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Chapter One – Working up an appetite
 
   The pounding on the classroom door was getting persistent.  Wendy could feel each thump as a physical presence across her body, see dust raising from the chalkboard ledge in time with the hammering.  She swallowed – again – the fear that was swirling around in her and glanced over her shoulder.  “How long?”
 
   “I don’t know.” Victoria said in a voice that was a little distracted and annoyed as she tugged on the window’s latch, but mostly was just very afraid.  “It’s stuck or something.”
 
   “We should just break it.” grunted Davis.
 
   “I already said that.” Bob said.  He and Davis were holding Victoria up so her feet were at shoulder level, and her head and hands were next to the high, narrow window.  The high school dated back to the 40s, and had been built to the old standard of being suitable as a bomb shelter.  This meant high brick walls with few windows; just a couple up near the ceiling in each classroom.
 
   “I can’t punch out the window.” Victoria said as she tugged on the latch, trying to get it to open.  She lost her grip and toppled away from the wall, losing her balance almost immediately.  She screamed as she started falling, but the boys were already shifting position.  Bob dropped her feet so she wouldn’t pivot around and go down head first, while Davis sidestepped and caught her in his arms like it was the simplest thing in the world.
 
   Wendy looked at the door as the pounding continued.  There was a splintering sound, and she winced.  “Well, decide real fast or we’re fucked.”  The four of them had barely made it into the classroom when the hallway had turned from chaotic to insanity.  She could smell the blood wafting in from beyond the door, salty and sharp and unpleasant.  People were eating each other out there, and more were trying to batter their way in here to continue snacking.
 
   The boys put Victoria down and split by unspoken agreement, Bob heading up to the front of the room to the teacher’s desk while Davis ran to the storage closet at the back.  “Wendy, babe, block off the door.” Davis called without turning.
 
   “With what?”
 
   “Put desks in front of it.”
 
   “Come on.” Victoria said, sounding as scared as Wendy felt.  But she was moving, and that was enough to motivate Wendy’s feet into following.  The two girls started moving table style desks over in front of the door.  Victoria flipped the first couple upside down, then started piling the next ones they shifted atop those.  Wendy caught on pretty quickly and helped, though she wondered if it would do more than buy maybe a few seconds.  The people pounding on the door were determined; enough that the light desks probably wouldn’t hold them out of the room very long.
 
   “Got anything?” Davis yelled as he dug through the closet.  Paper and file boxes were flying out as he threw things out of the way.
 
   “Yeah.” Bob said.  “Get up here, help me move the desk over to one of the windows.”
 
   “What’ve you got?”
 
   “The desk drawer.”
 
   Wendy looked over her shoulder in time to see Bob pulling the wide and flat drawer that was centered directly under the desk’s surface all the way out and depositing it on the top.  She blinked as she shoved one of the student desks in front of the door.  The drawer wouldn’t have been something that occurred to her, but it would probably work.  Well, if Davis swung it maybe.  Davis was on the football team, and was really strong.  Bob played in the band and never lifted anything much heavier than a book bag or his trumpet.
 
   “Is that – fuck it.  Let’s go.” Davis shrugged as he bent real low and got his shoulders into the side of the desk, laying into it just like he did running backs and inside receivers at the games.  Bob tugged from the other side, but Davis did most of the moving as the desk’s feet scraped across the worn floor.  The band geek got out of the way just before Davis got the desk flush against the wall, and barely had time to snatch the drawer out of the way as the older teen scrambled up on the desk.
 
   “Gimmie that.” Davis said, thumping the window with one fist lightly as he held his other hand down for the drawer.  Bob gave it to him, and Davis got a grip on one end.  He set it up on the ledge formed by the wall – angling it slightly so one corner was foremost – and turned his head.  He slammed it forward with both arms.  The window shattered loudly, but behind Wendy there was an even louder splintering crack as the door began failing.
 
   Gasping in terror, she skittered away from the door.  There was a ragged hole, nearly a foot in diameter, at chest height.  She could see figures on the other side, pressing against the door.  The pounding and thumping did not abate, and was even louder now.  The damage to the door also admitted more of the screaming happening elsewhere in the school.  Wendy shuddered.  She didn’t want to think about why they were screaming, or why the scream sometimes stopped.
 
   “Need something to clear the broken glass.” Davis said as he used the drawer like an oversized stick to clear the fragments clinging to the window off the edges.
 
   “Here, erasers.” Victoria cried, grabbing two and running over to the teacher’s desk.  Davis looked down, then tossed the drawer toward the back of the classroom and reached for the erasers.  Wielding one in each hand, he used them to sweep the glass off the ledge formed by the wall’s thickness.  It tinkled and shattered as it fell.  There was another loud cracking and splintering from the classroom door, and Wendy saw the top half of the door was about to break completely off.
 
