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I never thought I'd be stuck on the thirteenth floor of a crumbling skyscraper, surrounded by flesh-eating nightmares and a scent so putrid it made my stomach churn like a blender filled with rotten meat. The faint glow of my phone’s flashlight danced along the graffiti-scarred walls, illuminating the horror that lay in every shadow.

My name is Jack Wilder, and if the world didn’t end today, it would surely end tomorrow.

The building creaked ominously, the kind of sound that made me question whether it was the structure settling or something far worse lurking beneath. The air was thick with decay, a stench of rot that clung to my skin like a funeral shroud.

As I clenched my fists, the only weapons I had left, I could hear the distant moans of the undead echoing through the halls. They were hungry. Always hungry.

A door slammed shut behind me, a reminder that this place was a coffin waiting to be sealed. I pressed my back against the cold wall, trying to quiet the frantic thudding of my heart.

I knew the layout well - eight floors above, each filled with their own horrors, and twelve below, where the remnants of humanity once tried to survive. But for now, all I could focus on was the deafening sound coming from apartment 13B.

It started as a low growl, a guttural noise that made my skin prickle. I leaned closer, curiosity battling with terror.

Then came the wet, ripping sounds, like a butcher tearing through flesh. My stomach flipped, and I fought the urge to vomit.

The door vibrated with the force of their feasting, each muffled scream mingling with the sickening crunch of bones snapping like twigs beneath a boot.

“Fucking hell,” I muttered under my breath, half in disbelief, half in morbid fascination.

I imagined what was happening behind that door. The unfortunate soul, a victim of bad luck or worse timing, now being reduced to a meal. I could almost visualize it - the flesh being torn from their body, blood pooling on the floor, the smell of iron and rot mixing with the stale air of the corridor.

“Dinner time!” I quipped, my voice dripping with dark humor as if that could somehow lighten the crushing weight of despair.

I choked back bile as the sounds escalated, a chorus of growls and frenzied chewing that made my skin crawl.

The stench intensified - sour and metallic, mingling with the stale odors of mold and despair that permeated this forgotten hellhole. It was time to move.

I forced myself to turn away from the cacophony of death, each step heavier than the last.

The hallway was a gauntlet of horror. The flickering fluorescent lights cast ghostly shadows, distorting the shapes that danced along the walls. I could feel their eyes on me, the empty gazes of the undead longing for fresh meat.

I approached the stairwell, my only means of escape, the door heavy and grimy under my palm. Each creak echoed ominously, a reminder that the building was just as alive as the monsters within it.

I paused, taking a deep breath, trying to drown out the noise behind me. It was futile. The screams crescendoed into a frenzy, a symphony of horror that shook me to my core.

“Just a little farther,” I whispered to myself, my voice barely above a breath.

I took a step toward the stairs, but my instincts screamed at me to turn back. I felt a wave of nausea wash over me as I imagined the bloodied remains left behind in that apartment. I could almost see the splatters, the handprints smeared against the walls as the zombies dragged their meal into their twisted embrace.

Suddenly, I heard a low thud - followed by a sickening crunch. I froze, heart racing, my mind racing faster.

Had they finished? Was it over?

The seconds stretched like eternity as I contemplated my next move, every instinct telling me to flee, to run before I became the main course in their grotesque banquet.

But then came a sound that shattered my resolve: the unmistakable rattle of the doorknob, followed by a soft thump as something - or someone - struggled to break free. I could hear the guttural snarls, the frustrated growls, and the soft, haunting wail of what might have been a voice.

“God, please don’t,” I murmured, the weight of my own fear wrapping around me like a noose.

I needed to act. I needed to escape.

I turned on my heel, sprinting toward the stairwell. I could hear them now, the zombies within that apartment, their guttural growls morphing into frenzied howls of hunger.

“Open the door, I’m starving!” I shouted back, a final jab of defiance mixed with humor, trying to mask my terror.

