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Chapter 1

 


‘My weekend? Not much new
on my side. I did get up to the foothills and get a small hike in.
Then I took the family out for…’ Max was sitting at his desk
writing an email to his buddy in Iowa when he heard a terrible
scream that brought his typing to an immediate stop. He waited a
second, listening intently trying to determine if he truly had
heard something or just imagined it. A second scream came echoing
down the hallway and into his open cubical. Max was out of his
chair and jogging down the hall immediately. As Max rounded a
corner, he nearly collided head on with Fred from accounting. He
glanced off Fred's right side and continued down the hall calling
over his shoulder, "Call the police Fred, I think someone is
hurt!"

After sprinting about a
hundred feet, Max skidded to a stop in front of the Marketing
offices. Inside he saw someone laying on the ground with another
person kneeling over them. The woman on the ground appeared to be
Nancy, Director of Marketing.

"I think she had a heart
attack," said Bob, who worked in the neighboring department,
permits.

"You think this was a heart
attack, Bob, with all this blood?" Max questioned, still standing
in the hallway.

"Hey, are you okay? There's
blood on your shirt." Bob said, pointing to Max.

As Max looked down at his
shirt he noticed Fred lumbering around the corner.

"What blood? Hey, Fred turn
around and call for some paramedics! Dumb ass." Max uttered the
last part quietly to himself.

"I think it is too late for an emergency
crew, she's dead Max."

"No, look, her hand is
starting to move, I had better start CPR." Max quickly got down
beside the woman and gently put his right hand under the back of
her neck; he then placed his other hand on her forehead and gently
tipped her whole head back causing Nancy's mouth to open. Max
pressed his lips to hers and suddenly her eyes sprang wide
open.

In order to give Max the
necessary room to work around Nancy, Bob had retreated towards the
doorway. Looking down on Nancy and Max he said, "Nancy you are
going to be all right, we have someone calling for an ambulance,
just stay still and...Aaahh! Fred! What the fuck are you doing!
Stop it man! Stop iiiiitttttt!" Bob's gurgling noises slowly rose
in pitch until they took on the rhythm and cadence of a whistling
train.

Max, trying to comfort Nancy looked up to
see Fred nuzzling on Bob's neck like a newborn on his mothers
breast, the man slowly pressed his lips and mouth against Bob’s
neck and slurped the blood that was coming out of his severed
artery. Nancy started to rise, Max automatically held her down.

"Nancy, you need to stay
still until the ambulance gets here. Nancy! Stop it Nancy!" Max
looked at the woman and saw a dull glint in her eyes, just as Fred
has.

Mercifully, Bob’s
high-pitched gurgling had stopped and when Max looked back he saw
that Fred was now holding Bob up and was more actively eating
through Bob's neck. Slowly Max sat back into a crouching position,
his hands no longer holding her down, Nancy rose up simultaneously
focusing her intense gaze on Max. Quicker than he would have
thought possible Nancy reached for Max with her colorless
arms.

'I always liked that shirt
on Nancy.' Max thought, followed
immediately by, 'I gotta get out of
here!' Nancy's flailing arms caught on
Max's shirt and started pulling him towards her now gaping mouth.
Max pulled back and ended up on his butt, frantically backpedaling,
stomach up, on his feet and hands to stay ahead of
Nancy.

Backing into the wall in the hallway Max
knew it was time to get up and run, he just could not bring himself
to do it. The scene that was unfolding around him was just too much
to be real. Nancy was slowly crawling towards him.

Sitting with his back against the wall, Max
could feel the coldness of the tile floor on his hands. His brain
was frantically sending messages to his legs to get up, get moving,
but they did not respond. Slowly, Nancy crawled towards his out
stretched legs.

...four feet away.

'This had to be some kind of nightmare.' Max thought, 'This cannot not be
happening.'

...three feet away.

Move legs, MOVE. The message was sent but
all Max could manage was to spread his feet apart. There, picture
framed between his feet, Max could see Nancy's slack face moving
ever closer and yet he just sat still letting her get closer.

...two feet away.

He could feel the blood
underneath him, who was it from? Nancy? Bob? Fred? His own? It had
spread across the floor and now was soaking into his pant legs.
This was it; he was going to die.

Slowly, he bent his right
knee, pulling his foot backwards. Max's brain fired a signal and
his foot snapped out towards Nancy's face. He had intended a direct
hit on her nose, but the heel of his shoe glanced off her left
cheek exposing muscle and bone. Nancy still advanced, her cloudy
eyes never leaving her prey. He kicked again, this time skipping a
blow off her forehead, which caused her whole head to jerk back
unnaturally. Nancy managed to wrap her lifeless hand around his
left ankle. Her touch caused an uncontrollable panic to course
through him. Frantically, Max kicked again but the fear of
desperation caused him to completely miss the intended target. Max
could feel himself sliding towards Nancy; she was pulling him. Max
spread his fingers and tried to dig his nails into the floor,
something, and anything to stop her. The crimson liquid provided no
friction against the tile. This was it.

Nancy lowered her head
towards Max's calf and that spurred Max to act again, he swung his
left foot around, briefly thinking of the old movie -My Left Foot-
it swung around and thudded into Nancy's head. Her head snapped
back and she let go of Max's ankle. Unable to regain his position
leaning up against the wall, Max rolled his body like a log as far
away from Nancy as he could get, then he went face down and climbed
to his hands and knees. Nancy scrambled around uselessly on the
floor, Bob's blood was working against her as she struggled to get
some traction and make headway towards Max. At this point Fred
chewed through the last of Bob's neck and the man's body fell on
top of Nancy, distracting her from Max. As Max watched, Nancy
growled in a feral manner and started chewing Bob's legs, as if
this horror was not bad enough, her positioning looked like
something out of a pornography movie Max remembered seeing when he
was in college. Fortunately, Max was able to tear his eyes away
from the gruesome scene before he could see the parody truly begin.
Max climbed to his feet, and then edged his way along the wall
until he could muster his strength enough to run back to the
dubious safety of his cubical.

"Holy shit, dude, what
happened to you?!" This voice was from Max's arch office rival,
Steve 'the bastard'. Death has a way of changing all alliances and
Max was relieved to see Steve, to see anyone who did not share the
'dead' eyes of Fred and Nancy. Slowly, Max turned his head, looked
at Steve, and raised an eyebrow while bringing his finger to his
lips in the universal gesture of 'Shut the F up' or 'shhhh';
depending on the age of the targeted audience. Steve stopped in his
tracks and, for once, shut up. Becoming more aware of himself Max
realized he was coated in Bob's blood, his shirt, previously a nice
button up of one hundred percent cotton, was now a wet bloody
covered mess. His khakis had fared no better and both hands were
crimson splattered as well. Had some of it gotten on his
lips?

Thinking quickly Max ran
down possible things to say, 'I didn`t do it' sprang to mind, then
he thought of explaining that apparently Fred and Nancy were
zombies and eating Bob in Nancy's office right now; 'Nope', he
decided, that would take too long. Instead he whispered, "Fred went
crazy and killed Nancy and Bob, he is in Nancy's office. Go call
the police."

The blood, the 'shhhh' and
the whisper must have worked as Steve turned without a word and ran
quietly off towards his cube. Max followed just as silently, like a
shadow and soon found himself sitting next to Steve while the man
called the police. Steve could not get through and kept trying to
redial, never saying a word as he looked at Max. Finally, with the
phone pressed to one ear he said quietly, "It was you, wasn't it?
You finally flipped out."

Shaking his head Max
replied, "Me? Me? C'mon Steve! It was not me! If I wanted to start
a killing spree, I would at least bring a gun. It was Fred, he was
acting all weird, and he was attacking Nancy when Bob spotted him,
he came and got me, together we went to see what was going on. When
we got there I tried to help Nancy, then Fred grabbed Bob and
attacked him too. Nancy would have gotten me, she almost did, but
she slipped in all the blood and I kicked her in the head and got
out."

"Yeah? So, if we go back to
Nancy's office she should still be there unconscious? Uh, yeah,
yeah I am here!" This last was into the phone, the emergency
operator had finally answered, "Send someone right away, a guy here
went crazy and attacked some of my co-workers, there’s blood
everywhere. No, I think the guy who did it is knocked out. No, no
guns, it must have been a knife there is blood everywhere. What? No
I didn't see it, I got the guy who saw it all right here, yeah he
is okay, I think. Hang on. You okay Max?" Max nodded yes, "Yeah,
yeah he is fine. Sure I will stay on the line with you until the
police get here."

 


 



Chapter 2

 


Finally able to catch his
breath, Max recapped his morning. It had started like any other
with his quiet radio alarm going off at four-twenty; he slapped on
the snooze button and fell back asleep almost immediately. Then he
hit it again at four twenty-nine, this time turning it off for
good. Why did snooze buttons only add nine minutes to your sleep;
why not some normal amount of time like ten minutes or even better
fifteen minutes, why nine? That seemed random to Max. He quietly
left the bed doing his best not wake Sarah, his wife of
fourteen-years.

Like a blind man, he
navigated his way through the darkness around the queen-sized bed
and out the door into the hallway towards the bathroom. He had
showered, shaved, gotten dressed and was out the door by five. Max
had his routine down perfectly.

As he drove his red
nineteen ninety-four Toyota truck to work he listened to his radio
station WWEB. As usual, there was a sports show on re-capping
yesterday’s scores. Max enjoyed listening to morning DJ, Blake 'the
snake’; he was hotheaded, opinionated and usually irritated the
hell out of Max. Despite this Max tuned in religiously to his show
on the drive to work. Living in Colorado, Max should have been a
Rockies fan but Max was intently listening for the score of the
Dodgers/Cubs game. He had always been a Dodger's ‘faithful’ ever
since he transferred from Western State College in Colorado to the
University of Southern California - a move that had cost him dearly
in student loans.

"Cards five, Reds three,"
the voice on the radio announced.

At this time in the
morning, traffic was minimal. Max drove his way through the
neighborhood streets onto Wadsworth, a main street that ran north
and south through the towns of Westminster, Arvada, and Wheatridge.
Crap, red light, Max used the delay to adjust the knob on his radio
to try to get clearer reception. Glancing up from his radio, he
noticed what looked to be a homeless man, a drunken homeless man
from the way he was slowly staggering towards the truck. Still
waiting for the green light, he watched the poor soul and wondered
how this man had become homeless. Had he been fired or maybe he had
mental problems that didn’t allow him to hold down a normal
job?

“Ahhh hell, here he comes
looking for a handout.” Max's charity ended at feeling sorry for
the homeless, not giving them money. “Change, change, change” Max
chanted to the red light. The homeless man slowly put one uneasy
foot in front of the other and continued on his path toward Max.
Green light, Max, felt only elation, as he stepped on the
accelerator and sped off towards the on ramp to interstate
seventy.

The engine responded and
the needle on his speedometer started to move from thirty-five to
forty. Max leaned into the curve and then straightened out the
truck preparing to merge onto the highway. The speedometer now read
fifty-five miles per hour. Max would soon be hitting eighty as he
passed the all too familiar exits; Sheridan, Federal, Pecos, and
finally, what Coloradoans called, the 'Mouse Trap'. Exactly where
the two major interstates married, a single accident could bring
all the traffic to a halt. From here, he could see the first rays
of the sun starting to make their way over the horizon. Max turned
the steering wheel of his truck so that he could merge onto the
other highway, interstate twenty-five, and head south.

"Braves six, Mets zero."

Max had a busy day planned;
there was usually a full day of work to be done on a Friday before
the long Fourth of July weekend. Since Monday was a holiday he
figured that most of his colleagues would be gone today extending
their vacation. Less people around meant that he might actually get
something accomplished.

"Astros four, D-backs one."

Max enjoyed his early
morning drive to work. Sure, there were other vehicles on the road,
mostly trucks - delivery trucks, Fed EX, UPS, Hostess, guys
drinking coffee from large plastic travel mugs driving F150's with
their companies name stenciled on the door. Contractors,
subcontractors, and consultants he speculated. Who else would be up
this early in the morning? Max was none of the above. He was a
computer programmer for the MAC Corporation and just liked to get
an early start to his day so that he could avoid some of the
ever-increasing traffic.

"Pirates eleven in a
shootout over the Giants with nine."

Max had worked for the MAC
Corporation for four years now, one more year and he would be
vested in his retirement plan with the company and he would also
receive fifteen days of vacation a year in lieu of the usual ten
that a new hire was awarded. That is why he was working today. It
was only July and Max had already spent six of his vacation days.
Moreover, his philosophy was, why take a day off when no one else
was going to be around? Save it for skiing this winter was his
plan.

"Jays seven, Yankees zero."

Crap, the radio announcer
had moved on to the American League, he must have missed the
Dodgers score. No, Max was not your stereotypical computer
programmer. He was not over weight; he showered, tried to eat
healthy, and had interests in things other than Sci-Fi movies and
the latest computer games. Not that such ‘stereotyped’ programmers
existed anymore anyway, nowadays being a programmer was just
another way to make a living. Max's four-wheel drive truck allowed
him to enjoy all that the Colorado outdoors had to offer. He hiked
in the summer and skied in the winter. On these trips, he usually
went solo. Sarah had other interests to keep her busy, although she
had camped with him from time to time. Max did not mind going alone
or with his son, it gave him time to think about life and enjoying
silence was one of the reasons he went.

Glancing down at his watch,
he read five thirty-three. Not bad, he was about ten minutes away
from the Tech Center where the MAC Corporate building was located
and he would only be a little late this morning.

As he returned, his
attention to the road ahead of him Max could see red and blue
lights flashing in the early morning light. A cop and instinctively
he hit the brakes and slowed his truck down to the posted speed
limit. The police officer had his cruiser parked on the shoulder of
the road behind some unlucky motorist. Max couldn’t resist taking a
quick glance to see what was happening.

