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THE LEGEND



Every dead body that is not exterminated becomes one of them. It gets up and it kills. The people it kills get up and kill!


DAWN OF THE DEAD


In the brain and not the chest.
Headshots are the very best.


FIDO


I don’t know what’s going on, but I know it’s not a prison break. No chemical I ever heard about can make a dead man walk. This is something that nobody has ever heard about or seen before.


This is hell on earth. This is pure hell on earth.


NIGHT OF THE LIVING DEAD








A BRIEF MESSAGE ON THE ZOMBIE APOCALYPSE AND YOU



Beyond this page lies unspeakable horror. Bone-crunching, blood-splattering, brain-impaling horror—the horror of the zombie apocalypse.


If you’re reading this, you’ve probably read your fair share of zombie stories and watched your fair share of zombie flicks. But this time it’s different. No longer do you get to sit back idle as a bunch of fools make all the wrong moves. All hell is about to break loose—and this time you have a say in humanity’s survival.


You’re twenty-five years old. You live in a crappy, overpriced studio apartment in Manhattan. You work a corporate job that you’re not particularly fond of. Up until now, your day-to-day life offered few surprises.


But today, on a hot and humid July morning, zombies have come to Manhattan.


You have choices to make now—lots of them. Moral dilemmas. Strategic decisions. Weapons. Vehicles. Will you be a hero? Or will you cover your own ass at all costs? Will you survive the coming hours, days, weeks, and months? Or will you die amidst the chaos and violence of a zombie uprising?


Or, worst of all, will you become one of them …?


The choice is yours. And hey, if you don’t make it—you’ve got no one to blame but yourself.
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Will this ever end? These Monday morning meetings always run long. Every damn time. God, in the history of man, has a morning meeting ever not run long?


As usual, you overslept, missed the subway, and arrived ten minutes late to work so you missed the Krispy Kremes and one of the good chairs. Now you’re stuck in a tiny little plastic thing you’re pretty sure you can hear bending underneath your weight—or maybe that’s the sound of your stomach aching for a doughnut.


Your head’s still hurting from Saturday night. Can’t drink like you used to. College days: drink, puke, sleep, drink, puke, sleep, drink, puke, sleep, watch some basketball, drink, puke, sleep. Rinse. Repeat. Graduate three semesters late. Good times.


But you’re a grown man now. An ah-dult. An ah-dult stuck in a miserable Monday morning meeting—with no Krispy Kreme.


All you can think about is five o’clock and getting home. Being enveloped by your well-worn but pretty-darn-comfortable-if-you-don’t-say-so-yourself Craigslist couch. Ordering some Chinese. Sweet-and-sour chicken (sauce on the side), fried rice, an egg roll. Watching some Seinfeld. Good stuff.


Oh yes—to be home…


You pull out your phone. 10:40 AM. Sigh, seven more hours to—


Suddenly—violently—Angela, the cute brunette receptionist, bursts through a set of double doors and explodes into the conference room.


Everyone turns. Someone giggles. Confused looks all around.


Eyes wide, Angela stands in the doorway, silent for a moment, then: “Um—sorry to interrupt—but I think you need to turn the TV on.”


Matthew Trypuc—head of marketing—glares from his usual spot at the head of the long conference table. Cool and condescending. “Angela, you’re interrupting.”


Prick. The poor girl just ran in here looking like she was going to wet herself—she must have a decent reason.


Angela ignores the big boss’s dirty look and runs the length of the long conference room to the fat old Mitsubishi TV in the corner, a leftover from the pre-PowerPoint days. The oversize TV sits on a banged-up TV cart—you’re pretty sure your middle school had the same one.


Someone asks Angela to explain. She doesn’t say anything. Continues to work on the TV.


A woman at the end of the table—you recognize her from around the office but don’t know her name—gets up and hurries out of the conference room. A few people follow her, headed for their computers to check CNN.com or MSNBC.com or whatever their news site of choice is.


You think terrorists. So does everyone else, most likely. You picture the word—terrorist—bouncing around their collective, coffee-fueled brains, along with images of explosions, crumbling buildings, and out-of-control beards.


The TV hums to life. One of the local news guys sits at a desk:


Again, we don’t want to alarm you unnecessarily, but our early reports say these patients are exhibiting bizarre, radical, and even violent behavior.


The broadcast cuts to an aerial view of Mount Sinai Hospital. You know Mount Sinai. It’s about twenty blocks north and a few avenues east from your office. Went there a few years back when you had a hangnail that got infected and your mom convinced you that you were about two days away from needing full hand, and possible arm, amputation.


Now a shot from the ground: a pretty blond reporter, clearly not ready to be on live TV. A mass of ambulances, cop cars, fire engines, and workers stretches out behind and around her. The flashing red and blue lights strobe across her young, makeup-slathered face. You can make out the hospital about a hundred yards in the distance.


She reports:


Are we on? I’m on? Ahem. Yes, we’ve just received word that patients are rioting inside the hospital. At this moment, it’s still not clear what the cause of the violence is—or how and even if hospital employees may be involved. Of course, any news we get we’ll pass along immediately. Again, for those of you just tuning in, you’re looking at Mount Sinai Hospital, where violence has reportedly broken out among a number of patients and possibly hospital staff.


