
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
   Gut check at the Choke-and-Puke
 
   by David Rogers
 
   


 
   
  
 



Gut check at the Choke-and-Puke
 
   Copyright© 2014 by David Rogers
 
   davesworldpublishing@gmail.com
 
    
 
   This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only.  This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.  If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased or lent for your use, then please return to your preferred ebook retailer and purchase your own copy.  Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.
 
    
 
   This is a work of original fiction set in Georgia.  Some real locations and businesses have been used to set scenes, but all such trademarks are the respective property of their owners.  All depicted characters are fictional and not intended to represent specific living persons.
 
    
 
   Cover map data Copyright©2013 Google
 
   
  
 



Table of Contents
 
   Foreword
 
   Chapter One – Interfering with Shutter Trouble
 
   Chapter Two – Hot Load
 
   Chapter Three – Close the Back Door
 
    
 
   
  
 



Foreword
 
   Zombies
 
   


  
 



Chapter One – Interfering with Shutter Trouble
 
   Lauren stirred as the voices on the radio penetrated the fog of sleep that had been wrapped around her.  She started to frown, then woke up enough to catch herself and turn it instead into a small half smile.  Opening her eyes, she paused just as she started the practiced just-waking-up stretch when she realized she had the bunk to herself.
 
   That was odd.  Todd was a nice guy, but he was a guy.  He was definitely not above waking her up for a early morning quickie.  Or, considering the circumstances, a not-so-quickie.  In fact, it was all but expected.  She knew the score, and had ridden with Todd many times before in the last year.  When you hitched from one truck stop to another, the ‘standard’ rate the driver paid her got him more than just the one roll in the sack.
 
   Normally she gave them one when she was picked up, and another at the end.  When the trip included letting her sleep – usually with her tucked in next to the driver – that was at least one more spread.  Sometimes two, depending on how randy the driver was, how long the trip had been, and how long he was promising to let her sleep.  Most of the trucks’ sleeper cabs were considerably more comfortable than some of her other options for some shut eye; at least, those that didn’t involve her shelling out for a hotel room.
 
   But here she was, waking up alone in his truck, with Todd nowhere to be seen.  Curiouser and curiouser.  She glanced around the cozy sleeper compartment of the truck.  Nothing seemed particularly out-of-order, and her clothes and bag were still tucked up against the passenger side where she’d put them before climbing into the bunk with the driver last night.  Her phone was also untouched, resting on the little shelf where it was safe against being accidentally crushed while it charged.
 
   Not really expecting a problem – but unable to keep herself from checking – she looked in her purse.  Everything was still in there; makeup and condoms filling most of the space, her wallet still containing the forty dollars or so in mixed bills she generally kept there . . . and the secret pocket in the purse’s side was untouched.  She opened two of the seam’s concealed buttons deftly and verified the stack of bills visually before sealing it back up quickly.
 
   That was her current haul.  Nearly six thousand dollars she was headed down to Macon with to add to her safe deposit box.  The proceeds from weeks of opening her body up to truckers up and down I-75.  Normally she didn’t like to let quite so much build up before she got it secured in the box, but it had been a very good couple of weeks, and she’d found herself taking several trips up north of Atlanta with drivers who were interested in paying her to ride along.
 
   Satisfied Todd hadn’t robbed her, Lauren threw back the sheet and struggled into her clothes in the limited space available.  She was just slight enough to be able to stand – stooped over – between bunk and front wall of the sleeper, but it was more comfortable to just lay on the bunk and slide into her clothes horizontally.  It wasn’t like she was unused to dressing and undressing in that position.
 
   When everything was back in place, she looped the purse across her body from left to right, put her phone and charger inside, then pulled out her bare essentials.  Brush to tame ‘morning hair’, compact so she could use its mirror to see what she was doing, and enough makeup to ensure her face was properly presentable.  It wasn’t like guys didn’t know she wore makeup, but they paid her for the illusion.  Part of her success was making sure she kept that illusion intact whenever she could.
 
   She was well practiced at doing herself up in dim lighting, and one handed at that.  It took her less than a minute to apply the minimal amount that transformed her from cute to sexy.  One was attractive; the other was worth paying for.  Her livelihood depended on knowing the difference.  She finished by spritzing some breath freshener into her mouth.
 
