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   I.
 
   The Beginning of the End
 
    
 
   I awoke to the sounds of sirens at 3 o'clock in the afternoon. 
 
   What is going on? Are we having a tornado? I thought to myself.
 
   I got out of bed and walked to the window of my studio apartment. Nothing could have prepared me for what I saw outside. It looked like we were attacked. I saw smoke coming from buildings. Cars overturned and smashed. It looked like maybe a tornado did make an appearance. Now that I think about it, it also looked like the inside of my apartment. I needed to clean my place.
 
    
 
   I gathered myself and quickly turned the TV on to see if there was any explanation for it. I switched to CNN and saw on the bottom of the screen zombie outbreak. I turned up the volume.
 
   “That's right folks. Stay indoors, lock all doors, and do not open them unless you can understand whoever is knocking at you door. There is a zombie outbreak going on. We have no information on how it started or what caused it but we urge everyone to seek shelter fast. The president is dispatching the military to the mid-west region where this catastrophe is happening. This disaster was first reported in Garlan, IA and is seemingly spreading like a ripple effect. Find a safe place to be and do not go outdoors.”
 
   This can't be happening. It must be a joke, but...
 
   I heard a loud crash and jumped out of my seat like a cat and landed awkwardly like a new born giraffe. I quickly raced to the window. What I saw outside was a spectacle. People were being chased, attacked, and getting bitten. The dead have risen and were taking over the world. 
 
   Fuck this shit!
 
    
 
   The news anchor said to stay indoors but I live on a dead-end street. That was not an ideal hideout. If the shit hit the fan, there would be only one way out and if the zombies blocked it, I would be like a fish out of water, screwed. Sure I could go on foot through the trees surrounding the area but who knows what was lurking there. I needed to get to my car at the end of the street before this area got littered with zombies and get the hell out of dodge. The news reporter said that it started here in the mid-west and is spreading so there are places that have not been hit yet. I needed to leave.
 
   I slipped on my shoes, grabbed my wallet and car keys, and hightailed it out the door of my apartment as if it were on fire and ran down two flights of stairs. I opened the front entrance of the two-story building and standing outside beyond the screen door was one of the undead staring at me with dead eyes and scratching the screen.
 
   I straight kicked the door and knocked the abomination backwards a few feet allowing me to open the door. I rapidly slipped out and made my way around its grasping hands. I skipped down the steps leading onto the property and turned back and saw the zombie moseying after me only to fall down the steps head first.
 
   Ha! Serves you right, bitch!
 
   It rose up. It moans as it slowly started to come after me. I raced down the street avoiding the zombies as well as everybody else. Survival of the fastest was the name of the game as far as I was concern. With the zombies moving half-speed compared to the normal individual, it was not a hard task for me to get by them.
 
   I reached the driver side of my 1994 Ford Explorer and frantically tried to unlock it, failing miserably. 
 
   Calm the fuck down, man! You look like an epileptic trying to open a car door.
 
    
 
   I sighed a deep breath to calm my nerves. I finally succeed in putting the key in the hole. I unlocked the car and jumped in. I keyed the ignition and the car starts without a problem. Hallelujah. It recently started dying on me at the wrong moments, not that there are right moments for a vehicle to stall but was I stoked it started. I just got it back from the shop just two days ago. On the radio the song It's the end of the world as we know it and I feel fine, is playing.
 
   “What stupid radio station would play that song at a time like this? It may very well be the end of the world but no way in hell do I feel fine.” I said out loud as I turned it off. I put the pedal to the metal and zoom down the road. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   II.
 
   Vegas baby, Vegas!
 
    
 
   Not really having much of a plan I decided to head to Las Vegas. If everything went to shit I wanted to be able to say that I at least had some fun. I had a decent amount in my savings account. Go to Vegas and blow a load then head to the Bunny Ranch miles outside Vegas and blow a different kind of load. Not a bad way to go. And if things do get better, it's the best place I can think of to hang out until this blows over. I came to an intersection heading south and made a right going west. 
 
   Vegas, here I come.
 
    
 
   I approached another intersection. As I was about to cross some maniac going north almost rams into my car running through a red light. 
 
   What is it with apocalyptic events that make people act retarded?
 
   I swerved to the right just in time to avoid him almost hitting a lamp post.
 
   “Son of a BITCH!” I yelled.
 
   I took a minute or two to compose myself. After calming down I started to back up the car and resume towards Vegas when I saw a hot chick running at my car. I was so mesmerized that I just stared at her like a deer in front of an 18-wheeler as she came closer. She looked to be in her early twenties with a rack like Penelope Cruz and an ass to match it wearing denim shorts and a low-cut white tank top and her brunette hair in pigtails. 
 
   She got to my passenger side door and frantically pulled the handle while furiously pounding the window. All the while I'm staring at her, dumbfounded. I finally snapped out of my daze. 
 
   What the hell!? This crazy chick is going to break my breakable car.
 
   “Open the fucking door damn-it!” she demands.
 
   “Maybe if you ask in a nice...” I began as she cuts me off shouting.
 
   “Oh my god! I'm going to throat punch you. Are you going to be a douche while I'm out here with zombies who want to shred me to pieces?”
 
   I answered. “Is that a rhetorical question?”
 
   “Open this door right now or I'll put my fist through the window, ripped out your intestines, and strangle you with them!”
 
   I let her in. What can I say, I love it when a woman talks dirty to me. I saw through her side window a zombie approaching us. She saw the undead and turns my way shouting.
 
   “Drive you idiot, drive!”
 
   I bolted out of there like I was Usain Bolt. After driving on the open road for about a mile I turned to her and said,
 
   “So what's your name?”
 
   She indignantly looked at me for a while before answering.
 
   “It's Jessica. What's yours?”
 
   “Sam,” I replied. “So what's your story besides going total psycho when the shit hits the fan?”
 
   Wham! She hit me with a straight left which caused me to veer the car into the lanes going the opposite direction. Luckily there was no traffic. The car came to a stop.
 