An aerial shot now:


A dozen police cars have formed a semicircle around the main emergency room entrance. More are arriving.


The big sliding doors beneath the EMERGENCY sign slide open and out stumbles a young doctor, bleeding from his face, neck, and shoulder. Blood pumps from his wounds, spilling out onto his scrubs. He takes a few shaky steps before collapsing onto the little green Mount Sinai carpet that lies in front of the door.


The office is silent for a split second—then a flurry of ohmygods, Jesuschrists, and whatthefucks. The woman sitting next to you grabs on to your arm. It’s weird.


The doctor begins convulsing. Blood streams onto the sidewalk and pools at the curb. Then, seemingly out of nowhere, a female patient in a hospital gown bursts out from the ER and dives on top of him.


The entire conference room gasps.


The patient is biting the doctor. No, not just biting. Eating him—devouring the guy. Tearing into his flesh with her teeth and hands. Clawing at his body. Ripping skin from his limbs. As she tosses her head back to chew, stringy flesh hangs from her teeth.


The screen goes black.


For a second, no one says a word; no one is quite able to process what he or she is seeing. Then a large woman (copyediting department, you think) explodes into tears, hands cupped over her face, and rushes out of the room. More follow her, reaching for cell phones as they squeeze past one another and out into the hall.


The TV picture returns. Shakily, the pretty blond reporter clutches the microphone, talking, but there’s no sound.


There’s action in the distance—something happening. All sorts of movement.


A mass of people begins to fill the screen behind her. What’s happening? Rioting? Maybe. Thirty people. No, more. Fifty. Hospital workers, it looks like. And cops and firefighters. Running from something. No. Charging. And—Christ—what is wrong with these people? Their faces—albino white, twisted, possessed. Splashes of blood on all of them—some drenched. The reporter, oblivious to the chaos behind her, continues reporting. The cameraman sees what’s coming. The screen flashes, and the camera falls to the ground, still broadcasting.


All you see now is feet—some shuffling, some running. Then suddenly a sickening close-up of the reporter’s twisted face and neck as she hits the cement. Someone pounces on her. That pretty blond hair is torn from her scalp. Teeth dig in.


Behind her, the mob continues moving. A heavy work boot tramples the reporter’s face and you see her head partially implode.


More follow. Hundreds. Some stumble forward. Others run, awkward but quick.


Finally, the camera is kicked, spins wildly, and the broadcast cuts out.


Panic sets in all around you. Chairs hit the floor. A woman screams in pain as a man, quick to exit, spills his hot coffee on her lap. Crying. The conference room empties, your coworkers running for their phones and computers—desperate for news, desperate to get in touch with their loved ones.


You sit in your stupid uncomfortable chair, stunned, unable to move. Words dance around your brain along with images from comics and movies—and then finally you blurt out, to no one in particular,


“Zombies. Zombies… ZOMBIES! THE LIVING FUCKING DEAD!”


You can’t believe it. You don’t believe it. You goddamn won’t believe it.


But you saw it. Right there on the TV.


Have to get up. Have to move.


You don’t trust your legs to hold your body if you stand. For a long moment you just sit there, still. Sweat gathers on your brow. A drop crawls down your forehead and along your cheek. Finally, you force yourself to stand. You’re relieved when you don’t fall to the floor. You head for your cubicle.


You get to your computer and start typing. Hands are shaking. You’re hitting all the wrong keys. You feel weak. Realize you’re not breathing. You remind yourself, breathe. You sit down. Breathe in and out. Calm yourself. You bring up Drudge-Report.com. You see the red siren… never a good sign. Above, in giant letters, is the headline:


A number of smaller links sit below:


Walking dead…
Running dead?…
Avian bird flu in NYC? Developing…
911 reporting claims of the dead returning to life…
Huge horror hoax?
Manhattan under siege? Developing…


Jesus Christ. You have to get the hell out of Manhattan ASAP.


You jog to the elevators. The hallway is packed. After the fourth or fifth time the doors open to a full car, you say fuck it, you’ll hoof it. You’re on the fifteenth floor. The stairs aren’t much better. Dozens of people, running down. Someone trips, catches himself, and smacks face-first into the wall. He’s knocked out cold. You and the others step over him as you continue your descent. The fire alarm screams, impossibly loud, along with flashing white lights—someone opened the emergency doors.


You take the stairs two at a time, going over it all in your head, trying to figure out where to go when you hit the street. Million-dollar question.


You finally get to the ground floor. Coworkers flood past you out the revolving doors. Didn’t know they could spin that fast. You nearly lose a hand, pull it back just in time. You and two other guys squeeze into one slot—you being the meat in that sandwich—and a split second later you’re spit out on onto Eighty-fourth Street on the West Side. A street you’ve been on hundreds of times over the course of your short career. But this time, it’s unrecognizable.


The streets are packed. Loud. Car horns blast. People yell—angry, violent screams.


