
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      FINDING NEW HAVEN

    

    
      First edition. November 21, 2019.

      Copyright © 2019 E. Naomi Omid and Elise Thornback.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1393198604

    

    
    
      Written by E. Naomi Omid and Elise Thornback.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


This book contains strong language, vomiting, some adult themes, graphic violence, blood, and gore, and is not suitable for all audiences. 

Reader discretion is advised. 

This book is a work of fiction. 

Any similarities between people, places, and events – real or fictional – are purely coincidental.    

Finding New Haven is a blend of vignettes intermingled with several story-lines. 

When you see this * * * a change in location, and thus characters, has occurred. 

When you see this * time has elapsed in the same location with the same characters. 

Both instances are appropriate places to stop and take a break. 

Savor this erratic event, because it goes by fast. 

Dedicated to my twin flame for helping me find the light at the end of the tunnel. 

And to everyone who helped me through my own zombie apocalypse, thank you. 
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Dear Reader,
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I wrote this book before ever experiencing a pandemic in the United States, or across the entire globe. This story feels like an important reflection of our society now more than ever, in the way that we can work through anything; and that in the end, everything will be okay despite change.

This tale takes place on an alternative version of Earth. The geography is the same so you will recognize the names of states, but the similarities end there. You will notice alternate names to towns, such as Black Geyser, North Dakota, as well as brand names that you've never heard of before like, Burger Buddy and sKankgoggLes. You will find a guide to these brands in the back of the book in the form of the glossary. I highly encourage you to stop and check it out any time you are unsure of what something means. This planet's history is vast, and the glossary is nearly as entertaining as the book itself.

I also need to mention that this book is in no way, shape, or form, a political commentary. Yes, one of the main characters happens to be the president, however, this just seemed a logical step to take.  I wanted to explore what it would be like to experience this awful event through the eyes of someone in charge. It in no way reflects my political views. They are all just characters; humans with occupations and one of them happens to be employed running the country.

There may also be several glaring inaccuracies when it comes to this topic because I am not well versed in the world of government and politics. That is exactly the way I like to keep it, considering this doesn't take place on our version of Earth anyhow. It's an alternative reality, so some things are going to work differently in this world than they do in ours.

And finally, I wanted to thank you for picking this book up and trusting me to tell you a story. It's one of my favorites.  
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Finding 
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Part One:

The Dark

“The darkness is a writhing being of evil that will encroach upon you at your weakest moments. Most bow before it, but it takes a true hero to be the light that makes the darkness bow before them.” 

~Anonymous
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Somewhere just outside of New York 
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The pilot flew above the carnage with instructions to observe the disaster and report back to the President. He was terrified by what he saw. Hoards of the infected, and reanimated were shuffling towards high population areas. The damage done by the living was probably just as bad. The pilot noted the veil of smoke that enveloped certain regions of the chaotic town, and with binoculars, he could barely make out what appeared to be vehicles that had been smashed into sides of buildings. 

The chopper flew to the edge of the city limits to turn around, and report back to headquarters when an emergency flare went off nearby. He looked down, naively lowering his altitude. At this point in time, he thought he could help the desperate civilians below. Three tattered city escapees were seeking sanctuary in a field. The pilot reported this via the radio and sent for a second helicopter. 

After getting an “okay” from his commanding officer, the pilot flew back up to much safer heights, turned around, and flew back towards the helpless civilians. 

To his utter horror and disbelief, the zombies had seen the flare and were hobbling towards the survivors in a large blob. 

“Uh, code red! Code red!” He panicked on the radio. “Do not, I repeat, DO NOT bring that second chopper to New York. It is too late.” 

“Roger that.” 

The pilot flew more circles around the scene waiting in disgust to see what would happen next. He knew he couldn’t help those people, but a twisted part of him wanted to see if they would escape. 

Fear crushed the three civilians as they realized that the chopper could offer no support. Unfortunately, they had left their gear back at camp during their hasty journey to summon help. 

