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I wake up in bed next to Trey and cuddle against him. He makes a sleepy noise and I feel a moment of perfect warmth and happiness, and then I remember what I don’t want to remember. My brother is a zombie who’s gathering up other zombies and doing who knows what with them. The last time I saw him he captured the CEO of Zombii Co., Dmitri ‘Jack’ Eslinger, the guy behind the Zombie Apocalypse and told the rest of us to leave. I didn’t want to go, but he didn’t want me with him.

When we got back to the base last night, I collapsed into bed. I didn’t want to think about what had happened, but now the early morning light is banishing my sleep and bringing back the clarity of awareness. My brother, the telepathic zombie whisperer, is somewhere out there already gathering zombies and has the most dangerous man in the world as his captive. I’ve got to do something about it.

I get out of bed and throw on some clothes and slippers and then quietly open the door and slip out into the hallway. There’s no one outside our door, so I walk down the hallway on the hunt for Garret. I pass a couple rooms and then an open door, and that’s where I find him, drinking a cup of coffee while looking over maps. He’s all alone. 

“Good morning, Garret.”

He looks up at me with irritation and then sighs.

“Good morning, Alisha. What can I help you with?”

“What’s your plan for Sam?” I ask.

“I don’t have a plan yet. Dr. Probak tells me that Sam not only abducted him, but turned two of my soldiers into zombies, just like him. He gave us Dr. Probak, but he’s still out there with those two soldiers, and now Eslinger, which tells me nothing good.”

“I agree with you, and that’s why we need to figure out a plan,” I say.

Garret gives me a surprised look. 

“What?! You think just because he’s my brother I’m going to give him a pass? He’s also a zombie and he’s turned other people into zombies. I was there too, with Dr. Probak and Trey. I was hoping to stop him from going down a dangerous path, but me being there wasn’t enough and now we’ve got to stop him and Eslinger, because even if Eslinger is Sam’s prisoner I’m sure he’s already trying to figure out a way to escape his predicament.”

“I’m glad you’re able to see the situation for what it is. I worried that you wouldn’t be objective.”

“I still want to save Sam from the zombie virus, especially if it’s possible to develop a cure. That’s why we’ve got Dr. Probak, and since he’s got more information about the other Zombii Co. locations that’ll hopefully get some answers for us, but the last thing we need is even more zombies wandering around and infecting and killing people, especially intelligent zombies.”

“I agree with that assessment as well, but Alisha, you’re too close to the situation. Sam is your brother and the last thing I need is someone on the mission to stop him who might be compromised by personal feelings. I’m putting Michelle in charge of hunting Sam and Eslinger down.”

“Her?! You can’t be serious. She’s easily as compromised as I would be. She’s his ex, even if they only dated a few days.”

“She’s what I have on hand and she actually has experience leading a squad. You’ve never been in the military, and while you, Trey, and Sheila have been helpful, it’s time to leave this to professionals. I want to keep you guys here to help out in case zombies try to invade this base. I know Dr. Probak could use the help in his lab as well.”

“I see,” I quietly say. They want to keep me and the others out of the way because we’re not trained soldiers. Never mind that I’ve seen a ton of action in the last week.

Garret gravely nods and eyes me, waiting for my outburst, but I decide not to give him the satisfaction. I take a deep breath.

“If you think that’s best, I’ll trust your judgement. I don’t trust Michelle, but you know her so I’ll hope you’ve made the right call.”

“Thank you,” Garret says and then takes a sip of his coffee. 

I want to flip him the bird, but I restrain myself and turn around to head back to my room with Trey. Michelle is standing there, with crossed arms, giving me a disapproving look.

“What?” I flatly say.

“Nothing. I’m just surprised you can follow orders.”

I walk past her without replying. It’s not worth it to get into a fight with her about Sam, or anything else. I head back to the room and open the door. Trey is already in the shower. I wait until he gets out and is drying himself off.

“Hey babe,” he greets me.

“They are making you, me, and Sheila stay here, while they send Michelle after Sam.” I heatedly reply.