And more, it’s hot. Stinking hot and humid. Air so thick you could cut it with a knife. A New York City July. You think while you sweat…




If you think your best chance of getting out of the city is via taxi, click here.


If you want to jog the twelve blocks and two avenues to the Seventy-second Street subway and catch the next train to Brooklyn, click here.


If you want to get back to your apartment ASAP, click here.
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Fuck it. You’re getting on that train. You push. In front of you, a man fights to get on—only to be shoved out by the mob on board.


You bend your knees and turn yourself sideways, making yourself as small as possible, and squeeze through the sweaty mass of bodies. Two women go at it, exchanging blows with their purses—it provides you with a glimmer of space and you slip onto the cattle car.


A dozen times the doors nearly shut, each time making it partway, then opening again.


The pleasant, oh-so-calm recorded voice comes over the speaker: Stand clear of the closing doors, please.


Two tall black teens scream at each other, headphones blaring.


Stand clear of the closing doors, please.


A young doctor, still in scrubs, gets in the face of a Spanish woman for no reason, then shoves her in the chest. Someone sticks an arm in to break it up.


Stand clear of the closing doors, please.


You step on a man’s foot. Large guy, looks homeless, but wears a gold watch. He glares at you. Type of guy looking for a fight.


Stand clear of the closing doors, please.


A large woman pushes past you. She grabs the thin man blocking the sensor, standing near the doors, and tosses him off.


Ding. The doors shut. Sarcastic cheers.


You breathe a long sigh of relief as the car pulls out of the station. The conductor says nothing about the happenings in the city. You blow by the next two stations. At each one a thick crowd—a hundred scared faces visible for one blurry moment as you whiz past.


On board, people wave their phones around, trying to get a signal. A pregnant woman cries in the corner. No one offers her a seat.


The conductor comes on and announces that, due to an accident at Houston Street, this train will make one final stop on its route and then continue running as a 7 train to Queens. You crane your neck to look at the map on the train wall. A train switching routes entirely like this—that seems unheard of. But at least Queens is far away from here, and you can get to Brooklyn from Queens, so you hang tight.


At the next stop, the train unloads and a fresh crowd eagerly takes their place. The train now continues on its new route.


You pull out your phone. Smile, for one short second, at your new background: Bruce Willis from Die Hard. Now there’s a goddamn hero. He would have known what to do. You stick your phone up over your head like everyone else. No signal. Damn.


Sliding your phone back into your pocket, you notice for the first time the man in the seat below the map. He’s at the end of the row, slouched against the metal handrail. His face is a pale, bluish white, drained of nearly all color. Blood is slowly seeping through a violent tear in the puffy New Jersey Devils jacket that covers his shivering body.


Oh shit. You can see the headline: ZOMBIE MAN AWAKENS ON SUBWAY, KILLS DOZENS.


His face is nearly see-through now. Veins visible through his translucent skin.


You look from side to side. No one else notices him.


Finally, his head flops back and rests against the Plexiglas windowpane. Eyes wide open. Doesn’t look like he’s breathing…




If you want to shout for a doctor, click here.


Not your problem? Say fuck it and get your ass to the next car? Click here.








[image: Image] IT’S ELECTRIC, BOOGIE WOOGIE WOOGIE



Desperate, you tug at the power cord on the back of some big thing with red lights on it. With three strong jerks, it rips loose. Sparks fly.


The beast launches itself over the side of the booth and onto you. Mouth open wide, saliva dripping, it goes in for the kill.


You jam the cord into its mouth and the bitch shakes violently. Almost jerks loose of it. You push it farther down its throat. The bitch’s eyes light up.


But still it keeps coming. Teeth inching closer. One last chance before you’re dead. You rip the cord from its mouth and jam the sparking, spitting end into its eyeball. It sizzles. You push farther, deeper into the eye socket.


Then, a split second before its teeth have a chance to sink into you, the cord pushes through to the brain. The monster shakes harder. Faster. Head jerking back and forth. Vomits all over your chest—bile and chunks of red. Then, finally, it goes limp and collapses on you.


You lie there for a moment, happy to be alive. Then the smell hits you. Burnt eyeball. Charred brain. Vomit. It’s not nice. You push the thing off you and stand.




Click here.
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After a long moment, you manage to squeak out “Um, I’m a Pirates fan, actually.”


He laughs—then lowers the shotgun. “Pirates fan? Don’t think I’ve ever met a Pirates fan.”


“Well, there aren’t a whole lot of us.”


“As long as you ain’t a Yankees fan, we’re cool. Can’t stand a Yankees fan.”


Jesus—are you really talking baseball while a dead cop lies at your feet? A dead, headless zombie cop, at that.


“All you parking garage guys carry shotguns?” you ask.


Chucky hops on the hood of the SUV and takes a seat. He lights a cigarette and lazily bounces his feet off the headlight. “Nope. It was up front of the cruiser. Grabbed it out the other side of the car soon as the cop fell out.”


You nod and look around. It’s dark—he’s got all the lights off, except for the one in the office, by the gate. The office light flickers, goes out for a second, then comes back. “Hey, there’s a power line down outside,” you say. “Does this place have a generator or anything? Emergency power?”