    
 
   “What the hell?!?” I screamed.
 
   “You were being an asshole. I don't like assholes. Every time you act like one I will hit you.”
 
   She was about 5'7” 160 lbs. but damn she could hit. Holy shit! I rubbed my sore ribs. 
 
   “You could've caused an accident you crazy bitch. What were you...”
 
   WHAM!
 
   “Ow. Stop that!”
 
   “Don't call me a bitch. Ass!” she said.
 
   “What, it's OK for you to call me names but I can't call you one?” I asked.
 
   “Yes!” she answered. “Anyway where are we going?”
 
   “I don't know who we is but I'm heading to Vegas. Where am I dropping you off at?” I asked hoping it is some place within the next couple of miles.
 
   “I'm sticking with you.”
 
   “What?” I asked incredulously.
 
   “I have nowhere else to go,” she said. “The world is ending. There is no way I'm letting you leave me here with those things out there. May as well go where you're going.”
 
   “Damn it,” I said under my breath.
 
   “Is there a problem?” she asked.
 
   “Yes. You need to cool it with the violence.”
 
   “Well you need to cool it with the assness,” she fired back.
 
   “I don't even know what that means. Listen, if you're going to stick with me, you need to stop doing things that are going to make me kick you out of the car,” I said.
 
   “And you need to stop saying things that are going to make me stick a foot up your ass!”
 
   “Are you always this pleasant to be around? Because you're a real people person.”
 
   “Oh and what else can you tell about me Dr. Phil? What else do you see when you look at me? What other judgments are you going to pass down? By the way, my eyes are on my face not my chest. Creep.”
 
   “OK, see,” I began. “We need to stop being at each other's throats if we're going to be in this car together all the way to Vegas. Alright?”
 
   “Fine,” she agreed.
 
    
 
   I straighten out the car and continued on our westward journey. We drove over the Ronoko Bridge and a gas station was in sight at the end of the bridge. I looked at the meter and saw that we had a quarter of a gallon of gas. I decided that we might as well fill up now since we were near a gas station. 
 
   I turned to Jessica. “Hey, we're low on fuel so we're gonna make a pit stop at that gas station.”
 
   “Alright, I need to eat something anyways. I'm hungry,” she replied.
 
   I slowed down and made the right turn into the parking lot and pulled up to pump #3. I cut the engine and Jessica and I stepped out of the car.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   III.
 
   Screwed
 
    
 
   As we walked towards the gas station I surveyed the area and everything seemed normal, with the exception that it felt deserted. I guessed the zombies haven't been over in this area yet. As we were about to enter the store we heard someone yelling.
 
   We turned around to see some pudgy guy as he ran towards car with zombies about fifteen feet behind him. The guy wasn't the fastest person in the world but these zombies were considerably faster than the ones we've encountered so far.
 
   The guy got to my car, opened the door, got in, and put the car in gear and took off as Jessica and I stood in horror.
 
    
 
   “What the HELL!” I yelled.
 
   “You... stupid... DONKEY!!!!!” Jessica screamed at me.
 
   “Pardon?” I asked.
 
   “I can't believe you left the keys in the car. Why would you do that? Are you totally retarded?”
 
   “You bitch! How dare you...” I began and before I could finish.
 
   POW! She struck me in the gut with a mean left hook. I crumbled to the ground as if crumbling to the ground was the coolest thing in the world. The way I was wheezing you would think that I had a bad case of asthma. 
 
    
 
   “Now what are we going to do. Huh?” she ranted. “No car and we have zombies coming our way. What's the plan now Einstein?”
 
   “The plan is to let them eat you while I make my escape. If there ever has been a better plan, I've never heard it. What do you think?” I said weakly as I continue to catch my breath.
 
   “My foot is going to go so far up your ass you're gonna be flossing with my shoelaces!”
 
   Her face turned red with rage. She grabbed me and put me in a headlock. My face turned red with lack of oxygen.
 
   “Could we finish our 'lovers' quarrel another time? I don't think the zombies will wait for us to resolve our issues before eating us.”
 
   “What now?” she asked. She let go of me as the zombies were twenty yards away and approaching.
 
   “The store,” I said as we both ran for the doors. They were locked.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   IV.
 
   Nerd!
 
    
 
   The lights were on so there might have been someone inside. I pounded on the doors. BANG BANG BANG BANG!
 
   “If someone is in there please open up!”
 
   Suddenly half a head popped up from behind the chips shelf. It retracted as just as fast.
 
   “Come on,” I pleaded. “We saw you. We know you're in there man, open up.”
 
   Jessica pushed me aside. “Hey nerd-wad,” she shouted at the person inside. “Open these doors right now or I swear I'll break this glass door and give you so much hell you're gonna wish the zombies had gotten to you first.”
 
   The guy inside gingerly got up and made his way to the doors. He stared at Jessica for a moment. Jessica pounded the doors.
 
   “OPEN UP NOW!” she raged.
 
    
 
   The guy, who was about 5'7” 150 lbs wearing spectacles and suspenders, jumped back. He recovered and quickly keyed the doors to let us in. He hurriedly locked them up just as fast after we were inside.
 
   “Idiot!” Jessica shouted.
 
   “Him or me,” I naively asked.
 
   “Both of you,” she answered.
 
   “It can't be,” the guy jumped in. “Idiot is singular so...”
 
   “Shut up!” she cut him off. “Where's the bathroom.”
 
   “Through there,” the guy pointed to the doors towards the back of the store as Jessica made her way there.
 
   “Hey, my name is Joe,” he said.
 
   “Hi, I'm Sam and that hell beast goes by the name Jessica.”
 
   “I heard that,” Jessica yelled back at me. “Write down your will now 'cause you're dead when I get back.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   V.
 
   The Plan
 
    
 
   Jessica exited the restroom and grabbed a bag of chips as she made her way over to where we standing next to the check-out counter.
 
   “So did you idiots come up with a plan to get out of this mess while I was gone or were you too busy jerking each other off?” she asked.
 