The police car was parked
behind a white four-door sedan. The driver’s door was open but Max
could not see the owner of the vehicle. Or the cop for that matter.
Maybe they were on the other side of the car changing a tire.
Perhaps, in the dim morning light and based on the fact he was
doing fifty-five miles an hour he had just failed to notice them.
Either way, Max was happy it was that guy, and not him, who had
gotten the early morning ticket.

The last ten minutes of his
drive were uneventful as he passed the usual landmarks - Mile High
Stadium, the Gates Rubber factory and a few other exits before
finally getting off the freeway. A few minutes later Max had turned
into his normal parking spot and killed the engine. Even though
there were a hundred or so, empty parking spaces Max always steered
his truck to the same spot every morning, Monday through Friday. It
was one of those "creature of habit" kinds of things.

As he walked towards the
side employee entrance that provided the shortest distance from the
parking lot to his ground floor cube, Max went over his to-do list
for the day. First, he had to email his buddy and see
if...

"Max! Did you hear me? The
dispatcher wants one of us to go to the main entrance and wait for
the police. Since I am on the phone that leaves you, get going, I
think I hear sirens."

That is how his day had
begun, simple, quiet, normal. It had now evolved into something as
far from his daily routine as he thought it could get. Pushing open
the door to the hallway, he wondered what he would find
next.

 


 



Chapter 3

 


The hallway was as quiet as
church on a Friday night, that was not good. The main entrance was
past Max’s desk and though he hated to do it, he stopped by and
picked up his ‘office’ bat. Signed by Steve Garvey this Louisville
Slugger was a minor prize among the items in Max’s collection, not
too valuable to keep in his shrine at work, just impressive enough
to ‘ooh’ and ‘ahh’ his co-workers. Now if Garvey ever made it into
the hall of fame, the bat would become something more treasured and
might have to be brought home for the ‘wall of fame’ that Max was
slowly building next to his mantle. For now, it should prove useful
if Fred or Nancy would come calling. He made his way to the front
doors of MAC CO. without seeing anyone. The security guard the
company employed to sit at the desk in the lobby didn't start until
seven forty-five, so this was not unusual.

He did not see anyone.
Something was definitely wrong, a few phones were ringing, he did
hear a muffled conversation, but he saw no one. In a busy office
building, during business hours, on a Friday, people had to be
around. Sure, sure, it was only seven in the morning, but a few of
the ‘regulars’ should have been in by now. Max held his bat and
waited, shifting his grip around, looking at the number ‘six’ on
the end of the handle and the ‘Good luck, Steve Garvey’ in faded
ink near the top of the bat. Bloodstains, were now evident from
Max’s grip, he looked around, thought for a moment, propped the
front door open with a trashcan and then ducked back into the
hallway towards the men’s room. It had only been a couple minutes,
no way could the police get here that quickly with the rush hour
just starting but he didn’t want to take a chance of missing
them.

Stepping into the men’s
room the first thing Max saw was a pool of dried blood on the floor
in front of the handicapped stall. That door was closed, but not
completely. Max stopped, looked around and slowly lowered the tip
of the bat down onto the floor then used it to lower his body down
and get a look under the stall door. Two sets of legs; one,
obviously on the pot, feet pointed towards the stall door and the
other set shuffling about slightly, pointed towards the toilet.
Suddenly a slight sucking/chewing sound came from the stall, as if
an animal had continued feeding, but was briefly interrupted and
then decided to start eating again. Blood was running down the
basin of the toilet bowl, towards the rear of the stall and the
industrial sized drain located there.

Blood. Right.
Max slowly stood up, looked over at the paper
towel dispenser, at the door, at that handicap stall, then at the
blood staining his precious bat. Tick. Tick. Tick. Between the
sounds of eating, Max could hear the sounds of his watch hand
ticking in what seemed like thunderous noise to his ears. He took a
step towards the paper towel rack, the eating sounds stopped, after
a few seconds they resumed. Max took another step, the eating did
not pause, two silent steps later Max was at the paper towel rack
slowly easing towels out of the dispenser onto the counter next to
the sink, steadily watching the stall door and listening to the
sounds within. As he reached for more towels his hands found empty
air, he swung around to see what the problem was and caught the
bathroom view in the mirror above the sink.

A zombie! Right
there! Max let out a scream and swung his
bat up, the same time the zombie swung his arm up and around toward
him. Max whirled around swinging behind him and in an instance, no
one was there. He was still alone in the area in front of the sink.
After a second Max realized he had not seen a zombie, he had seen
his own reflection, bloody shirt, a thin line of blood vertical
over his lips from when he ‘shhhh-ed’ Steve and wild eyes. He even
had drying blood in his hair on one side, congealing and making the
hair stand stiffly out from his head at a ninety degree angle. Max
started laughing at his mistake, a kind of ‘whew glad that was
nothing’ sort of laugh, that he could not stop himself from
releasing. The noise from the handicap stall door swinging outward
and hitting the wall startled Max from his revelry.

No one or better yet, no
‘thing’ immediately emerged from the stall. Seconds felt like
minutes. Slowly Max again placed the end of his bat on the floor
and used it to lower himself again for a peek under the
stall.

There were still two sets of legs but now
both pairs of feet were pointing away from the toilet.

Fight or flight?
Max had remembered hearing that statement but
could not remember where. Maybe it had been used to describe animal
instincts on the Discovery Channel once but he could not recall.
All he knew was that he had a decision to make and he had better
make it quick.

Fight or flight?

The decision was made,
flight sounded pretty damn good right about now especially since
the close confines of the bathroom didn’t allow Max to swing his
bat as freely as he would like. With three giant strides, Max ran
towards the handicap stall and with his right hand, he slammed the
door back towards the occupants inside. If Max could make it out
into the hallway, he was sure he could out run any
pursuers.

Max didn’t know if it was
his imagination but he sensed hands clawing at his back. This
feeling caused the hair on the back of his neck to stand on end and
gave him a queasy feeling in his stomach. He lowered his shoulder
and blasted into the men’s room door swinging it wide open as he
left the room. The door clanged against the adjacent wall and
slowly the pneumatic closer fastened at the top of the door started
to return the door to the closed position; too slowly.

The collision with the door
spun Max around and he lost his balance and tumbled to the floor.
He could hear the familiar sound of wood clanking on the hard tile
as his bat bounced away from him. Max loved that sound, it reminded
him of hot summer days spent watching overpaid baseball players and
drinking overpriced beers.

Max rolled onto his stomach
and then frantically crawled on all fours back towards the men’s
room door. From inside he heard a low moaning. When he reached the
door, he spun around, put his back to it and braced it shut with
his feet. Something tried to open the door, slowly forcing it up.
Max sensed himself once again starting to slide on the highly
polished floor tiles. The door cracked open an inch.

“Steve!” he yelled as he tried to dig his
heels in. Was he still on the telephone?

Max tried to hold his position but the thing
on the other side of the door had better leverage. Slowly he
started to slide a little more.

“Steve! Get your ass over here! Help!
Steve!”

Would Steve ignore his
calls for help? He couldn’t, could he? Not at a time like this.
They had their differences but this was life or death; not who gets
the next promotion.

Max heard footsteps, quick
footsteps, running footsteps. Steve was coming. If he could hold,
the door for just a little longer Steve would be there and they
could trap the thing in the men’s room.

The door was now about a
foot open. Above his head, he could hear the slapping of flesh on
the metal of the door.

“Hold it right there!” The
yell came from the lobby and it was a woman. Max lifted his head
and looked right into the barrel of a pistol. It was a police
officer, a blonde female police officer. Her feet were spread apart
for stability and she held the gun firmly clasped between both
hands. Her left eye was pinched shut but Max could clearly see her
right eye looking down the barrel at him.

“I said, hold it right
there!”

“You’ve got to be kidding me.”

“Don't move!”

“There is a…”
'There’s a what?' Max
thought. 'A zombie eating someone on the
other side who wants to eat me you if you don’t blow his head off?
Would a trained officer of the law believe this story?'
It’s not likely.

“…I’ve got a murderer
trapped and if you don’t do something about it we are both in big
trouble.”

Max then heard two sounds;
the first being the squeaking of his hands sliding across the floor
and was soon pinned between the door and the adjacent
wall.

The second sound was a loud explosion that
was amplified by the hard surfaces of the floor and walls. His ears
were left ringing in the aftermath of the shot.

Max pushed his hands
against the wall and fell back against the floor. The men’s room
door did not completely close; there was a set of blood stained
designer suit pants pinned between the door and the
frame.

“Murderer, huh? Looked more
like a zombie to me.” The officer said. Max turned his head towards
her. She was standing above him with an outstretched hand. He
grabbed it. It was warm but not sweaty, must be the training.
Regardless, it made him feel a little safer. She pulled Max to his
feet.

“Are you hurt?”

“No, I think most of this blood is someone
else’s. What took you so long?”

“Hey, count yourself lucky, we’ve been
dealing with these problems all morning. Had I not been on my way
back to the station when I got the call you would have been on your
own.”

She grabbed the radio from
her belt and spoke into it: “HQ, Alpha 6, over?” They both waited
for a response.

“This is Alpha 6; I have a
possible 11-56 requesting a Code10. Do you copy?”

As they listened to the
silence on the radio, Max took survey of the officer. She looked to
be in her mid-twenties and stood a little over five and a half feet
tall. She wore the standard Denver Police uniform, dark blue, with
a black leather belt housing multiple items; handcuffs, pepper
spray, a club, and a holster for her side arm. Her left forearm was
wrapped with a bandage. She wore no hat but her hair was pulled
back into a tight ponytail. 'To Serve and Protect' read a small
gold pin above her badge. Max thought that she was surprisingly
cute for a cop.

“Are there others like him
wandering around here?” She asked, as she pointed at the feet
sticking out the doorway.

“Yeah, two more maybe, or
possibly three now, that I know of.”

“What about normal people, any of those left
in here?”

Normal?
That sounded funny. Max guessed that Steve could
pass as normal.

“Ah, yes, one more, Steve, back the other
way. But that’s all I’ve seen this morning.”

“Actually, I’m right here.” Steve said as he
crept from an office entrance.

Just how long had Steve
been there? Had he witnessed the entire thing and not attempted to
help him? Max wouldn’t put it past Steve to do a thing like that.
It seemed unimaginable but he guessed that some people would do
anything to protect themselves. Max retrieved his bat and looked at
Steve and the officer, “What do we do now?”

 


 



Chapter 4

 


“For starters let’s see if
we can block most of the doors, at least we need to push furniture
up against them and make it hard for the lumbering undead to get
into the building. Then we round up any survivors, then we finish
off any trapped undead, clearing the building room by room.” The
officer said.

“Whoa-whoa-whoa there,
little lady.” said Steve raising his hands in front of him as he
spoke, “Undead? What the hell are you talking about?”

“Alright tough guy,” she
started jabbing a menacing finger into Steve’s chest, “it’s Officer
Stewart, don’t call me ‘little lady’ again, now listen and listen
carefully.” She stopped her threatening pokes and continued, “All
morning we’ve been getting calls where people are being attacked,
um, no, more like eaten by other people. There were a few calls as
early as last night. Some pizza delivery guy chewed through a
family of four. I’ve personally taken out nine of the things so
far, including that guy in the men’s room. Now, if I were you, I
would call my friends and family and tell them to start boarding up
their windows and…”

“Oh shit, I gotta call my wife.” Max said as
he fumbled for his cell phone. Once he got it out and started a
call back to his home, he moved down the corridor a little to get
away from Steve and Officer Stewarts' arguing, which was growing
quite heated. “C’mon, c’mon, pick up honey, pick it up!”

“Hello?” a sleepy voice said on the other
end of the line.

“Sarah! Sarah! Are you
okay, baby?”Asked Max.

“Okay? Okay? Max what are
you talking about, of course, I am fine. What has happened? What is
wrong?”

Standing there in blood coated clothing that
was hardening around his body like an eggshell, Max really didn’t
know where to begin.

“Sarah, things have gone
wrong, there are some really bad people out running around the city
and I want you and the kids to stay safe. In fact, I want you to
stay more than safe. Barricade the back door and the doors from the
garage, move tables and chairs in front of them. Leave the front
door locked and dead bolted; if I can get home, I will come to the
front door. Then I want you to...”

“Max, Max, stop it Max!
What are you talking about, bad people? What bad people? Are there
terrorists in Denver? Why would they come for me? Is it your
job?”

”No, no honey, nothing like
that okay, worse in a way, they won’t come for you….Hold on a sec
honey… Hey, Steve and Stewart! Keep it down you wanna just tell
everything in hearing distance we are here? Go move the furniture
in the lobby in front of the doors, okay, but stop yelling! Sorry
hun, no I don’t have time to tell you everything, but I guess there
are some really bad people running around and there could be a lot
of them from what I just heard. You need to take the kids and hide
up in the attic, bring water, food, blankets, everything. Get the
porta-potty I use for camping out of the garage and move it up
there if you can do it. You have to promise me you will stay there
no matter what you hear in the house, if everything is quiet you
can probably come down to use the bathroom when you need to. Oh,
fill up the tub with water and the sinks and any containers we have
laying around too.”

“Max, I am looking out the drapes, there are
some people out there walking around really slow, like they are on
drugs or something.”

A chill went up Max’s
spine, “Honey, don’t let them see you, the uh, druggies are very,
very violent! Slow but violent, like, um, zombies. And they will
kill you and the kids if you let them see you!” Max was practically
screaming into the phone now, “Take your cell phone up into the
attic the zo... druggies have lower coordination when they
are...high and cannot climb things really well.”

“Max you are scaring me;
you're scared too, aren't you? I will do it, you just get somewhere
safe come home if you can. I will get the kids up into the attic
right now and wait for you, are you coming home right
now?”

“As soon as I can baby, as soon as I
can.”

“Max,” said Sarah with near
hysteria in her voice, “Max, are you going to be okay?”