He looks at you like you just asked him the metric weight of Mars. “I just park the cars, man. I don’t know about a damn power grid or whatever.”


Gunshots outside. Then an explosion. The sounds echo down the ramp and through the garage.


You’re sure as hell glad you’re not out there—but how long will you be safe in here? You spend a moment sizing up your surroundings. Eye the entrance. “Can we lower that security gate?” you ask.


“I was about to do that when that cop came barreling down here. Then you showed up.”


“So let’s do it now.”


Chucky hops down off the SUV and you follow him to the office. It’s tiny and cluttered. There’s a desk, a computer, two chairs, papers everywhere. Chucky opens a metal box on the wall and pulls a switch. There’s a loud grinding noise. Through the window, you watch the metal gate slowly lower, shutting you off from the outside world.


You walk to the gate and lean against it, tired. You replay the morning’s events. Started off pretty regular: woke up late, crowded subway ride, morning meeting—that’s when things went a little haywire. Zombies, crazy cab ride, dead cop, general chaos and horror—


“Smoke?”


You jump. Chucky’s standing beside you, holding out a cigarette.


“Shit. You scared me. Uh, yeah, sure.” You take one. You’re not much of a smoker, but if there was ever an occasion, this was it. You take the lighter. On the third try you get it. You wrap your fingers through the metal fence and rest against it, exhaustion tugging at your body.


Together, you smoke in silence. He finishes his. Flicks it through the metal gate. Lights another. A moment later you finish yours. You don’t ask for a second, and he doesn’t offer.


“Shh, shh,” he says, hushing you, even though you weren’t making a damn sound anyway. “Look.”


A zombie staggers down the ramp. It’s an old man in a short-sleeve button-down, splashed with blood. Wisps of white hair. Horn-rimmed glasses, one lens cracked. It trips over its feet, regains its balance, and continues to shuffle along. Its shoulder scrapes against the ramp wall as it stumbles forward. A streak of blood tags the wall.


More follow behind it. A dozen, you guess. You watch, aware that you’re safe behind the gate, but still scared shitless. You want to run—retreat into the temporary safety of the garage. But you don’t. You watch. Just a short time ago they were regular people—now they’re actual living dead monsters. Their faces—almost familiar looking, despite the gashes and the gore. The same people you passed every day on the street, stood behind in line at the movies, worked with, drank with.


“C’mon,” Chucky whispers, touching your shoulder.


You snap out of it and step back.


“Stay in the dark,” he says. You nod and park yourself behind a large support beam. Chucky jogs over to the office. Through the window, you see him open a box on the wall full of keys. He flips through a few, turns around to look back at the garage, then flips through a few more. Finally, he takes a set of keys, shuts the box, and jogs back across the garage floor.


You follow him to a black two-door Mercedes that sits directly opposite the gate, allowing you a clear view of the entire garage. He unlocks the doors and climbs into the driver’s seat. You hesitate a moment, then get in the passenger’s side.


You watch the things gather at the gate. Some claw at it. Others pay it no attention and just sort of stumble about. After a while, it’s simply too much to look at—you can no longer process what you’re seeing. You recline the seat and before you know it, you’re asleep.


You wake up confused—not sure how much time has passed. You smell something in the air—pot? No, couldn’t be. Wait—yep. Next to you, Chucky is puffing on a blunt.


“Wakey-wakey,” he says, grinning and waving it in your face. “You want?”





Uh-uh. You were part of the DARE generation. You know the dope on dope. Click here.


What the hell, this day can’t get any weirder, right? Click here.
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“I want the ax,” you say.


“Why should I give you the ax? This is my bar.”


“You own it?”


“No, but I’m in charge right now.”


You beg with your eyes.


“Fine, take it,” he says. “You getting killed don’t help me any.”


He takes the pool cue in his meaty paws.


You lift the fire ax from the table. Shit, it’s heavy. Real heavy. Not what you expected. You carry it in front of you with both hands, by your waist. You’re scared now—unsure. You don’t think you can wield an ax like this. Especially not in the middle of any sort of battle.


Anthony unlocks the door. “You first,” he says, grinning.


Son of a bitch.


Gently, you use the ax to poke open the door. It’s barely halfway open when the beasts attack. You raise the ax high into the air. It nearly pulls you off your feet. You struggle to hold it.


Then, with everything you’ve got, you swing it. It catches the first beast in the waist. You yank it out, bringing a string of gore with it. The thing continues to come at you. You raise the ax above your head and bring it down. Thing is heavy—no accuracy. You aim for the head but instead bury it into the zombie’s shoulder.


It’s a sickening feeling—this weapon you’re wielding, going a foot deep into this being’s flesh. You struggle to jerk the ax free from the zombie’s muscular shoulder. But you’re too slow. The next beast lunges at you. Puts its cold, clammy hands around your neck.