   “No,” I answered. “I was just telling Joe here how I'm regretting letting you into my car. I should have just taken off and left you with those unholy things.”
 
   “You're an ass. Anyways, what's the plan?” she asked.
 
   “My dad is a military scientist...” Joe began.
 
   “Oh wow! Fascinating! Let me guess, your mom is a neurosurgeon and your uncle is a chemist. Right?” Jessica sarcastically chimed in.
 
   Joe turned and gave me the 'what's happening' look.
 
   “Yeah, she's a pain in the ass. We should ditch her as soon as we get the chance.” I said.
 
   Jessica approached me threateningly.
 
    
 
   “Woman, would you stop your violent behavior? The guy is trying to tell you the plan for getting out of this mess. Calm down!” I said as I backed away from her.
 
   “Fine, go on” she told Joe.
 
   “My dad is a scientist and he works for the military. He works in a lab at the top of the observatory five miles from here. I talked to him earlier and he said that this zombie thing was a military experiment gone bad. They were trying to build super soldiers when something went wrong and poof, zombies. He told me to get to the lab. You guys can tag along if you want. We would have to hike up there though.”
 
   “You don't have a car?” Jessica asked.
 
   “No, I just turned sixteen a week ago. I don't even have a license yet,” replied Joe.
 
   “If only our car wasn't stolen because some idiot left the keys in the car,” Jessica said.
 
   “My car, not ours” I corrected her. “My car.”
 
   “You work here by yourself?” Jessica asked Joe.
 
   “No, the manager is always here on my shifts.”
 
   “Where is he? Maybe he could give us a lift,” Jessica said.
 
   “You see that zombie with the missing arm?” Joe pointed outside. “That's him.”
 
   “Go on Jessica, go ask him if he could give us a ride,” I said.
 
   “Shut up, ass!”
 
   “What time is it, it's getting dark out there,” I asked.
 
   “It's 8:30. We'll have to go first thing in the morning,” Joe replied.
 
   “Are your sure the zombies can't break that door?” Jessica asked.
 
   “Positive. It's pretty strong. They would have to have like a rock or hammer or something but they can't break it with their fists and zombies aren't intelligent enough to do that so we're safe in here.”
 
    
 
    
 
   VI.
 
   Knock, knock!
 
    
 
   We camped out behind the counter for the night with makeshift weapons within reaching distance in case we should need them right away. Early in the morning before the sun rose I awoke to a tapping sound. I slowly sat up and stretched. I saw that Jessica and Joe were still asleep.
 
   I got up and looked towards the door where the sound seemed to have emanated from. I saw a frantic person furiously banging at the hard glass window with a pick ax while simultaneously hammering any zombies that grabbed hold of him.
 
    
 
   “Oh no. Guys, wake up! We have trouble,” I said nudging the other two as they slowly got up.
 
   “What's your problem, ass?” said Jessica.
 
   “That's my problem,” I pointed at the door.
 
   “Holy shit on a crap stick. Hey shithead, you break down that door and I'll break your face. Stop that!” Jessica shouted.
 
   “Please help me, open up,” said the man.
 
   “We can't. Unless you can get the zombies away from the door and allow us room to open it and let you in without letting the zombies, we cannot open the door,” Jessica told the man.
 
   “We have to help him,” Joe chimed in as he made his way to the door.
 
   Jessica grabbed him by the collar.
 
   “Are you stupid?” she asked.
 
   “Are you always on your period?” Joe countered.
 
   Wham! Jessica kneed him in the groin. 
 
   “Why would you...” and before Joe could finish his sentence the glass broke.
 
    
 
   The man frantically squeezed through the open he had made with his ax. Some zombies started squeezing through as well while the rest were pounding the glass on the verge of breaking it all down.
 
   “Help me, please,” the man pleaded.
 
   He had a big gash on his arm where he had been bitten.
 
   “We've got to get out of here. Is there another way out?” Jessica asked Joe.
 
   “There's a back door near the restrooms,” Joe said, getting back to his feet.
 
   “Move!” Jessica yelled.
 
   The three of us ran for the back exit as the infected man struggled to keep up with us. The door broke down and the zombies started to flood the store.
 
   “What about that guy?” Joe asked looking back as we neared the exit.
 
   “We can't do anything. He's infected, if we take him with us we'll be putting ourselves in danger. Go!” said Jessica.
 
    
 
    
 
   VII.
 
     
 
   I was out in front, followed by Jessica and then Joe. I got to the door and looked back to see Joe starting to go the other direction. Jessica grabbed him as he was about to pass her.
 
   “What the hell are you doing?” she yelled.
 
   “The guy fell down, he needs help,” Joe replied as he squirmed out of Jessica's hold.
 
   “Help me,” said the man sadly.
 
   Jessica ran after Joe. I just stood at the door like an idiot watching it all happen. Everything seemed to have slowed down. Jessica caught up to Joe as he got to where the man was. She grabbed Joe by the collar and yanked him backwards.
 
     
 
   “Are you nuts? Go!” she said as she pushed Joe towards my direction. Jessica turned to run but the man grabbed her on her right ankle.
 
   “Let me go you idiot!” she shouted.
 
   “Help me,” said the man.
 
     
 
   I ran to help her as the man started to get to his feet while holding on to Jessica. She started hitting him to get him off her.
 
   “Take me with you or I will bite you,” he said.
 
     
 
   “If you bite me, I swear to you that you will be begging me to throw you back to the zombies. You hear me? I give you unspeakable hell!” Jessica said emphatically.
 
   The man, not caring, grabbed Jessica's forearm and took a bite. I got there at the same time he bit down on Jessica's arm and punched him in the face. He stumbled backwards before falling on his ass.
 
     
 
     
 
    
 
   VIII.
 
    
 
   “Hey Jessica, we've got to move,” I said. 
 
   Jessica was in shock. She couldn't believe she was just bitten. I grabbed her by the arm and started running the other way. 
 
   “Come on,” I urged.
 