“I know. I’m kind of glad to be honest because I’m not any good out there, but I can help Dr. Probak with the lab work.”

“Yeah, and what about Sam. You think it’s ok to send his ex after him, to hunt him down?”

“Ummm, I think that’s not cool, but I don’t know that we’d do better than her. She’s trained all of her life to be a soldier. You and I worked at a convenience store a week ago.”

I glare at Trey and he does what all boyfriends do when they’re on the receiving end of a girlfriend’s wrath. He shuts his mouth to avoid digging himself a deeper hole. 

“You can stay here if you want, playing lab assistant to Dr Probak. You’re right that you’re useless out there. But I’m saving my brother no matter what it takes!”

Trey looks like a puppy that’s been kicked and for a moment I want to apologize. I know I’m being overly harsh with him and it’s unfair, but I need this anger right now if I’m going to save my brother.

“Just cover for me, will you? I just need enough time to leave this place. I’ll figure out where my brother is after I get out of here.”

“Alisha, you need to think this thro-”

“Don’t even finish that sentence. I would be doing the same for you as I’m doing for Sam. Staying here and letting other people hunt him down isn’t the solution. I need to find him, not play act as a soldier while everyone else is risking their lives. Do you understand?”

Trey reluctantly says, “I understand. I just don’t think it’s a good idea.”

“I know it’s not a good idea! I don’t want to go out there, with all the zombies roaming around, but Sam would do the same for me. I also don’t trust Michelle. Garret might trust her, but all I’ve seen from her is that she turns on people. I’m not leaving Sam’s life in her hands.”

“You might be out there alone. I don’t know if Sheila will go with you.”

“Well, let’s find out, because if she is you’ll be covering for both of us, for as long as you can.”

He’s thrown on some clothes so I grab his hand and we go out the door and cross the hall. I bang on the door, and few moments later Sheila opens the door. She looks terrible. I don’t think she’s gotten much sleep.

“What’s going on?”

“I’m leaving the base to try and find Sam. Trey is staying here. I was going to ask you if you could come with me, but you look exhausted.”

“I am exhausted. I’m wiped out. I can’t go with you. I want to be there for Sam, but I just can’t.”

I open my arms and she comes in for a hug and I just hold for a bit, while Trey awkwardly looks on. Eventually she lets go and I step back.

“I’ve got to go after Sam. Garret’s sending Michelle after him and I don’t trust her further than I can throw her.”

“I get it. Trey and I will cover for you, but you should leave sooner than later.”

“I’m going now. I hope I see you on the other side of this.”

“Me too. Tell Sam I’m sorry.”

“I’ll tell him,” I say.

Trey and I go back across the hall. I grab a change of clothes and a couple water bottles and protein bars.

“I need to get some weapons and transportation before I leave. Are you going to stay or come with me?”

“I want to come with you to say goodbye,” Trey says.

I look at him for a moment and reach my hand out to his right cheek and cup it, drawing him in for a kiss. After we break from the kiss, I murmur, “It’s probably best if we say goodbye here. I love you, Trey.”

“I love you too. Please come back to me safe.”

“I’ll do my best. Help Dr. Probak find that cure, so Sam can also come back.”

He wordlessly nods and starts tearing up. I turn away. I can’t cry now! I grab my backpack and head out the door. I quickly down the hall and take a left and then I go out another door and I’m outside. I take a deep shuddering breath. Leaving him was harder than I thought it would be. I’m not used to letting someone in like I’ve let him in this week.

I take another deep breath and then I look around. The armory is close, so I walk over to it. One of the soldier’s that accompanied us to Eslinger’s base is standing guard and he regards me calmly as I walk up.

“Ma’am are you supposed to be here?”

“Yes, I am. I’ve been told I’m to go on patrol and I need to pick up a couple weapons before I leave.”

“Patrol, hunh? Funny enough I haven’t heard anything about a patrol.”

“I was just given my marching orders. I’m supposed to patrol half a mile outside the base to make sure hostile forces aren’t coming. It’s in preparation for whatever the next operation is.”