I slammed through the stairwell door, adrenaline flooding my veins as I descended the stairs two at a time, ignoring the agony in my legs.

Behind me, the sounds of my pursuers echoed, a chilling reminder that I was not alone in this nightmarish descent into madness.

With every step, I felt their hunger, their desperation, their twisted desire for flesh, growing closer. My heart raced, and I couldn’t help but laugh at the absurdity of it all.

“Just another day at the office,” I muttered, as I plunged deeper into the darkness of the building, hoping I could outrun my own nightmares before they consumed me whole.
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The stairwell was a suffocating void, an abyss that swallowed any semblance of light. My heart thumped loudly in my chest, reverberating against the damp, moldy walls that seemed to pulse with a life of their own.

I stood there, crouched low, barely daring to breathe, every sound magnified in the oppressive darkness.

Just two floors above, I could hear them: the growls of the zombies, angry and insatiable, their guttural voices echoing through the air like a sinister symphony. I moved slowly, my senses heightened, relying solely on sound and smell to navigate this hellish descent.

The air was thick and rancid, cloying like a wet blanket soaked in blood and rot. I hesitated, the weight of the darkness pressing down on me as I inched forward, feeling my way along the wall, each footfall deliberate and silent.

Then, suddenly, my foot landed in something wet and squishy. My heart dropped into my stomach, and panic surged as I realized it was stuck, something slimy and foul enveloping my shoe.

It squelched beneath me, the noise horrifyingly loud in the stillness of the stairwell. I had to pull it out; I needed to escape.

Gripping the railing for support, I crouched down, heart pounding like a war drum. I felt around in the dark, my fingers brushing against the cold, slick surface. Whatever I had stepped in was thick, gelatinous, and horrifyingly warm.

I tugged at my foot, struggling against the sticky grip, my pulse racing as the snarls above grew louder, more agitated.

Finally, with a wet, slurping sound, my foot broke free, but not before the skin on my ankle scraped against something sharp and jagged. I gasped, the pain jolting me back to reality, but the horror didn’t end there.

My stomach lurched as I realized what I had been tangled in: the half-eviscerated abdomen of a body, completely consumed and discarded like a sack of rotten vegetables.

“Holy shit!” I stammered, bile rising in my throat as I stared into the darkness, my breath coming in ragged gasps.

The stench of blood and decay was overwhelming, the visceral horror of my surroundings suffocating.

I could feel their presence now, the creatures above, sensing my disturbance like sharks detecting blood in the water. With renewed urgency, I stumbled back, my mind racing as I felt the first stirrings of panic wash over me.

The growls became more pronounced, a symphony of hunger closing in, and I could hear the scuttling of feet above, echoing down the stairs like a death knell.

I needed to move.

I raced down the remaining steps, blinded by the darkness, my fingers clawing at the walls for guidance. Each thud of my heart echoed in my ears, drowning out the sickening sounds that followed me, the creatures below awakening to the feast above.

The walls seemed to close in, and I felt the pressure of their collective hunger pressing against me, eager to consume.

Frantically, I reached the door to the eleventh floor, my hand fumbling for the handle. When I found it, I yanked it open with a desperate force, stumbling forward and falling onto the cold, hard floor.

“Holy shit!” I gasped, rolling to my feet as I slammed the door shut behind me, heart racing.

The sounds of growling and gurgling echoed in the hallway, the footfalls of the undead thrumming in my ears like a morbid chant, their anticipation palpable. I launched myself down the corridor, adrenaline surging through my veins, desperate for safety.

The hall was dim, each door looming like a black hole, my eyes frantically scanning for salvation. I needed a place to hide - a sanctuary from the chaos threatening to consume me.

I reached out blindly, pushing on door after door. Locked. Locked.

My breath quickened, the fear becoming a living entity that clawed at my insides.