   “Let me go! Someone is about to die a horrible death.”
 
   “We have no time for this. We have to go, now!” I said.
 
   Jessica wouldn't have any of it. She was insistent on getting her hands on the guy. The guy was on the floor with blood coming out of his nose. Jessica was like a bear wanting to tear into her prey. I had trouble holding her back.
 
     
 
   Seeing no other way to get Jessica to forget about hurting the guy that just bit her and turning her attention to surviving, I picked her up and ran as the zombie reached the spot we were standing. I looked back as the zombies swarmed the guy as he fought back but with no avail. Within seconds his screams were drowned out. I was still carrying Jessica on my shoulders as we approached Joe. He led us to the back door and we exited the building. 
 
     
 
     
 
   IX.
 
    
 
   Joe quickly closed the door as soon as we cleared it and key-locked it. Jessica started hitting me and pried herself from my shoulders. She ran to the door and pushed Joe aside. 
 
   “Open it!” she said, pounding and pulling on the door. “Give me the keys, Joe. Now!”
 
   Joe stared at her.
 
   “What did you call me?” he asked.
 
   “Joe. Isn't that your name?”
 
   “Yeah, it is. But this is the first time you've referred to me as such. You usually call me...”
 
   “Nerd!” she finished his sentence. “Fine, I'll go back to calling you nerd. Happy?”
 
   “No.”
 
   “Whatever,” said Jessica. “Open the door, that idiot will pay for biting me.”
 
   “He's dead, Jessica. The zombies got him,” I said.
 
   “I don't care. Open the door, Joe.”
 
   She was ferociously pacing back and forth. 
 
   “Let me see your arm,” I told her.
 
   “Why, you've never seen an arm before?”
 
   “You know,” I said. “When someone is concern and is trying to help, a normal person will let them and be thankful for it.”
 
   She relented and held out her forearm for me to look at.
 
    
 
   “It doesn’t look that bad. In fact, it looks like the bite didn’t get to the flesh.”
 
   “Oh really? Well I’m sorry, doctor. It felt like he bit into the flesh,” she deadpanned.
 
   “No, it didn’t,” I said.
 
   “Plus, he wasn’t a zombie so even if he had bit into the flesh it might not have been enough to infect you,” Joe added.
 
   “Well, oh gee, Thanks. I do feel much better,” said Jessica. “By the way where were you, you jackass?! You left me to fend off that crazy bastard. What were you doing?” she said giving me the stink-eye.
 
   “I saved you in case you forgot,” I said sternly. “For the second time.”
 
   “Oh really? It took you that long to come help me? You were standing like ten feet away. You froze like a bitch,” said Jessica.
 
   “Hey!” I exclaimed.
 
   “And what about you, nerd herd? What’s your deal? Do you have a death wish?” Jessica questioned.
 
   “I was trying to help him,” Joe explained.
 
   “Oh, let’s help a soon to be zombie guy,” Jessica mocked. “How were you going to help him? Do have some type of antidote or something, brainiac?”
 
   “No. but we could’ve taken him with us to see my dad. Maybe he knows or has an antidote.”
 
   “What are you so upset about?” I asked. “You’re fine.”
 
   “I better be because if I’m not, no one will be fine either. No one!”
 
    
 
   The zombies started to make their way around the building towards our direction.
 
   “We need to move, come on,” I urged the other two.
 
   We ran down the streets and made a left at the next block. As we ran down the sidewalk, we heard a car engine. We stopped and approached a parked car. 
 
   “Hey, it’s unlocked,” Joe noticed.
 
   Joe grabbed the handle and climbed into the back seat. 
 
   “Come on,” he said. 
 
   Jessica ran around to the passenger side and got in. I opened the driver door and climbed behind the wheel. Just as I was about to put the car in drive I saw a figure at my window at the corner of my eye. I turned my head to stare into a two barrel shotgun.
 
   “Ain’t she a beaut?” asked the guy holding the shotgun. “She packs quite a punch too. Wanna see?”
 
   “Not particularly, no.”
 
   “In that case,” he cocked the gun. “D’ya mind steppin’ out of my vehicle, please?”
 
    
 
   “Well you did ask nicely. It would be rude of me not to oblige,” I said slowly getting out of the vehicle and putting my hands in the air, like I just didn’t care.
 
   The guy was standing at about 6’2” 200 lbs with a mohawk wearing a plaid shirt and jeans.
 
   “Boy, stealin’ other people’s cars is the sort of stuff that’ll get a few holes put in ya,” he said with the shotgun still pointed at my face.
 
   “I’m twenty-two.”
 
   “So?” asked the man.
 
   “So, I’m not a boy.”
 
   “I don’t give a rat’s vagina how old ya are. Boy.”
 
   “Technically, I’m a man not a boy,” I said persistently.
 
   “And technically I could shoot ya right now so shut ya trap. Hey, thing one and thing two. Get ya thievin’ asses out my car.”
 
   Jessica and Joe got out of the car.
 
   “Sorry sir, we didn’t know the car’s owner was still around,” Joe apologized.
 
   “Stop apologizing, you sound like a bitch,” Jessica said quietly to Joe as they made their way to where I was.
 
   “What’s your problem?” Joe asked.
 
   “My problem,” Jessica replied as she started to heat up. “Is that some infected douche-bag bit me because you’re a complete idiot.”
 
   “Are you still on about that?” 
 
   “Yeah! I’m still on about that, Joe. And I will be on that for as long as I want to.”
 
   “Hey, shut ya yaps!” said the shotgun man.
 
   “You shut your yap you mohawk freak!” Jessica fired back. “Can’t you see we’re having a discussion?”
 
   “It’s more like your bashing me than us having a conversation,” Joe corrected.
 
   “Shut your face before I break it!” 
 
   That shut Joe up.
 
   “So, I guess we’ll just be on our way,” I said to the guy with the shotgun.
 
   “You ain’t goin’ nowhere, boy.”
 
   “I’m not a boy,” I said.
 