“Relax baby, relax, I have
a police officer here with me, she’ll take care of me, I am more
worried about you. I don’t know what’s happening in the rest of the
city but from what I hear, it’s not good. That’s why I want you to
get the kids, some food and some water up into the attic. You have
to just do it, please, okay. Oh, honey, one more thing.”

“No.” Max could tell Sarah was still crying,
but her voice was firm.

“Aw honey, c’mon you gotta
do it, it will make me feel better just to know you have it with
you.”

Years before Max had
inherited a German Luger his grandfather brought home from his
years of service in World War II, coming from a family that owned
guns Max knew how to care for them and considered the Luger more of
an investment than a home protection device. Sarah, on the other
hand, used to have a younger brother. When he was eleven, he went
over to a friend’s house to play and never came home. Playing that
day involved the handgun collection of his friend’s father and in a
day and age where safety locks were not yet mainstream his friend
had shot and killed her brother. The trauma of losing her brother
provoked in Sarah a hatred of guns that was beyond illogical. When
Max inherited his grandfather’s gun, Sarah had taken the kids to a
hotel for three nights. Eventually she returned home when Max had
installed a gun safe to hold the gun, a wall safe to hold the ammo
and a child safety lock with two keys, one normally kept in a
safety deposit box at the bank, and one on Max’s key chain. Sarah
knew the combination to both safes and as they had recently decided
to close their safety, deposit box the second key to the gunlock
was now in the same safe as the gun’s ammunition.

“I won’t, Max. Look, you
know I don’t even know how to fire it, it won’t do me any good
anyway and I will feel like I am leaving a rattlesnake lying around
no matter where I put it. I will grab a bat from Nick’s room and
that will have to do. Any druggies managing to get up into the
attic will have to contend with an aluminum bat to the head. And if
you still need the gun you can get it when you get
home.”

“Okay, okay, I would just
feel better if you had it with you. Anyone coming in and not
yelling your name, you brain ‘em, okay?”

“Don’t worry Max; no one
will get in anyway. I will call you when the kids and I are up in
the attic, some of those druggies look kind of bloody and I don’t
want to chance them breaking in on me before I am
ready.”

“I gotta go too, it looks like the police
officer and Steve are about to kill each other. I love you baby,
take care of the kids and I will talk to you when you are
safe.”

“Well, I like the police
officer already, she shows good judgment. I love you too. Max, be
careful. Bye.”

“Bye baby.”

 


 



Chapter 5

 


 The MAC Corporate building was built
in the early nineteen eighties, from the outside looked like four
stories of steel and reflective blue glass. The structure had very
little to offer from an architectural viewpoint. No fancy atrium,
no grand entrances or spectacular artwork adorned either the
outside nor inside of this relatively plain, rectangular building.
When compared to the neighbors around it, the MAC Co. building was
average at best.

After the September
eleventh, terrorist attacks upper management decided to invest in
added security and emergency equipment. Every entrance got modified
and now required a card key to gain access. When the card was
swiped past the reader a security system would record the identity
of the card owner, check to make sure that the person was allowed
in that section of the building, and if approved, the system would
then release a magnetic lock at the top of the door. Most employees
seemed to think the security system was just another way for
management to keep tabs on them. Take too many long lunches or
multiple cigarette breaks and you might find yourself looking for a
new job.

Another change that
resulted from the increased security was the installation of a
large generator on the south side of the building. Should MAC Co.
lose power the generator would automatically turn on and supply
emergency power to the building’s main systems; security,
telephones, and designated lighting.

“How many entrances does this place have?”
Stewart inquired.

Looking at Steve for
confirmation Max responded, “One main entrance and three side ones.
There’s one on each side of the building.” Steve thought for a
moment mentally counting to himself and then nodded his approval of
Max’s answer.

“Is that the main security
desk that I passed?” Officer Stewart did not wait for an answer,
made her way to the desk and plopped down into the empty chair
behind it. There was also a computer monitor showing shots of the
cameras located by the building doors and, of course, a computer.
The computer was mostly used by the security guard to play
solitaire but it also served the intended purpose of displaying the
key card information when an employee entered or exited the
building.

“It has been nice hanging
out with you guys and Officer, I appreciate what you did for me,
but I have a family that needs me so I’ll be leaving now.” Max
announced.

“You’re welcome. Good luck getting past
them.” Stewart said pointing at the television screen. The north
camera that provided the best view of the parking structure showed
somewhere in the neighborhood of five or six figures milling
about.

“You don’t understand. I have a wife and
kids that need me.”

“I’d bet that they need you alive more than
dead.” Steve added.

“You know what? Fuck you
Steve. What do you have? A stupid cat waiting for you? Bite me,
asshole.”

“Hey man, go for it; don't
let the door hit you on the ass on the way out.”

Max looked at Stewart and studied her face
trying to determine what her opinion was. Unfortunately, he saw
that she agreed with Steve.

“Don’t look at me,” Stewart
said, “the most significant relationship I’ve had over the past
year was a one night stand with some jackass I met after a Broncos
game.” From the look on Steve’s face, that was the best news he had
heard all morning.

“You think the army or
National Guard will be called in?” Max asked, hoping.

“I’d say that the current
situation justifies it but who knows? It is not good out there and
I think it is just going to get worse, much worse. If I can’t even
raise anyone at HQ, well, that tells you something too.”

“Not to change the subject,
but I will. Since it sounds like we are planning on staying, no one
without a key card will be able to get in, right?” Steve
asked.

“Not unless you move that,
Steve-o.” Stewart said, pointing at the trashcan propping the door
open.

Steve dragged the trashcan
back into the building and tested to door to make sure that the
lock activated.

Stewart managed to pull up the security log
on the computer. “As of right now I see twenty entries of people
who should be in this building. That leaves twenty unaccounted
for.”

“No, no eighteen, no wait,
two guys in the bathroom, that’s sixteen left unaccounted for. Let
us see that list; Bob - dead, Fred –undead and ditto for Nancy. I
think that guy in the bathroom was named Rod, not sure, but there
is a Rod Uberton on the list so that was probably him. Plus the guy
on the toilet, I didn’t look, but I’m sure he was hamburger meat,
anyway Rod, undead and dead again.”

“Hey, is there a function
that allows you to deny all access? If there is, we could lock up
the building so that no one else gets in or out.”

“I don’t know, Steve, if I
want to be locked in here,” Max offered, “and what if someone who
isn’t…isn’t one of them wants to get in and needs our help, what
then?”

“Fuck 'em. It’s not our
problem. Let them find their own building I say.”

“What do you think?” Max
said, looking at Stewart for support.

“I don’t know if I want to
be locked in either. I highly doubt that our friends, the undead,
are smart enough to break in and if I were on my way to work and
found myself being chased by a few of those things and expected my
card key to work, only to find my ass hanging in the wind I’d be
pretty pissed off. Before we let anyone else in, we need to make
damn sure that they are not going to want a bite out of us,
agreed?”

“No shit?” Steve said,
sarcastically.

“No shit. Alright, let’s all go check the
remaining doors and then figure out where’s the best place to hold
up and defend if need be.” Stewart announced standing up from
behind the desk.

Max could not believe that
he was trapped and unable to reach his family. It made him
impatient; really impatient, as if each minute that slipped by put
one more zombie between him and his family. He was convinced so
easily to stay put and for that, he felt guilty. Was he being
selfish, putting his own safety before that of his family? Max
forced himself not to think about it, there was nothing he could do
now other than make sure that he survived long enough to give
himself a chance to see his family again. That is all he wanted, a
chance.

As the three of them began
their check of the building, the security log registered a
twenty-fourth entry. Nancy Wieden, Director of Marketing
Department, seven thirteen, East Door Interior Card Reader,
Approved. Nancy was hungry and somewhere in the back of her mind,
she remembered leaving the building when she ate, clients. The
blood and flesh she was able to consume from Bob had partially
restored her. It had given her a portion of her memory back and
allowed her to think in a slow, sluggish way. She recalled having
breakfasts, lunches, and dinners with clients, new and old. That is
what someone in marketing does. Yes, and she had been damn good at
her job. She needed to find a client in the worst way and fast. She
could already feel Bob’s energy slipping away. With one high heel
missing and Max’s favorite shirt covered in drying blood, Nancy
started her lopsided walk across the parking lot.

The search for new clients had begun.

 


 



Chapter 6

 


The first stop was Max’s cube. Steve elected
to stay at his cube a dozen feet away so long as Officer Stewart
stayed halfway between both areas, with her gun drawn and ready for
trouble.

'Another Stevism, making
friends and influencing people,' thought
Max. Safely in his cube, Max went through his desk drawers looking
for the work out clothing he usually kept there. 'It has been awhile; maybe I brought that stuff home? Nope?
Ah-ha! Oh no.' Max had not brought his
work out clothing home, a pair of shorts, running shoes and a gray
t-shirt was awaiting him, the problem was the shirt, one of those
funky sayings he was pretty sure was not too appropriate for the
day’s events, ‘Smile, at least your alive!’ Somewhere back in his
head he remembered picking up several of these lame t-shirts at a
Christian church yard sale, all of the logos tried really hard to
make a concise, political zinger, all of them were pretty close to
‘Smile, at least your alive’. It was even worse that the spelling
for ‘you’re’ was ‘your’, which was another reason Max bought the
thing in the first place. Sarah had thought he was being pretty
vicious and sarcastic about it and had threatened to throw it out
if she ever caught him wearing it again. Hence, it was regulated to
the work exercise-clothing bin.

“Fuck.”

“What is wrong Max?” Stewart asked.

“Ah nothing, nada, just my workout clothes
kind suck, but given the alternative, I will take 'em. Hey Steve
don’t suppose you have a spare t-shirt I can have?”

Steve prairie dogged over the cube and said,
“Nope, only losers work out at work, I hit the gym every day at
four thirty before I come in.”

“Every day?” Stewart asked
sarcastically.

“Now that you mention it, can we head over
to the company gym so I can at least shower off real quick?”

“Abso-lute-a-mente,
compadre. I would insist myself, you might get brained if someone
who was not your close personal friend saw you right now. I will
use the phone in the loser workout room while you shower. Officer
Stewart, have I mentioned I am single? You can look in on both of
us while I am calling from the list and you are showering off the
blood.” said Steve.

“Single? You don't say,
Steve. I wonder why you haven't been pulled out of circulation by
some lucky lady,” to Max Stewart said, “Don’t worry Max one of you
two will have your back covered.”

“See?” said Steve, “She likes me
already.”

“Say Max is Steve looking
like a zombie to you? He is starting to look a little gray around
the throat and face to me. Plus, he is spewing ‘zingers’ worthy of
someone without any brains… Yeah I better cap him before he attacks
us.” Stewart starts to swing her gun around.

“Whoa! Whoa! I was
kidding!” Steve ducked back under his cube wall, after a second or
two he said, “Let’s get going, alright? It is bad enough we have to
wait around for shower boy and time is a wasting.”

“Team players gotta love
‘em.” said Stewart.

They made their way to the
company showers, bat, gun and a golf club that had magically
appeared in Steve’s hand as he emerged from his cube, at the ready.
Along the way, Max asked Stewart if she had a first name as
referring to her, as ‘Officer Stewart’ was getting tedious. Stewart
beamed at him and said, “You can call me Jane.” Turning to Steve,
she said, “But ‘Officer Stewart’ or ‘ma'am’ will work just fine for
you.”

The trip to the gym was
mercifully short; it was located just down the hall, through the
main receiving dock. The door leading to the men’s room required a
three button code to get in. “What’s the super-secret code?” asked
Jane.

“Two-One-Three.” replied Max.

With a click, the door
opened and Jane, lead the two men inside. Max ducked down and
checked under the single stall and then in each of the two shower
stalls, empty. Thank God for small favors! He stripped quickly and
fired up the shower, a few minutes later he was drying off and
poking among all the unlocked lockers looking for some other
t-shirt to wear. He came across an old sweater with the 'Corn
Huskers' logo on it, ugh! Max was not that desperate, the heat was
bad enough, but wearing a Nebraska team sweatshirt was liable to
get him brained on general principle here in Buffalo territory.
Sighing Max pulled his 'Smile at least your alive' shirt over his
head and moved out into the gym, heading for the loading dock where
he could hear Steve was arguing with Jane… again.

“All I am saying is not all
these people are dead, twenty one calls and no answers? They ran
and hid somewhere, we need to get on the PA system and call
everyone to the main entrance or one of your conference rooms,”
shot Jane.

“Fuck that, they are
deaders, leave ‘em and let’s make a break for my ride. We can get
out of here then and go check on Max’s family, then head for the
hills.”

“Oh, c’mon Steve, just use the PA and call
everyone to the conference room.” Max said.

Stewart examined Max
briefly, “Nice shirt. At least you don’t look like a butcher
anymore. Steve doesn’t know how to use the PA system and he is
worried that maybe the dead can understand some words and will meet
us wherever we announce. Now that you’re here, you can use the PA
and get us rolling. YOU’RE. Get it?”

Steve snorted and Max
looked a little embarrassed then said, “Ah, I don’t know how to use
the PA either. I picked it up as a joke; at least it is a hundred
percent blood free. Who is on the list of people who came in today?
Are any admin assistants?”

Steve looked down the list,
“Well, well, we do have one ‘Miss Amelia Bryon’; she is
Kirkpatrick’s assistant on the second floor. Or was; she ain’t
answering her phone.”

“Try again. Didn’t you hit on her at the
last company party? I seem to recall something about…”

“Yeah, yeah, let’s mention
how Steve got shot down again. C’mon, man I was two months out of
my divorce! The phone is ringing,” holding the phone out to Max,
“See? No answer, she is a goner.”

“Nah, she is probably holed
up in Kirkpatrick’s office, this is perfect he has like the biggest
office on the second floor and it looks over the main entrance and
into the parking lot, so we can see when the national guard gets
here, makes sense to go there anyway, eh?”

“Ah, I still say we make a run for the
parking lot and our cars, once in our cars we should be safe, we
can just run anyone down who gets in our way.” said Steve.

