of the parking lot 
and headed down the narrow aisle of 
cars. A child from the horde stepped 
out in front of her, Shianne swerved, 
but still hit him. Tasha looked behind
them as the small kid rolled across 
and under another vehicle. 

“You just hit that kid!” Tasha 
confirmed.  
“Yep, it was a zombie, screw the 
zombie kids, they are the creepiest 
ones anyway.” Shianne sped out of 
the parking lot and onto the street. 

They drove a few blocks toward the 
middle school to get to the highway. 
“Mrs. Tynes?” Shianne questioned.

A woman in a flowered dress
limped into the street and reached for 
the truck as it sped by.

“Oh my god, our teachers are 
zombies!” Tasha screamed and

covered her face. 

“I told you, the apocalypse is here.
We have to get to mom and dad. Call 
them!” Shianne handed Tasha her 
phone. 

Tasha pushed the button to call 
Kris. A loud busy signal sounded in
her ear and caused her to pull the 
phone back from her ear.  

“Pretty sure phone signal is gone.” 
Tasha stated poking her finger in her 
ear.  

“Shit, we’re goint to
 head to Texas, 
we have to stop and get gas. I have 
enough to get us out of Colorado, 
maybe there won’t be any hordes that 
far out.” Shianne hoped for the best.

The two drove on and spotted a few 
of the zombies walking from their 
small town of Peyton.  

“I’m hoping this all started here 
and we can out run them to be able to
stop for gas.” Shianne watched them
in her rearview. 

They finally hit the next town and 
Shianne pulled into a Shell station, 
she ran around the truck, popped her 
credit card into the card reader and 
punched the button it instructed.  
“It works!” Shianne hollered. 

She willed the gas to pump faster 
and waited for the pump to click
telling her it was full. The numbers on
the screen showed twenty two dollars 
and then the pump went blank. 
Shianne pulled the lever again and 
nothing was coming out. She pulled 
the nozzle out and pulled the lever 
again, a drip of gas dropped to the 
ground. 

“Shit!” Shianne dropped the nozzle 
to the ground ran back to the driver’s
side. “I got some gas, but it would 
have taken another ten to fill it up, the 
pump went dead. Maybe we can hit 
another one that still has power.” 
Shianne explained starting the truck. 

A man pushed open the door to the 
store and peered at them before taking 
a step towards them. Tasha rolled her 
window down.  

“Did your power go out sir?” she 
asked. 

The man continued his clumsy
stumble toward them.

“Roll it up! Roll it up! Roll it up!” 
Shianne hollered.  
Tasha’s window was an inch from
the top when the man slammed 
against the truck. He stuck his fingers 
into the crack left and Tasha 

continued rolling up the window. The 
man’s fingers were squeezed and then 
crunched before they fell into her lap. 
Tasha pulled her feet into the seat and 
stood bent over in the truck seat and
backed her ass into Shianne’s face as
she screamed about the bloody fingers 
now in her seat. The man stood 
outside the truck still pressing his
bloody hand onto the window. 

“Get them away! Go away you 
fucking asshole!” She screamed.
Shianne pressed on the gas and got 
out of the parking lot.

“Sit down dammit!” Shianne 
pushed her ass over.  

“There are damn fingers in my seat, 
fuck that! Fuck this!” Tasha cried. 
Shianne reached over and wiped 
the fingers into the floorboard and 
pulled Tasha by the shirt for her to sit. 
Tasha sat, but half on Shianne, she sat
in the middle of the bench seat that
went across the truck.

“Can you scoot over a bit so I can 
drive and get the hell off of my lap?”
Shianne asked with frustration.

Tasha wiped the blood with a fast 
food napkin that was on the dash and
threw it quickly to the floor. 

“Ewww, I can’t deal with this, I am
not going to make it through this shit, 
I can’t do blood Shianne. I am going 
to get eaten.” Tasha squealed in 
disgust. 

“Hell Tasha, sit down, shut up and
start acting like you got a pair! At 
least you are not out there with them
and you are in here with me.” Shianne 
hollered.  

Tasha looked at Shianne and began 
to cry. “Why are you so damn mean?”
Tasha put her hands over her face and 
the tears started streaming.

“You know I am scared to, but we 
can’t lose our shit just yet. We have to 
get somewhere safe and then we can 
do whatever in the hell we want. Suck 
it up Tasha!” Shianne demanded. 