   “You’re a boy, Sam,” Jessica said.
 
   “Shut up!” I told her.
 
   “Come say it to my face!” she challenged.
 
   I did not take her challenge.
 
   “Hey!” said the man.
 
   “Don’t ‘Hey!’ me, freak. What’s with the gun? Are you going to shoot us, huh?”
 
   “Maybe,” he answered.
 
   “Oh yeah,” Jessica approached the man. “Give me the gun.”
 
    
 
   “Stay back or I’mma shot ya,” warned mohawk man
 
   Jessica walked up to him and tried to pry the gun from the guy but he held on. Jessica tried as she could to wrestle the gun from mohawk man with no luck. Finally getting tired of the struggle, she elbowed him in the stomach, stuck her leg out, pulled him towards her and hip tossed mohawk man to the ground.
 
   “Whoa, what the hell was that!” I asked, impressed.
 
   “It’s a judo throw num-nuts. Now grab the gun,” she said.
 
   I retrieved the gun that had scattered three feet from the duo when mohawk man was tossed. I looked over and saw Jessica had mohawk man in some sort of arm submission. Mohawk man started screaming for Jessica to let him go.
 
   “Are you crazy?” cried mohawk man. “Ya gonna break my arm.”
 
   “That’s the idea,” said Jessica.
 
   “I think it’s a bad idea,” mohawk man answered back.
 
   “So was saying you were going to shoot us.”
 
   “I said maybe, maybe. I didn’t say I was actually gonna do it.”
 
   Jessica let the mohawk man go and got to her feet. Mohawk man was writhing on the ground holding his right arm.
 
   “Oh stop being a bitch and get up,” said Jessica.
 
   “You tried to break my arm,” Mohawk man complained.
 
   “If I was trying to break your arm, it would be broken already. Now get up.”
 
   She turned and approached me.
 
   “Give me the gun,” she demanded.
 
   “Why?” I asked suspiciously.
 
   “So I can shoot you for not giving me the gun.”
 
   “Are you joking or not because I can’t tell,” I said.
 
   “Sam, now!” she commanded.
 
   I stared her down as she held out her hand for the gun. I did not budge. I was not going to be punk’d be some girl. She faked like she was going to hit and I jumped back.
 
   “Give me,”she said.
 
   I gave up the gun. 
 
   “I know that you’re not the most pleasant person to be around, at least according to my experience, but you’ve taken it to a higher level lately,” I pointed out.
 
   “Well when you been bitten by an infect asshole and have to deal with an ass, a nerd, and a mohawk freak, you’d act a little crazy too.”
 
   “I think she insulted us,” said mohawk man.
 
   “Yeah,” replied Joe.
 
   “Hey,” I said. “Why didn’t you do the same thing you did to mohawk man to that infect guy who bit you?”
 
   “The name’s Bret,” said Bret, formerly known as mohawk man or in Jessica’s case, mohawk freak.
 
   “You want to know why I didn’t do the same thing to the infected asshole who bit me? Shut up, that’s why?” she answered.
 
   “I think fear froze her,” Joe added.
 
   “Yeah, fear can paralyze a man… or woman,” said Bret.
 
   “Sure, why don’t we have a discussion and try to figure out why I didn’t do the same to the infected man as I did to freaky-hair here.”
 
   “OK,” said Bret. “We can sit on my deck there.”
 
   “It’s very nice,” Joe observed.
 
   “Yeah, it also has a retractable sunroof,” Bret said proudly.
 
   “Shut up and get in the car. Sam, you’re driving. Bret, you’re in the passenger seat and Joe, you’re sitting behind the driver.”
 
   “Why?” asked Joe.
 
   “Because I have a shotgun, Joe. Because I have a shotgun.”
 
   “Where are we goin’? asked Bret.
 
   “We are going to see Joe’s dad.”
 
    
 
    
 
   X.
 
    
 
   I put the car in drive and we headed down the road.
 
   “Where to, Joe?” I asked.
 
   “Keep going until we get to Pensecola RD and go right. Then just drive all the way to the lab at the compound.”
 
   I looked at the clock on the car and it read 9:20 AM. The roads were pretty deserted as far as I could tell. 
 
   “So who’s everybody?” asked Bret.
 
   “I’m Sam,” I answered.
 
   “How ya doin’, Sam? What do you do?”
 
   “I’m fine, Bret. I’m an assistant manager, or was, at Congar Foods down by Harlow Street. Been working there three years now. How about you?”
 
   “Mechanic for nine years. That Mustang that was in my driveway is my project. Almost done with it. Damn world has to end just when I’m ‘bout done with it. What about you, li’l man?” he said, referring to Joe.
 
   “I’m a sophomore at Lincoln High. I also work down at Phil’s Gas station for the last four months. My dad works at the lab we’re going to. He said this whole thing was an experiment gone wrong.”
 
   “Damn military. Leave it to them to fuck shit up.” Bret commented. “What about you, miss lady.”
 
   “Don’t call me that,” said Jessica.
 
   “OK,” Bret replied. “What about you? Who are ya and what do you do?”
 
   “I’m Jessica and that’s all you need to know.”
 
   “Alrighty then,” said Bret.
 
   As we approached Pensecola RD I slowed down at the light and made a right turn.
 
    
 
   I fiddled with the radio trying to find a station but all I was getting was static on the AM side so I switch to FM. Nothing there as well. So we had no news of what was happening or how worse or better things were getting. Hopefully Joe’s dad has some answers.
 
   We were traveling on a two land road as we were leaving the city behind. The landscape was pretty bare except for bushes and grass alongside the road. Up ahead we were nearing a forest when the car started slowing down. 
 
   “What are you doing?” asked Jessica.
 
   “Nothing,” I answered.
 
   “Why are you slowing down?”
 
   “I’m not, the car is.”
 
   Bret glanced over. “We’re outta fuel.”
 
   “Are you kidding me? What the hell! This day just keeps getting crappier and crappier.” said Jessica.
 
