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Author's Note




Heya~

Thanks for picking up my story of a throuple vs the plant zombie apocalypse! 

Hop in for a steamy, angsty, and somewhat gory adventure—cause fuck it, it's the end of the world, anyway. 

ps ~ There's a special code in the back of this book where you can read the Beta Version of the next three books, for free, for six months on Ream!

Trigger warnings available here. 

Lemme know your thoughts by leaving a review.  And thanks for reading!

Enjoy~

Aurum<3
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Chapter 1

Never Split Up, Gang





The ambulance's tires let out a shriek like the undead as Rose Woods clung to the cold, rigid bench seat, her heart pounding in sync with its abrupt halt. 

She couldn't blame Sam for slamming on the brakes—they'd been speeding down an empty road with nothing but sand for miles. When suddenly they were in a little suburban oasis.

It would be an oasis—if the day-old zombie apocalypse didn't look like it had been here a week already.

Okay, so maybe Rose was prone to exaggeration, but that one wasn't too far off the mark. They weren't looking at the ruins of skyscrapers, left to rot over decades until they tumbled into each other like fallen trees.

But, the suburban sprawl that Rose, Del, and Sam were staring at was more unsettling. Rose's stomach clenched, saturated with the eerie stillness of the surrounding streets. Buildings with doors hanging open, cars abandoned along the road that Sam navigated around, supplies crushed under the wheels of their rig.

But there were no bodies. No blood. No nothing. 

It was like they'd stepped onto a horror movie set without a single actor or camera in sight.

"Where is everyone?" Rose whispered, worried that the instant she dared voice the question, she wouldn't like the answer.

"Lookin' like they bugged out." Del muttered back. "Cain't say I blame them, with those things around."

Those things. The zombies. The things that Sam didn't want to believe were straight up scary movie monsters.

"It looks like a dust storm blew through here." Sam murmured, leaning forward to peer at a dingy sedan halfway across the road.

Rose looked at it too, though not too close. She hadn't seen a body yet, but she didn't want to search for one. The memory of the woman in the sundress having her arm shredded was still replaying in her head every time the redhead closed her eye.

"Ain't dust." Del muttered, his posture mimicking Sam's. "Don't look right."

Del was right.

If a real dust storm had blasted through, the world should be grimy and coated in the reddish orange contents of the desert. As Rose looked at the popped hood of a blue vehicle, the sand made it look, almost...

"It's green." She couldn't believe what her own damn hazel eyes were seeing.

"Y'sure?" Del asked at once, leaning up. And she could hear the seat next to her groan as he shuffled close. 

C'mon, Rose, get your shit together. Now was not the time to be distracted by the smell of his sweat meeting her nose.

"Yeah, I mean, it looks like green dust. What could that be?"

"I don't know." Sam's voice was soft but caught all the air in the bus. His knuckles looked strained as he clutched the steering wheel, watching every move he made. "But I have a bad feeling."

Rose was pretty sure they were all feeling it.

They all jumped at the computerized voice of the GPS, which somehow miraculously had regained its signal.

She clutched Sam's phone, still in her lap, still showing the location of his ex-wife—at least, of her phone. Rose kept tapping the call button on her contact page, watching the screen as the phone attempted to make a call and failed again.

It just left Rose looking at the picture of Sam's ex-wife on the screen. The woman who left a good, caring man like Sam should have a pinched and bitchy face—maybe a unibrow.

But no, Amber was beautiful. She had that wavy dark hair with big blue eyes that crinkled at the corners, and a wide smile like her face was meant to be happy. Rose had stared at her picture every time the call failed, and now the redhead's throat was dry.

She was clueless about what she would or even should do if Amber did answer the phone. What on earth was she supposed to say? Hey there, so your ex has a new squeeze, sort of, and oh, by the way, there's another dude in the mix too, just so you're in the loop.

Rose cringed at even the thought—but, for Sam's sake, she was going to keep trying. And for the sake of his son.

The redhead tapped the call button one last time, watching the call screen come up.

And the line clicked on.

Hope beyond hope and paralyzing anxiety collided into her all at once.

Rose pushed the phone against her ear, covering her other one with her hand.

"Amber?! Hello, can you hear me? It's—" Rose blanked. The words clung to the back of her throat, refusing to tumble out into the open air. Or maybe Rose realized it wasn't important to clarify who she was. Just get to the stuff that was important to the woman on the other end of the phone. "I'm here with Sam—can you hear me?"

A rattling breath cut her off.

The cabin of the ambulance was silent around her, but that was nothing compared to the void of noise so deep it was making her skin crawl even across the phone.

Rose curled into herself, ducking away from the world, straining with everything in her to hear something, anything that would give her a sign of life.

"Amber? Sam's here."