The two drove down the road in
silence for a long time. The twists and 
turns were coming to an end in the
state they were trying to escape from. 
They both saw the sign that told them
they were entering the small part of 
New Mexico they would have to go
through to get to Texas. Shianne
drove on without speaking a word. 
The flat deserted land was almost 
scary as Shianne kept an eye on the 
sides of the road for anything that 
moved or any signs of zombies. 
Shianne thought it was strange that
things seemed to be so quiet. She 
thought maybe she was right, maybe
the apocalypse had not made it out of 
Colorado.  

“We will
 stop at the next store. We 
need to get more gas and grab some 
food. We still have quite a few hours
ahead of us to go.” Shianne broke the 
silence. 

Tasha nodded in agreement. “Yeah, 
I am getting a bit hungry.” Tasha 
replied. 

Shianne saw a tall sign up ahead, 
soon she was able to read the word 
“GAS” and pulled into the parking 
lot. The lot was as empty as the rest of 
the state had been. There were no 
other cars, she was unable to see any
people inside the store but all of the 
lights inside were on as she pulled up 
to the gas pumps.  

“I need you to keep a look out 
while I get gas, if you see a zombie 
you have to tell me.” She told Tasha. 

Tasha nodded and began to scan
the parking lot. “All clear so far.” 
Shianne slowly pulled the lever to 
open the door and stepped out. She 
swiped her card into the gas pump 
card reader and grabbed the nozzle to
place in her truck. She pulled the 
handle up, locked it and began to turn 
slow circles to take in her 

surroundings. The pump stopped and
she turned to pull the lever back up to
make sure it was full. She pumped the 
lever two more times then replaced 
the nozzle into its holder. Shianne 
twisted the cap to the gas tank closed 
and turned to grab the door handle to 
the truck to get back in but ran into a 
small child standing at her door. The 
child had a stream of blood coming 
from her mouth, her shirt had been 
torn and her small shorts she wore 
were soiled with urine. Her hair 
matted with blood and stuck straight 
up on one side. The child lunged
forward, opened her mouth to take in 
a piece of Shianne’s arm. She back
handed the small child and it hit the 
cement barrier that blocked the gas 
pump. The small girl looked to be 
about ten years old, Shianne began to 
cry at hurting the child and stood 
watching her in guilt. The child rose 
from the ground and shook her head, 
she began to stumble back towards 
Shianne and lunged at her again, she 
grabbed her arm and began to bring it
to her mouth. Shianne did not want to
hit the child again, but she popped
back to reality quickly as she felt the 
dirt from the child’s hand grind into
her wrist. Shianne raised her other 
hand and punched the child in the 
head, the little girl loosened her grip 
and dropped to the ground, Shianne 
kicked the child with anger. Shianne 
kicked the child three more times and
stomped on its head to stop it from
squirming.

Tasha was screaming inside of the 
truck and sitting on her knees in the 
seat looking out of the back window. 
Shianne scanned the parking lot 
looking for others and quickly made 
her way back into the truck. Tasha 
backed up against the passenger side 
door and stared at the person that just 
sat down in the truck next to her not 
sure she saw her as the same person.  

“Who are you? You are not the 
Shianne I know. You just stomped 
that kids head into the ground!” Tasha 
reiterated the situation. 

“Well, what the hell was I 

supposed to do? The kid was trying to 
eat me Natasha!” Shianne told her 
wanting an answer.  

Tasha shrugged and pulled herself 
back to sit normal in the truck seat 
and sat next to her friend that just 
saved her own life.  

“You sat here and did absolutely
nothing, didn’t even warn me. I turn 
around and there is some damn kid 
standing there and it comes at me. 
Was I supposed to just give her my
arm?” Shianne yelled at Tasha. 

“Sorry.” Tasha muttered. 
Shianne moved the truck to park in 
front of the store. The two quietly
peered into the store. There was no 
movement, but lights were still on at
this point so Shianne wondered why
and how the zombies were present 
here but power was on and wondered
if cell service was working.  

“My phone, where is my phone?” 
Shianne questioned. 
Tasha handed Shianne her phone 
from the seat, Shianne pushed the 
button to call her mother and placed it
on speaker. Ringing came from the 
phone and Shianne began bouncing in 
her seat with excitement and closed 
her eyes, hoping her mother would
answer. The ringing continued three 
more times and then went dead in the 
middle of the fifth ring. Shianne 
looked at her phone and shook it.

“NO!” She screamed at the phone. 
“Dammit!” 
Shianne threw her phone onto the 
dashboard and ran both of her hands 
through her long dark hair. 