   “Hurry.” she said anxiously.
 
   “Okay, Bob, you first.  Keep an eye on what’s going on out there and help the girls.” Davis said, tossing the erasers aside and reaching down a hand.  He pulled Bob up and lifted him with a bear hug grasp on the other teen’s legs.  Bob yelped as his head bounced off the ceiling.
 
   “Ouch.”
 
   “Get through.” Davis snapped.  “And try not to break your fucking ankles on the way down.  Remember there’s a drop.”
 
   Bob reached and bent, grabbing the sides of the window and contorting so he could pull himself through.  Davis supported him as Bob wiggled out and shifted so he didn’t fall head first.  When no part of Bob was visible any longer – not even his hands hanging onto the wall – Davis stepped back.  “Well?”
 
   “I’m through.” Bob’s voice came back.
 
   “How’s it look out there?”
 
   “Well there’re big groups at the front and back of the school.”
 
   “And?”
 
   “We’d better hurry.”
 
   “Wendy babe, come on.” Davis said, turning and holding out his hand to her.  She blinked at him for a second, then darted over and let him pull her up.  “Now you gotta shift around in the window so you can hang and drop feet first, got it?”
 
   “Got it.” Wendy said, hoping she did.  She was in good shape, but basically just for looks.  She did dancercise and occasionally aerobics, but it didn’t do much to get her ready for something like this.  She had trouble helping carry the groceries in sometimes, if the kid at the Piggly Wiggly double bagged too many packages of sugar or soup cans in together.
 
   Davis’ strong arms lifted her like she weighed nothing, his hands on her waist.  She got a grip on the sides of the window and one knee up on the top of the wall.  Now that she was up here, it didn’t seem nearly as thick as it had from the floor.  She wiggled her head and shoulders out through the window, paused to consider, then reached back in with one hand.  Holding onto the edge of the wall, she pulled herself forward and to one side a little more.  The ‘ledge’ on this side was barely more than an inch or two, but was just enough for her to brace herself on temporarily while she held on to the inside of the wall.  She got her legs out and was starting to try and transfer her grip so she could lower herself when she slipped.
 
   With a scream she felt herself falling and tightened her hands.  She arrested her fall briefly when her weight hit her hands, then the pain of the sudden shock caused her to lose hold and she fell the rest of the way.  She hit feet first, but she also felt Bob’s hands on her, helping to cushion her fall.  He was also getting a pretty good feel, but she scarcely noticed.
 
   “Babe, you okay?”
 
   “She’s fine.” Bob called.  “Hurry.”
 
   Wendy straightened in Bob’s arms and tested her legs.  They felt wobbly, but were apparently going to support her weight.  She stepped away from her classmate and looked around.  When she did, she only barely stifled the urge to scream again.
 
   They were on the side of the school.  There were entrances in either direction, at the end of the wall.  Visible next to both were masses of the sick and deranged individuals who had started eating people.  They were still eating, she saw with a turn of nausea.  There were a few screams and shouts coming from the knots of hungry . . . things . . . but only a few.  And they were fading.
 
   And they weren’t enough to distract the things from the people appearing midway down the school.
 
   “Hurry!” she said urgently as Victoria appeared at the window.  Sick people were starting to stagger toward them, and she figured they maybe had little more than half a minute before they’d be close enough to start grabbing.  And eating.  “We’ve got to go!”
 
   Victoria didn’t bother answering.  She just kept wiggling herself through the window.  Her progress seemed more sure than Wendy’s had, and she managed to shift and grip without falling when she got her body completely clear of the window.  After dangling for a second, she dropped down and landed on flexed knees without issue.
 
   “Come on Davis!” Wendy called.
 
   Davis’ head and shoulders appeared at the window.  He was the largest of the foursome –the starting middle linebacker on the high school’s team for the third year in a row – but he was able to fit himself through the opening.  Just.  He was halfway through when he cursed and his body jerked, then he sort of seesawed in place for a few moments.
 
   “What’s wrong?”
 
   “They’re through the door.” he grunted.  “Grabbing onto my legs.  Pull me through.”
 
   Bob reached up and grabbed at the hand Davis extended down.  Wendy jumped and got hold of her boyfriend’s forearm.  She wasn’t sure how much help she could be, but she was determined to try.  She hung for a second, then tugged downward when she felt Bob doing the same.  Davis started moving, his weight shifting more out than in, and his face looked a little alarmed.  “Watch out!”
 