The pilot decided to head back to D.C. when the mass of civilians-turned-ghoul had overpowered the three desperate “survivors”. Just as he was turning around one last time to pass over the city, an alarm went off. 

Curiosity had gotten the best of him; he was dangerously low on fuel. Whether he landed and tried to wait for another bird to come get him out of there, or he tried flying back home; he knew his odds of actually making it were slim to none.  

* * *
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Ivana's Port, Oregon
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A dramatic tune brought Channel 5 news, the most viewed news channel in Oregon, back from a commercial break. 

“Now we turn to Missy Roulette for the local news. Missy?” 

“Thanks, Matt. The biggest story tonight is the sudden flu epidemic.” 

Harley Monroe noted that if she looked closely enough, she could see the young news anchor’s hands shaking. 

“Some of the symptoms are high fever, irritability, vomiting, and...”  the news anchor paused, fanning herself with her notes and swallowing hard before continuing on, “Uhm...headache, and a hard time concentrating. If you see these symptoms in any of your friends or family members, lock them in a room, and do not come into further contact with them. They may have contracted the deadliest strain of flu in history.” 

Harley watched in awe as the news anchor’s fanning became increasingly frantic and wondered why no one was calling her on it.  

“The virus is not airborne; it festers in,”  Missy gulped again, “Imported meats. Many fast-food restaurants have been ordered to close down because of their imported meat.” 

Harley was glued to the TV as the buxom news anchor slammed her notes on the desk and paled.  “Sweet cheeses, it’s hot in here!”  She exclaimed moments before ripping off her blouse. “Get some G.D. fans in here!” 

She reached behind her back, possibly about to remove her bra, but then she stopped. Her hands dropped to her sides, and she fell forward onto the desk. There was a loud thud as her forehead smacked against the mahogany wood, followed by a lingering moment of silence as everybody held their breath while the anchor exhaled her last, before her violently festering body bolted upright. Missy Roulette, with her golden blonde hair sticking to the sweat on her deadpan face, threw up all over the prop desk, and the blank pages she had been holding to give the illusion that she wasn't just reading from a teleprompter. The vomit was dark black, like fresh asphalt, and it just kept coming and coming. 

Sneering in disgust, Harley couldn't look away, hoping that the flow would stop. 

The cameras should have been turned off, but they weren't. 

Who cared if she was puking all over the set, she was topless. The girl giggled at her own snide thoughts. She loved harping on society. The fact that they hadn't turned the cameras off when Missy had ripped her shirt off was a massive statement to the times. Shock TV was the “in” thing, it was always just a matter of time before that trickled into the news. Back in the day, when Harley was a kid, the first sign of an on screen outburst would have caused them to cut the transmission immediately. Now, in the world of viral videos, it seemed that even the news station would do anything to keep their ratings up. Deep down, Harley felt a little bit of remorse and embarrassment for the girl. If she wasn't in her right mind, which obviously she wasn't considering the massive amount of vomit that was flying out of her face, she probably had no idea what she was doing or where she was. The Missy Roulette she had grown to love on Channel 5 News may have been a glitzed up diva, but she had never been the type to expose herself. There were many online chat rooms that complained about her not showing enough cleavage during her news coverage.

Now she was baring it all, and no one could look away. The situation was like a horrifying train wreck: horrendously hypnotic. 

“Missy,”  someone from behind the scenes said in a quivering mock calm, “a-are you okay?” 

The once beautiful, and classy news anchor finally ceased barfing, and her eyes rolled up to observe the camera. The flesh around her eyes was tinted green, her lips purple, and chapped, and you could see the intricate web of delicate, blue veins through her skin. 

With an ear-shattering screech, she pounced over the desk, knocking the camera over, which conveniently landed on the sight of the “lovely” Missy Roulette ripping the flesh off of the screaming cameraman. The transmission cut to a “Technical Difficulties” banner, but it was too late. 

