
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Filth King

        

        
        
          Dead World Post-Apocalyptic Cycle, Volume 3

        

        
        
          James Dargan

        

        
          Published by Danny Boy Books, 2025.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      THE FILTH KING

    

    
      First edition. September 13, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 James Dargan.

    

    
    
      Written by James Dargan.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by James Dargan

	    

      
	    
          
	      A Bayside City Book

          
        
          
	          Dead Soprano

          
        
          
	          Purple Haze

          
        
          
	          Red Magic

          
        
          
	          Honey Bee

          
        
          
	          Killer Toast

          
        
          
	          Tiger Dawn

          
        
          
	          Bullet City

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      A Napoleon Clancy Book

          
        
          
	          Lenin's Ghost

          
        
          
	          Napoleon Clancy

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      A Neo-Noir Crime Thriller

          
        
          
	          Pig Killer

          
        
          
	          Gun Smoke

          
        
          
	          Butcher Boy

          
        
          
	          Fat Cat

          
        
          
	          Fat Cat & Gun Smoke: Two Neo-Noir Crime Thrillers

          
        
          
	          Fender Bender

          
        
          
	          Sputnik Baby

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Dead World Post-Apocalyptic Cycle

          
        
          
	          The Samurai of Rust: Dead World Post-Apocalyptic Cycle: Book 1

          
        
          
	          Dark Frequency: Dead World Post-Apocalyptic Cycle: Book 2

          
        
          
	          The Filth King

          
        
          
	          Zombie Siege at the Lone Star Saloon: Dead World Post-Apocalyptic Cycle: Book 4

          
        
          
	          Ash Road: Dead World Post-Apocalyptic Cycle: Book 5

          
        
          
	          The Last Reel:  Dead World Post-Apocalyptic Cycle: Book 6

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Napoleon Clancy Books

          
        
          
	          Spaghetti Junction

          
        
          
	          Cuyahoga Blues

          
        
          
	          Dublin Murder Mystery

          
        
          
	          Spanish Poodle

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          God and the Lonely Emperor

          
        
          
	          In the Dole-Drums

          
        
          
	          Portrait of Love Lost and Found in Ukrainian Cornfield

          
        
          
	          The Miracle at O'Hare's Pub

          
        
          
	          Mister Blue Sky

          
        
          
	          Out of the Cage

          
        
          
	          Master Sisyphus and the Saveloy Men

          
        
          
	          The Legend of Montpelier Hill

          
        
          
	          Transatlantic, The Ballad of Thomas Fox

          
        
          
	          Zombiana Europa, A Zombie Apocalypse Survival Story

          
        
          
	          Red Corner

          
        
          
	          Papyrus Comic Hobo

          
        
          
	          Irish Puns & Jokes

          
        
          
	          Almost the Best Pun and Joke Book Ever

          
        
          
	          Carnival Dracula

          
        
          
	          Mushroom

          
        
          
	          Old Man Blues

          
        
          
	          Mojo

          
        
          
	          Shanghailand

          
        
          
	          Panda, Chinese Pulp Fiction

          
        
          
	          The Desert Dago

          
        
          
	          The Red Masks of Montevideo

          
        
          
	          Black Ghost

          
        
          
	          Dog Station

          
        
          
	          The Blue Trabant

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at James Dargan’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


The Filth King: Dead World Post-Apocalyptic Cycle Book Three

Copyright © 2025 by James Dargan

Published by Danny Boy Books

[image: A logo for a book

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

Book cover by Majes Nagrad

Cover photo is public domain from Wiki Commons

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof

may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever

without the express written permission of the publisher

except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

[image: A cover of a book

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Ashes of 2029

[image: ]




The war had ended quick. Faster than anybody thought it could. One morning skies over Asia split wide open, red light blooming like a second sun. By the time people figured out what happened, the other side had already fired back. China. The United States. Then Russia and NATO. Allies turned to ash. Enemies turned to glass.

Whole continents tore themselves apart in less than a week. Cities nobody thought could ever fall—New York, Beijing, London, Tokyo—burned out like cigarette ends.

And when the world went quiet again, it wasn’t quiet at all. Fallout rained. Not just ash, but poison, dust that carried sickness inside every particle. You could taste it in the wind.