   Wendy felt her feet touch ground, and she scampered back just in time as Davis came crashing down from above.  Bob wasn’t so lucky – or maybe he was trying to cushion the other teen’s fall – and he crumpled to the ground with the larger boy atop him.
 
   “Owwwwww.” Bob complained.
 
   “Sorry.” Davis panted, rolling off Bob.  “Thanks.” he added, looking at his left leg.  Wendy looked too, but she saw only jeans, a sock, and his sneaker.  No blood, no damage.
 
   “Are you two okay?” she asked.
 
   “Yeah.” Davis nodded, starting to rise.
 
   “Owwww.” Bob repeated.
 
   “Get up.  We’ve got to go.” Davis said, looking at the staggering figures that were closing in on them from both sides.
 
   “Where?” Victoria asked.  “My phone still doesn’t have any signal.”  Wendy saw the other girl had it out and in her hand, scowling at it unhappily.
 
   “We need a ride.” Bob said as he got to his feet slowly.
 
   “My car’s in the parking lot.” Davis shrugged.  “And I don’t think we can get through all . . . them.”
 
   “I take the bus.” Bob frowned.
 
   “I walk.” Victoria added.
 
   Wendy didn’t bother answering.  Davis was her ride to and from school.  And even if he hadn’t been, she’d be on the bus or walking too.  Her parents couldn’t afford even the car, much less the insurance and other operating costs, for a teenage driver.
 
   “That way then.” Davis said, pointing toward the tree line.
 
   “Why that way?” Bob asked, sounding slightly suspicious.
 
   “Because there’s a road on the other side of it, and there aren’t any . . . whatever these fucking people are in the way if we go that way.”
 
   “Zombies.” Victoria said.
 
   “Shut up!” Bob shouted.
 
   “They are.” Victoria insisted.  “They’re eating people.  They’re zombies!”
 
   “Davisssss . . . ” Wendy said, moving over and clutching at his arm as she drew out the last sound in his name.  He looked back toward the front of the school, where she was looking, and took her hand in his.
 
   “Do whatever you want.  We’re not sticking around.”
 
   


  
 



Chapter Two – Fast Food
 
   Wendy started running when Davis did, noting after the first dozen steps he seemed to be holding his speed down.  That was sweet, she thought.  He was quite a bit taller than she was, and had longer legs, but he was sticking with her.  And he didn’t let go of her hand either, like he was ready to pull her along or help her keep her balance as they headed for the trees.
 
   She heard footsteps behind them, and risked a brief glance over her shoulder.  Bob and Victoria had decided arguing about names or directions was less important than keeping away from the insanity that had taken over most of the students at Early high school.  In half a minute they were at the trees that surrounded and bordered the school’s lot.  They plunged in among them without hesitating.
 
   It wasn’t old growth forest, and the going stayed fairly easy.  There wasn’t much in the way of deadfall or undergrowth to get in the way of their feet.  But Wendy still almost went down when they broke out into the narrow channel of the railroad tracks that cut right through the trees.  She stumbled on the gravel and tripped over the first rail.  Davis caught her.
 
   “Come on babe.” he said, looking back.
 
   “Are they following us?”
 
   “We’re right here.” Bob panted.
 
   “No, the . . . the fucking zombies!” Wendy said.
 
   There were figures staggering through the trees.  They were back a ways, but definitely coming after the four fleeing students.  Davis tugged on her hand a little, and she stepped over the tracks with  his help and they took off running again.  About a minute later they reached the road that meandered along behind the school.  Wendy looked in both directions and felt like bursting into tears.
 
   “Holy shit.” Bob gasped as he caught up with them.
 
   “Damn, are we like the only fucks left alive?” Davis asked grimly.
 
   To the west there was a overturned tanker truck.  Wendy didn’t know what it was hauling – had been hauling, since she could see liquid of some sort pooling around the wreck – but there was a lot of it.  And the truck had skidded to a halt against the fencing that surrounded the warehouses next to it.  Short of going back through the trees, there was no way through in that direction.  Not unless the hazard sign she could see on the wide of the tube-like trailer was a joke.
 
   Eastward, there was another crowd of staggering figures.  She didn’t bother counting, but there were more than a double handful, and they were all headed this way.  They were spread out along and beside the road, with trees on one side, and more fencing on the other.
 
   “What are we going to do?” she asked frantically.
 
   “Let’s try through here.” Davis said, gesturing at the lot across the road.  Like all the lots in South Georgia it was huge, and like most that were commercial, it had fencing.  In this case it was basic chain link, but it was heavy duty and tall; nearly twelve feet.  Even with help, Wendy knew she couldn’t climb it.  But the gate was down, half on the turn-in and half on the road.  Wendy thought that was a rather bad sign; it looked like someone had left in a hurry and just drove through the gate.
 