“Okay, food. We need to get 
something to eat and something to 
drink.” Shianne said to herself. 

Shianne moved her head to look
around the reflection of the sun off of 
the store window to be able to see the 
whole inside of the small convenient 
store. Shianne looked in the rearview
mirror, out of both side windows then 
turned to check directly behind the 
truck. She reached over and searched 
for the door handle before turning
back around.  

“STOP!” Tasha screamed. 
Shianne jumped and turned back 
around to see a bearded man standing 
at her window.  

“Oh shit!” Shianne shouted. 
Shianne looked around the truck to
find something to use at a weapon. 
“Get the knife out from under the 
seat.” Shianne told Tasha calmly. 
Tasha reached under her seat and 
felt around, found a knife and pulled 
it out. Shianne unsnapped the black
holster the knife was in and pulled it
out. 

“When the hell did you get that?” 
Tasha asked.  
“My dad gave it to me before I left 
to Colorado.” Shianne threw the 
holster up on the dashboard with her 
useless cell phone. 

She held the serrated blade up and 
grasped the handle tightly with her 
hand trying to decide how to do this. 
She had to get into the store but had to 
get rid of this bearded zombie from
beside her truck. The man kept 
slamming his hands into the window. 
His once handsome beard was now 
stringy and filled with red stringy
pieces of guts from a previous meal 
he had. 

“You have to switch me spots.” 
She told Tasha.  

Tasha stared at her for a minute in
confusion. 

“Are YOU going to kill this 

asshole?” Shianne asked. 
Tasha stood up and let Shianne 
scoot under her to her side of the 
truck and Tasha sat in the driver’s 
seat. Tasha pulled her face away from
the window since the man seemed to 
be coming at her as he placed his 
open mouth on the window and 
growled. Tasha thought she knew 
what Shianne’s plan was and knew
that she needed to somewhat keep his
attention on her. She placed her hand 
to the window but jumped as the man
hit the window again. Tears began 
streaming down her face in horrified 
fear. Tasha kept moving from side to 
side watching the man follow her with 
his head to try and keep him focused 
on her. Shianne opened the door as 
quietly as she could to not draw the 
attention of the man. She ducked
down immediately and pushed the 
door to but did not close it. She snuck
around the side of the truck behind the 
tailgate and sat on one knee for a 
moment readying herself to take out
this man that was much larger than 
her. She took in a deep breath, stood 
and ran up behind the man when she 
realized that even with her being five 
foot eight, she could not touch his 
head. She thrust the knife through the 
nape of his neck jumping to push up 
toward the top of his head, pulled the 
knife out and let the man fall. Shianne 
stepped back and peered down to
make sure that he was not going to be 
getting back up.  

Shianne opened the door and pulled 
Tasha out with her free hand. Tasha 
tripped on the dead man falling to her 
knees. Shianne dragged her over him
and to the sidewalk across the front of 
the store, not concerned if she was 
hurt. Tasha finally caught her feet, 
gained her balance and Shianne let 
her go. Both stood at the door and
scanned the inside of the store. There 
was no sign of movement, but 

Shianne was sure there was something 
in there. 

“This is too easy.” Shianne 

whispered pushing the door open. 
Tasha glued herself to Shianne’s
back as they entered. As the door 
closed behind them, Shianne turned
and came face to face with Tasha. 

“Tasha, you have to toughen up, 
get off of me and keep an eye out. 
Can you get off of me and let me lock 
the door?” Shianne requested of her. 

She turned the deadbolt on the door 
then turned back to Tasha who 
seemed to be waiting for instruction. 

“Go find something to eat and
drink.” She told her friend. 
“By myself?” Tasha questioned. 
“Yes, by your damn self. I am
going to check shit out and make sure 
we are safe.” She turned to leave 
Tasha on her own. 

Shianne walked behind the counter 
to check for anything alive…or dead. 
She walked down the small hallway
underneath the sign that directed to
the bathrooms. A door stood open at 
the end of the strangely orange 
painted wall. Shianne reached for the 
door that led outside to a small fenced
off stock area and slowly began to 
pull it to her as an arm slipped inside 
and grabbed her wrist. Shianne peered
up and came eye to eye with a 
woman. She appeared to have been 
roaming around the fenced back stock
area and looked hungry. She leaned 
her head into the door and opened her 
mouth at Shianne’s face. Shianne 
pulled the door toward her as hard as 
she could, held the woman’s face 
steady between the door frame and 
door and guided the knife easily
through the middle of her forehead. 
She never made a noise and the 
zombie woman just dropped to the 
floor. Shianne pushed the woman’s
head out of the way with her foot and 
quickly closed and locked the door.  