[image: Image]


You scream. The ax falls from your hands. Pain shoots through your foot. You look down, horrified—the ax is stuck in the floor, and your foot is in two pieces. You lift your leg, leaving most of your foot on the floor. You take a step, pain shooting up your leg, and stumble back. Three more jump on you, gnawing on your face and body, and together you crash to the ground. You feel your own hot blood pooling around you. One of the things tears at your ear—there’s an awful sound as it rips off. God. God help me, you think.


“Anthony,” you manage to get out. “Anthony.”


He kicks one beast off you. Breaks the pool cue over another one’s face, sending a chunk of wood spinning down the hall. Then he reaches down, grabs the thing by its ears, and rips it up. Slams it into the wall, then tosses it down the hall, knocking the rest of the beasts back.


“Anthony, please,” you beg.


He raises the pool cue. His face, unsure, goes blurry as you focus on the chalky tip of the stick. It lowers, slowly. He squeezes his hands around it, flips it over. Now you stare up at the splintered end. Blood drips off it—a drop falls into your eye and it waters up. The cue lowers, getting larger as it closes in on your eye. Just an inch from your eyeball.


Then, at once, he forces it down, ripping through your eye, blasting through your skull, and destroying your brain.




AN END
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A pair of bullets whips past. A woman’s pained scream erupts behind you.


You pull at the door of the Honda Civic next to you. The driver, a middle-aged man, heavy wrinkles across his face, a Titleist ball cap covering his eyes, shakes his head no. You pull. He slams his hand down on the lock.


More bullets. More screams.


You drop to the ground and bury your head in your arms. After a moment, the heavy sounds of gunfire slow. You raise your head.


A stampede of people, coming right for you. Now you know what it feels like to be a kick returner, staring down an entire special teams unit. They run, frantic, a huge group, two or three people wide.


You roll to your right, underneath the Civic.


Feet scramble past you. An elderly woman falls. She shuts her eyes. You reach out, try to help her, but there’s nothing you can do. She’s trampled. A hundred feet run over her. A heavy boot lands on the back of her head, pushing her face into the cement. Blood seeps from her nose. A crack as a huge man steps on her ankle, snapping it. A few horrific minutes later and the stampeding crowd has thinned. The woman is dead.


You roll out from the other side of the car, closer to the middle of the bridge. A large gap, maybe ten feet wide, runs down the center of the bridge, separating inbound and outbound traffic. Steel girders connect the two sides.


Across the gap a police officer is standing in the middle of a crowd firing into the air. His cruiser sits behind him, door open. Possible safety, you think. The cruiser is bulletproof. Probably has a shotgun inside. A radio!


You peer down the gap at the bridge’s lower deck. No people. No army. Just the dead. The monsters have completely taken it over.


You climb up on the closest girder, the metal warm against your palms. You begin to inch your way across. The moans of the dead rise up.


There’s a huge blast as the car ahead of you explodes. Instinctively, you reel back, trying to shield yourself. In the process you lose your balance. Your foot slips off the girder. Then your leg. Suddenly you’re clinging to the edge, hanging on for dear life.


Don’t look down. Don’t look down. Don’t look down.


You look down.


Fucking idiot. Why’d you look down?


Gnarled hands reach up—a moaning throng of the dead, begging for you.


You struggle to pull yourself up. You kick your feet—but there’s just air.


Their moans get louder as the beasts sense your impending fall.


You block out everything—the angry sound of gunfire, the deathly moans, the agonizing screams. You concentrate only on making it back up. Feel your muscles tighten. Your hands grip the steel. Finally, using everything you have, you pull yourself back up onto the girder.


You stare ahead. Not going to fall again. Not going to die. You move forward—slowly, steadily.


Finally, you make it to the other side. You pass the burning car and beeline it for the cruiser. Hop the hood of a taxi, slide off like Starsky. Jump across the next car.


You dive into the cruiser and slam the door shut behind you. It’s a mess inside. Dunkin’ Donuts coffee cups on the floor. Empty food bags—KFC, McDonald’s, more Dunkin’ Donuts. A pack of True cigarettes nestled between the dashboard and the front window.


WHAP WHAP WHAP!!!


The bulletproof glass spiderwebs. Your heart leaps up your throat as you realize the cop is shooting at you.


The officer frowns, frustrated.


You wave—mouthing “What the fuck?” You’re not locking him out. He can get in the car, too. You’re just looking for cover.


He pushes a citizen aside and marches toward the car.


What the fuck is this nut job doing?


He fires twice more. You lunge across the car and lock the door. The cop shakes his head and pulls the keys from his belt. Waves them at you and smiles.


Then, out of nowhere, three of the beasts tackle him. He’s gone—just like that.


More zombies run past, headed toward Brooklyn. They pay no attention to you. Up ahead, you can see the Army stepping back.


Then the artillery starts. The big guns. Tanks? You’re not sure. Something loud as fuck. Ahead of you a truck explodes. A giant, fiery blast. Then another. Bodies fly through the air. A man is launched wildly off the side of the bridge.


You watch, eyes wide, as the bridge lights up like the Fourth of July.




If you want to get out of the car and run, click here.


If you’d rather hang tight and pray the firing subsides, click here.








[image: Image] WHERE THE HEART IS



Home, you think. That’s the best bet—has to be. Familiar. Safe. Secure.