Harley jumped up from her position on the bed where she had sat, entranced by the terrifying transmission. She thrust her fist into the air, and victoriously cried, “Yes! Zombie apocalypse! I’m not insane.” 
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One
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Harley Monroe had always been a believer. She had grown up preparing for the day that the world would end, praying that a vampire would whisk her away so she could terrorize those who had pissed her off, and waiting to be contacted by aliens. She had already prepared two knapsacks full of non-perishables, one with clothes, and another filled with weaponry and ammunition, just in case shit ever hit the fan. She was a firm believer in the mantra that it is better to have something and not need it than need it and not have it. Everyone had always thrown her shade for being a weirdo and a black sheep, but now, she could rest assured that because of her quirks, she and her friends would make it through this alive. They had all been mentally preparing for it because of Harley's willingness to be open to situations like this.  

After loading the two five-gallon gas cans into the back of her Toro, she grabbed her cat, Pixel, and left Ivana’s Port before she could witness any of the awful carnage that was sure to come. 

* * *
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Hattington, Texas 
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Lucy Montoya sighed and rolled her eyes as she tossed the schedule back on the counter and headed out the front door. 

People were sick and dying. There was a national pandemic; the country was falling apart, and she was scheduled to work five late-night swing shifts at the Pump'n'Gulp. 

"It's bullshit," Lucy muttered as she reached her car, 

"I've worked every fuckin' holiday, and now, as the gates of hell break open, I get to work until midnight and don't even get an atta girl for doing it." 

Lucy grabbed her purse, locked the wanna-be sports car, and went back inside. She grumbled as she counted-in her till. If she could have carried a gun, she would have; yet all she had in her pocket was a knife. The blade was sharp enough to do considerable damage to an assailant, but Lucy wished she had a handgun instead. Although, if she'd had a gun, she would probably shoot more people than necessary. 

"God I hate this job," she moaned, slamming her drawer shut, and moving her "Lane Closed" sign. 

Lucy Montoya was a twenty-seven year old nursing school drop out. She had wanted to help people but couldn't keep her grades high enough. The nursing program at Hattington University was incredibly challenging. It had been a shitty year for Lucy. She had been working at the Pump'n'Gulp for ten years now, having started as kitchen help and a cooler stocker when she was seventeen just so she could start saving up for the nursing program. She had been counting down the days until she could put her two week notice in and forget that she had ever lived the nightmare of working at a gas station once and for all. Then she got her report card back last semester. She was failing most of her classes. Now, she was back to square zero. Working at a gas station because no one else would hire her while she was still in high school,  now the only other jobs she could work were in the fast food industry. She hated slinging cigarettes, but she would have hated coming home covered in fryer grease even more. The unfortunate side effect of being a human is needing to keep a roof over your head and food in your mouth. And that's why Lucy was here. She didn't have a way to disappear. They weren't cutting hours at “essential businesses'', nor was anyone giving out any kind of relief stimulus. It was every human for themselves at this point in the game. 

As Lucy helped annoying customer after annoying customer, all she could think about was what her friend, Shannon, had told her a few weeks previous, "My friend, Isabelle works at a hospital, she's seen the victims of this so-called 'flu'. She said that once they're infected, they're done for," Shannon tapped her temple with her index, and middle fingers, her Georgia Thin dangling from her lips, "Eliminate the brain, is what Izzy said. Once they're sick, drooling black pus and shit, they're gone; and you've got to shoot, stab, or smash and bash those fuckers in the head." Shannon puffed on her Georgia Thin, and furrowed her brow, "Hospitals won't be able to contain them for too long, it's a horror show down there! And all the pigs are too busy trying to figure out how to get their dicks out of their asses to do anything about it ...That job of yours worries me, Luce." 

Lucy shook the memory from her head as she grabbed a pack of cigarettes. "Do you have your ID?" 

"Excuse me?" 

"Do you have your ID?" She asked again. 

"I'm 35 years old." 

"I'm sorry, I need your ID," Lucy stated firmly.