“Find anything?” Tasha asked 
rounding the corner to the hallway.
“Just one so far, I think we are
good.” She told her. 
The two rummaged the aisles, 
gathered food and placed it on the 
front counter. They both found drinks, 
opened them quickly and downed the 
entire bottles of water. They gathered
more to keep them hydrated and 
Tasha bagged all of it up in the small 
plastic bags that were behind the 
counter. Shianne roamed the store 
looking for things they might need 
during their journey to her parents. 
She grabbed a six pack of Bud Light 
and hurried back to the counter.  

“Umm…you don’t drink beer.” 
Tasha picked it up looking confused.
“Dad does.” Shianne left it there 
and went to the door.  
She looked out to the parking lot 
and back at Tasha. “Let’s go now!” 
She told her.  

Tasha hurried around the counter 
with the bags and fell in line behind 
Shianne. She unlocked the door and 
pushed it open, slowly still scanning
every bit of their surroundings. She 
held the door open, pushed Tasha 
toward the truck and then rounded the 
front of the truck herself. The two got 
in safe from zombies and quickly got 
away from the parking lot that she 
was sure would soon be inundated
with the dead. She drove like a bat out 
of hell with the full tank of gas. She 
dodged cars and zombies that blocked 
the road. New Mexico was ending and 
Shianne squealed when she saw the 
‘Welcome to Texas’ sign. 

“My parents are here, only a little 
while longer.” Shianne hoped. 
Tasha stared at her friend praying 
that she was right. Shianne drove on 
until night fell and she was so tired
that the yellow lines became blurry. A 
blue sign came into view telling her a 
rest area was six miles ahead. Shianne 
pulled in and quickly turned off the 
lights. We have to get some sleep. 
Shianne leaned her head back on the 
head rest and closed her eyes. Tasha 
watched their surroundings wondering
if one of them needed to stay awake
to watch for the wandering flesh 
eating monsters before finally dozing 
off with her head on the window. 

Light filled the truck and Shianne’s
eyes popped open, she didn’t move, 
fearing that zombies may see them. 
She looked right, left, forward then 
straightened her body to be able to see 
in the mirror.  

“Tasha, get up.”
 She said. “I think 
we are okay to move on now.” 

Shianne stated.

Shianne turned the key, started the 
truck and began to back up. She 
turned her head to make sure nothing 
was behind her, she saw something
fall under the truck, felt a large bump 
as the truck fell back to the ground. 
She looked at Tasha, put the truck in 
drive and pushed the gas to go

forward. She kept moving but 

whatever was under the truck lifted it 
up again and let it fall. Shianne kept 
the vehicle moving forward and away
from whatever was stupid enough to 
get behind her. Tasha looked back and 
watched a zombie rise from the 
ground, fall again then reach out 
toward the truck.

“It was a zombie.” Tasha said
quietly with tears filling her eyes.  
“Yep, they are going to be 

everywhere all the way home.” 
Shianne warned.  

They drove down the crowded 
highway watching the zombies 
clumsily walk and still dodging the 
cars that were abandoned. She came 
to the turn off for the lake.  

“Please let them be here.” Shianne 
said to herself.  
She pulled past the lake, across the 
bridge and into the long driveway
lined with pine trees. She pulled up to 
the small house and sat outside, just 
knowing that she would see someone 
inside looking out. She revved the 
engine and tried to decide if she
wanted to get out and make her way
inside. No such luck arrived. A man 
rounded the corner of the house and 
both girls tried to scoot down in their 
seats. They watched the man stagger 
across the pine cones laying on the 
ground and make his way to the 
garden her dad had planted, knock
over two of the fold out chairs that 
were nearby, before moving on to the 
open field of the neighbors. 

“They aren’t here.” Shianne 

dropped her head. 
“Maybe they just aren’t running out
since there are obviously zombies
around.” Tasha expressed. 

“You don’t know my mom, she 
would have looked out of the window
as soon as she thought she heard a 
vehicle. She is nosey as hell. They
aren’t here.” She told her. 

Shianne began to back up and make 
her way back across the bridge. Tasha 
and Shianne scanned the lakefront 
with tents set up and zombies 

swarming them. Back on the main 
highway, Shianne headed towards the 
next town over. The truck began to
sputter, Shianne looked down and the
needle was just going into the red 
space showing a big fat E.