You alternate between walking and jogging through streets quickly turning explosive. It’s a miserable thirty-block hike to your apartment. You keep your eye open for a cab. Nothing, all full.


You get to your building a half-hour later, soaked in sweat. Up the five flights of stairs to your apartment. Through the door. Slam it shut and collapse against it, exhausted. God, it feels good not to be moving. Sweat bleeds through the back of your shirt and the fabric sticks to the door.


You close your eyes. Breathe slowly—in through your mouth, out through your nostrils. Calming.


You open your eyes. Your apartment looks strange, feels just slightly off—something about being home at a time when you weren’t expecting to be. Like a stranger in your own space.


A mouse skitters across the floor. Sonofabitch—so that’s what goes on while you’re at work? Yeah, well, that’s what you get for leaving the Ray’s Famous box out with half a slice of pepperoni-and-sausage left.


You stand up and flip on the local news. A bunch of images of random chaos. No real reporting—just people blabbering, clueless. No one has any real idea what’s happening, but they’re paid to talk.


People loot a corner store in the West Village. Shit, you should stock up. You’ve got about five edible things in your apartment right now, and that’s including a month-past-the-date carton of eggs and a half bottle of Black Velvet—Jack Daniel’s cheaper, shittier cousin. You look over again at the half slice of pepperoni-and-sausage and quickly throw it in the fridge.


You grab your keys and head for the corner bodega.


It’s packed. You realize suddenly that you’re in survival mode. You have a vague sense of what to do from watching a lot of bad disaster movies. You navigate the narrow aisles, grabbing the essentials. Batteries. Frozen pizzas. A glass candle with a smiling, open-armed Jesus on the front. Ramen. Beer. Lots of beer.


It’s getting ugly. People shoving. Grabbing for what they need, even if someone else already happens to be holding it. The Korean guy who runs the bodega threatens to close the doors unless the customers “form one motherfucking line!”


You grab all you can carry, pay, and leave. Outside it’s only getting nastier. People rushing about. Like a great storm is on the way and everyone is racing to get to shelter.


Hands full, you take the stairs up to your apartment as quickly as you can. Your building is usually empty—more often than not you come and go without seeing anyone. Not today. People in the hallways. Some coming, most going—all moving quickly, with a frantic yet steady purpose.


You lock your apartment door behind you. Both locks.


Your phone’s ringing. The Speed theme—DUN DUN DUH DUH DAH DAH. You walk in just in time to hear the triumphant bass finale.


You look at the display. See your mom’s big smiling face. Great…




If you want to ignore the call and start pounding beers, click here.


If you want to answer Mom’s phone call, click here.
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“You can stay here if you want. You, uh, you shouldn’t be alone.”


You shouldn’t be alone. You idiot. Who do you think you are? Could you be any more obvious?


“Yeah? I’d love to—I’m going crazy over there. And I keep hearing things—probably just my imagination—but it’s scaring the fuck out of me.”


“I can imagine. So, great, you’ll stay here.” good work!


You’re beaming. Heart swelling. Thank the Lord for this massive zombie takeover.


She walks through the foyer and into the kitchen, looking around. “I haven’t been in this house in years.”


“Yep, been a long time.”


She turns and smiles. “It’s good to see you again.”


Your face feels a little flush, so you quickly turn and look around the house like some idiot prospective buyer. You don’t want to embarrass yourself.


You find some still edible food in the kitchen. You make the best meal you can—peanut butter and jelly on Ritz crackers with orange soda. You apologize, and explain that most everything else seems to have gone bad.


You talk some, about what you’ve been doing, how she’s been. She doesn’t work at the flower shop anymore; she’s a cashier at the local Target now.


“Nothing wrong with that,” you say.


She frowns from behind her cup of soda.


“I didn’t mean it like that.”


“It’s OK. Things don’t always turn out the way we plan, huh?”


“Tell me about it.”


“But you’re in New York City right? I saw on Facebook. That’s exciting! I’ve never been.”


“Yeah, it’s OK, I guess—my rent is like, just, absurd.”


“I still live with my parents, so…”


“True.”


You finish your meal in silence, then get the generator from the garage and get some power going. Together you go through the house. Looking for food, things that you can use. You watch old movies she’s never seen before. Play the same old Nintendo games you used to play when you were kids. With the specter of death hanging over you, you grow close quick.


You’re outside playing Ping-Pong when Kim suggests you go for a swim in your parents’ pool. Um… yeah, only been waiting near twenty years to hear those words. You get to work skimming the pool.


Kim steps out of the house in just her underwear.


“I hope this is OK,” she says. “My bathing suit is all the way across the street.”


Ohmygodohmygodohohhgohgdoghdoghodhgd…


You try to get the words out. But all you can do is stare. She’s stunning.


You stutter. “Sure, sure, that’s fine, of course.”


That night you make love on your back lawn. Then you lie on your backs, looking at the stars. It’s like a movie. Nothing could be more perfect. Once again, you thank the Lord for the zombie apocalypse.