   Wendy looked again at the crowd of zombies, hoping for some sort of stroke of brilliance.  She was a honors student.  Surely she should be able to come up with something.  But nothing came to mind.  Through the fence was the only option she could see.  While she’d hesitated, thinking, Bob was running past her and Davis.  Then Victoria followed, and Wendy spurred herself to action.
 
   Bob was already well across the gravel strewn paved parking lot.  There was a large building almost directly ahead, but she couldn’t read the signage on the door from here.  As they ran to catch up with Bob, he cleared the left side of the building and stopped, then turned back to them shaking his head.
 
   “What?” Davis called.
 
   “More of them.” Bob answered, running along the front of the building toward the east side.  “Not too many, but enough that it’s a problem.”
 
   Davis changed course to head for the right side of the building, taking Wendy with him by pulling on her hand.  They got an angle to look down it just as Bob reached the corner.  Everyone stopped, and Wendy felt like crying.  There was another group of figures, some already turning toward them.  From their movements, she was certain they weren’t healthy.  Not anymore.
 
   Davis looked behind them at the front of the lot, but zombies were already pushing up against the fence.  Wendy looked too, struggling to contain her rapidly growing fear.  “They’re gonna trap us in here.”]
 
   “Shit.” Davis swore, looking around.
 
   “Let’s get inside.” Bob said, heading for the only door in view.  It was a standard office-type door, glass in a metal frame.  “Find something to break this with.”
 
   “Just kick it in.” Victoria urged.
 
   “Good way to get cut.” Davis said shortly, leaving Wendy and running to the west fence line.  He picked up a couple of decent sized rocks – each somewhere between a golf ball and a baseball – and ran back over to the door.  “Get back.”
 
   Bob got clear, and Davis wound up from about ten feet away.  His first throw put a very large crack in the glass that ran from top to bottom, but the glass stayed intact otherwise.  The second rock shattered it.  Davis dropped the rest of his rocks and turned to Wendy.  “Come on.”
 
   She grabbed hold of his hand again, and they followed Bob and Victoria inside.  Bob was tugging at a big file cabinet.  “Help me move this to block the door.” he said when Davis entered.  Wendy got out of the way as the two boys shifted the cabinet over, then shoved the secretary’s desk against it for good measure.  Her eyes fell on the phone when it started moving – or rather, staying in place at the limit of its cord as the desk beneath it moved – and she grabbed at it before it could fall.
 
   “Phones haven’t been working.” Victoria protested.
 
   Wendy put the receiver to her ear.  There was a dial tone.  “Cell phones.” she said.  “This is wired.”  she knelt and put the phone’s base on the floor and dialed.
 
   “Who are you calling?”
 
   “Nine-one-one.”
 
   The boys got the desk into place to brace the cabinet while Wendy listened.  The phone clicked a few times, then was silent for several seconds.  Davis and Bob finished at the door.  Davis turned to watch her kneeling with the phone in her hand, while Bob went to the hallway and looked down it.
 
   “Well?” Victoria finally asked.
 
   Wendy frowned.  Just as she was about to try redialing, she heard a fast busy signal.  “Nine-one-one is busy!” she blurted.
 
   “Try again.” Davis urged.
 
   She pressed the hang up button down and counted to three, then let go and dialed again, very slowly.  Nine.  One.  One.  She looked around the office as she waited.  The delay seemed longer this time, but she knew it could just be her panic and frustration making the time drag out.  But the result was the same; a fast busy signal.
 
   “Damnit!” she said.
 
   “Try another number.” Bob suggested.
 
   “Who?”
 
   “Anyone.  Call your fucking parents.”
 
   Wendy hung the phone up, then dialed home.  It was the only number, other than her own cell number, she actually knew.  The cellphone memorized all her numbers for her, but the cellphone was in her purse, which was somewhere back in the school.  She’d dropped it in the chaos when people began eating each other.  She finished dialing, waited, then jumped when there was a hollow banging sound as something hit the filing cabinet blocking the door.
 
   “Fuck.” Davis said, turning to look at the barricade.  Wendy watched as the cabinet moved a little, rattling against the desk that was reinforcing it, then realized the phone was giving a fast busy again.
 
   “It’s busy too.” she said, blinking back tears.
 
   “Who’d you call?”
 
   “My dad.”
 
   “Give it here.” Bob said, dropping to his knees and grabbing for the phone.  Wendy let him have it, watching as he dialed a number she didn’t recognize.  There was more pounding on the file cabinet, and she got up after a moment.  Davis was looking around, but the only other pieces of furniture in view were a low coffee table that probably didn’t weigh more than twenty pounds, and a short half file cabinet that was equally useless as barricade fodder.
 