“Steve! Come on!”

“Fine.” Steve hung up the phone.

On the other end, a voice
finally answered, too late for Steve to hear.

“Hello? Is anybody there?
Kirkpatrick has gone crazy he…he’s noticed me! Help me! Send help!
Oh God! Stay away from me!”

 


 



Chapter 7

 


Nancy’s memory was like
sand slipping through her fingers. Images freely came and went. Was
she married? Did she have a family? Where did she live? For a few
minutes, if she concentrated hard enough she could remember an
apartment or a loft. The floor plan was wide open, must have been a
loft, she thought. She could see that it was decorated just like a
page out of a Pottery Barn catalog. Rich wood floors, brick walls
adorned with trendy black and white pictures of people and places.
Nancy couldn’t remember if she had taken those pictures, or were
they people she knew, family maybe? Had she been to any of those
places? She just could not remember.

Those thoughts were too
distant. Her short-term memory served her better. She had forced
herself to come into work early that day. She usually spent several
nights a week entertaining clients and rarely arrived at the office
any earlier than ten. As head of her department, she had a
substantial expense account that she used to retain current clients
as well as lure new business. It had taken her a while to adjust to
the marketing lifestyle, lots of smiling, listening to stories you
could care less about, eating, drinking, flirting, presentations,
making deals on a promise and a handshake, and this was all part of
the job.

When someone was stupid
enough to ask her how old she was Nancy would answer, forty-one,
when in truth she was almost forty-seven. Appearances were a major
plus in her job so she routinely exercised and regularly visited
the salon to have those gray hairs dyed brown. Nancy was taller
than the average woman was and she liked to wear high heels to
increase her height. For some reason it made her feel more
powerful, more in control of her surroundings.

Nancy traditionally worked
long hours and had promised herself that she was going to make the
three-day weekend into four days of rest and relaxation. In order
to do this, she had a few loose ends that she needed to take care
of and had decided to be in before any of her staff
arrived.

Her inbox had shown
thirty-three unread emails. ‘Shit,’
this would slow her down. Nancy started
addressing the important ones and simply deleted everything else.
She was not accustomed to how quiet her office was that morning.
Usually the phone would be ringing, Peggy, her admin assistant,
would be standing at her door waiting for approval to enter and
discuss some pending issue. All Nancy could hear was the hum of her
computer and the gurgling of the coffee pot on Peggy’s desk.
Usually Nancy would have stopped on her way in at the local coffee
shop and bought her caffeine, but nothing had been open so she
would have to make do with Peggy’s private stash.

Nancy soon became absorbed
in her work. She needed the second quarter financial reports from
last year. They should be in the top drawer of Peggy’s file
cabinet. As she rose from her desk, Nancy could hear the last drips
of coffee falling into the pot. Perfect. She would multi-task, grab
a cup, the reports, and life would be good.

The first part of her plan worked out but
when she opened the file where the reports should have been all she
found was a yellow sticky note with Peggy’s handwriting.

‘Fred borrowed
06/28/05’

It didn’t surprise her to
find Peggy’s note. She always created a paper trail. That’s why
they made such a good team. Peggy was meticulous and Nancy shot
from the hip. Peggy had been Nancy’s best hire. She had great
people skills, was very organized, and a great self-motivator. At
first, Nancy wondered if Peggy was a threat to her career. That she
might somehow be a Nancy-in-training. However, she would remind
herself that Peggy was just an administrative assistant and that
made her feel better. The only fault that Nancy found with Peggy
was that she was younger and prettier. Nancy knew that it was more
of a weakness within herself but nevertheless she couldn’t help but
hold it against Peggy.

“Not a problem, more time to suck in this
sweet caffeine.” Nancy told herself as she placed both hands around
the cup feeling the radiating warmth. She strolled out of her
office and headed down the hall to the accounting department. Her
high heels clicked on the floor tiles.

Nancy was confident that
she would be able to find the file because Fred, being an
accountant, was borderline insane when it came to neatness. “Hell,
the file probably had its own private corner of his desk all to
itself,” she mused.

Immediately Nancy knew
something was wrong when she arrived at the entrance to the
accounting department. Papers were strewn about the commercial
grade carpeting. The bamboo plant that usually sat on the stand
outside Fred’s office had been knocked to the floor. A pizza box
lay on its side with the remaining slices of pepperoni laying on
the carpet.

Nancy felt her heartbeat
rise. “Fuck me; Fred had a stroke or a heart attack. Poor bastard
was probably working late when it hit him and there was no one
around to help. What a way to go.”

The light to his office was
off. That and the idea of Fred sprawled across is neatly organized
desk scared the hell out of her. Nancy knew she had to find out
what truly happened to see if there was anything, she could do to
help and yet she still stood in the hallway with her fresh coffee
warming her hands.

It was time. She had to do
something, ‘Be a big girl and just get it
over with.’ Nancy convinced herself. She
took a step and froze dead in her tracks. There was a popping
sound, like someone snapping bubble wrap between their
fingers.

“What the f….” she whispered. Nancy could
feel the sweat under her arms and down her neck. Looking down she
could see that the sharp point from the heel of her shoe had
punctured a piece of paper causing the sound.

“Big brave Nancy” she mumbled and relaxed a
bit.

Fred’s door was closed. This was the fun
part. Nancy grasped the doorknob and pushed it open. The office was
in the same state as the common area she had just walked through.
Papers, office supplies, trash, reference books, all lined the
floor. Fred was sitting in his chair, upright, mouth open, head
cocked back, eyes staring at the acoustic ceiling tiles, as though
he had fallen asleep in his chair, but with his eyes open.

“F-fred…”

At the sound of Nancy’s
voice, his head snapped forward. Fred started to stand
up.

“Fred. What the hell happened? You ok?”

When he did not answer, she
took a step backwards. Pop.

“Fred!”

His hand dragged along the desk knocking
more papers to the floor as he continued toward Nancy. She took
another step back. Pop.

“I swear to god Fred if you don’t…”

Right before he lunged at
her, Nancy could see Fred’s lips pull back and expose his yellowish
teeth. Nancy flung the hot coffee into Fred’s face. In slow motion,
she watched him pass by her and slam into the wall next to where
she was standing. She did not hear his expected screams of pain nor
did he even bother to bring his hands to his face. He bounced off
the wall and stood there, dim eyes moving side to side.

'Get the fuck out of
here!' her mind screamed and her legs
listened. Nancy spun around and sprinted towards the hall. She
could hear footsteps shuffling through the debris behind her. She
ran back to her office and slammed the door shut. The whole wall
shuddered from the impact of the door.

She dialed the police and
an operator came on almost instantly. “Yes, help, please send
help,” she breathed into the phone. “What? No, I was attacked by
Fred.” 'Shit, what did Fred mean to an
emergency operator? Get a hold of yourself!' She thought.

“Yes sir, he is still in
the building. No, I am in my office with the door closed. Yes, you
have it correct, the MAC building. I am on the first floor. No, I
am all alone. No, all the doors to the outside are locked until
seven thirty. The main entrance? You would need a key card, or
someone to let you in. I don’t give a fuck I’m not leaving my
office, tell them break one down. Yes, I understand but I’m telling
you I’m not leaving.”

Her whole body was sweating
now; her heart was busy pumping blood to her vital survival organs,
her head, arms and legs. With the phone still to her ear, she
reached across desk and snatched a Kleenex from the box.

Every muscle in her body froze. She could
see Fred’s bloated pale face pressed against the pane of glass
adjacent to her door. This design was standard for all MAC
executives. It allowed them to have their door closed for privacy
but still see into the common areas.

Fred’s eyes were completely swollen shut and
yet his head still followed her every movement.

“Holy fucking shit! He is here! He is right
here!” She yelled at the operator.

The doorknob turned but
stopped short of releasing the lock holding it. The door started to
rattle in its frame.

“Screw you; I’m not going
to die talking to some asshole!” Nancy said as she slammed the
phone down. The operator had all of her information and she wasn’t
going to take a chance that the police would arrive in time, or if
they even could get into the building without someone letting them.
She needed to find someone to let them in or better yet, bash the
shit out of Fred.

She sat down behind her
computer and brought up the company phone list while Fred continued
to work at opening the door. Fuck. She never got in this early and
had no idea who might be here. The phone list was alphabetical by
department. Nancy skipped accounting and dialed the Budgeting
departments main line - no answer. Contracts - no answer. Human
Resources - no answer.

She didn’t know how long to
let the phone ring before giving up. This was not working. She had
to do something else. Wait. She turned from her computer and looked
out the window scanning the parking lot for familiar cars. Near the
front entrance, she saw a black Honda Accord, its lights flashed
twice and the alarmed beeped letting the owner know that all was
safe and secure. The owner then put the keys into his pocket and
proceeded towards the front door.

Outside of her office, one
of Fred's hands twisted the doorknob enough to release the catch,
the door swung open under his next flailing blow.

Nancy slammed her hands on
her office window to try to get the Honda owner’s attention but he
continued down the sidewalk not noticing. Quickly she released the
lock on the window, it would only tilt out half way but it was
enough for her to fit her head through.

“Help! You've got to help me!” She screamed
out the opening.

This got Bob’s attention.

“What’s wrong? Where are you?” Bob yelled
back.

“Hurry! H…”

Nancy disappeared from view
as she was pulled back into the building, screaming as Fred dragged
her inside.

 


 



Chapter 8

 


Amelia’s day had started
as any other; she headed in to the office early, to beat the seven
A.M. rush, stopping along the way to get her and Mr. Fitz
Kirkpatrick, her boss, their favorite brews at a coffee shop. She
was always reimbursed for the coffee and Fitz, let her charge her
entire trip into the company at thirty-six cents a mile, plus the
cost of the coffee to his expense account, a win-win for everyone.
She liked Fitz, he knew she had gotten the job on both her ability
to make order out of chaos and her trim, fit body that indicated
Fitz was a player in the MAC company politics. He even took her on
two company trips, she had been half expecting a pass or maybe a
demand for a sexual favor, one she may or may not have declined,
and she was a free agent after all. Although Fitz was as old as her
father was, the man oozed charisma and charm. He never even made a
play for her and after the first trip, she decided she did indeed
loved him exactly how he was and their relationship grew closer in
a father-daughter kind of way. He even reprimanded that guy Steve
in front of everyone at the company holiday party, Amelia would
never forget it, “Steve, back off, everyone is trying to have fun
here.” With extra sarcasm on the ‘Everyone’, thinking of it still
made Amelia smile.

The second trip with Fitz,
his wife had come along and she was a trophy in her own right, but
that is not all she was. In her, Amelia discovered the woman behind
the man in power, if anything she played politics more viciously
than Fitz ever did and when she saw Amelia it took her about twenty
seconds to decide to bring Amelia ‘into the fold’. The minor
benefits soon followed and started added up, Amelia knew the
connections that woman had and it never ceased to amaze her. She
was only attending college in the evenings because of Mrs.
Kirkpatrick.

Arriving at work Amelia
dropped her purse into her desk drawer and headed into Fitz’s
office after knocking softly once, their pre-arranged signal. She
backed into his office using her behind to push the door open, as
both hands were full of coffee then turned to put Fitz’s coffee on
his desk, as she sat it down she froze. Kirkpatrick had blood on
his arm; add to that he was sitting on his desk at an unnatural
angle. His dull eyes tracked her movement and seemed to focus on
her in a strange way that made Amelia recoil in fear.

“Fitz…Fitz what happened,
what is wrong. Oh, my God I am calling an ambulance. Don’t die,
don’t die!” Kirkpatrick slowly stood in his chair, the chair he had
finally succumbed to un-death’s harsh embrace only twenty minutes
before and started to climb over the desk towards Amelia, a groan
escaping his throat.

Amelia backpedaled bumping
into the door from his office and stammering, “Fitz…stay,
st-st-stay right th-there, I ww-will call an ambulance and g-get
you h-help.” Her voice shrunk to a whimper, “No Fitz, stop.
Stop...”

Amelia turned and fled the
office closing the door behind her. She then raced behind her desk
and stood watching the door, somehow knowing Fitz would be trapped
inside his office, knowing he could not open the door handle
anymore, not in his condition. She squeaked out a cry worthy of a
mouse when the handle slowly started to turn. Then ducked and hid
under her desk, pulling her chair in as far as it would go after
her. Thankfully, her desk front went all the way down to the floor
something she really liked as she could kick off her shoes when she
was working during the day. Thinking of which brought to the fore
front of her mind the fact that she was sitting uncomfortably on a
spare pair under the desk, she maneuvered slightly to get them out
from under her then froze when she heard the door swing open from
Fitz’s office. She heard her former boss step-shuffle-step away
from her, heading towards the hall and elevator and thought she was
in the clear when the phone on her desk started ringing. Between
rings she held her breath and listened for footsteps, they appeared
to be heading back her way; mercifully, the phone stopped
ringing, ‘Praise the lord and voice mail
too.’ She thought hysterically to herself,
as she tried not to breath. The footsteps stopped a few feet from
her desk. She heard the low grunts that Fitz had been making come
from above her desktop, she heard the papers and her ‘in’ box being
shoved around then some paper and pens fell off the back of her
desk, making her flinch, then the steps started to move away again.
Amelia sighed quietly and relaxed, then jumped again as her hand
was burned by the hot coffee cup she had somehow retained for her
entire flight from Fitz’s office. Shrugging she took a sip.
'Fucking good.' She
thought, 'This is the taste of
life!' In that moment, she felt more alive
than she had in a long time.

As she was reveling in her
victory her phone started to ring again, and ring, and ring, and
ring, it did not cut off after four rings as it should have, but
continued to ring, she did not hear any grunts or footsteps
returning to her desk and in a brief, maniac moment, Amelia jumped
up and grabbed her phone. She saw Fitz as she rose; he was only ten
feet away and between her and the elevator, worse he was coming
right towards her. This phone call had better have been worth it,
hopefully it was the police, the army, or building
security.

