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	Joe ain't no hero. He just wants to die.

	The kids they call him "Roadkill" on account of how them Horrors sucked him up into the sky to have their way with him, then dropped him in the middle of a street full of traffic. Must've gotten run over five or six times before them cars and trucks stopped to see what they'd hit. But Joe he just stood up without a bone broke in his entire body and not a drop of blood leaking out. His back's hurt him something fierce ever since, but otherwise, he's right as rain.

	That's not to say life's been a bed of roses—unless all we're talking about is the thorns.

	"Every time we strike back, they just hit us harder." Kiara she's on the verge of tears, hunkered down in the booth across from Joe. She's a big girl, but she carries her extra pounds like they're no trouble. "We've been the cause of so much death…"

	"No." Joe's got to stop her right there. "We ain't the killers. They are."

	Marko shrugs, half-sitting beside Kiara, half-stretched out into the aisle like he's gonna run at the first sign of trouble. But it's quiet this time of night; Shaky's Diner is empty and so is the street outside. Curfew, the military-types call it. Joe knows it's just the calm before the storm.

	"Either way, there's less of us now to fight back." Marko blows out a sigh and shakes his shaggy head. He's a pimply kid as tall as he is scrawny, but he's also a brave sonofabitch. "Maybe we should just dig in for a while. See how things pan out. The jarheads been talking about some kind of new weapon."

	"Ain't nothing can stop the Horrors." Joe looks at them each in turn. "Whatever they did to me, it's made me just like 'em."

	"Lucky," Kiara mutters.

	"Damned," Joe counters. "I've tried gettin' shot, stabbed, poisoned—"

	"Run over," Marko says.

	"If I can't die, neither can they. Not by any means we know of."

	"Where's the logic in that?" Marko winces like he does when things don't make no sense to him—and that's been going on a lot these days. "Just cuz you was abducted don't mean they made you like 'em. You're still a human being, for crying out loud!"

	"Yeah?" Joe grabs a fork from the table setting and plunges it into his own face. Kiara lets out a yelp, then claps both hands over her mouth. Marko stares goggle-eyed. "Do I look real human to you?" Joe tugs out the fork, and his skin heals over like a sinkhole moving in on itself.

	"Sure, they changed you," Marko says low like he's in a library. "That don't mean you're exactly like 'em."

	"Maybe not. But I'm pretty sure if we find something that can kill me, we can use it on them and start seeing some real results around here."

	Kiara frowns. "But then you'll be dead, Joe. There won't be a we no more."

	"You're the future. Me? I'm old, girl. You don't want me hangin' around here forever."

	"How old are you, Joe?" Marko narrows his eyes.

	"How old do I look?" Joe sits up straight and puffs out his chest like a rooster.

	Marko and Kiara glance at each other. "Maybe thirty. Forty tops," she says.

	Joe grins at that. "I might've been, back when they snatched me up. But that was near twenty years ago—long before they overran us like they done."

	"And you ain't aged a day since." Marko nods. "It's some kinda miracle. Yet you wanna die."

	"Never said that."

	"You want us to figure out some way to kill you, then turn it on the Horrors—ain't that it?"

	"I don't want to go up against them without you, Joe." A tear or two spill out of Kiara's big eyes, and she's been doing so good at holding them back.

	"Hey now." Joe reaches across the table to touch her hand. "Them chalk signs you leave out there—" He nods toward the pitch-black street outside. "You're building a resistance movement here. Folks'll come swarming like locusts to grass to join up once they see them Horrors take a good kick in the balls."

	"There won't be no swarm without you."

	"She's right." Marko nods. "You die, this whole thing falls apart. Our numbers are slacking off already. That last attack—"

	"We've just got to hit 'em back even harder." None of them would be forgetting anytime soon that civilian shelter off Market Street, vaporized by one of the Horrors' passing air-cars. "Tell me about the jarheads' weapon."

	Marko shrugs. "From what I've seen, it looks like some kind of radioactive plasma stream."

	Joe curses under his breath. "Won't work."

	"You can't know that," Kiara says.

	He stares her down and picks up the blood-flecked fork. "I've already tried radiation. My skin bubbles up like a cheese pizza, then settles right back down. And I've lit myself on fire, too. Hurts like hell and gets me blacker than coal, but I heal up just fine."

	"Why don't you go to the jarheads?" Marko says. "Show 'em your powers. Then you could be their secret weapon!"

	"I don't work for the Man." Joe sets down the fork. "I just want them freaks off my planet." 

	"But what if you're the only one who can kill 'em?" Marko leans forward. "Ain't that worth goin' to the Man and—"

	"I been poked and prodded enough by them Horrors. Don't need to have it done by my own kind." Joe slides out of the booth to stand. "Now show me where the jarheads have stashed that new gizmo of theirs."

	 

	 

	Ever since the Horrors blasted the world with their EMP's, there ain't been no computers or communications between the central government and the military compounds they set up in every major city. Here in San Diego, the National Guard and the Marines joined forces and set up camp alongside Pacific Highway, just north of the international airport where all the planes in one piece sit grounded like ghosts in a graveyard. The jarheads are pretty much on their own here, despite the pony express style messages they send and receive by motorcycle couriers braving open stretches of empty highway. Some poor souls get snatched by the Horrors' air-cars. Some don't—the lucky ones, that is.

	The Horrors are none too easy to figure out. They don't attack in any sort of pattern. They come and go as they please, and nobody seems to know where their base of operations is located. That would just make things too easy, of course. Public opinion favors the idea they've got a ship in orbit, only nobody can see it because it's got some kind of invisibility shield. Others say the Horrors have a nest out in the desert, and nobody can get close without being turned into a pod-person, brains jammed full of alien eggs to hatch into a whole horde of Horror babies.

	Marko drives his Chevy pickup, a rusted old diesel manufactured long before the days of air bags and computer chips. It rumbles along desolate side streets and back alleys with no headlights on. Tonight, thankfully, the moon gives out all the light they need. Kiara she's wedged in tight between Marko and Joe, and they can feel her jiggle with every bump in the road. 

	"So much for sneakin' up on 'em unawares," Joe grumbles as the Chevy groans around a corner.

	"The MP's are clear over on the other side of town. We should have another thirty minutes before they get back to base."

	"You better be right about that," says Kiara, thick arms folded across her ample bosom. "I don't fancy spendin' the night in jail with you two."

	"I don't get the curfew anyhow. It's not like the Horrors only come after dark. They attack whenever they damn well please!"
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