“And where’s your partner for this patrol?” the soldier skeptically asks.

“He’s getting the jeep we’re going to use. Look, if you need to call this in, go ahead, but I need to get on patrol ASAP!”

“Un hunh. Go through. I’m sure the orders will come along.”

I walk past the soldier and feel a sense of relief as I go past him into the armory. I grab a semi-automatic assault rifle and a few clips of ammo, as well as a pistol and a brace of grenades. Then I walk back out like I own the place. The guard arches his eyebrow, but doesn’t say anything else, which suits me just fine. 

I head over to the garage next. There are a few jeeps and vans here and I only need one. I go into the garage. There’s a mechanic working on one of the jeeps, but that’s it.

“I need a jeep for a patrol. Where are the keys?” I ask.

“Over there, on the desk,” the mechanic distractedly replies and gestures toward a desk.

I walk over to the desk and grab a key fob. I click the button, and here the jeep doors unlock. I walk out of the garage and click again. There’s the jeep. There’s my way out. I toss my weapons and gear into the jeep and get in and start it up. It’s time to take this show on the road.

I drive the jeep to the east gate, which is open. There’s a guard on duty, but she hasn’t closed the gate for whatever reason. I don’t give her an opportunity to do it either. I put my foot to the gas pedal and roar out of the gate. The guard yells something behind me, but I don’t pay attention. All that matters is that I’m able to get on the road and start searching for my brother. 

I drive down the road and check my rearview window. There’s no immediate pursuit, but there probably will be soon and knowing Garret, I’m willing to bet they’ll have the GPS turned on for this jeep. I’ll need to find another vehicle soon, one that they won’t be able to track as easily. Fortunately I know how to hotwire a vehicle if I need to. 

For the moment I just put the pedal to the floor. I need to get as much distance from this place as possible while I’ve got a lead, because once Michelle starts hunting I’ll have to find Sam before she does. I don’t think for one instant that her orders are to capture him, and even if they are, I’m sure she’d have no problem justifying taking him out if she could get away with it.

I drive for a couple hours, going between 80 and 90 miles per hour. It’s surreal to drive that fast and not have to worry about cops pulling me over, but I guess that’s one benefit of a zombie apocalypse. If there are even cops still around they’re either busy trying to survive or fighting zombies. I spot a few zombies as I drive, but I’m going so fast they don’t have a chance to catch me. 

Finally, I find a small town that looks like it might be the perfect place to find a replacement vehicle. There’s a one story house on the road with some vehicles haphazardly crashed against each other, and one vehicle that hasn’t been hit and looks like it was just left there. I pull over and park the jeep and then grab my gear from the car and walk toward the car. It looks like it’s in good condition. I get to within a couple feet of the car when I hear the sound of a gunshot. The bullet plinks into the back of the car and I get down quick. 

Fuck, there are survivalists out here. Maybe this car is a trap or maybe it was abandoned because the former owners were taken out by whoever’s firing at me. Either way, I’ve either got to get out of here and find a different vehicle or take out whoever is firing at me.

“I don’t have time for this shit,” I mutter to myself. I cautiously peek from my cover and another shot sounds, just missing me.

“Next one will take your head off your shoulders,” a woman yells.
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“I don’t want a fight. I’m happy to walk away from this vehicle, back to mine and go on my way, if you’ll let me.

“That isn’t your vehicle anymore, but I’ll let you walk away.”

“Shoot her, Tanya. She’s scouting for that asshole, Shawn. Shoot her and let’s send him another message,” Another woman’s voice calls out.

So there’s at least two of them.

“Look, I don’t know who Shawn is or what’s he done to you, but I’m not with Shawn. I’m just on the road, trying to find my brother. I don’t want to pick a fight with you, but I’d really appreciate it if you’d let me go,” I call out.

“What do you think, Jean? I don’t recognize her so I don’t think she’s part of Shawn’s marauders.”

“I think we don’t know who all was with Shawn. She could just be telling us a story.”