“Hello? Is anybody there, Kirkpatrick’s gone
crazy he…he’s noticed me! Help me! Send help! Oh God! Stay away
from me!” It took her a second to realize she was speaking to a
dial tone.

 


 



Chapter 9

 


Nancy remembered the
terrible panic she felt when Fred’s teeth punctured the skin above
her right ankle. At first, she had felt no pain. Much like when you
touch a hot stove, your body automatically jerks your hand away to
prevent further damage. Nancy tried to pull her leg free from his
grasp but Fred had a firm hold on her. He worked his jaw up and
down tearing flesh with each bite.

It didn’t take long for the
pain to become very real. She could feel Fred’s teeth scraping
against her shinbone like a hungry dog chewing on a treat. He had
pulled her from the window and they were both lying on the floor,
Nancy, face down on her stomach. Fred resembled a child at a picnic
eating a piece of corn on the cob. He too was face down with his
elbows braced against the floor, hands securely holding her. When
Nancy felt her Achilles tendon snap and roll up into a ball inside
what was left of her calf muscle her vision went pink and then
black. She willingly let her body go into shock and passed
out.

Fred had not been dead long
and the energy he absorbed from Nancy crashed upon his body like a
strong ocean wave. It was as if he had been awakened from a deep
sleep. He was still almost completely blind from Nancy’s coffee and
yet, he could see colors, energy. Fred did not need his eyes to see
this energy as much as he could feel it. It radiated like thermal
heat patterns he had seen on the nightly weather forecasts. Fred
looked down, he was holding something, as he stared it went from a
bright red color to, orange, yellow, green, and then a deep blue.
His black fingers contrasted against the color of the thing he held
as if he seized a fluorescent light bulb. His whole body radiated
this black, ghostly energy.

Even though Fred could already start to feel
his new energy fading, he had fed on enough to make himself feel
better, much better. It was like the best rush he had ever
experienced. He got to his feet. He had to find more. He scanned
the room. The computer had a green tinge, outside Nancy’s office
the coffee pot was a burning red, and rest of the room was cool
blackish violet color.

Fred was drawn to the hot
red of the coffee pot and he eagerly started moving towards it. He
was close to his destination when he was forced to a sudden stop.
Fred looked down to see what was blocking his path. In his hands,
he still clutched Nancy’s leg. It had gone from blue to the same
blackish violet color that radiated throughout the room.
Unknowingly he had been dragging her body. She had flipped over
onto her back and upper body had become wedged between her office
door and its frame. He watched as the remaining color from her body
vanished, she was now as black as he was.

Fred forced his hands to release their grip
and continued towards the red energy. The coffee blistered his
throat but he felt no pain nor did he receive the same rush as he
had experienced from Nancy. Confused he dropped the coffee pot to
the ground.

Fred thought about waiting
for Peggy to arrive, he desired her as much as ever but in a much
different way. Somewhere in his malfunctioning mind, he knew that
the woman was supposed to be here. Peggy would have the same energy
as Nancy. In the end, Fred couldn’t wait that long, he needed to
feed. There was nothing left in the Marketing Department that
attracted Fred’s attention so he decided to see what the rest of
the building had to offer. He stepped into the hallway looking for
that delicious red energy.

 


 



Chapter 10

 


 Max took the lead heading up to the second floor, with
Officer Stewart behind him and Steve bringing up the rear. It came
as a surprise that Steve did not make any remarks about Stewart’s
ass, which probably saved his life. As they approached, the second
floor landing high above them in the stairwell the fourth floor
door swung open. They could all hear a shuffling sound on the top
landing, but could not quite see anything. Max switched to, a
slower, quieter pace and listened intently as he approached the
door leading to the second floor. The shuffling sound continued
above them.

“Should we yell out?”

“Fuck that, no way,” said
Steve.

“We don’t know that they are zombified yet,
they might be human.”

“We can’t leave them in our
exit, either Steve.” whispered Officer Stewart, “What if we have to
make a hasty retreat; we don’t want to be dealing with this guy in
the stairway.”

“Look, he or she or it will
hear us on the PA, I’ll watch the stairwell from Kirkpatrick’s
office and if no one comes out the door we know we have zombie
issues here, right? Why find trouble?”

Max found both arguments
reasonable; however, he was in favor of just yelling up the
stairwell to see if he got a response.

“Wait, what if I snuck up the stairs for a
peak? I could motion to whomever it is to get them to join us if
they are still human?”

“Hmmm… It should be me, I have the gun.”
stated Stewart.

“No-no, I should go, I have
a bat, and it would be easy enough to whack someone if they are
shambling along, right? Almost no danger at all.”

“Yeah like the bathroom?”

“Hey! I didn’t know what I was up against
then! Plus I had dropped my bat!”

“Fine, fine if you think you can handle it
go ahead and go…”

“Hello!?” a man’s voice called from the top
floor landing, “Is someone down there?”

“Oh sure, see! You let it know we are here!”
whispered Steve angrily.

“What are talking about,
the guy is alive, and he is calling for us. Why are we still
whispering?”

They all heard someone coming down the
stairs, “I can see you there. Why won’t you answer me?”

Sure enough the trio saw a face peering down
at them through the railings, the face stopped coming down the
stairs, waiting for an answer.

“Sure we are here,” said
Stewart, “Who are you? I am Officer Stewart, with the Denver
P.D..”

“A police officer!
Friggin-a! You gotta come up here, old man Sawyer went insane and
killed Rhonda Pulcher and attacked me! I locked him in the break
room; he does not seem to be thinking too well and can’t get out.
Come on!”

“No, you come here, where
we can see you. Sawyer will have to wait we are trying to get to
somewhere else. We have to do one thing at a time right now that is
it, come on down here. What is your name?”

The figure coming down the
stairs was a young male, maybe twenty-two; he had brown hair and a
straight, lanky build. He had an I.D. card and name badge, but it
was still too far away to be read. He came forward slowly, but
steadily and seemed to be favoring one arm. His pant leg on one
side was coated with blood.

“I’m Tom. Tom Eby. I work in ITC,
networking. Who are these guys?”

“I am Max, this is Steve,
we work for George Gains down in Licensing, and I think you reset
my password for me about two months ago when I locked myself out,
you work night’s right? What happened to your arm and
leg?”

“Gains, yeah, I keep the
batch processes going and help out any of the early birds who have
problems in the morning. Sawyer friggin’ grabbed my leg and tried
to bite me. Bite me! Couldn’t believe what I saw, I saw him
munching down on Rhonda in the break room, I went to go back out
and slipped on all the blood, none of it is mine, but it made a
mess. Anyway, I punched Sawyer in the face, musta broke his nose,
cause he backed right off and let me go. I crawled out the door and
slammed it behind me. You know that file cabinet by the break room?
No? Yeah you probably don’t get up to the fourth floor too much.
Anyway, Joe and Frank blocked me in the break room one night as a
joke by moving that cabinet in front of the door. I just heaved it
over, I got it about halfway over the door and Sawyer couldn't get
out. I think I sprained my shoulder.”

“You were alone in ITC?
Where were Joe and, uh, Frank?” asked Max, struggling to remember
the people who operated the help desk during the day.

“They called in sick last
night, leaving me and Sawyer to hold down the fort, it was kinda
busy too, with only two of us. Anyway, Sawyer took off about six
for a break and never came back, no big deal the last batch jobs
ended around five-thirty so we were in the dead phase of the shift
until the early people got in, even then it is pretty slow this
time of day. I was supposed to be off by now and I wanted to go
home, but no one came in, no one called in either. I hated leaving
the TC, uh, Tech Center, empty, but I had to go, I am, or was,
tired. That is when I found Sawyer and Rhonda. I went back to the
TC and could not get a line out, all busy. I texted one of my local
buddies and told her to call the cops for me, cause I could not get
through to them by voice, she said she did.” To Stewart he said, “I
thought you were them. I guess it really doesn’t matter, you’re
here now.”

Max quickly went through
what the rest of them had been through and explained that they were
trying to get to Kirkpatrick’s office. Tom had no weapons with him.
After a brief debate, they decided to continue to Kirkpatrick’s
office and see if they could figure out how to operate the PA
system.

 


 



Chapter 11

 


Like Fred, Nancy had the
same ability to “see” energy. All of the undead did. It was not
like some sort of x-ray vision, nor was it purely thermal vision.
Like the living, the newly un-dead could not see though walls or
other obstacles. Nancy could still use her normal vision since her
eyes had yet to decompose. She found that she could switch from
normal vision to her new ability as easy as, well, a blink of the
eye.

The entire world around
her generated some sort of energy from the hot glowing red to the
cool uninteresting black. There were several ghost-like black
figures in the MAC Co. parking lot. That’s what the dead looked
like, shadowy black figures containing no energy what so ever. The
dead were the only things that were completely black, even stone
and other inanimate objects generated some sort of dull energy. The
living - now, they were a different story altogether. Their energy
patterns were a striking rainbow colored non-pattern that simply
looked edible and beckoned to be savored, slowly.
'Taste the rainbow' Nancy thought, 'Ironic.'

Bob’s energy wasn't enough;
it had been like a drug and she wanted more. Nancy forced her stiff
muscles into action and she started walking. She moved as though it
was the day after she had just completed a marathon. She felt no
pain but the muscles throughout her entire body were so stiff and
tight that she was forced to hobble along like an old woman. When
Nancy reached DTC Boulevard, she stopped and hid behind a dumpster
so that she could survey the area. The air was full of sounds,
ambulance sirens, distant gunshots, explosions, screams. Nancy
could see a handful of black shapes staggering in the streets. The
dead were greatly outnumbered by the living. However the chaos was
starting, Nancy could see it. Those who fled the buildings first
tried to escape using their cars. One accident led to another and
as the streets became clogged, they had no option but to abandon
their vehicles and try their luck on foot. This made it easier for
a zombie to find a meal.

When she looked up into the
windows of the tall office buildings that surrounded her Nancy
could see bright patches of energy standing there, watching the
spectacle unfold below them.

Nancy joined them and watched the action for
several hours until her burning hunger finally forced her out of
hiding. By this time, the number of dead walking the streets had
significantly increased and she decided it was time for her to join
them.

Everywhere she looked
abandoned cars littered the street. She switched over to her
special vision. Two blocks away she could see several black figures
surrounding two cars that had crashed head on. As the black figures
moved around the cars, Nancy could see flashes of bright red and
orange energy trapped in one of the cars.

“Yummy,” she
whispered.

On her way to the fresh
meal, Nancy caught her reflection in the back window of a sports
utility vehicle. She paused, taking in the sight. Her brown hair
was still neatly pulled back into a ponytail and her face looked
pale but not too unnatural. She had a few blue veins below her eyes
but nothing too extreme. Surprisingly, the only aspect of her face
that sickened her was how Bob’s blood around her mouth and nose
contrasted against her pale skin. Nancy knew what she had done to
Bob and yet the sight of his blood on her face caused her to feel
nauseous. Perhaps, there was still something left living inside of
her, some small bit of humanity.

Her hunger shook Nancy away
from any philosophical thoughts she might have hand and took her
back to reality. Hunger was stronger than guilt. Nancy looked past
her reflection and inside the SUV; she saw a tire iron. She opened
the back tailgate and grabbed the weapon. Using the back of her
sleeve, she wiped as much of the drying blood from her face as she
could. Nancy even released a few hairs from the ponytail and let
them drape about her face the way she had done when she was one of
the living.

With her focus returned,
Nancy moved toward the two cars. There were three black figures
slowly pawing at the windows of the Volkswagen Bug. The zombies,
intent on the prize trapped inside, did not notice Nancy’s
approach. She strode up behind one of the figures and raised the
heavy metal bar. With one quick downward motion, she collapsed the
zombie’s skull and it fell motionless to the pavement. The other
two zombies noticed their fallen comrade and looked at Nancy. They
saw her blackness, confused they returned their attention to the
person in vehicle. Nancy easily disposed of the other two figures
the same way she had the first. Their skulls crumpling under the
blows from the tire iron.

“Thank you!” said a voice from inside the
Volkswagen.

Nancy could see a young woman. She was
wearing jeans and a black tank top. On the seat next to her was a
pink purse the shape and size of a small bowling bag and the
familiar green apron that employees of a local coffee shop wore.
The girl had apparently been on her way to work when her world
collapsed around her. Nancy wondered how long the girl had been
trapped inside the car.

“Hurry, we’ve got to get
out of here before more of those things show up.” Nancy instructed
the girl. Her own voice sounded sluggish and hoarse as spoke. Would
the girl be suspicious?

For a moment the young woman studied Nancy,
she didn’t look like the things that had attack her and yet she
didn’t look completely normal either. Her instincts yelled at her
not to trust Nancy.

Looking over the top of the bug Nancy told
the girl, “Come on, I see some more coming, we’ve got to get out of
here now!”

Nancy’s words apparently convinced the girl
because she opened the door.

“Thanks again, you saved my
life.” she said, starting to step out of the bug.

“Yeah, I suppose I did…so I guess it belongs
to me now.”

Nancy violently pushed the
girl back into the vehicle and pinned her face down on the front
seat. With her hands on the girl's back and oblivious to the girls
screams for mercy, Nancy paused for a second wondering if she would
feel the same guilt for what she was about to do to as she had for
Bob. Her hunger was stronger than any guilt she would ever have and
she sunk her teeth into young woman’s neck and began feeding on her
beautiful flesh. As she ate, Nancy felt her body fill with
energy.

When she had taken all that she could eat
Nancy fell backwards out of the car and onto the road next to it.
She lay there letting the girl’s energy rip through her body like
the most incredible orgasm she had ever felt.

Nancy had taken the black and white photos
that decorated her loft. She had been an amateur photographer. She
remembered now. It was a loft too, not an apartment or house. Nancy
thought it was located in downtown Denver not too far from the
Coors Field baseball stadium but she couldn’t be sure.