"This is ridiculous." 

"I'm just doing my job ma'am,” Lucy replied, not adding the fact that she could literally lose her job for selling tobacco to anyone who had not presented an ID.

"What's your name?" 

Lucy sighed, and replied, "Lucy." 

"Your manager will be hearing about this." 

Technically, there was no manager. Alfred had stopped coming to work like, a sensible family man when word of the plague began to spread. There hadn't been any news coverage on it last week, but the rumblings through the grapevine were enough for him to take his lengthy vacation time to spend time with his kids and pray for humanity. Shawna, the 22-year-old assist, had tried to step in, but she was sort of in over her head. 

"She'll be here tomorrow between 8 and 5. Can I help you with anything else?" Lucy replied kindly. If this woman really did go talk to Shawna about this incident, Shawna would reward Lucy for doing her job. 

"Go fuck yourself, bitch." 

"Have a great day, ma'am," Lucy called after the bleach-blonde bag of leather. 

The store was suddenly empty, as usual, the customer-clusters came in spurts reminiscent of a roller coaster with super crazy highs, and really mellow lows. Lucy expected the customers to taper off when the news of the pandemic actually began to spread through official news sources, but so far no one really cared. Everyone was just humming along like it was business as usual. Amusement parks, shopping malls, and anywhere that served food were all in the process of being shut down to protect the city, but the status quo still had their heads in the sand pretending that it wasn't real, wouldn't affect them, and that they could go on living normal lives. Mass denial was a truly startling thing to witness. 

Matt, a greasy-haired, four-eyed, high school drop out with a bad habit of staring at Lucy when he thought she wasn't looking, muttered something about going to the bathroom. Lucy groaned, grabbed a few cartons of cigarettes, and began mindlessly stocking them above her till. 

"Eliminate the brain," she mumbled to a pack of Karamelle Lights. "Eliminate the brain." 

After her conversation with Shannon, Lucy began practicing her aim throwing the cheap, gas station knife that she carried in her pocket, but she was seeing more progress with her stabbing technique. 

"Eliminate the brain." 

"Hey," Matt snorted, startling Lucy out of her train of thought, "check out pump five." 

Lucy hated it when he snuck up on her like that, but his observation was at least a little amusing. There was a large, expensive SUV parked at pump five with a teenaged, brunette, Hollie-Girl trying to figure out what it means to pre-pay. 

"She's hot," Matt guffawed.

"And brain-dead," Lucy snorted before going to the intercom system, pressing the number "5" and a button that read "Talk". "Pump five, we are a pre-pay station, come pay inside or swipe your card at the pump." 

"I like- did swipe it, and like, I guess it's not reading my card." 

"So come inside, and we'll take care of you." Lucy pressed the "Std by" button before the bubble gummer could say anything else. 

"Why do hot girls have to be so lame?” 

Lucy shrugged, ignoring how Matt's comment was practically an insult. "Some..." Lucy paused for a moment, tasting her response before spitting it out like a sample of wine, "most girls are like pastries, Matt, hot, and flaky." 

Matt half chuckled, half snorted. 

Lucy was watching as the mini-skirt clad, heel wearing, bosom bearing chick made her way through the lot. "I thought girls only dressed like that in the movies you watch when your mom's not around," she added snidely. 

Matt was too entranced by the urban gazelle to absorb the jab. 

Lucy noticed something, or someone, dart out from the employee parking. His pants torn, hair matted, and arms flailing around haphazardly above his head. The clerk's eyes widened, and she reacted without thinking. It was the first time she had actually seen a sicko in person. Up to this point, she had only heard the stories from Shannon. This figure in the parking lot made the pandemic real for all of the parties involved, including the onlookers at other gas pumps. 

Matt could only watch in awe while Lucy bounded out the door and across the parking lot. Just as the helpless customer noticed her surroundings and a scream began to bubble in her throat, Lucy pounced and stabbed the man in the back of the head. 