You wake up with Kim’s head on your chest. A little puddle of drool has formed below her mouth. It’s cute. Imperfect. Human.


You’re in love.


You give her a nudge and a kiss on the forehead.


“Good morning.”
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She looks up at you with her big doe eyes. “Good morning, you.”


You. She just called you you.


“I’m going to go try to find some stuff for breakfast,” you say, stretching. You stand and start getting dressed.


“You’re leaving?”


“I’ll be back in a few,” you say. “Who knows how long we’ll be here, and we’re low on food.”


“And toilet paper,” she says.


Wow. Just conjured up an image of her taking a dump. And it didn’t gross you out. This truly is love.


“And toilet paper,” you say. “I’ll be back. Lock the door behind me. Keep all the gates locked.”


“I will.”


You take the pistol. Three bullets left.




Click here.








[image: Image] PLACING YOUR TRUST IN THE ARMY



The hazmat guy leads you into the military trailer. Inside, machines buzz and hum. Men work, some at computers, others with test tubes. Along the wall are four see-through Plexiglas cells like you’d find in a modern prison. Three of the four cells contain one civilian each: a child in the first, a young, normal-looking guy with a shaggy beard in the second, and an elderly black woman in the third.


The last cell is empty.


You’re starting to regret your decision.


They lead you to the fourth cell. The hazmat guy types a code into a keypad on the wall, the door opens, and he shoves you inside.


In the cell next to you is the elderly black woman. You try to get her attention, but she’s too busy sobbing.


After the first hour or two in the cell, you begin to bang on the glass, trying to get some attention. Nobody notices—soundproof, you guess. At one point, one of them sees you. He taps another guy on the shoulder, they chat for a second while staring at you, then go back to work.


After what feels like six or seven hours, the trailer begins to move. You travel for hours on end—a day or two, maybe.


Every time the trailer brakes, you slide into the wall. Then they pick up speed again and you go sliding back. Hit your head hard at one point. Bad headache. The headache is followed by hunger. And then the thirst—nothing compares to that. You need liquid. Water, beer, milk, piss—anything! You’ve lost all track of time—can only think about getting something wet down your throat. You wipe sweat from your brow then lick your hand. Lap your tongue around your chapped lips. Anything.


Then, finally, when you don’t think you can take any more, the trailer stops—for good this time.


You’re dragged out of the cell. Nobody speaks, and you’re too exhausted and dehydrated to complain or ask questions. You’re pushed out into a large industrial park. The sunlight stings your eyes. They bring you inside a building that, on the outside, looks a lot like a regular, civilian hospital.


The next month is hell. You’re locked in a dark hospital room. They run all sorts of tests on you. Needles in your arms. Little suction cup things on your face and chest.


Then, one day, they pull you out of the locked room. A military man throws you your clothes and tells you you’re free to go.


Really? That’s it? Must be some mistake, you think, but you’re not going to wait around to confirm your suspicions.


You get dressed and rush out of the lockdown area and down to the main floor. Then you step through the doors, out into the blinding afternoon light, not sure what to expect. Not sure where the hell you are. Not sure what the world’s got in store for you.




AN END
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[image: Image] SEND ME AN ANGEL



It’s been two months, three weeks, and four days. Power went after two days. You’re really, really, really about to lose it.


You’re safe, relatively. First thing you did was board up the building’s front door—then piled every damn thing you could find behind it. Thus far, no zombies inside the building. For that, you’re thankful.


In the beginning, you thought you’d do some reading. The lady had some books. That had you relatively excited. But damn near all of them are religious books. And a whole bunch of issues of guideposts. Like, literally, no joke, nineteen years’ worth.


You try starting a diary, but there’s nothing to say except “zombies galore outside, read more Guideposts.”


Food is all but gone. The old lady doesn’t have a scale, but you can tell you’ve lost a significant amount of weight. Your cheeks are thin. Gut has subsided some (that you won’t complain about). You’ve looted every apartment in the building and you’re still out of food. Fucking New Yorkers—they have fridges like frat boys. You’re down to ketchup packets.


You need to go out. Need food. And water. The water continues to run—but who knows for how long? And if the water goes, every other holdup like you is going to hit the streets at the same time, desperate. It’ll be a madhouse. There’s a Duane Reade drugstore four blocks down and one avenue over. If you go slowly, move carefully, and watch your ass, you just might make it. But what you’ll find there, you have no idea. Could be ransacked, empty, useless. Could be locked. Could be full of monsters. You don’t know. But you can’t wait any longer—soon you’ll be too weak to even attempt it.


The old lady’s bathroom was in the process of being redone. From the looks of it, it was probably some son of hers who never got around to finishing it. In there you find a crowbar splattered with beige paint—could be of some use.


Duane Reade it is.


Around noon you climb out onto the fire escape, just like you’ve done every other day since this started. Over the past month, you’ve observed their behavior with near obsessive detail.


They’re slow as all hell—until they want to eat. When they get a whiff of food, i.e., some poor asshole, they’re fast. And when they get close, they close in on a victim in a split second. They grab and don’t let go.