From her vantage point,
Nancy could see a few of the living still standing at the office
windows surrounding the intersection. Nancy laughed and imagined
that they had watched the whole event unfold like some sick reality
television show. How long had they watched the trapped girl only to
see Nancy devour her? Were they taking bets and exchanging money
right now? The ones who bet she would be rescued paying off those
who took the odds that she would die?

Nancy ran her hands up and
down her body. It felt good. Her muscles still felt lethargic but
they were getting firmer and stronger. Her thoughts were almost
normal now, the molasses she had been thinking through before was
almost gone. After a few moments of enjoying her new good feelings,
Nancy’s enjoyment was interrupted. Standing above her was a black
figure, the coffee girl she had just consumed.

Nancy studied the girl for
a while. The once bright red and orange energy that flowed through
the girl was now completely gone. Nancy did not know how but she
felt a connection with the young woman.

“Help me up.” she instructed the girl and
stretched out her arm. The young woman did as she was told and
pulled Nancy to her feet.

“What is your name?” she asked the girl. The
young woman just stood there blankly staring back at her.

“Can’t speak, eh, coffee
girl? It’s just as well.” Somehow understanding, the coffee girl
slowly nodded exposing the terrible wound Nancy had
inflicted.

“Come with me, we’ve got to do something
about that.”

 


 



Chapter 12

 


Steve pushed the door open and stepped down
the hallway towards Kirkpatrick’s office, with Max, Stewart and Tom
trailing him closely. Once everyone was in the hallway Steve
stopped and pointed to the floor down near the end of the hall,
there was blood on it.

“Stewart, it looks like you
get to earn your pay now, ma'am.”

Officer Stewart scowled at
Steve and stepped in front of him; while her back was turned, a
high-pitched scream came from behind her. To her credit, Stewart
just turned, dropped into a lower profile and ducked to the right.
Max did just the opposite. He jumped six inches into the air,
pivoted to the left and almost dropped his trusty bat. It was all
he could do not to become a babbling idiot. Steve, started in on
the “Wha-wha-what,” but quickly recovered and scowled at
Max.

Stewart immediately started a smooth glide
towards the screaming, almost jogging, but checking every opening
she went by with the coolness of a professional. Max followed as
close as he could, but lacked her precision, he only hoped she
found and took care of any ‘problems’ before he got there.

'So much for my macho
image,' he thought to himself,
'Long live the woman's rights
movement!'

The screaming started
getting louder and more persistent, Stewart's pace increased to a
quick jog. Max was the one who saw the woman dart out of a side
passage on an intercept course. Without even thinking, Max rushed
the older blonde haired woman getting ready to pounce on Stewart
from behind. He let out a battle cry and threw himself forward
swinging the bat as he went. He missed, completely woofed. STE-rike
one! However, his momentum carried him into the woman and as he
tripped and went down, he landed on the back of her legs, which
brought her down on top of Stewart's legs.

Time seemed to slow way
down for Max then, he dimly recalled hearing a gun go off, and
heard Tom and Steve yelling, as if they were three feet under
water. His vision was dominated by a half torn face of a woman who
could have been his mother, her grimacing visage turned towards him
as they fell together to the carpet. For one brief second in time
everything seemed frozen, just stopped. Then, as if someone turned
on a light switch, everything started again. Reality seemed to
speed up to double that of normal, as if it was in a hurry to make
up for the pause. Max, Stewart and the zombie woman went down in a
heap. Max caught the butt end of the bat in his groin and was
certain his entire body balanced upon that point for a good part of
eternity, before he teetered over. Stewart managed to pull her legs
out and to one side before Max landed hard on top of the zombie
woman.

'Funny'
Max thought, 'Normally I
would be moaning on the ground clutching at my racked balls crying
like a baby, but here I am still in the fight despite the
pain,' which was immediately followed
by, 'Stop thinking and kill this
bitch!'

It was par for the course
that he lost hold of the bat in his fall, but his arms and legs
still seemed to work okay, 'The head, the
head, gotta control this bitch’s head! With the bitey
parts!' he thought. He would be damned if
he would have his wife hear of how he was eaten by some zombie
grandma. Max pinned the zombie down and started screaming
incoherently, not sure, of how to hold her down and hold her head
in place at the same time.

“Duck!” He heard, and then
WHAM! He was hit right on the shoulder.

“Steve! You asshole! Stop
hitting me!” Max screamed.

“Get off the bitch you
stupid shit! Move your fucking ass off her! Duck! Duck!”

Max rolled off the zombie
barely in time and Steve’s driver hit the woman’s wrist. It broke
with a loud thunderous crunching sound. This freed up his hand and
Max moved it to try to control the woman’s head. This was a
mistake, as he soon learned; the woman started punching him in the
chest with her broken wrist and it hurt. She was forcing him
underneath her and Max heard Steve yelling, “Yeah, yeah line her up
for me buddy!”, so he continued the roll and let the woman on top
of him. Two gun shots went off, but the zombie on Max was not hit,
a second later, Steve’s club drove in the side of the zombie’s
head, sticking there, like a nail in a piece of wood. The zombie
twitched once, then twice, and then started moving
again.

Steve yelled, “Die bitch,
Die! Fucking die! Die! Die!” and pulled his club back. The zombie
stuck as it was on the end of his club went with his pull and this
freed Max to get to his hands and knees and look around for his
bat. By the time, he recovered his feet, bat in hand, Steve and Tom
had battered the old woman zombie into the next life, again. Max
looked for Stewart and did not see her anywhere, he moved down the
hallway into Kirkpatrick’s office area and spotted Stewart behind
the secretary’s desk, ass end out, she was talking to someone under
the desk. Kirkpatrick lay nearby; he had taken a gunshot to the
head.

“C’mon, lady, it's okay now, I put him down,
we are all normal out here. It will be alright, come out of
there.”

Slowly Stewart and the young secretary came
out from under the desk and stood up, Stewart did not stop moving
until they stood next to the office door with the desk between them
and the body, motioning for Max to stand in between them and the
corpse’s feet. Max moved over as Steve and Tom came down the
hallway.

“Shit, you didn’t have to
leave us there! What the hell was that all about? Team work people,
no ‘I’ and all that?” said Steve.

“You had it under control,
three on one? Three men in the prime of their lives versus one old
lady? I think she,” Stewart motioned with her eyes towards the
secretary, “needed more help to deal with her problem. What’s your
name Miss?”

“Amelia, my name is Amelia,
Officer. Thank you, thank you! I don’t know what happened to him,
he was so nice before, he never did anything like that. I mean he
was hurt and had blood on his arm, I don’t know what he was
doing!”

“He was a zombie Amelia,
old man Kirkpatrick joined the living dead and was gonna get
himself a bite of his secretary for breakfast.”

“Steve!” said Max and
Stewart together, but only Max continued, “That ain’t
helping!”

Stewart asked if anyone was
in Kirkpatrick’s office, Amelia nodded her head no and they all
went inside. One of the benefits of having an executive’s office
was a lock on the door; Max twisted it as soon as Tom had made his
way in. Stewart sat Amelia in one of the guest chairs, went over,
and got a cup of water for her from the sink.

“Drink this, take a breath
and try not to think too hard, we have to explain what is going on
and it is a lot to swallow.”

Amelia nodded and Stewart
began with the start of her day leading up to how she had ended up
at MAC Co. rescuing Max. She went on to summarize what she thought
was going on, people were turning into zombies, like in a B horror
flick and were trying to eat anyone alive that they caught, which
brought them to Kirkpatrick’s office.

“We want you to use the PA
on the phones to call everyone here, so maybe we can rescue more
people, and then come up with a plan on what we want to
do.”

Amelia let out a bitter laugh, “Use the PA?
That is why you came up here? You could have used it from any phone
in the building.”

Max and Steve looked a bit sheepish and
shrugging his good shoulder Tom said, “We don’t know how. Who would
any of us ever page?”

Amelia looked at him for a second, then
nodded and went over to the office phone and picked it up. “What do
you want me to say?”

“How about: ‘If you are
still alive come to Kirkpatrick’s office.’” suggested
Max.

“Good enough.” Amelia
pressed a couple buttons on the phone and said, “Attention all MAC
Co. personnel, this is a state of emergency, we are all gathering
at Kirkpatrick’s office. Please stop whatever you are doing and
come to Kirkpatrick’s office on the second floor immediately. His
extension is forty three - forty two if you need to call. Repeat:
gather at Kirkpatrick’s office right now on the second floor.
A-One.” Amelia hung up the phone.

“A-One? What was that for? Steak?” asked
Steve, edging out Max by maybe half a second.

“It is the security code for an emergency.
You didn’t know? Didn't you go to training? The codes are there to
let everyone know if it is an emergency or not. You really don’t
remember hearing them? Oh, by the way, I wouldn’t sit in that
chair, that’s where Kirkpatrick was when I found him.”

Steve jumped out of the chair as if it were
on fire and then tried to regain his composure by saying, “So now
what? Sit and wait? Should one of us go make coffee?”

Stewart looked him in the eye and said, “Why
thanks Steve, what a good idea! Why don’t you bring the whole pot
in when it is done? Move the old man’s body into another office
while you are at it too, would you?”

“Say, I wasn’t of… Sure,
sure thing. Any helpers? Max?”

“Fine, no problem, we are keeping this door
open though, okay?”

While Max and Steve made
coffee, people started to trickle to Kirkpatrick’s office and the
surrounding area. They made more coffee while they listened to the
survivor’s stories and gathered intelligence on where the last
zombies were seen, putting them up on Kirkpatrick’s white board.
After thirty minutes the office was downright crowded with
seventeen people, there were various ages and both genders were
represented. Steve had started to classify them as they came in,
some were hiders, some were defenders, somewhere offenders. Steve
had worked out these categories as he started hearing similarities
in the stories; all of the people had one thing in common: they
were survivors. When Max pointed this out, Steve said, “Duh,
Sherlock. What next great obvious fact will you point out? I think
we fall into the ‘defender’ category, we did not hide out, did not
go looking for zombies to kill, we just dealt with the hand God
tossed us, eh?”

“Uh, why is it important?”

“I dunno, just an
observation of my own, I always liked to think I would not cower
and hide if the shit ever hit the fan, you know Max? Turns out, I
did okay when push came to shove. I mean I killed a lady to save
your ass. I killed her dead man. You owe me.”

“You killed a zombie, not a
lady; let’s not start making them human. Yeah you did okay Steve,
better than I did. I am not sure why I sucked so bad at bashing her
head in. In fact I am like, zero for three man, backed out on
Nancy, got saved in the men’s room and you had to drag that last
one off of me. Fuck.” Guilt once again washed over him as he
thought about how easily he had been convinced to stay and not try
for his wife and kids. Maybe he was a hider.

“Ah, maybe you are a
‘hider’ at heart, just trying to follow my example so you don’t
lose face?” Steve said, casually.

“Jah, fuck you too, loser.
I did not exactly run away when I saw the old bitch jumping for
Stewart, did I? So you can take your ‘hider’
classifi...”

“Sorry to intrude,” Officer
Stewart interrupted, who didn’t sound sorry at all, “You mentioned
my name girls? Bring that fresh pot of coffee along and come into
the office. I don’t think any more people are going to come up here
now.”

With a little grumbling,
Max and Steve followed Stewart into the office. Stewart glanced at
Kirkpatrick’s chair and then opted to sit on his desk, facing the
small crowd. She asked if anyone could think of a plan of action, a
dozen voices spoke up, most involving stuff like, “I need to go and
get my wife or husband or kids, then we can
go…somewhere.”

“Hold on, hold on there, we
first have to decide if that is at all feasible? Are we going to
work as a team? Go around to each person’s house, school, or other
job site and find everyone we care about? Who doesn’t have family
or friends to go check on? Anyone?”

Only Tom raised his hand, “Uh, I just have
roommates, my folks live in North Platte.”

Steve mumbled softly, “No shit?”

Max elbowed him to keep
quiet, and then said, “Why didn’t you raise your hand? You’re
divorced, eh?”

Steve glared at Max, “So,
divorce means my parents live in North Platte too? C’mon I got a
sister, nieces and a nephew in town too.”

“Okay, okay, just I never
hear you talk about ‘em and the only pictures you have on your desk
are of your current lay and sports heroes. Lighten up
Steve.”

“Listen up ladies, and
gentlemen.” Here Stewart looked at Max and Steve, “If we can be
quiet for a minute and toss out ideas one at a time it might be
more productive. Max?”

“Uh, sorry, I think we need
to make a break for the cars, head out and go our separate ways to
check on our families. I think we should have a place to meet once
we do that so we can get together, and we should tell anyone else
where we are meeting, so we can all get together for, um mutual
defense?”

“I think we should sit
tight and wait for the army to come settle this problem,” said a
middle-aged woman in a snappy business suit whom Max could not
quite name.

“Hider.” whispered Steve quietly to Max.

“Okay, any other ideas?
C’mon people! We have only two plans of action: Go or stay and wait
for the cavalry? There has to be another way.”

Other than Max and the
’hider’, no one else seemed inclined to throw out any suggestions,
when it became painfully obvious that no one else would put forth
any ideas, Stewart said, “Well, okay, how about we wait for a few
hours and if the guard does not show up we break for the
cars?”

“What? Our families might need us now and
every hour we sit in here there are more of them out there, we
should strike out hard and fast and get the heck out of here.” Max
said.

“Max, we are all worried
about our families, call them, tell them to sit tight and wait for
the military to move in. I know it does not sound like a good
course of action, but for every civilian on the street it is one
more car they have to move off the road to get through and,
potentially, one more zombie they have to kill to mop up the
problem.”

“Well, we could have it
both ways, who wants to leave now and who wants to stay? I mean
there is nothing saying we all have to do one plan or the other, or
the hybrid you threw out, is there?”

“No, there is an expression ‘Strength in
Numbers’ though, right now they have the numbers and the strength,
right? Why not wait for a bit and see if our boys in the military
can reverse that?”

“What about ‘divide and conquer’?” asked
Max.

