
C Lowry

The Pact 





  

  Copyright © 2026 by C Lowry


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  

  

  
    First edition

  

  

  

  
    This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

    Find out more at reedsy.com
  


  




  
    
      Contents
    

    
    
      	
        Chapter One
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Two
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Three
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 4
        
      

    
    


  





  
  
  Chapter One

  
  







The rain wasn’t water anymore. It was needles. A cold, gray stipple that blurred the world into a watercolor of misery and turned the rooftop gravel into a slick, shifting trap. I crouched behind the skeletal remains of an HVAC unit, the metal trembling under my grip. Below, in the street, they moved. Not with the mindless, shuffling hunger of the early days, but with the terrible, patient purpose of predators who had evolved. Lurkers. Their rain-slicked skin glistened like wet stone, heads tilting, nostrils flaring as they swept the block in a silent, coordinated pattern. A pack. Five of them.




I’d gotten sloppy. The promise of canned goods in the old pharmacy had overridden the itch in my spine. I’d been in and out, a shadow with a half-full sack, when the weather turned and the pack emerged from the alleyways like ghosts. They’d cut off my retreat to the subway entrance. The only way was up—a rusted fire escape that shrieked its betrayal to the sky with every step. Now I was trapped, with sixty feet of dead air between me and the next building, and the only way down swarming with death.




My name is Cass. That’s all that matters anymore.




A gust of wind hurled a sheet of rain across the roof, and I shivered, pressing deeper into the scant cover. My knife was a cold comfort in my hand. Against five Lurkers, it was a dinner bell. I had three bullets left in the revolver tucked into my belt. A symphony for my own finale. The pack leader, a massive thing with a distended jaw, stopped directly below my perch. It went still, head cocked. It was listening. Smelling. I held my breath, my heart a frantic bird against my ribs.




A scrape of gravel.




It didn’t come from below. It came from my left.




I froze, every muscle locking. Slowly, inch by inch, I turned my head.




On the adjacent rooftop, twelve feet across a gaping alleyway, a figure stood in the shadow of a raised door bulkhead. A man. Lean, wrapped in a dark, waxed coat, a rifle slung across his back. He wasn’t looking at the Lurkers. He was looking directly at me. Our eyes met across the rain-lashed void. His were a pale, chilling gray, like winter ice over a deep lake. There was no surprise in them. Only a cold, analytical assessment. A competitor surveying the only other piece on the board.




He lifted a hand, not in greeting, but in a slow, deliberate gesture. One finger pointed down at the pack. Then two fingers, mimicking legs. A slow walk. He then drew a finger across his own throat. The message was clear: They have us pinned. They’ll wait us out.




I gave a single, tight nod. I knew the math. They could climb. Maybe not the fire escape, but the drainpipes, the crumbling brick. They had patience and the rain was washing away every scent but ours. Night was coming. We were exotic, fresh meat in a barren landscape.




He pointed at me, then at the gap between our buildings. He shook his head sharply. Too far. Then he pointed to the far end of his roof, then to the corresponding end of mine. The buildings leaned closer together there, the gap narrowing to maybe eight feet. It was still a hell of a jump, especially with wet shoes on soaked gravel, but it was possible. He then pointed two fingers at his own eyes, then down at the street. I’ll watch them. You move.