The man's mushy skull took Lucy by surprise. Black goo oozed onto her hand as she ripped the knife out of the decay. She watched, amused, as the body hit the ground, and zombie juice splattered the girl's high heels. 

"Oh my god! Like, what in the like, hell was that like, cray-cray... thing?" 

Lucy shrugged and silently wiped her knife off on her shirt with a feisty smirk. She would have to change, but she had been keeping an emergency bag of clothes in her car since the news of the outbreak had been broadcast. 

When Lucy was back on the register, the girl from the parking lot was still sobbing in front of the counter. She was in shock. Lucy should have been too, except that Shannon had warned her about this. She had an insider's tip that proved invaluable.

When the girl saw Lucy she let out a cry and stammered, “Th-thank y-you f-or saving my l-liiiife!”

Not usually one to hug strangers, Lucy's heart crumbled a bit. This girl was only a couple years younger than her. She remembered back to how young and vulnerable she was at seventeen and wrapped the girl in a loving embrace. “It'll be okay. Hard to believe, but we will get through this.”

“I don't even w-wanna go home!!” The girl wailed in response.

“Shhhhh,” Lucy cooed, “you can stay here as long as you need to.”

Matt heard this and perked up an eyebrow, “Sooo... are you going home after your shift Luce?”

Lucy shook her head before stating, “Look, we're better off here and together than home and alone. I may hate this place, but if I hadn't have been here, this girl would have been a goner. I'm not fond of slinging cigarettes, but I want to be able to help people. I couldn't handle nursing, so this is my new calling I guess.”

Matt let out a chuckle and replied, “Suit yourself. That's bold Luce. I like this side of you.”

“Yeah well, I need a purpose in life,” Lucy responded jovially.

“Maybe we should try and invite our posse to our sanctuary,” Matt added.

Lucy's eyebrows furrowed for a moment, “Sanctuary?”

“Yeah! You know that's not going to be the last sicko,” he replied.

As if on cue, the sky outside darkened and more sicko's limped into view from behind gas pumps and parked cars. 

“Please don't go back out there,” the girl simpered, finally calm enough not to shout.

Lucy nodded, she couldn't handle all these sickos with just a knife. She had gotten lucky with the first one. Now all they could do was wait. “Matt, the door,” she barked, heading to lock the two entrances closest to her.

Matt locked the other two. The building was secure. Now all they could do was hang out and wait for the growing crowd of sickos to dissipate. It was finally official. Life was completely upside-down, and the outbreak was only just beginning.

* * *
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Some secret underground room,  

Washington, D.C. 
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The President of the United States of America sat at the head of the conference table, as usual. “You mean to tell me,” he said calmly with his hands folded neatly on the tabletop, “that our nation is experiencing a Level Five outbreak?” 

“Yes Mr. President,” remarked a military general, staring at the president's hands. “All of Ivana’s Port, Oregon has gone off the grid. Overnight.” 

The President snapped at the news. He had wanted to remain professional for this meeting, but the news of Ivana's Port was too much to handle. “What?! ” 

“Yes, Mr. President,” said the general. “We sent some troops to prepare the local police and tried to pass off the outbreak as a strain of flu. But all of them... All of them, Mr. President, are either dead or else they’ve lost the signal, and are unresponsive. It’s too late to evacuate.” 

“Did we get any intel from that chopper that we sent to New York?” the President asked, trying to regain his composure. He didn't like it when he slipped in front of his crew like that. He was the president of the United States for cripes sake! What would people say about him if word got out that he couldn't keep it together during a run of the mill meeting?

“He never came back sir. Ran out of fuel. We didn't send another chopper in on a rescue mission because the vast majority of New York has become infected, and it would be a suicide mission. I don't even understand how he didn't crash the damn thing. But, here we are.  Down one pilot and thrust into the darkness,” the general replied.

The President touched both index fingers to his lips to cover the fact that they were pressed into a thin, whitening line from the stress. “Well, what about media coverage, please tell me that this is ‘hush-hush’.” 