   “The lab is just past the forest,” said Joe. “It’ll take us maybe an hour and a half, two tops.”
 
   “What kind of mechanic are you,” Jessica questioned Bret.
 
   “A very good one,” he replied.
 
   “Oh really?”
 
   “Yeah, this isn’t a mechanical issue. Is it? No. So don’t knock my mechanical skills, alright?”
 
   “Right, it’s you common sense skills we should be looking at,” Jessica fired back.
 
   “Hey listen here…”
 
   “Guys!” I jumped in. “It won’t solve anything so drop it. We have to walk the rest of the way. An hour and a half is nothing. Come on,” I said as I got out of the car. “We’ve got to move, the sun isn’t overhead yet so it won’t be so bad.”
 
   “So we’re just going to leave the car here?” asked Joe.
 
   “No,” said Jessica. “There are four of us. We’re each going to grab a side, pick up the car, and carry it with us for half an hour up to the lab. Come on Joe, grab a side.”
 
   “You’re mean, you know that?”
 
    
 
    
 
   XI.
 
    
 
   We started hiking the rest of the way to the lab. As we near the forest it appeared to be about two football-sized fields. It was lush with greenery and dense with plenty of trees. 
 
   We stayed on the middle of the road to minimize any chances of being surprised by an animal or zombie that might be disguised within the forest. We were walking two by two, Bret and I in front with Joe and Jessica trailing us.
 
   The road was well deserted. We haven’t seen a car or anyone since we left the confines of the city. We could hear the birds chirping about as we delve further. All of a sudden we heard a low growl. 
 
   “Who’s hungry?” I asked looking back.
 
   “I am,” said Joe. “But that wasn’t my stomach making noise.”
 
   I looked at Jessica and she stared back at me.
 
   “That’s no grumblin’ stomach, that’s an animal,” Bret said as he slowed his walk surveying the surrounding. 
 
   “What’s up Bret?” I asked.
 
   “Shush! Somethin’ is out here.” 
 
   We heard it again, this time louder. 
 
    
 
   ROAWR! It was near us. We turned to the right side of the forest while slowly backing away anticipating something jumping out at us. We waited and waited. The bushes were rustling. We stood in abject fear. Out of the bushes jumped a bear.
 
   As soon as we saw it we made like headless chickens and ran around wildly. We scattered so that the bear could not bear down on us at once. Joe decided, or maybe he just lost his mind, to run into the forest on the other side of the road instead of staying on the road where we can see everything.
 
   The bear took after him.
 
   “Joe,” I called. “What are you doing? Come back!” I ran after them. I found Joe halfway up a tree with the bear at the base of the tree trying to convince Joe to come down. 
 
   “Hey! Over here!” I jumped up and down and threw things at the bear to distract him. “Come get me!” I picked up a rock and threw it. I nailed the bear at the back of the head. That got its attention.
 
   I ran as soon as the bear turned its attention to me. It started after me. I ran about four feet when I tripped and fell face first into the ground. I groaned and turn to see the bear barreling down on me. I just stared hopelessly at my impending doom.
 
    
 
    
 
   XII.
 
    
 
   Just as the bear was about to pounce on me, Bret came flying out of nowhere and jump tackled the bear. The two rolled around on the ground. They got up and the bear swung its right arm and caught Bret across the face knocking him down. Just as the bear was about to finish his prey Jessica stepped up beside it with the shotgun aimed at the bear’s head. She put the trigger.
 
   The recoil sent Jessica stumbling backwards and fell. The bear’s brains were a spaghetti mess. The limp body fell sideways in front of Bret who was just getting his bearings back after the vicious hit that he took.
 
    
 
   Bret brushed off the bear remains that splattered on him and got to his feet. He walked over and picked up his shotgun. Then he held out his hand to help Jessica up.
 
   “Like I said before, it packs a punch,” he said referring to his gun.
 
   I walked over to them.
 
   “Everybody alright?” I asked.
 
   “Yeah,” said Bret.
 
   Jessica nodded.
 
   We walked over to the tree where Joe was hanging to for dear life.
 
   “You can come down now, the big bad bear is gone,” said Jessica.
 
   Joe shimmied down.
 
   “You alright, little man?” asked Bret.
 
   “I’m not little,” Joe protested.
 
   “Or a man,” Jessica teased.
 
   “Whatever, I’m fine.”
 
   We walked back to the road.
 
   “That was somethin’, huh? What a rush!” said Bret, amped.
 
   “Yeah, almost getting mauled by a bear. We should do that more often,” I said.
 
   “You OK?” Jessica asked Joe, showing concern for anyone for the first time since I’ve met her.
 
   “I’ll be fine,” said Joe. “That was scary as hell.”
 
   “That was awesome as hell!” Bret chimed in.
 
   As we got back onto the road we heard noises overhead.
 
   “What’s that?” I asked.
 
   “Sounds like helicopters or somethin’,” Bret said pointing up. “Look!”
 
    
 
   “They’re coming from the direction of the lab,” said Joe. 
 
   Two helicopters were going east and one more was going southeast towards town.
 
   “That’s probably my dad going to look for me.”
 
   “But why are they leaving and where are they going?” I asked.
 
   “I don’t know,” Joe answered.
 
   We stood there and watched the helicopters as they traveled out of sight leaving us standing in the middle of the road not knowing what to make of the situation.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   XIII.
 
    
 
   “So, what now?” asked Bret.
 
   We all looked at each other seeking an answer. 
 
   “I think we should continue to the lab,” I said.
 
   “What for? The person we came to see just left,” said Jessica, always the pessimist.
 
   “Do you know where they're headed?” I asked Joe.
 
   Joe shook his head no. “But I think we should continue going to the lab, there might be clues as to where they're going. Plus what other option do we have? Go back to town? We're much closer to the lab than the town. We might find a ride up there as well.”
 
   “I agree,” Bret said. “What about you Jess.”
 
   “It's Jessica,” she glared at him. “Fine, whatever. Let's go.”
 