While they’re are arguing I slowly move back a step and then another stop. There’s a part of me screaming at myself to run, but I know the moment I run is the moment I’ll get shot.

“Tanya, Jean, and whoever else is there, I don’t have time for you to argue whether you’ll shoot me or not. I’d really just like to get back in my car and leave,” I call out.

I don’t hear a response and for a moment I imagine someone pointing a scope at my head. Am I going to be dead in the next moment? I take another slow step back. I’m only a few steps away from the jeep. It’s not much safer than where I’m at, but if I can get in and drive away that’s all that matters.

“Stop right there. You’re a sneaky girl aren’t you? But I see you stepping back slow to the car you came in.”

I freeze in place.

“Jean, I really don’t think she’s with Shawn and I don’t think we should shoot everyone who comes by here. Let’s just let her go,” Tanya says.

“Please,” I add to what Tanya says.

Abruptly I see a tall black woman walk out from the porch of the one story house toward me.

“I’m Jean. Tanya is keeping you covered. You make a move for your gun or your car and you’ll be a bloody stain on the road. You got it?”

“I got it,” I say. 

Jean walks over to me and starts patting me down. I stand there and let her do what she needs to do. I don’t like it, but if letting her do this gets me out of this situation alive, then that’s what I’ll do.

“Alright, Tanya, get down here. She’s only got a pistol and an assault rifle on her, plus her backpack.”

Another black woman, Tanya walks down. 

“So what are we going to do with her?” Tanya asks.

“Hi Jean and Tanya, my name is Alisha,” I say.

“Your name is keep your mouth shut,” Jean snaps, and I shut my mouth.

“I think we should let her go. Maybe she’s with Shawn’s crew and if she is, she can warn them what’ll happen if they try to come back here. And if she’s not with them, then we’re not killing someone needlessly,” Tanya says.

“Maybe she isn’t with Shawn’s crew,” Jean concedes, “but she’s another person who knows we’re here and might want to get our stuff.”

I raise my hand and shake it and they both glare at me and then Jean sighs.

“What do you want to say?”

“I don’t know who Shawn is or what he did to you, but I’m not with them. I’m just trying to find and save my brother, and the last thing I want to do is tell anyone about you or this place, or for that matter to come back here. If you let me go, I promise you’ll never see me again,” I babble.

Jean looks over at Tanya and Tanya nods. 

“My sister thinks we should let you go. You’re lucky she’s here, cause otherwise you’d already be dead.”

“Th-thanks,” I say. “Can I have my gear back?”

Jean guffaws and says, “Nope. Consider that payment for your life. You can take the jeep though. Get out of here and don’t let us ever see you again.”

Fuck, I need my gear and guns. I also need to be alive to use them. I nod and turn around to walk toward the jeep. Then I hear a gunshot. I flinch and hear Tanya scream. I look back and Jean is on the ground, clutching her chest, a frantic look on her face.

I rush over to Jean.

“Are you okay?”

“Do I look okay? I’m bleeding and it’s your fault.”

“It’s not my fault. I had no idea you were going to be shot!”

“It’s really NOT her fault,” a male voice says.

“Shawn!” Tanya yells. 

“Yup. It’s me and I’m back with my friends. Actually we never really left. You guys are too tempting a target and I knew you’d slip up at some point.”

“Fuck you, Shawn.”

“I’ve got all my guns trained on all of you. We’re going to help ourselves to your weapons and emergency supplies. None of you are to move.”

Jean’s bullet wound is steadily pumping blood. I don’t know what to do.

“Alisha, right?” Tanya hisses at me. 

“Y-yeah.”

“I’m a paramedic. I need you to listen to me, in the hopes we can save my sister.”

“Okay.”

“Do you have any bandages in your gear or first aid?”

“N-no,” I reply.

“You went out into the Zombie Apocalypse without any first aid, or anything else?! Ok then, do you have some clothes?”

“Yes.”

“Take the clothes out and put some on the wound so it starts soaking up the blood.”