A hiss that sounded like an exhale of breath was the only sound she heard. Like half a word...or the start of the older man's name through straining lips and lungs—

When the line went dead in her ear, and the GPS display on the dashboard went blank.

Rose lowered the phone, her hand shaking as she stared at the dropped call. No service. Not even a blip.

"¿Qué sucedió?" Sam cleared his rough throat. "What did she say? Is Zeke with her?"

"She didn't say anything..." Rose stared at the phone, at Amber's picture on the screen again.

Sam wilted next to her, and she hadn't even realized the ambulance was teetering on the edge of a complete stall.

"But." Rose tried to offer hope, because she had to. She couldn't just let a man think he'd lost his family if she didn't know for sure. "I heard, I mean, it sounded like breathing."

"Agonal—labored breathing?" Without hesitation, his voice shifted into the familiar cadence of a paramedic, each word measured.

Rose nodded. "It didn't sound easy."

Sam's foot was back on the gas, his expression gone blank and neutral, but she felt like it was fighting off panic. "If they're hurt, every second counts." He said as the ambulance lurched forward.

"Y'know which building it is?" Del asked, bracing himself against the lurch of the ambulance.

Rose slid into Del's lap with the jerk of the vehicle. He caught her and pushed her back into her seat.

"No..." Sam realized. "I haven't—we've got the address."

"Lemme see it," Del demanded.

Rose fumbled to pull up Amber's address while the phone tried to be a brick.

Del squinted at it, then looked at the street names and faded numbers along the buildings.

"Left, then right. Should be a red brick building." Del said, with such confidence in his low voice, Sam obeyed at once.

"Wow, how did you know that?" Rose grinned at him.

But Del didn't meet her eyes. And she swore she saw a split second of guilt cross his features. Before he shook his head and his face fell back into that closed-off expression.

"Good memory—don't matter. Bigger shit to deal with."

Rose clung to Del's arm as Sam pressed the gas pedal, sending them barreling down the sun-drenched Arizona streets. She squinted against the harsh sunlight, as if she would know what to look for.

"That's her car." Sam confirmed. Though his voice was calm, he jerked the wheel, and the ambulance felt like it was rolling into the parking lot on two wheels.

He stopped in front of an unremarkable sedan—other than no one had black cars in a state with this much hot sun. And the license plate was Texan.

The car was untouched, save for a layer of the strange dust that seemed to be everywhere. It sat in a clearly marked parking spot, basking in the relentless Arizona sunshine. An unspoken confirmation of what they suspected. 

They had found Amber's apartment. And now, they knew the number.

All of their eyes trailed to the entrance of the building, and a chill crept up Rose's spine like a severed hand at the back of her neck.

The front doors were thrown wide, one hanging off their hinges, the inside dark like a hungry maw with broken, jagged teeth.

Rose half-expected a horde of zombies to come vomiting out of the thing at any second.

The hesitation was evident in all three of them, and Sam's jaw clenched.

"If there's a chance they're in there, I'm taking it." He grabbed the door of the ambulance like he was ready to throw himself  into the belly of the beast.

Both Rose and Del grabbed for his blue uniform.

"Easy cowboy, let's think this out for a sec, okay," Rose urged.

"I'm better equipped to handle what's in there than either of you." Sam snapped back.

"No one said you had to go alone."

"I can't ask you two to come with me." Sam swallowed hard. "This is my family, my fight...if they're still there."

Rose sat stunned, blinking over at him. "Alone? Are you delusional? Sam, you can't just charge in there solo."

"Ain't goin' alone. M'going too." Del declared, soft and easy, as if there was nothing to argue there. As if no one should doubt what he was about to say. "Maybe you should stay in the car, Rose."

The redhead bristled, her eyes snapping back and forth, trying to glare at them both at the same time.

"Excuse me. I'm not some little princess you can lock up in the tower."

"You wouldn't be, darlin', c'mon now." Sam chuckled,  putting on the charm. She could tell by his rolling tone and the sudden re-appearance of his accent. "You'd be...guarding the getaway car."

He was placating, and she wasn't having it.

"You mean a sitting duck for any corpse walking by?" Rose folded her arms over her chest, the sleeves of Del's jacket falling over her hands and probably making her look a petulant child. She tried real hard not to pout.

"Jus' don't open the door." Del shrugged.

"And what if it's someone who can open doors?" Rose countered. And she knew they were all thinking the same thing. About the living who had caused them as much hell on the road so far.

Sam and Del looked at each other, and the older man's shoulders slumped.

Rose knew they knew she had won.

"Okay," Sam relented, his voice barely above a whisper. "We stick together."

"Damn right we do." Rose grinned, clenching her fist in triumph. "Horror movie 101, never split up gang."
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