“Well... uh... Mr. President, sir,” The general stammered, “The anchor on Oregon's channel five news... Sir... she changed on live TV... so anyone watching witnessed the gruesome event.” 

He unexpectedly pounded his fist on the table, causing the general, and most of the others attending the emergency meeting, to jump slightly. After a brief pause, he realized that he had lost his cool yet again and slumped back into his chair murmuring, “By God, I never thought that things would get this out of hand.” 

The head of public relations broke the ensuing awkward silence by saying, “It’s not just Oregon, Mr. President. The biggest cities and most state capitals in all fifty states have had outbreaks. Ivana’s Port is the only one, however, where our fire-power has been devoured,” as if the statement would offer the President some peace of mind. 

“Distraction technique? Isn’t there a drought going on somewhere or a cute kitty video or something that we can use to take the focus off of this?” 

“I’M SORRY TO SAY, MR. President,” she replied meekly, “But this scale of an outbreak is too big to cover up, especially now that it's been broadcast. The gruesome footage has already gone viral. Not to mention the countless encounters that civilians have already recorded, and posted to social media.” 

The president lowered his hands back down to the table. “This session is dismissed,” he mumbled. He had no more patience to give. He was no longer the former senator of Pennsylvania that everyone cherished. He was the scared little boy who was never asked out to the Flower Ball in sixth grade. He couldn't just sit there and continue to lose his demeanor in front of his staff. Nothing could have prepared him for this and he needed room to process it. 

Most of the members got up and began to file out of the room. 

The general stood up, and exclaimed, “But, Mr. President, we need to make a plan of action.” 

“Not now, General,” the President stated firmly.

“But, Mr. President.” 

“Leave,” he demanded again.

“Yes Sir,” The general muttered before exiting with a salute and his tail between his legs. 

As soon as the room had emptied, the President let out a quiet moan, and put his head on the table before dejectedly whispering, “What on Earth made me take this job?”

It had always been his dream to become president, to change the United States as we know it and make a positive impact on his country. He had climbed the ranks and thankfully had his best friend with him  nearly the entire way. But no amount of government studies and history books would have prepared him for this moment. His country was in a complete state of emergency in a way that he had no control over and couldn't do anything about. He didn't even know zombies existed outside of movies, books, and video games. Suddenly life was a nightmare, and he wasn't sure how they were going to recover from this all. 

President Abernathy needed a silver lining. 

* * *
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Dusty Cactus, Arizona.    
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Lying on the exam table with his eyes closed, no one would know that Daniel was absorbing the conversation going on in the other room. The walls weren't incredibly soundproof inside the establishment because it was a basic, walk-in, clinic that dealt with the people who couldn't afford to go to the doctors that had flat screens in the waiting room. 

"I don't know what to tell you, Mrs. Hernandez, I've never seen anything like it," stated the doctor in the other room. 

"But my son, h'e ees very seek, no?" A mysterious woman questioned. 

"Yes, he is," replied the doctor.

"So h'elp h'im, you are a doctor, do your yhob," the woman sobbed.

Even through the walls, the woman's thick Spanish accent broke Daniel's heart. 

"I'm sorry, Mrs. Hernandez. Give him some aspirin, and flu medication, hopefully, the fever will go down, and the symptoms will subside," stated the doctor.  

"Eres el Diablo," the woman spat at the doctor. 

"If you don't like my opinion, go to a different doctor, or a hospital," the doctor replied.

It was easy for the doctor to say, Daniel thought, Mrs. Hernandez probably had a few more kids at home, and a "yhob" somewhere paying her minimum wage. Daniel imagined that the young-sounding woman with a mysterious, and fiery Latina sexiness about her probably worked as a housekeeper in a large hotel while her husband slaved away on various construction sites. Daniel's thoughts faltered for a moment. He had a penchant for Latina women, although, he probably shouldn't have been imagining how beautiful this woman may or may not have been, considering his wife was waiting nervously for him to come home, hopefully with good news about not being deathly ill.