    
 
   We walked through the rest of the forest without further encounters with deadly animals or zombies. 
 
    
 
   “Whoa, look at that,” Bret pointed. 
 
   It was a giant building in the shape of a vagina.
 
   “What the hell?!” exclaimed Jessica.
 
   “Yeah, what the hell?!” I echoed her.
 
   “It's my dad's idea. He said he always wanted to live inside a giant pussy.”
 
   “What? He actually said that?” I asked bewildered.
 
   “I wish I was making it up. He's weird to the max. He's the biggest goofball you'll ever meet. Sometimes when I'm with him I feel like I'm the grown-up.”
 
   “No shit?” asked Bret.
 
   “No shit.”
 
   “Is he a bigger weirdo than Sam?” asked Jessica.
 
   “Screw you!” I fired back.
 
   “You wouldn't know how,” she responded.
 
   “Bitch!” I said.
 
   She struck me in the arm.
 
    
 
   The building was built on a mound with a parking lot out in front and helicopter pads to the side with one helicopter sitting there.
 
   We walked up the two-flights of stairs. The sun was right overhead and the heat was started to take affect. We walked to the entrance and entered the vagina.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   XIV.
 
    
 
   It was a relief to get out of the scorching sun. The inside of the building was pure white, very clean. We walked straight to the reception desk.
 
   “Do you know where you dad's office is?” I asked Joe.
 
   “Nope, I've never been here before.”
 
   We looked around the reception desk for any clues.
 
   “What's your dad's name,” asked Bret.
 
   “Dr. Timothy Mercer.”
 
   We scoured the area looking for anything that would help us find the scientist's office. 
 
   “Found it,” said Jessica. “It's on the 3rd level.”
 
   “3rd level?” I asked.
 
   “Yeah, this property goes underground. The elevators are located to the left down the hall and we have to take them down to the 3rd level according to this document,” she said referring to the files in the folder she was holding. “Come on, let's go.”
 
    
 
   I went around the desk to lead the way because that is what leaders do, they lead.
 
   “Where the hell are you going?” shouted Jessica.
 
   “Leading the way to the elevators,” I answered.
 
   “They're this way, ding dong.”
 
   “You said to the left.”
 
   “Yes, left when facing the reception, so this way.”
 
   I turned and followed the others to the elevators.
 
    
 
   We got out of the elevator at level three and it was a complete opposite of the first level. Where the first level was all white and clean, the third level was a complete mess. The walls were covered in blooded and lifeless bodies were scattered on the floor. There were cages with people, or zombies, in them. It was a complete horror show. The cages were about ten feet in height and four feet by four feet in length and width. They were all lined up against the wall covering the entire room. Some of the cages were empty and the bars on them were bent as if someone or something strong just pulled them apart. That probably explains where the bodies on the floor came from. There were also tables with straps and what looked like an office at the opposite end of the room.
 
   “What the hell happened?!” asked Bret.
 
   We all just stared, taking in the scenic mess. Level three was just one whole room whereas the first level had hallways and individual rooms.
 
    
 
   “Are any of them alive?” I asked.
 
   We walked around the room studying the 'experiments.' Most were grotesque and badly disfigured.
 
   “Help me!” shouted a voice as we jumped in surprised. Bret accidentally fired his shotgun which made us jump again.
 
   “Premature discharge, eh Bret?” Jessica teased.
 
   “Shut up!” he replied.
 
    
 
    “Help me!” said the voice again. The voice came from the cage to the left of the office. We approached it.
 
   “Get me out of here!”
 
   “Who are you?” I asked. “What happened here?”
 
   “Let me out!” he shouted.
 
   “Yeah, like that's going to happen,” replied Jessica.
 
   This guy looked like a person who had narrowly survived a tornado attack or how I imagined a person would look after getting into a real fight with Jessica. He was a mess. His clothes were ripped and he had dried blood all over him.
 
   “Get me out of this cage!” he shouted.
 
   “We have to help him!” said Joe.
 
   “We don't have to do anything,” said Jessica.
 
   “Wow, heartless!” I said.
 
   “Wow, douche-bag!” she retorted.
 
   “We can't just leave him in there,” Bret chimed in.
 
   “Where did you learn to be so good at being a bitch, at Bitch University?” I asked Jessica, completely ignoring Bret. 
 
   “Where did you learn to be so good at being a loser, University of Loserville? You parents should have sent you to Ball State University so you could have balls!”
 
   “Did you guys know that Ball State is an actual university?” asked Joe.
 
   “Shut up!” we both said in unison.
 
   “Alright, idiots! Calm down, okay?” Bret said. “We need to do somethin'.”
 
   “My I suggest letting me out of this cage?!” said the guy, irritated.
 
   “First, you talk,” said Jessica. “Then maybe... maybe, we'll think about letting you out. Spill the beans. Who are you and what happened here?”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   XV.
 
    
 
   “My name is Mark Stone, Staff Sargent, Army.”
 
   “And what happened here, where's my dad going?” asked Joe.
 
   “That crazy loon was your dad?” asked Mark. He suddenly reached through the bars and grabbed Joe forcefully and was trying to pull Joe into the cage through the bars.
 
   “Help!” Joe yelled.
 
   We all jumped in trying to help Joe. I grabbed Joe around his mid-section and was trying to pull him free while Jessica was furiously punching Mark in the face. Bret was trying to break the iron grip Mark had on Joe.
 
   “Let him go, you retard!” she said as she stopped punching him in the face and did some crazy spinning martial arts kick, I don't know what. Unfortunately that didn't do jack squat.
 
   Bret stopped trying to pry Mark's fingers off of Joe and stood back. He took off his rifle which he had slung across his back. He grabbed the nozzle end of the rifle and held it like a baseball bat and started hammering Mark's forearms. After about a half-dozen hits Mark let go as Joe and I stumbled backwards and fell to the floor.
 
   “The hell's wrong with you, man?” asked Bret.
 
   “Yeah, you freaking psycho!” Jessica added.
 