Then, at last, my fingers brushed against a handle, and I twisted it, bursting into the inky blackness of a room. The door slammed shut behind me, sealing me away from the horrors of the hallway.

I pressed my back against it, panting heavily, straining to listen for the sounds of the monsters that prowled just beyond the threshold.

My surroundings were a dark void, the air thick with the musty smell of mildew and dust. I waited, heart racing, straining to hear anything over my own ragged breathing.

The growls echoed faintly through the door, but they were distant now, their hungry chorus muted in this small haven.

For a moment, I allowed myself to breathe, to feel the tiny flicker of hope that maybe - just maybe - I had found a temporary respite.

But as I stood there in the pitch-blackness, the oppressive silence of the room began to feel suffocating, wrapping around me like a vice. I could feel something watching, lurking in the dark corners, and as my eyes adjusted, I noticed the outlines of shapes, something just beyond the edge of my vision.

I cursed under my breath, the dark humor failing to lighten the despair clinging to my skin like a second layer.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” I whispered, dread pooling in my stomach as I realized I wasn’t alone after all.

As the walls closed in and shadows danced around me, I knew this nightmare was far from over.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Three:


[image: ]




––––––––

[image: ]


I eased the door open, holding my breath as I peered into the hallway. The darkness loomed like a thick fog, a suffocating presence that felt alive, crawling with anticipation.

I slipped out of the occupied apartment of death, careful not to disturb whatever horrors lurked in the shadows, and quietly closed the door behind me. The soft click of the latch felt like a small victory, a moment of stealth in a world that craved my flesh.

Moving silently down the corridor, I scanned the area, straining to hear anything other than the distant growls that echoed through the building. Each step measured, my instincts screaming for caution.

Then, I spotted it: a maintenance closet at the end of the hall. I approached, my heart racing with the thought of what supplies I might find inside. I opened the door slowly, the hinges creaking softly.

The sight that greeted me was a veritable trash heap of a closet, brooms, mops, and fluorescent light bulbs piled haphazardly; the air thick with the musty smell of mildew. Roaches skittered across the floor, their tiny bodies glistening in the dim light.

“Ugh,” I muttered, flicking one off my shoulder like it was an annoying fly.

I took a moment to collect my thoughts, steadying my breathing as I stepped inside. The space was cramped, but it would do. I turned on my phone flashlight, illuminating the chaos around me.

Among the clutter, I spotted a glorious sight: two mops with removable handles and a five-foot section of three-inch-thick galvanized metal pipe leaning against the wall.

“Perfect,” I chuckled to myself, giddy with the anticipation of the carnage I could inflict.

This wasn’t just survival; it was a twisted game, and I was ready to play. I yanked the handles off the mops, the wood splintering under my grip.

One of the handles broke into a jagged four-foot section, the end sharp enough to cut through flesh like butter.

I fashioned a makeshift back strap using the rope I found on the top shelf, slinging it over one shoulder and under the other, securing the broken mop handle and the full-size one across my back like crude arrows in a quiver.

I grabbed the metal pipe, its weight comforting in my hands, the cold steel promising destruction. Rummaging further, I spotted a flashlight tucked away among the chaos. Batteries appeared fully charged.

“Delicious,” I said, grinning as I snatched it up and tucked it into my waistband like a revolver, ready for action.

I paused for a moment to shake off the finger-sized roaches crawling on me, disgust twisting my stomach, then turned to exit the maintenance closet.

I stepped into the hallway, taking a deep breath, preparing myself for whatever awaited me outside this filthy haven.

As I moved through the corridor, I felt a new sense of purpose, my heart thrummed with a mix of dread and exhilaration. I approached a window at the end of the hall, drawn by the chaotic scene unfolding below. I could hardly believe what lay before me.

From the eleventh floor, the view of the city block was nothing short of apocalyptic. The skyline marred by black smoke rising from the rooftops of nearby skyscrapers, the air thick with ash and soot, casting a grim pallor over everything.
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