   “The phones are down.” Bob announced after a moment.  “That’s what that busy signal means.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “How can the phones be down?”
 
   Bob shrugged and dropped the phone.  “Let’s see if we can find the back door to this place.” he suggested.  “Maybe there’s a way we can climb over the fence.”
 
   “There were zombies out there.” Victoria protested.
 
   “Yeah, but they were all headed up here to eat us.” Bob pointed out.
 
   “A lot of them are already here.” Davis said as more banging sounded on the filing cabinet.
 
   “Right, so let’s try to get out the back, and get over or through the fence, and that’s our shot.  Come on.”
 
   


  
 



Chapter Three – Bon appétit
 
   Bob led the way as they went past a couple other offices.  Wendy saw they contained more furniture – mostly more desks and file cabinets – but it would take time and effort to get any of it moved out, down the hall, and into the front office to add to the barricade.  She didn’t think the filing cabinet was going to hold all that long.  Wrenching sounds, like metal ripping and separating under stress, were already issuing behind them as they went down the hallway.
 
   The hall wasn’t that long; just enough for a handful of offices, a closet, and a bathroom.  There was another glass door at the end.  Bob glanced through it, then pushed it open and stepped through.  The floor on the other side was concrete, not carpet, and opened out into a very large area.  Wendy looked around as she stepped through.  There were machines and conveyor belts taking up the majority of the space, and big bins scattered around against the walls.  The back wall seemed to be mostly roll up doors sized for truck loading and unloading, though there was a person-sized metal one in the opposite corner.
 
   “Over there.” Bob pointed as he started walking.
 
   Victoria followed, and Davis took a couple of steps before he realized Wendy wasn’t coming.  He looked back at her.  “Come on babe.”  Wendy shook her head, trying to keep her breathing even.  Her heart was hammering away in her chest, which wasn’t helping.  She plucked at her blouse, pulling it up to cover her nose and mouth.  “What’s wrong?”
 
   “Peanuts.” she said, terrified.
 
   Davis glanced around and saw what she had noticed almost immediately.  Many of the bins had peanuts in various stages of processing in them; some shelled, others loose and waiting to be roasted, or ready packaged and loaded after roasting.  Crushed and broken peanuts and shells were all over the floor, apparently having fallen there during some part of the processing, and then stepped on or run over by feet or bin wheels.  The entire room was permeated with the sharp, distinctive smell of peanuts.
 
   “Where’s your epipen?” he asked, understanding now coloring his tone.  He’d dated her for two years, and was well aware of her allergy.  In fact, he’d caused one of her worst attacks last year; when he’d eaten peanut candy without thinking before one of their dates.  The subsequent kissing and making out had transferred enough oil from his lips and mouth to her that she’d ended up in the ER even after the epinephrine shot.
 
   “In my purse.” she said, her voice muffled by her blouse.
 
   “Fuck.”
 
   “What’s wrong?” Bob called back.
 
   “Peanuts.”
 
   “Yeah, it’s a peanut processing plant.  There’s like three more like it in town.  So?” Bob asked, sounding puzzled.
 
   “So she’s fucking allergic.” Davis snapped.
 
   “You’re kidding, right?”
 
   “Dude, this isn’t a joke.  She can die from it.”
 
   “How can you live in South Georgia and be allergic to peanuts?”
 
   “She just is, okay?”
 
   Bob looked and sounded both incredulous and irritated.  “We’re not eating them, just walking through.  Come on.”
 
   Wendy’s chest was already getting tight, and she wasn’t sure how much of that was fear and how much was actual allergic reaction.  She really hoped it was the former, but even if it was, the way it felt she was in trouble anyway.  Her breathing was starting to get labored, and if it kept on like that the cause didn’t matter.  She’d still die.  Her throat and nasal passages would swell up, along with her lungs.  That was what would kill her, the inability to breathe.  The rash and red and bloated skin elsewhere was just cosmetic damage.
 
   “Shut up.” Davis shouted before turning back to Wendy.  He stripped off his shirt and quickly folded it up into a wad.  Normally the sight of him topless was enough to distract her from almost anything – his chest and abs were yummy – but she was too scared to enjoy the view.  “Here.” he said, handing her the shirt.  “Use this, cover your nose and mouth.”
 
   Wendy took the shirt and pressed it into place over her face before letting her blouse drop.  Her skin was starting to itch, and again she wasn’t sure if it was nerves and terror or if was the onset of a reaction.  The shirt smelled like him, a little damp with sweat, but she focused on the scent of the cologne he wore that clung to the fabric.
 