I grab one of the shirts I packed and put it on the bullet wound. Jean groans weakly.

“Pack some more clothes on that wound. That’ll hopefully stop the bleeding, so I can save her later.”

I pull out another shirt and pack it around the wound. 

“I guess you’re not with Shawn,” Jean says and then coughs up a bit of blood.

“Um, she just coughed blood. That’s not good, right?” I ask.

“No, it is not! Shawn, let me take care of my sister. You can take whatever you want, but just let me treat my sister!”

“Like you allowed us to take care of the people you shot. Those were good people and you shot them. Now you want me to show you mercy?”

“You came after our supplies. What did you expect? Jean and I were just defending ourselves.”

“Yeah, after we helped you fight off zombies at the other place you holed up in!”

“We let you take whatever was left that we didn’t take with us. You got greedy Shawn. I’m willing to let this go, but you need to let me run in the house and grab my medical gear so I can save my sister.”

Shawn laughs and says, “That’s not happening Tanya. I’m afraid you’ll have to say goodbye to your sister.”

I keep one hand pressed on the clothes over Jean’s bullet wound, but with my other hand I reach out and grab my pistol and scan the area around me. There’s three guys and a woman around us. Two of the guys and the woman have their guns trained on us, while the last guy is calmly walking past us toward the house. That must be Shawn.

Tanya looks over and sees my hand on my pistol. She raises her eyebrow but I ignore her and wait for Shawn to walk by us. When he’s right by me and blocking one of the people pointing a gun at us, I smoothly lunge for Shawn and get my gun against his body.

“What are you doing?!” he yells.

“Evening the odds. Tanya, move to your sister. You three back off or I plug Shawn full of lead.”

The three marauders holding guns on us look startled and point their guns toward me and Shawn.

“D-don’t point the guns at her and me. Keep them on Jean and Tanya!”

Tanya has moved over to Jean and has her hand on my clothes, and her gun out and pointing toward one of the marauders.

“If you move your guns toward me, I’ll start shooting,” she grimly promises the marauders. 

“So Shawn, what do you want to do now? I’ve got my gun against you and your friends are pointing their guns toward you and me. The odds don’t look good for you or me, but maybe we can figure something out,” I say.

“I don’t know who you are, but I’m willing to let you walk with your gear and guns, which Tanya and Jean weren’t willing to do. I know because I overheard them. Hell, I’ll even let you join us if you want, because you really don’t want to be out here alone. Point your gun at Tanya and we can work something out,” Shawn calmly says.

“You know if it was Jean, I might take you up on that, but Tanya wanted to let me live, and while I think their deal kind of sucked for me, given how you’ve been harassing them, I can understand why they made that deal with me. I’m going to make a better deal for all of us. All of you are going to retreat and live another day. Tanya and I are going to take her sister to the house, so she has a better chance to live. And I’m keeping my gear. That okay with you Tanya?”

“Sure, whatever. Just get these losers out of here.”

“And how about you Shawn?”

“We outnumber you.”

“Yeah by one, but right now your goons are pointing their guns at you and me babe. That isn’t helping your cause. I can use you as a shield and at least take out one person. I’m betting Tanya can too. So do the smart thing and tell your people to back away and then I’ll send you to them.”

“Bret, take the others and back off, but keep your guns on them,” Shawn says.

“You sure?”

“Do it!”

Bret and the other two marauders start walking backwards, but keep their guns on me and Shawn. Tanya keeps her gun on the guy who isn’t Bret. They get to the other side of the street and stop.

“Send Shawn over to us,” Bret calls out.

“Keep walking. When you’re gone for five minutes, I’ll let Shawn go,” I reply.

I push the barrel of the gun against Shawn’s back.

“Do it, Bret,” Shawn tightly says.

Bret and the others turn around and keep walking. 

“I’m taking my sister back to the house,” Tanya says.

“Go for it,” I say.

Tanya grabs Jean and helps her stand up. They walk to the house slowly, with Jean leaning on Tanya.
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