“Oh shit, we are empty! There 
aren’t any gas stations for about 
fifteen miles.” Shianne told her. 

Shianne let the truck roll on 
whatever fumes it had left.  
“We need to get out
, search any of 
these cars for keys and see if they will 
start.” Shianne told Tasha. 

“There are zombies out there or 
have you forgotten?” Tasha 

exclaimed.  

“Nope, but I sure am not going to
sit here in an empty truck.” Shianne 
got out and began walking grasping 
tightly to the knife in her hand and a 
bag of what they had gotten from the 
store in the other. 

The first car was a red and black 
Shelby Mustang, she peered into the 
window and saw a man sitting in the 
car. His hands and face hit the 

window at the same time she peered 
in which made Shianne jump back. 

“ARE YOU OKAY?” Tasha 
jumped from the truck and ran to her. 
“Yeah, that is an old friend of mom
and dad’s. Let’s move on.” She said.
They moved on to a blue four door 
sedan. Shianne peered in at a man that 
had been stabbed in the head with a 
sharp stick and was lying in the 
driver’s seat.  

“The keys are in the ignition!” 
Tasha exclaimed from the other side 
of the car.  

Shianne dropped her head back and 
looked at the sky thinking of course 
there are keys in with the dead guy.

Shianne lifted the handle to the 
door, allowed the man to fall onto the 
door; she pulled it open quickly with 
all of his weight on it and jumped 
backwards allowing him to fall to the 
ground. She gripped the one leg that 
had hung in the car, threw it onto the 
pavement, jumped into the driver’s
seat and pulled the door closed. Tasha 
knocked on the window pointing to 
the lock on the door. Shianne leaned 
over, as a man was approaching fast 
from behind Tasha.  

“Behind you!” Shianne screamed. 
She quickly unlocked the door and
pushed it open. Tasha tried to jump 
into the car as the man fell and 
grabbed onto her leg she was pulling 
in before she could close the door. He 
pulled hard and Tasha’s ass slipped 
out of the seat onto the floorboard. 
The man pulled himself under the car 
door chomping his jaws at her as he 
came closer and closer. Tasha kicked
at the man and screamed. Shianne 
covered Tasha’s mouth and swatted at
the man searching for her knife with 
her eyes. Shianne pulled on Tasha’s
head with the one hand she had over
her mouth.  

“Keep kicking!” Shianne told her 
in her ear.  
Tasha still screamed under 

Shianne’s hand. Shianne kept pulling
at the man’s hands that grasped her
friend’s leg. She pulled them away
and tried to pull Tasha into the car. 
The man pulled harder the more 
Shianne pulled. He hoisted himself to 
his knees, then to his feet and was 
now standing between the door and 
the car. He leaned into the car and bit
Tasha on the arm that she tried to 
block his chomping teeth with. 
Shianne hit the man with her hand and 
he backed up with a bite of flesh but 
kept a hold on Tasha and turned to 
walk away pulling Tasha.  

“SHIANNE!” Tasha screamed. 

Shianne sat up looking for her knife 
to take on the one that was taking her 
friend for a meal. The knife had fallen 
to the floorboard near the gas pedal. 
Shianne picked it up and took a step
out of the car. When she was able to 
stand outside of the car, a swarm of 
them gather around Tasha and began 
pulling her extremities from her body. 
Shianne could hear Tasha’s screams
and tried to decide if she should take
on the horde that had come out of 
nowhere, as another of the creepy
children approach her from behind 
and made itself known by tripping 
over the man that had fallen from the 
car. Shianne grabbed the little boy,
that looked no older than her little 
brother, by the hair and gouged her 
knife through the top of his skull and 
sat back down into the car. She closed
her eyes and covered her ears as they
took her friend away. She finally
reached over and closed the passenger 
side door and with tears streaming 
down her face, tried to turn the keys. 
The car started right away, but only
showed a quarter of a tank of gas. 
Shianne stepped on the gas pedal and 
headed down the small highway. Her 
eyes blurry from the tears, she drove 
on. 

“Where would they be? What
would dad do?” Shianne asked herself 
aloud.  

She looked around and could not 
figure out where she was and didn’t 
recognize anything. The car suddenly
cut off and rolled to a stop. Shianne 
knew it was coming and was not 
surprised, however was confused that 
she was on some highway and lost. 
Shianne sat for a moment and stared 
out of the window and watched the 
area for the dead approaching. The 
sun was setting and she wasn’t sure if 
she wanted to go or stay in the car. To 
the left was a drop off into the woods, 
to the right was the flat land of a field 
and off in the distance Shianne could 
see steam bellowing through the air. 
She sat up straight in her seat trying to
see what it was. With it being so far 
away, she could not tell what it was. 