“Ah, Max, not to be picking
a nit, but that was divide your enemies and conquer them, not
divide your allies and conquer your enemies,” said
Steve.

Max glared at Steve, then smiled briefly and
said, “Look at us, debating old sayings when our coworkers are dead
or undead and the world as we know it is crumbling around us. And
they say Nero fiddled on the roof too, eh? Is that what we are
doing?”

“Ah, Max, the fiddle wasn’t
invented until like the seventeenth century,” said
Stewart.

Max rolled his eyes and
replied, “Sheesh people, is everyone a history buff? C’mon, aren’t
we supposed to be coming up with a plan of action here? Not
debating Max’s intelligence?”

“Well I am staying right
here, waiting for the guard to come and put these rioters down. I
have already spoken to my husband, his work is shut up tight, like
ours, and he is perfectly safe. I think we should just divide into
teams and the people who want to go can go, while the rest of us
stay and hold down the fort,” stated the older woman. “The people
who stay could maybe distract the people outside by yelling out a
door or something away from the parking lot and, if it does not
work out, they can letting the ‘go’ party back into the
building.”

“See? I guess some managers actually are
worth the money.” said Steve, “I vote for her plan!” The older
woman barely glanced at Steve, but the look spoke volumes about how
Steve was really lucky that this was an emergency.

Stewart said, “I am still
not sure this is a good idea, if they let the zombies know we are
here we might have problems later on. Let’s think about this for a
few minutes before we do anything okay? Finish up the coffee first
and then make plans.”

 


 



Chapter 13

 


Nancy’s plan was simple.
Being one of the dead she deduced that they could freely move
around the city fearing little from the other zombies. As long as
Nancy fed regularly, she thought she would be able to pass for one
of the living and that gave her an advantage.

The next meal came when
Nancy spotted two men. The first man was short, fat, balding and
probably in his late forties. He wore shorts, flip-flops and a
bright Hawaiian shirt. He carried a long curved blade that looked
like the type you usually found on a paper cutter in an office. The
second man was the exact opposite. Nancy gauged him to be
twenty-one or twenty-two; he stood over six feet tall and skinny,
as if he were the center for some college basketball
team.

Nancy instructed Coffee Girl to stay hidden
behind an abandoned car. She then retraced her steps and fell
against the cool glass of a large office building.

Nancy called to the two men, “Help me,
someone please help me!”

Both of the men stopped
dead in their tracks. She could see them talking but could not hear
what they were discussing. The fat man shook his head as the
younger one pleaded his case. Eventually, the young man ended the
conversation by extending his middle finger at the fat man, the
universal sign of “fuck you”. The fat man just shook his head in
disgust.

Cautiously the young man approached Nancy,
the whole time watching her every move. His attention was so
focused on her that he passed by the crouching Coffee Girl without
noticing her.

“Oh, thank you. I have
money and will pay you to help me, please. My husband and I are
rich.” Nancy called to the young man.

“See, I told you. She can
talk. If she was like one of them she wouldn’t be able to.” He
called in an ‘I-told-you-so’ voice over his shoulder to the short,
fat man who was still keeping his distance.

Convinced that Nancy was
not a zombie the young man now briskly covered the remaining
distance to her. When he got within a few feet, Nancy dramatically
fell into his arms. Surprised by her move the young man was unable
to support her weight and gently lowered her to the
sidewalk.

“Come on Paul, come help
me. She is freezing cold find a blanket or something. I think she
is in shock.”

'So, fat ass had a
name.' Nancy thought. She could barely
hold herself back, the young man’s beautiful red and orange energy
was practically surrounding her. Nancy thought she could almost
taste his warmth and she wanted it so badly.

“Sure Jim, I’ll just crap a
blanket, what color do you think she wants? I hope she likes
brown.” Paul replied sarcastically, and then nervously started
switching his long blade from one hand to the other.

“Are you hurt?” Jim asked, ignoring
Paul.

“My ankle, I twisted it running from one of
those things.” Nancy answered feebly pointing to where Fred had
happily chewed away flesh and bone.

“I don’t see any swelling, just some minor
bruises. Do you think you can walk on it?” Jim asked.

“Yes, I think I can stumble along if I put
my arms over your shoulders or his.” she replied pointing to
Paul.

“All right, all right,
let’s get her up and get the hell out of here before any of those
things see us.” Paul reluctantly gave in and started walking
towards the couple.

Nancy waited until Paul had
moved passed Coffee Girl before she screamed, “Kill him!” and then
grabbed Jim’s head, pulled his face toward hers at began taking
large bites out of his mouth and cheek. Jim screamed and tried to
fight her off, as best as he could but Nancy grew stronger with
each bite. She pulled him over her body and rolled him onto his
back. He was still wildly punching and kicking at her but she was
able to retain her grasp and moved into a sitting position on his
chest.

“Don’t fight it will only
make it hurt worse.” Nancy told him. To accentuate her point she
took a large bite from one of his flailing arms. As she moved
forward to continue her feast, she noticed something out of the
corner of her eye and her left arm went weak. She turned her head
to see a blade; the one that he had confiscated from a paper cutter
had slashed through her collarbone and was now stuck just above her
left breast. Nancy quickly turned to see Paul standing behind her.
Her sudden movement, plus the lack of effect that his blow had upon
her caused Paul to lose his grip on the blade.

Nancy clawed at Paul’s bare legs and he
jumped back against the wall of the building that Nancy had used as
a prop. Paul took one last look at Jim. Deciding that he did not
want to share the same fate, Paul took off running back the same
way he and Jim had come as fast as his flip flops would allow.

Nancy hissed and clawed as
he started to run but with only one good arm, she was unable grab a
hold of her prey. With the blade still firmly sticking through her,
Nancy crawled back onto Jim. The distraction Paul had caused
allowed a significant amount of Jim’s precious energy to spill out
of him, wasted. This made Nancy angry and with the frenzy of a wild
dog she dug into Jim’s chest breaking ribs and feeding on his
energy.

After sating her immediate
needs, Nancy managed to stumble over to the car where Coffee Girl
was still crouching. She grabbed Coffee Girl by her thick black
hair and asked, “What about ‘kill him’, do you not understand?”
With each word that she spoke, she bashed Coffee Girl’s head into
the car’s thick metal bumper breaking her nose and splitting her
cheek under her right eye.

Nancy forced herself to
not completely destroy the girl; she might still be of use to her
after all. Paul’s attack made Nancy realize that she needed a
smarter assistant. Assistant. Yes, that is what she would become,
Nancy’s right hand woman just like Peggy had been.
'That fat ass could have killed me.'
she thought. 'Killed
me?' The irony of those words made her
laugh.

“There”, she pointed to Jim, “take what is
left.” Nancy pushed the Coffee Girl towards his cooling body.

The young woman apparently
understood her instructions this time. When she was finished, the
girl turned towards Nancy, blood and gore dripping from her face.
As Nancy predicted she could see that the girl’s wounds had started
to heal, her nose, cheek and the opening Nancy had torn into her
neck.

“Ve-Ronica.” Coffee Girl
stumbled to say pointing a bloody finger at herself.

“Alright then, Ve-Ronica
come here, and pull this fucking thing out of me and we’ll call it
even.” Veronica obliged and with one quick tug, she yanked Paul’s
blade free from Nancy’s body.

Jim was slowly getting to
his feet. “Nice of you to join us,” Nancy told him. “Now where do
you think that little fat fuck is hiding?”

Jim just gave his mistress
the all too familiar blank zombie stare. Veronica, eager to please
her master used the blade she had just pulled from Nancy to point
out the direction that Paul had run.

“No shit, V? He went that a
way? Good girl” Nancy said to her as though she were speaking to a
small child or dog.

“Just remember, he stabbed
me, he’s mine, and I owe him one.” They then began to follow the
path of Paul’s retreat. Veronica struggled to keep up with the pace
that Nancy was setting and Jim just completely fell
behind.

After traveling four
blocks, Nancy began to hear screams. She increased her pace. The
screams were getting softer but Nancy couldn’t help but think that
she was getting closer to the source. After another block, they
found Paul. It looked as though he had turned the corner and ran
straight into a large male zombie who was now busily feeding on the
upper part of his right leg. Paul was still alive, his head was
lolling back and forth on the sidewalk but his screams had died
down to a whimper.

“Get off him, he’s mine.”
Nancy told the male zombie straddling Paul. The zombie paused for a
moment to glance up at her and Veronica, blood dripping from his
face. He then gave them a look that all but said, ‘Fuck off.’ and
returned to gnawing on Paul’s leg.

“Mother fucker! V, Give me
that.” Nancy said and took the blade from Veronica’s hand. She
raised it over her head with both hands, and then brought it
straight down into the zombie’s head breaking through skull and
brains. He fell lifeless to one side.

Nancy then knelt over Paul
and stroked his forehead. He was still clinging to consciousness
but he wasn’t going to last long. As Nancy moved her mouth close to
Paul’s face, she could see his eyes go wild with panic. He
struggled to say something but was unable. She put her mouth next
to his ear and whispered, “I’m going to make sure that his hurts
really bad, you fat fuck. I owe you that much.” Nancy placed her
tongue in his ear and then dragged it over his cheek to where she
was once again staring eye to eye with him. Nancy licked his face
and took a little bite off his nose and a nibbled off one of his
eyebrows. She would pause and whisper into his ear and then watch
the terror in his eyes. The torture delighted her so much that she
decided to prolong her fun and not drain his remaining
energy.

When he finally died, she
wiped her mouth, again with the back of her increasingly disgusting
sleeve and rejoined Veronica. While she waited Nancy looked over to
the zombie she had destroyed. He had heard her instructions but did
not obey them. Did he understand her or did he simply choose not to
follow her commands? She remembered the defiant look on his face
and decided that he understood her, yes, and he chose to ignore
her. She had not had the same control over him as she did over
Veronica and Jim.

Nancy’s thoughts were interrupted when
Paul’s body started to twitch. It didn’t take long before Paul was
standing. He started to shuffle away from the three of them.
“Stop!” Nancy commanded him. He continued onward ignoring her
instructions. She then moved in front of him and again told him to
stop. As before, Paul continued on some unknown path and went
around Nancy.

As she contemplated Paul’s
failure to follow her instructions, she walked back to where
Veronica and Jim were waiting. She leaned on Veronica’s shoulder,
“Well now V as the saying goes, ‘if you’re not with us, you’re
against us’. Each person he eats is one less for us, right? How
about you give him back his blade?”

Nancy attempted to put as much mental
emphasis in her words as she could to see what would happen.
Veronica was bound to Nancy and seemed compelled to follow her
orders. Nancy and Jim watched as she repeatedly plunged the blade
into Paul’s unsuspecting body. He only stopped moving when Veronica
used an upward stoke and completely sliced the back half of his
head off.

Nancy had learned much and she knew that
this knowledge gave her an unfair advantage over both the living
and the dead. Not all of the news was good though. A name started
bouncing around in her head that made her feel extremely
nervous.

Fred.

She would have to deal with
him. First, she wanted more food and to find more recruits. The
number of dead walking the streets was already increasing and she
would undoubtedly encounter some resistance from the living. Thus,
her first action was to find more servants and she was now
reasonably confident that she understood how getting them
worked.

 


 



Chapter 14

 


“Fucking shit eating,
motherfucker!” Max cursed loudly, his bat, his magic Steve Garvey
bat had broken with that last hit. He knew this was all his fault,
that guy Norm got tagged nine steps out of the building, and went
down screaming, “Mommy, oh mommy! Help me! It hurts, it hurts
mommy!” in such a way that would haunt Max for the rest of his,
probably very short, life.

Then that woman from
accounting named Ann something? Ole what’s-er-name, anyway, Ann had
gotten pulled under her car, she died like a trooper cursing like a
sailor and fighting until the bitter end, even breaking free after
killing the zombie with her feet and hobbling along with Max and
the other three until they were mobbed outside of, whose car?
Fred’s car? 'Jesus', thought Max, 'I don’t even know
the names of the people who are dying with me? Which means they
probably don’t even know mine!'

Anyway, the Jason guy, he
got away clean, even gave that other woman a ride to her car and
she got away. Then Ann was caught and the five in their group made
their ‘Alamo’ between a newer V.W. Bug and an older Chevy Astro
van, it took Max some mighty hefty swinging before he and a man
named Alan managed to get over the bug and run the gamut of the lot
towards Max’s truck. All because Max felt parking at the edge of
the lot burned off a few extra calories each day. Anyway, it was
soon after that when Max cracked his bat on one of the undead that
just seemed to spring up out of the ground all around them. Alan
had been bitten a couple times before scrambling over the Bug to
safety and apparently the blood loss caught up to him about right
after Max cracked his bat on what seemed like the twentieth zombie.
Some of them were fast and seemed smart, actually ducking out of
Max’s reach, one had a metal pipe in its hands and actually clipped
Max on the shoulder before succumbing to the mighty fury of Steve
Garvey’s bat. 'Fuck, this is it.'
Thought Max as he swung his half bat
ineffectively at the five zombies surrounding him, the decision to
bring his rag tag group to parking lot now looked like a bad
mistake.

Before he had left, it had
seemed like such a good, simple plan.

“Okay,” said Stewart, “We
have all had a few minutes to drain the coffee pots and think our
options over, I think it is fairly clear some of us want to try and
leave now and some of the rest of us will attempt to create a
distraction to let them get away clean. Everyone who wants to stay
move over to that side of the room, everyone else move over there.”
Stewart gestured broadly with her hand at both sides of the room,
while walking towards the ‘wait’ side herself.

When everyone had sorted
themselves out they had nine people, including Max who wanted to
make a break for the cars and eleven people including Officer
Stewart and Steve, who were electing to wait for the military to
move in, or at least wait for a few hours and see if something
better came up. The people who were going to make a break for it
discussed whose cars were where, the idea had been to make for the
closest two cars and then ferry everyone else to their cars out in
the parking lot before everyone left to get back to their families.
Those who were staying would create a distraction on the other side
of the building for a few minutes before the others
left.