Three days ago, you watched a woman die just like that. She had been holed up in the school across the way—around dusk, she made a run for it. Don’t know why—maybe she was out of food, maybe she just couldn’t stand it anymore. She didn’t make it to the sidewalk before one of the monsters got her. Dragged her to the ground, tore open the back of her head, and went to town.


It’s obvious they can see, smell, hear just like anyone else. No better, no worse (unless they happen to have had their eyes ripped out or their nose cut off or their ears blown away).


They seem to have grown anxious. Food has dwindled. At first, people were everywhere—plenty of food to go around. Now the herds have thinned. They’re moving more—seeking out food instead of waiting for it to come across them.


Occasionally they fight one another, but nothing ever comes of it. They’re like wild dogs—they’ll bark and nip and scrap, but that’s it. They never dine on their fellow undead.


The day is quiet. It’s chilly. It was hot when everything first went to shit—now it’s cold. Leaves have fallen. Streets melancholy.


The sun sets. You go over your plan one last time—down the fire escape, slowly through the playground, then the three last blocks to Duane Reade. Once you get there, you’ll wing it—no way to plan for what you’ll encounter.


You slip the crowbar into your belt and slowly make your way down the fire escape. As gently as possible, you lower the ladder. Still, it makes a hell of a racket. You stay there on the fire escape for a good ten minutes, making sure none of the beasts comes to check out the noise.


They don’t.


You sneak through the playground, keeping your distance from the monsters that now inhabit it. Soon you’re past and out.


The city is spookily quiet. You hear the occasional zombie moan, but little else. You creep down the side streets, hugging the walls.


You’re close. You hop a fence, sneak down an alley, and you’re directly across from Duane Reade.


And it was all for nothing…


Moans echo from inside the store. In the moonlight, you catch flashes of them, eerie and white. Can’t tell how many, but the store looks packed.


You crouch down behind two overturned trash cans and watch. They’re not going anywhere, that’s for sure. Hopeless.


Goddamn it! You want to scream. Now what? More ketchup packets? Fuck that. After reading all those damn issues of Guideposts you’ve started to convince yourself there might be some hope in the afterlife… So you might as well just run into the store and let them kill you—at least this nightmare would be over. No—then you’d be a zombie yourself—and still starving. Best bet would be to hang yourself from the ceiling fan in the bedroom. Loop your belt around your neck. Pull it taut…


You sigh. Knock the thought out of your head. Not giving up yet. Dejected, you turn to head back up over the fence, then stop dead in your tracks.


A low mechanical rumble. Then louder. Heavy machinery? Construction crew? Helicopter?


Motorcycles.


No, not just motorcycles—Harleys. A dozen headlights pierce the darkness. Heavy metal thunder.


The bikes blaze past you. On all but one of the bikes, there’s a passenger on the back brandishing a weapon. The leader rides alone.


One passenger carries a huge wrench—has to be a foot and a half long. The bike buzzes by a female zombie in a wedding dress. The man with the wrench swings as they pass, taking her down. She doesn’t get back up. The combination of bike speed and the weight of the wrench shatters the skull and destroys the brain in one blow.


After the first drive-by, five, six of the beasts lie dead on the ground as the bikes speed away. The roar fades as they disappear down the avenue. But no—then it grows louder. The crisscrossing headlights cut through the night again.


They fly past. The driver closest to you has a huge blade mounted on his arm. Fist closed, he slashes out. Decapitates an undead man. The pack speeds away. Six, maybe seven more zombies laid out on the street.


Then, again, they swing back around. But this time not for a fly-by. The bikes come to a halt. Kickstands drop.


The bikers go to work. Chains, bats, machetes, pipes, two-by-fours. One particularly large biker wields a piece of pipe buried in a hunk of cement. In less than a minute, every zombie in a one-block radius is dead.


You inch closer, trying to hear.


“Alright, you four, hold the perimeter!” one shouts. He’s the leader. Four men sprint off, each to one corner of the street. You read the stitching on the back of his leather jacket.
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HELLS ANGELS.


“Tommy, you’re up,” the leader says.


Tommy is aptly named. He steps off his bike and whips a tommy gun from a chain strap around his back.


One Angel turns his bike so the headlight shines on the Duane Reade. You can see the beasts clearly now—ghastly, gruesome, decomposing things. They’ve made it to the front of the store and they’re coming through the shattered windows and the broken door.


Tommy lets loose. In the movies you always see people shooting tommy guns from their hips, spraying widely.


But not Tommy. Military stance. Legs spread. Sights up. One eye shut. Perfect form.


Three shots. Dead.


Three shots. Another dead.


Three shots. Another. Another. Another.


He takes out every single one of them—has to be twenty. And not one of the beasts gets close.


The leader slaps Tommy on the back, says something that sounds like “nice shooting,” then shouts to the group, “Do it!”


The four men keep the perimeter while everyone else loots the store. In less than a minute they’ve wiped the store clean. A few of the bikes have sidecars—they throw their loot inside.


Damn. These guys are good. If you want to survive in this zombie-infested city, hooking up with them just might be your best bet.


But they could also just as easily shoot you and leave you dead in the street.
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