   There was a lot of noise coming from the front office, and she glanced back up the hall through the glass door.  She saw shadows – humanoid ones – moving around there.  They were still coming.  Still.
 
   “Take my hand, keep your eyes closed, and follow me.” Davis was saying.
 
   She took his hand and allowed herself one long, lingering, imploring look at his beautiful eyes.  He looked serious and concerned, which was almost enough to distract her from her fear and her breathing.  Then she squeezed her eyes closed and hung on to his hand tightly as she started pulling her forward.
 
   Sounds seemed hyper enhanced now that she didn’t have her sight.  There was noise coming from the front office, sounds of destruction and damage.  Davis’ and her footsteps on the floor of the plant.  Peanut shells crunching beneath their feet.  Wheels rolling across the concrete as Bob or Victoria moved bins that were in the way.
 
   Despite Davis’ shirt, Wendy could feel her throat thickening and swelling.  It was not fear, not terror; it was definitely a full-on attack.  It added to her fear and terror, but her breathing was getting worse and worse with each step.  She tried to focus, tried to keep herself calm, but her heart was still going a million miles a minute.  There was nowhere to run, nowhere to hide.
 
   “Wendy!” Davis blurted when she stumbled and fell to her knees.  She would’ve toppled over on her face if he hadn’t been holding onto her hand.  She felt his hands supporting her, then she was being lifted.  He was carrying her.  She felt his shirt being pressed back over her face and realized she must have dropped it.  She didn’t remember dropping it.  There was a wheezing sound, and she realized that was her.
 
   “Damn, she looks bad.” Bob said somewhere close.
 
   “I fucking told yo– never mind.” Davis’s voice came from directly above her, sounding anxious and angry.  “Is the door open?”
 
   “Yeah, let me take a peek outside.”
 
   “Hurry.” Davis said.
 
   Wendy could barely see, even when she commanded her eyes to open.  Her face felt stretched tight.  Her chest hurt, and each breath took a lot of effort for almost no air.  She was starting to get light headed.  She saw Bob crack open the door and look through the opening, then stick his head out and look around a second time.
 
   “It’s clear.”
 
   “Move.” Davis said, and suddenly Wendy was blinking as the bright Georgia sunshine hit her barely open eyes.  She felt the warmth on her cheeks, but her breathing was still coming with enormous effort.  Being outside wasn’t helping now.  She had too much of the hated stuff on her, in her, now.  Her whole body felt thick and itchy, inside and out.
 
   “Look, we can climb up on that dumpster there, then get over the fence if you boost us.  The drop’s gonna suck, but it’s grass on the other side.  We ought to be okay.” Bob said.
 
   “Wendy can’t climb like this.”
 
   “I don’t want to die.” Victoria said, and the terror in her voice was as bad as that Wendy was experiencing as she struggled for oxygen.
 
   “None of us do.” Davis snapped.
 
   “We’re going to if you don’t help us get over the fence.” Bob pointed out.
 
   “What is your problem?”
 
   Wendy didn’t have to squint even though her head was lolling back so she was looking straight up at the sunny sky.  Her eyes were all but completely swollen shut.  She saw Bob’s face a few feet away, his eyes intense and urgent as he ignored her and looked at Davis.
 
   “I’m sorry about her, but it’s not my fault.  I didn’t cause it, and there’s nothing I can do about it.  Are the three of us supposed to stay here and die because she crapped out on the genetic lottery?”
 
   Wendy shifted in Davis’ grasp as he lurched forward.  Bob yelped, and she realized Davis must have kicked the other boy.  Victoria was sobbing, and Wendy felt like she was about to fall as Davis moved forward with her still in his arms.
 
   “Stop!  Stop!  Stop fighting!” Victoria cried out between her sobs.
 
   “Ow, knock it the fuck off man.” Bob was yelling.
 
   “Shut the fuck up then.” Davis shouted back.
 
   “We’ve got to get out of here.”
 
   “Then help me get her over the fence.” Davis said.
 
   “How?”
 
   “Let’s get Victoria over.  Then I can climb up part way, you help me get her up and draped across the top.  You go over.  Then you two keep her from face planting on the far side.  I hop over, and we’re out of here.”
 
   “You’re going to fucking carry her?”
 
   “That’s not your concern.”
 
   “Y–whatever.  Fuck it.  Let’s go.” Bob said.
 
   Wendy felt her head loll as Davis started jogging.  He shifted her in his arms, and her head was now supported against his bicep.  It was deliciously firm, but she could barely focus on how nice it felt as he cradled her against his chest in his strong arms.  She was still on the verge of passing out.  Davis stopped running, then laid her back gently against something.  She felt hot metal on her left, and chain link against her back, and realized she must be next to the dumpster Bob had mentioned.
 