Of course, it had not
worked out that well. Max found himself in the group being led by
Norm, whose car was parked closest out of anyone to the building,
which was why he had to take five people in his group. Everything
had gone smoothly until they got nine steps out of the door when a
zombie came running at the speed of a racehorse seemingly from
nowhere, knocking Norm to the ground and sending the police
flashlight Stewart had given him spinning through the air. After
that all thoughts of staying in their own groups was forgotten and
everyone herded together, a few more steps and a wild combat later
and Max’s group got separated from three others, leaving a group of
five and a group of three composed of two women and some guy named
Jason. Jason’s threesome actually made it to their car, and spun
through the lot, running down quite a few of the zombies that were
after Max and his group. That’s when Ann was grabbed from under the
car. While they were fighting to get Ann out, Jason dropped off the
first lady, unfortunately for her as soon as the car sped away and
left her next to her car door; she was mobbed and brought down
fast. However, the other passenger made it into her car and both of
them tried to pick up Max’s group before they became trapped in
between the Astro van and the VW. The lady just drove away at that
point, the guy, Jason, had rammed his car into one end of the V.W
and then the Astro, smashing a few zombies, but not killing them,
however this distraction allowed Max and Alan to make a break over
the bug towards Max’s car.

Max looked around the
parking lot for a weapon of some kind, a stick, rock anything, but
the zombies had him pretty well hemmed in, all of them seemed to be
holding back, none of them were moving as slow as Fred had been
this morning. Maybe the sunlight made them quicker or something,
they all seemed to be following the lead of the guy in the green
jogging suit, and Max swore that fat bastard was smiling, smiling,
like he knew what he was doing!

“Alright lard ass, what do you think is so
funny? Got me cornered, broke my bat, is that it? Well funny ha-ha,
but I know karate you lame, foul smelling fuck, so bring it
on!”

The zombie darted forward
in a feint and Max could swear he heard him say, “Karate. Fuck.”
Before a loud crack sounded and the zombie lurched to one side of
jogging suit staggered and fell to the ground. Another crack and
green jogging suit zombie fell over, his shoulder a mess of
spraying blood and bone. Max ran through the opening the two downed
zombies made in the circle surrounding him, throwing his bat shard
at one of the other three zombies as a distraction. As he ran, back
towards the office building Max heard Stewart yelling to him and
several other shots went off, most of what Max would regard as
suppressing fire as they did not seem as well aimed as some of
Stewart’s earlier shots. He saw that she was making her way towards
the parking lot, angling for her squad car while giving him some
covering fire. She was yelling for him to get her flashlight.
Everything again seemed to slow down for Max, as if his body had
finally had enough punishment, his vision tunneled his hearing
dimmed and he dumbly followed Stewart’s finger pointing to see the
flashlight Norm had dropped lying about two feet away from his
right foot. He bent down to get it at the same time that something
flung itself over his bent back. Suddenly time sped up again with a
vengeance, Max whipped the flashlight up and into the rib cage of
the very fast and agile zombie that had just tried to jump him, and
it looked like the same zombie that had gotten Norm. Only now, it
seemed almost healthy, if that were possible. The flashlight caved
in a rib and probably would have been stuck if Max had not kept a
firm grip on it, but the zombie's velocity separated it from the
flashlight in one quick motion and Max was ready to pounce. He was
going for a killing blow when Stewart screamed at him, “Get your
fucking dumbass over here! Run asshole! Run, they are
coming!”

Max looked around and saw
that sure enough a mob of zombies were coming around the building
running towards him, and in fact it looked like they could cut him
off from the door, which Steve was holding open with one hand while
gesturing with the other for Max to hurry up. Stewart had given up
her movement towards her car and was hot footing back to the
doorway. Max followed suit and while he swore that he could feel
the zombies breathing down his neck, in reality he had enough time
to get in the door, stop and then brace the door with Steve and
Stewart. After holding it long enough for the lock to re-engage
they all three cautiously backed off to see if it would
hold.

It did.

“Fuck that was...” Max collapsed onto his
knees between Steve and Stewart, “...close.”

“Hey Max, you okay, not bitten are you? Max?
Maaaxxx?” was the last thing that Max heard as he passed out.

 


 



Chapter 15

 


 They had a light lunch; an elderly couple and a teenage boy
they found stranded in a mobile home on Orchard Street. Then for
dinner Nancy spotted a middle-aged man and two younger women, all
dressed in business attire, creeping along a side street. The plan
had remained pretty much the same, Nancy would pretend to be one of
the living and lure their prey into a trap and then the chomping
began. Nancy made the decision to completely destroy the
grandparents and the teenage boy, she needed to repair the damage
from Paul’s blade and while Veronica was in decent shape, Jim was a
wreck. Nancy couldn’t justify taking on two old people and a boy
that they would have to share food with and likewise she didn’t
want them out there eating food they could take later themselves,
so she had Veronica finish them off with her blade.

Nancy now faced a similar
decision. As normal, she had been the first to feed on the man and
two women. When she had had her fill, she then let Veronica and Jim
take what was left. She stood there watching the two of them feed
and the energy bleed out of their victims when she noticed
something. Veronica was nearly back to one hundred percent but Jim
was nowhere near that mark. He was close to twice Veronica’s size.
Did that mean he needed to consume twice the energy that Veronica
needed? It appeared so. Was Jim twice as valuable as Veronica?
Already Veronica was showing signs of increased speed and agility
while Jim continued to lumber along. Nancy still had use for Jim
though. She had already invested too much into him to simply have
Veronica destroy him. She decided he would do the grunt work, be
the first line of defense and act as a sacrificial lamb should the
need arise.

Veronica pulled away from the woman she had
been feeding on and sat back on her heels like a major league
catcher.

“Destroy him.” Nancy instructed.

“What about those two? Destroy them
too?”

“Naaa, they’re too cute to
hack into pieces. But from now on, try not to be so vicious when
you feed,” switching over to her most annoying mommy tone, “Just
remember, if you tear an arm off it just takes that much longer for
it to grow back. Alright dear?” Veronica was her child in a sick
sort of way; she had birthed her into a new life after all. The
completely stupid comparison made Nancy giggle.

Veronica grabbed her blade
and strode over to the man. She wiped her face on the sleeve of his
business jacket and then went to work on him with the blade. By the
time she was done, his two companions had reanimated and were
standing next to Jim awaiting Nancy’s next move.

“A midnight snack anyone?” Nancy asked with
an evil grin.

Jim led the way through the darkness with
Nancy and Veronica a few steps behind and their two newest recruits
bringing up the rear. Veronica destroyed any ghouls they
encountered, male or female, young or old. She was becoming
increasingly proficient with her blade.

Nancy stopped Jim when they
passed in front of a GAP clothing store. Through the display
windows, Nancy could see that the fall fashions had arrived. It had
always bothered her how the department stores rushed from one
season to the next, holiday to holiday. She didn’t fret about it
for long; Nancy decided it was time to do a little
shopping.

Jim tried to push open the glass door but it
was locked. The women watched as he beat his fists on the glass
until they had left bloody streaks. For all of his work, the doors
still showed no signs of giving.

“Um, Jimbo, how about you
try using that?” Nancy said, pointing to a parking meter. Jim did
as he was told and tried to pull it from its concrete
confinements.

“Uh, no Jimbo, how about
that one there? It might be a little easier.” The owner of an
abandoned Ford F150 had apparently tried to use the sidewalk to
maneuver around the traffic nightmare that lay in front of him. In
doing so, he had taken out two parking meters, a trashcan, and one
newspaper stand and gained a total of five car lengths before he
was forced to leave his truck.

Jim used one of the broken
off meters like a battering ram and smashed it into the glass. The
coins inside jingled with each blow. Eventually the tempered glass
broke into a spider web of cracks. With his final blow, the entire
pane of glass fell into the store, hundreds of pieces scattering on
the floor like crystal cockroaches.

“Shall we?” Nancy led the group into the
store.

“V, pick out something
nice for your sisters.” She then started shopping for herself. The
electricity was not yet out, but a single fixture only dimly
lighted the store. After going from rack to rack Nancy finally
found a colorful pink flowered summer dress on the sale
rack. 'Sale rack? Shit, I could have
anything in the store and I have to choose something from the sale
rack?' she thought. Nancy went up to a
full-length mirror on the dressing room door and held the dress up
to get a preview of how it might look. Nancy started at the bottom
and worked her way up. 'Too
long? Too tight? No, it looked like a good
fit.' She then stopped and gazed at the
reflection of her face. Other than some dirt and a few remaining
patches of dried blood she looked good, damn good. She had spent
hours in the gym fighting a losing battle against time and now the
same body in the mirror was firmer and stronger than she could
remember. The only thing that bothered Nancy was the way her brown
hair still contrasted against her pale white complexion.
'A small price to pay.' she thought.

Out of habit, Nancy
casually opened the door to walk into the fitting room. Had her
heart not been dead it would have skipped a beat. When she opened,
the door Nancy found a teenage girl sitting on the changing bench
with her legs pulled to her chest, arms wrapped around them
tightly. She was crying softly and let out a little squeak when
Nancy opened the door to her hiding place.

Nancy held out her hands,
“Whoa, whoa, there girl. Nothing to be scared of, are you alright?”
The girl slowly shook her head “no”.

“No, of course not. What a
stupid question. After the last few hours, who in their right mind
would be alright?” she said forcing her voice into a slight giggle
to try to ease the girl’s fears.

“I’m just going to gather a few clothes and
then I’m heading to safety, the mountains or maybe some secure
house somewhere. If you want you can come with me.”

The girl wanted to believe,
Nancy could see it in her eyes. Her eyes cautiously studied Nancy.
After a few moments, she reluctantly placed one foot and then the
other on the dressing room floor revealing a GAP nametag pinned to
her shirt that read “Julie”.

“There you go, Julie!”
Nancy encouraged, “Is there anyone else hiding in here that might
want to come along too?” she cooed. Julie nodded “yes” and pointed
towards the back of the store.

“Come now, you can’t hide
in there the rest of your life can you?” Had Julie known that her
life was about to end she might have decided to do just that. Nancy
spread her arms in a welcoming hug and Julie walked into death’s
embrace. Like a vampire, Nancy sunk her teeth into Julie’s artery
and began feeding on her precious energy. Nancy thought she heard
Julie let out a scream but could not be sure. She had the strange
feeling that girl almost welcomed the end to her terror.

It had not been long since Nancy’s last meal
and she forced herself to break the connection with Julie. The teen
dropped to the floor and a pool of blood started to form around
Nancy’s feet.

“Great. Just great” Nancy said looking down
at the blood that stained her newly acquired dress. She dragged
Julie by her sandy blond hair into the main show room and called
for Veronica.

“Get your two sisters over
here pronto; they need this more than we do. There is someone else
in the back of the store. Find them and bring ‘em to me, alive.”
Nancy then headed back to the sale rack hoping to find a
replacement dress.

In the end, Nancy added
Julie and another eighteen-year-old GAP girl to her undead gang.
She instructed the girls and Jim to meet her on the sidewalk. Nancy
reveled in the fact that she had control over their every move. A
fact that reminded her she still had unfinished business to take
care of. She wondered if five women and a stupid brute would be
enough. 'Probably.' she thought after giving it some consideration.

The girls met Nancy outside
the store. Veronica had dressed herself in saggy green military
chic cargo pants and a tight white tank top, otherwise known to
punk kids as a ‘wife beater’. Her black bra was showing through the
thin material. She had wanted to separate herself from the other
girls so Veronica outfitted them in matching miniskirts and white
schoolgirl blouses.

“Nice. Very practical, V.
Those shirts will hold up well to the blood splatter.” Nancy said
sarcastically.

“What’d you do with Jim?” On cue, Jim exited
the store, arms loaded like a pack mule with numerous blue and
white plastic GAP sacks. Nancy raised one eyebrow towards
Veronica.

“Blood stains.” she answered smugly.

“You little bitch! You had me going there!”
Nancy giggled, “Come on, we’ve got a date with Fred.”

 


 



Chapter 16

 


When Max finally woke up it
was past noon and he was again in Kirkpatrick’s office, “What
happened?” he groaned, attracting everyone’s attention. Officer
Stewart turned toward him, a brief look of concern on her face,
which was almost instantly replaced with her trademark mask of
steel.

“Smile at least you’re
alive.” she said, “You passed out right when we got into the
building, helped us hold the door and then just collapsed. Steve
and I carried you to the elevator and lugged you up here. We are
not sure if the zombies broke into the ground floor, but we don’t
think so. We’re thinking of going on a little exploring mission,
but wanted you along. I tried to wake you up but could not. Thanks
for getting my flashlight back.”

Max just looked at her and
found a mix of emotions spinning through his head, guilt at urging
his co-workers out the door to their deaths, happiness at being
alive, he couldn’t reconcile the feelings, at least not yet, he
squished them down and replied, “Man I made a mess of things,
huh?”

To his surprise, Steve
answered him, “No, no you didn’t, and I saw most of what happened
from here. Some of the fucking zombies were hidden around the cars,
most of the slow ones ambled around to the other side of the
building when the others started making noise, but a lot of those
you ran into just squatted down and hid themselves before you went
out. I tried to yell down the stairway for you not to go, but you
didn’t hear me. If I could have gotten to you in time, maybe you
could have seen what I saw. It isn’t your fault Max, everybody
wanted to go, their choice, not yours.”

Max was genuinely moved by Steve’s obvious
concern, and some of his guilt eased. Not all of it was gone, that
would take time and the screams of “Mommy!” were still too fresh in
his head. “Did I…did I get bitten?”

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/8875
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!

tmp_080f54070aeaab26c44758792d4026d3_fUKKJ7_html_3338666b.gif





cover.jpg
_THE Z0MBIE CHRONICLES

MARK CLODI & RIKE KELEIAN