   “Me? I'm the psycho?” asked Mark, bewildered.
 
   “Yeah, jarhead.”
 
   “Actually marines are jarheads, and it's insulting for civilians to use that term.”
 
   “Like I care,” said Jessica.
 
   “Bitch!” Mark called her.
 
   “I know, right?” I added.
 
   “You're about to have a broken nose,” she said to Mark. “And you're about to have a broken body,” she said to me. “You're about to go from 'Sam I Am' to 'Sam I Can't Freaking Walk Because Jessica Crippled My Ass' if you keep this up.”
 
   “Isn't she a peach?” I said.
 
   She responded by kicking me in my left knee-cap which dropped me to the floor. She turned her attention back to Mark.
 
    
 
   “Before we leave your ass to rot in that cell, mind telling us why you attacked the kid? And also what happened in this lab?” she demanded.
 
   Mark looked at Joe. 
 
   “I'm sorry, kid. I guess the son shouldn't be held responsible for the sins of the father but FUCKING HELL!” he said kicking the bars of the cell.
 
   “Alright guys,” said Jessica. “Let's go see what we can find in that office and get the hell out of here. This idiot is freaking useless.”
 
   She started walking towards the office.
 
   “Wait!” said Mark. “Wait. Do you promise to let me out if I tell you what you want to know?”
 
   “Heck no!” said Jessica. “But we promise to leave you where you are if you don't talk.”
 
   “Alright,” he replied. “Everything is his dad's fault,” he said gesturing to Joe. “He fucked everything and everyone.”
 
   “What are you talking about?” asked Joe.
 
   “I'm in this cell. Why? Because of your dad. The room is the way it is. Why? Because of your dad. The world is riddled with zombies. Why? Because of your dad!”
 
   “We don't have time for this, let's go,” Jessica beckoned us.
 
   Before any of us could make a move we heard moaning and movements from the cages that were occupied.
 
   “No, no, no, no!” said Mark. “Go into that office and you should find a key on the wall to the right. Get it and unlock my cell. Now!”
 
   “Wha...” Jessica began.
 
   “If they get out of their slumber, we are screwed. We need to get the hell out of this place before they gain full consciousness. You see the bloody, messy bodies on the floor? Unless you guys can do the same thing to the ones that are about to wake up, we need to be as far away from here and as fast as we possibly can. I saw that the other ones did before Dr. Mercer's security put them down. They are no ordinary zombies. You do not want to know or see, let alone experience, the horror these monsters can bring.”
 
   “What do you mean?” asked Bret.
 
   “Sure, I can tell you all about it right now. It's not like we have in our mist psychotic, nearly unstoppable, bloody-thirsty animals that will not stop until we're dead or until they're dead. Whichever one comes first. Let me out!”
 
   Jessica went into the office and retrieved the key. She came back and stopped in front of Mark's cell holding the key in her right hand.
 
   “How do we know...” Jessica began
 
   “Are you serious right now?” asked Mark in disbelief. “Those things are no longer human. They possess enough physical strength to bend bars. If they can do that imagine what they can do to you.”
 
   “How do we know you're not one of them?” she asked.
 
   There was more stirrings coming from the cells.
 
    
 
   “I'm speaking aren't I? Those things don't speak. Like zombies, they moan and groan. Also just like my wife, but not in a good way as in sex moans and groans. More like 'stop your bitching already, sheesh.' But that's a story for another time. If there is one. Which there won't be if you don't let me out!”
 
   “Alright, calm down.” Jessica keyed the lock and was opening the cell when Mark busted out of the cell like a bat out of hell knocking Jessica back a little.
 
   “Damn, what the hell?” she said.
 
   “Uh, guys?” I said. “That one is looking at us as if we're prime grade steak.”
 
   “Get to the elevator now!” Mark shouted as he shoved his way through us.
 
   Confusion set in as we looked around bewildered.
 
   “Holy crap!” I said pointing to one of the cells. “Look, that one is bending the bars.”
 
   “Run, you idiots,” Mark called. 
 
   We turned and ran after him, Jessica and I followed by Bret and Joe as we tried to catch up.
 
   Mark go to the elevator and was ferociously pressing the button.
 
   “Come on, open up!” 
 
   The elevator opened and he jumped in. As Jessica and I were about to get into the elevator we heard an “Oh no!”
 
   I turned and saw Joe had fallen on the floor. I also saw one of the monster-zombies coming at him. Bret made a 360 and went to help Joe. As I was about to do the same Jessica grabbed me and shoved me into the elevator.
 
   “Are you crazy? We have to help them!” I shouted.
 
   Bret yanked Joe from the floor and pushed him towards the elevator.
 
   “Run,” he said as Joe obeyed.
 
   “Look out,” I said to Bret. He turned as the monster-zombie sprang into the air was coming down on Bret. Bret barrel rolled to avoid the zombie stomp.
 
   “Shoot him, you idiot,” Jessica yelled at Bret. Joe made it into the elevator.
 
   “We've got to go if we want to make it out alive, now!” said Mark.
 
   “But we've got to help Bret,” I said.
 
   I turned to see Bret unhook his shotgun from his back and aimed it at the zombie that was going for his throat. I saw the other monster-zombies in the process of breaking out of their cages. 
 
   “Bret, shoot it already and get the hell out of there,” I shouted.
 
   Bret pulled the trigger and the sound that came out was a click. Shotgun empty. The look on Bret's face was of complete terror as the monster-zombie pounced on him and bit him on the right side of the neck.
 
   “Bret... NOOOOO!” cried Joe.
 
   Bret grabbed the shotgun with his left hand and was hammering the zombie on the head with it to no avail.
 
   Mark pressed the up button and the elevator proceeded to close. Right before it closed, I saw the zombie pick Bret up and slammed him onto the floor on his knees. While stepping on Bret's leg it grabbed his left arm and yanked upwards ripping Bret's arm off as the other zombies joined in on the kill. The last sound we heard were Bret's screams of horror.
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