   Footsteps sounded on something metal and hollow, then she heard a lot of grunting and a little swearing.  Her chest was still tight, and every breath came with a lot of pain and only a little air.  Then she blinked and realized she was moving again.  She didn’t remember being picked up, and was afraid that meant she’d passed out.
 
   Davis shifted her up over his shoulder and climbed partway up the fence almost one handed.  “Okay, push on my ass so I don’t fall when I try to get her positioned.”
 
   “Seriously?”
 
   “Bob, I’m going to kick yours if you don’t help me.  I need three hands or you pushing to get up there with her.” Davis snarled.
 
   Bob must have done it, because Wendy was suddenly being draped over the top of the fence.  She hung there limply like a piece of laundry.  It hurt.  The metal was hot from being in the sun all morning and for the first stretch of afternoon, and her weight pulling on her midsection was not helping her efforts to keep oxygen coming into her lungs.
 
   “Okay, hurry the fuck up.” Davis said.  The fence was shifting and flexing beneath her, and she felt herself swaying with the movement.  Davis’ arm was across the small of her back, holding her in place.  Bob grunted several times, then she heard silence for a moment before there was a thump of feet against ground and a louder grunt.
 
   “This isn’t going to work.” Bob said.
 
   “Hurry up!” Victoria said.
 
   “Don’t fucking drop her or I’m going to kill you man.” Davis said.  Wendy felt herself tipping, but she could barely see and hardly even keep her lungs working.  Trying to do anything about falling was right out.  Davis’ hands were on her waist, then her legs, then her ankles, as she dangled upside down.  Then he let go.  She fell for a moment or two, then hit two pairs of arms in unison with a pair of painful grunts.
 
   “Is she okay?” she heard Davis asking.
 
   “Owwww.” Bob moaned.
 
   “My arm hurts.” Victoria muttered, sounding like she was in real pain.
 
   There was a thump nearby, then Davis’ face appeared over hers in the thin slit of vision she had left through her swollen flesh.  Wendy saw concern on his face.  “Good.  Let’s go.”
 
   “I think my arm my be broken.” Victoria said, sounding like she was crying again.
 
   “You can run with a broken arm.” Davis said as he lifted Wendy into his arms again.  “Just keep breathing babe.” he said more quietly to Wendy.  “I’ll get you out of here.”
 
   “Owwwwwwwww.” Bob repeated.
 
   “Shut up.  You wanted to run, so let’s run.”
 
   “Man, your girlfriend is heavier than she looks.”
 
   “Shut up.”
 
   “Where are we going?” Victoria asked.
 
   “Anywhere else.” Davis said.  He started running, holding Wendy so her head was once more cradled against his chest.  A wave of blackness rolled up across her from toes to head, and she passed out before he’d taken more than half a dozen steps.
 
   # # #
 
   


 
   
  
 



If you enjoyed this short, you might find Apocalypse Atlanta entertaining.  Free samples are available, so why not give it a try?
 
    
 
   Also by David Rogers
 
   Apocalypse Atlanta – We’ve all seen it on the news every year.  A hurricane, a tornado, a tsunami, a flood.  A BAD thing happens, and all hell breaks loose.
Some people are caught in the chaos, others are victims, some run, others wait for help, most sit at home watching for everything to be fixed for them, and a few dive in to do whatever they can.
The thing about a zombie apocalypse is whether or not you’re in that initial wave of people who get hungry and start snacking.  And where you are as few turn to many.  As we all know, when it’s zombies, soon many turns to most.  And it’s over when most become all.
Apocalypse Atlanta follows three people as the zombies start eating and bring the world down around them a bite at a time.
One is a retired Marine.  The second is a widowed single mother.  And the third is a biker.
Are there right or wrong answers when zombies are involved?  Do things like morality and decency matter?  Is it better to be alive to feel guilty, or dead an honorable?  Who decides who’s right or wrong when a single mistake can make you dinner for a ravenous horde of the undead?
The story that started it all, the preceding book to Apocalypse Aftermath.
http://www.amazon.com/Apocalypse-Atlanta/dp/B00D538D6M/
 
   Apocalypse Aftermath – the follow-up to Apocalypse Atlanta, continuing the stories of Peter, Jessica, and Darryl.
 
   When an apocalypse starts, there's always running and screaming. Sooner or later, most of that starts to fade; if only because most of the runners and screamers are dead. Once the end of the world gets going in earnest, the sprint becomes a marathon. You can’t run all the time, can you?
 