“Not a fire, what the hell is it?” She 
said to herself. “A factory! Dad!”
Shianne knew that if there was 
factory smoke, someone was there; 
she knew her dad would go 

somewhere like that. She gathered a 
bottle of water and a small bag of 
chips along with the six pack of beer
that her and Tasha had got from the 
store, put in a plastic bag and made 
her way out of the car. She began to
walk toward the field and down the 
small embankment into the grass. Bag 
in one hand and knife in the other, her 
walk became a trot. She knew that the 
crunching of sticks and leaves would
draw attention to her and needed to 
make it to wherever this smoke was 
rising from and fast. She made it
almost halfway across a field before
the sun set. She crept through the field 
as quiet as she could until the sun rose 
back up. Shianne began to run across 
the field finally seeing asphalt she 
could get on that looked as though it
led straight to the smoke, she stopped
for a moment and downed the bottle 
of water she had brought sure that the 
factory was not that far off. She took 
the last swig of water and heard a 
crunching behind her. Shianne turned
and swung her knife at whatever was 
making the sound not caring what it 
was. She sliced the face of a young 
woman that was coming at her fast. 
The cut didn’t faze the woman and
Shianne had to drop the bag. She 
could hear the beer spew as the hot 
cans exploded as she glided the knife 
into the woman’s head before it could 
make any more headway towards her. 
The woman fell to the ground and
Shianne retrieved her knife as she 
scanned the rest of the area. She could 
see two more zombies headed her 
way. Shianne ducked low in the tall 
grass and ran through it to the road up
ahead. The zombies were staggering 
through the tangled grass and getting 
caught up, Shianne was getting a long 
lead and finally made it to the road. 
She looked toward the smoke and
realized that she was at least four 
huge hills away from it. She looked 
around and could still see the zombies 
falling down and getting back up 
trying to make ground to get to their 
next meal. Shianne wished at that 
point she had not drank the whole 
bottle of water and was sad that she 
had wasted the beer she had gotten for 
her dad. She began to run down the 
road. The sun baked into her pale skin 
and she knew that soon she would 
start to feel the blisters forming on her 
shoulders. After the first hill she ran
across a big stick that was lying in the 
middle of the road and thought it 
might make a good poker to push 
them away if she ran into any more of 
them. She could see the fence in the 
distance, the smoke cloud was getting
bigger and floating over her head 
now. 

Shianne continued to run since 
zombies seemed to be approaching 
from all sides, she knew that if she got 
surrounded, she would not survive. 
She ran up and down each hill that 
remained, feeling as though the 
factory was not getting any closer. 
She started to feel the sun taking away
her hydration and began to slow her 
pace hoping that she could continue 
on. After another hill, dizziness set in 
and she fell. She tried to produce 
saliva in her mouth, but her mouth 
was so dry. She used the stick to help 
her back to her feet, before finally
topping the last hill and could see the 
full fence and factory.

She was there, just a little further, 
she told herself. She continued 
walking as fast as she could without 
passing out from the heat. She made 
her way down the road and thought 
she had seen the gate open and 
someone come out. She thought she 
had become delirious until she heard 
her mother’s voice. 

“Shianne, talk to me!” She heard 
her scream. 
Shianne tried to scream out and 
nothing came out but a raspy sound. 
She fell again and was finally able to 
get some words out. 

“Mom, it’s me!” She hollered as 
loud as she could. 
Kris ran to her, grabbed her arm
and heaved it over her shoulder, the 
two could see zombies headed toward 
the gate and Shianne heard a man’s 
voice coming at them and then felt 
him grab her other arm. As they
entered the gate Tina was waiting and 
Shianne fell to the ground. She knew 
she was safe. She began to sob and try
and catch her breath all at the same 
time. As the gate closed, zombies
approached making a ruckus. Shianne 
watched her mom and the man that 
had helped her kill off the three 
zombies that were trying to get to 
them. 

“What the hell are you doing out 
there?” Kris asked her daughter. 
Shianne went on to explain what 
had gone on before finding out that all
of her family was alive. Tina and Kris 
took Shianne to the cafeteria, she was
safe, she was happy and she was free 
of the walking, rotting shit heads that
had tried to take her out. 
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