"Ches, I will take my son to the h'ospital, even though you're supposed to h'elp h'eem h'ere. Eef this ees a flu, why are none of my other children seek? Why am I not seek? Why ees my husband not seek? Everybody een my house should be seek, but Alejandro, h'e ees the only one." There was the pause of a woman gathering her belongings, "You are no doctor. You can not h'elp. You are a leetle boy weeth a playset handing out peells." Her statement was punctuated by the firm closing of a door and heels clicking down the hallway.  

Daniel was impressed with the woman. It wasn't often that he heard his own opinions being voiced so coherently. And now that she'd left, all he had to do was wait for his own test results in silence. 

The door to exam room four opened, and a doctor in a white lab coat and wire rimmed glasses entered the room. "Okay Daniel, let's talk blood." 

Daniel strained to sit up. 

"Your white blood count is way high," the doctor said, reviewing Daniel's chart. 

"I do have a fever of 102.4, doc; there's something wrong with me, that's why I'm here," Daniel replied weakly. 

"Yes, but all your test results came back negative." 

"I can't eat," Daniel interjected. 

The doctor flipped through a couple of pages, reviewing the results. "It's all negative." 

"Wait, what? I can't sleep, can't eat... can’t function. I've been trying my best to keep up appearances and act normal so as not to upset my wife, who is pregnant, and due to pop any time in the next couple of weeks, but I'm not sure how much longer I can save face. I'm actually starting to worry here. You're telling me there's nothing wrong?" 

"I'll prescribe you some nausea medication. Other than that, take some flu, and cold capsules; you'll be fine. The fever will subside, and you’ll feel better," replied the doctor. 

Daniel was furious; it was the same diagnosis he had just eavesdropped on. "Fuck off," he said, leaving the exam room. 

Dr. Craft sighed, took his glasses off, and pinched the bridge of his nose. The more patients who came in sick with this elusive "flu", the more he began to hate his job. Dr. Craft didn't know how to handle the situation; he just knew what would happen when they left the office. The fever would get suddenly higher, and then they would collapse into a brief coma,;after which the victim would vomit up their decaying intestines, and begin to mercilessly devour their friends and family. Daniel had maybe, maybe twenty-four hours left with his family before the unthinkable happened. And the most disturbing part of it all was the fact that it affected everyone differently. Some people were exuding symptoms for a week before “turning” while others with weaker immune systems would turn cannibalistic within five to sixty minutes. It was all a mess. All Dr. Craft could hope was that Daniel changed long before he made it back home to his expecting wife. 

* * *
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Somewhere west of Ivana’s Port.  
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“Fuck!” Harley roared, infuriated at her deteriorating car, turning the keys in a futile attempt to restart it. 

She was stranded in a world with no means to help her and somehow failed to admit that her ’83 station wagon was on its last leg. Harley grabbed her semi-automatic rifle from the passenger’s seat before tucking the handgun that had been lying on the dashboard in her waistband. 

Pixel crawled into the perpetually open glove box to take a nap. 

Harley left with an ever-worsening feeling of dread. She needed a large car with the keys still in it and a full tank of gas. It wouldn’t be hard considering that the road leading to the highway was littered with abandoned vehicles, but she was still nervous about the endeavor. Harley swallowed her fright and peeked into the first hatchback she found. Full tank, keys in the ignition, she surveyed the interior, no zombies. Harley opened the door, and hopped in, turning the keys before revving the engine, immediately alerting the reanimated beings in the area of her succulent presence. As a flock of ghouls began howling from afar, Harley sped back to her Toro, which, despite its obvious flaws, was indeed made of double-plated steel with a roll cage built into the frame, and would have been the perfect car for the eventual battle against the undead. But, nonetheless, she loaded the newer sport-utility style GrandCruz Escapade with her gear, and her cat. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE END OF THE WORLD

i/ "‘v,(.% = SRR

1S JUST THE BEGINNING..






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