   Saving someone is easy. Helping them is what's hard. Heroes happen all the time. After those moments when you become someone's saviour, what comes next? One day turns to two, and then the days are a week. Time keeps ticking by, and if you're going to keep from being ground beneath the clock’s relentless push, you've got to find the essentials for life. Food, water, shelter, safety. Everything else is negotiable.
 
   Apocalypse Aftermath picks up where Apocalypse Atlanta leaves off; following three people, each going in three different directions, all trying to survive the end of the world. The same question faces Peter, Jessica, and Darryl; what’s next? What’s a safe path to follow, one that doesn’t place them and those they’re with at risk of becoming a meal for the zombies? What’s the right move, and how do they see it for what it is in time to act? Which way is the right way?
 
   Because whether you’re an aging retired Marine, a widowed single mother, or a biker who bounces, the problem is the same.
 
   Zombies.
 
   http://www.amazon.com/Apocalypse-Aftermath/dp/B00KKB43E8
 
    
 
   Bite Sized Apocalypse – an anthology of five short stories set in the universe of Apocalypse Atlanta.  The common thread are the zombies.  Each story looks at a different little slice of the apocalypse as it gets going for those particular characters.  Little bite-sized chunks of it.
Is that a dinner bell I hear?
http://www.amazon.com/Bite-Sized-Apocalypse/dp/B00DUFWNKW/
 
    
 
   The five stories in Bite Sized Apocalypse are also available individually.
 
   Better to be Lucky – You've thought about it. What would the first few hours of a zombie apocalypse be like? For one company of military police, it was like almost any other job in the service. Boredom with flashes of sheer, howling terror.
http://www.amazon.com/Better-be-Lucky/dp/B00DENSDNG/
 
   Marching through the Apocalypse – Many things might be happening when a zombie apocalypse begins. For some of the most genre aware people in Atlanta, their survival wasn't so much who or where they were, but rather what they were wearing when people started getting hungry.
http://www.amazon.com/Marching-through-Apocalypse/dp/B00DEKA1IY/
 
   There goes the Weekend – A bail bondsman's, er . . . woman's, day can be boring or interesting. Boring can be profitable, and interesting can be fun. But there is such a thing as too much fun. When Darla goes looking for a wife beater right when the zombie apocalypse kicks off, there goes the weekend.
http://www.amazon.com/There-goes-Weekend/dp/B00DSGFGBQ/
 
   Smoke ‘em if you’ve got ‘em – Life is about rules. Lots of rules. But when zombies start eating people, the rules change.
http://www.amazon.com/Smoke-youve-got/dp/B00DTI8S7C/
 
   A little me time – Every year, Lloyd spends a week hiking in the North Georgia mountains. This year, while he's getting away from it all, everything goes straight to hell.
www.amazon.com/little-me-time/dp/B00DR5IPF2/
 
    
 
   Individual short stories
 
   You are what you eat – When a zombie apocalypse starts, everyone has problems.  Well, everyone who’s not a zombie I guess.  For one student in a small South Georgia town, her problem was zombies don’t respect dietary restrictions.
www.amazon.com/You-are-what-you-eat/dp/B00ELLZGX0/
 
   Gut Check at the Choke-and-Puke – Lauren is a truck stop girl, just one more service provider riding the interstates and making a living. A layover south of Atlanta turns into more than just a fuel, food, and rest stop when zombies turn up. One thing leads to another, and soon it's everyone for themselves. Lauren has to hold on to both her stomach if she's going to hold onto her life.
www.amazon.com/Gut-Check-at-Choke---Puke/dp/B00KMJNNTE/
 
   Working with Zed – One of the biggest problems someone faces in the middle of a zombie apocalypse is who to trust.  One nine-year-old boy doesn’t have that problem.   He knows who to trust.
His dog.
http://www.amazon.com/Working-Zed/dp/B00MXKIF84/
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   David Rogers was born in Atlanta and has lived there for over twenty-five years, with the only interruption between birth and Atlanta being a detour of about a decade into Florida.  If you’ve never been to Florida, let him save you a trip.  It’s very flat and quite tropical.  Oddly enough, Georgia is very hilly and quite humid, so maybe there’s not so much of a difference between the two.  Also, it wasn’t his fault.  His parents made him go.
 
   Since escaping childhood, David has been a secretary, file clerk, tech support operator, telemarketer, gopher, FedEx truck washer, and office manager.  He loves good stories in nearly all forms, particularly novels and movies, though television is gaining rapidly since some of the quality there has shot up quite a lot in the past few years.
 
   Every Christmas Eve he watches Die Hard and Lethal Weapon, because they’re the best Christmas movies ever made.  Family, friends, and beating the crap out of the bad guy with your bare hands . . . what more do you want in a Christmas story?  BB guns?  Please, you’ll shoot your eye out.
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