Tomás Ortega was seven. He hid under a broken table in a hut in Oaxaca, Mexico. His mother pressed him down with her arm while his father stacked bricks against the door. They weren’t hiding from soldiers. Those were gone, or dead, or busy somewhere else. They hid from the air itself.

The sky had been yellow for days. It bled into red at the horizon, same way the Oaxaca land did when the sun dropped. Birds had stopped flying. Dogs had stopped barking. Even the cicadas had gone silent, like they knew.

“You breathe too much, you die,” his mother told him. She wrapped a wet rag across his mouth and her own. She tied another around her husband’s face.

Tomás kept quiet, but his eyes were wide, the way kids know something’s wrong but don’t know what shape it takes.

The roof leaked. Every few minutes another streak of black water slipped down, burned holes in the dirt floor. His father cursed under his breath. Said the rain was eating the world one drop at a time.

*
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BY THE THIRD DAY, PEOPLE from the next town over started walking past. Heads down, faces blistered, carrying whatever they could strap across their backs. Some had kids too. Others carried sacks. Most of them didn’t last long on the road.

Tomás’s father watched from the window slit. He said nothing, just pulled the curtain closed. His mother whispered prayers against the damp cloth on her mouth.

That night, the whispers came.

Not voices, not yet. Just a hum, like the whole ground was breathing. Tomás heard it first when he put his ear to the floorboards. A low, steady thrum. His mother thought it was fever. His father thought it was nerves. But it was neither. The hum was real.

*
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ON THE FIFTH DAY, THE rain stopped.

The land looked dead. Dogs lay stiff with their ribs showing. The air smelled like burned meat and metal.

His father stepped outside first. He kept the rag across his mouth, rifle slung across his back. He spat, the spit came out pink.

“We’re alive,” he said. Like that made it better.

Tomás followed, barefoot in the grass, feeling heat under his skin. He picked up a lizard, or what used to be one. Its tail had split in two, and its eyes were bulging out like glass marbles. He dropped it fast, scared it might crawl up his arm.

His mother saw him. “Don’t touch anything,” she said. “Nothing’s clean anymore.”

*
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THE FAMILY WALKED FOR weeks north, looking for clean water. They didn’t know why north. They just did. Maybe they thought the gringos would save them. Found a caravan of others headed the same way. People spoke in half-breaths, scared their lungs might split. They passed a boy with sores across his neck. He tried to wave at Tomás, but his fingers stuck together in webbing.

That was the first time Tomás saw mutation. He didn’t know the word. He only knew something was happening to people, something the rain carried.

His father kept him close. “Don’t stare,” he said. But Tomás stared anyway, because kids do.

*
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AT NIGHT THEY CAMPED in the shell of a bus.

The bus had no wheels. Doors gone. Seats burned. Someone had spray-painted words across the side: FIN DEL MUNDO. End of the world.

Inside, the survivors sat quiet, eyes on the fire in the aisle. Nobody shared names. Names meant little. All that mattered was how long you could keep breathing.

An old woman coughed until blood came up. A man dragged her body out by her ankles and left her on the sand. No one said anything.

Tomás pulled the rag tighter over his mouth. He thought if he tied it hard enough, nothing could get in.

That night he heard the hum again. Stronger this time. Not just the ground, but inside his head. Like something speaking, but not words. Just pressure.

He asked his mother if she heard it. She shook her head. Told him to sleep.

*
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BY THE TIME THE CARAVAN reached the ruins of Hermosillo, half were gone. Bodies along the road, some burned, some eaten from the inside out.

Buildings leaned like crooked teeth. Windows shattered. Streets slick with ash.

They found a fountain still spitting water. Dozens rushed it, hands cupped, mouths open.

His father stopped him. “Wait.”

But Tomás slipped past, thirsty. He drank, cold water spilling down his chin. His mother slapped him after, tears in her eyes. “You’ll die, hijo. Don’t you understand?”

Two hours later, the first man who drank started screaming. His skin peeled in strips, like wet paper. His eyes bulged. His chest split open. Inside, something moved.

People ran. Others watched. Nobody touched him.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.png
=)
D

DANNY BOY BOOKS
¢s 3 fetion addiction





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png
THE

FILTH KING

JAMES DARGAN






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