   Properly turned out, she tucked everything back into the purse and slid open the sleeper’s door.  Stark truck stop lighting washed in from the cab’s windows on three sides, with a touch of red and orange neon from the stop’s signage offering the only relief from the unflattering artificial illumination.
 
   Todd was sitting in the driver’s seat, CB microphone in his hand as he listened to the radio.  He glanced back as she appeared, but other than that quick look, kept his full attention on the speakers.  Lauren hid a frown as she slipped past him to drop into the passenger seat.  The front of the truck was as neat as the back – Todd was a meticulous driver who paid attention to detail.  She liked to hitch her long-haul hops with him whenever possible for that reason; he was focused on business, same as her.  Plus, she could count on the truck not being a crumb filled grime-fest that would require her to conceal her revulsion.
 
   “Morning baby.” she offered after a moment, when the voice on the radio trailed off.  “I was wondering where you’d gotten off to without getting off.”
 
   “Shhhh.” he said, reaching for the CB’s volume knob and turning it up.
 
   That was definitely not the usual response from a driver.  “What’s going on?” she asked, though in a lower voice.
 
   “That’s what I’m trying to figure out.”
 
   Slightly annoyed, but curious, Lauren stopped ignoring the radio and started listening.
 
   “–lling y’all, this is legit.  They’re pulling out all the stops to get these places filled up with supplies.  Ain’t gonna be no bullshit about negotiations or costs either.” a man was saying.
 
   “Red, there ain’t never a lack of bullshit over price.”
 
   “Call the Feds then, or check their website.  They need the shit hauled, and they don’t care about anything else.  They signing anything you slap down in front of them that’s not completely ridiculous.”
 
   “Which site?” Todd asked quickly, pushing the button on his microphone to jump in before someone else could.
 
   “The FEMA site.” Red answered.  “But the same info is on the Georgia site too.”
 
   “Which Georgia site?” someone asked.
 
   “The State of Georgia.”
 
   Todd racked the CB’s microphone on its metal hook and reached up to the overhead with a small ring of keys he took from his shirt pocket.  Deftly, he unlocked a storage compartment there and pulled out a laptop computer.  He slid out a collapsible ledge from the top edge of the dashboard and unfolded the computer onto it.
 
   “Todd–” Lauren began.
 
   “Here.” he said as the laptop started powering up.  He lowered the volume on the CB to almost nothing, then brought up the normal radio’s sound.  “Listen.”
 
   Lauren was close to violating her rule about not frowning.  She didn’t like to frown, and the guys didn’t like it either.  They liked their girls sweet and happy, not serious and upset.  She forgot about that as the deejay’s voice filled the cab.  He wasn’t introducing a song or giving some cheerful piece of trivia about a band, and his tone was both serious and upset.
 
   “–orities are offering little new information at this time.  What we’re getting seems to indicate downtown has gone from bad to worse.  Nearly all the roads and interstates out of Atlanta are blocked; either by wrecked and abandoned vehicles, or by crowds of those who’ve been affected by this terrible disease.  I continue to urge anyone who hasn’t already evacuated to do so immediately, and if you can’t evacuate then secure yourself in a building and keep out of sight.”
 
   Lauren blinked at the urgent notes in the deejay’s voice.  She looked at Todd, but he was busy typing on the laptop.  She craned her head and saw a web page loading up that was covered with official looking graphics and lettering.  She saw ‘Federal Emergency Management Agency’ labeled prominently across the top, just before Todd found whatever he was looking for and clicked on it.  The screen changed to one that was conspicuous in its lack of formatting – literally just paragraphs and lines of text – but Todd was reading intently.
 
   “Area hospitals are completely swamped with victims and injuries, and some are turning into new outbreak points as well.” the deejay continued as she watched Todd reading.  “Everyone we’ve talked to is recommending citizens should avoid going to hospitals and clinics unless your injury is immediately life-threatening.  Anyone who presents themselves with a non-urgent condition will likely be sent home, and it’ll take you hours to even get that much attention.  We recommend consulting the internet for basic first aid instructions.  Listeners can check the WSB site for some good links if you can’t find the information you need on your own.”
 
   “What’s he talking about?”
 
   Todd didn’t look away from the laptop’s screen.  “There’s some sort of outbreak in Atlanta.”  He manipulated the laptop’s touchpad for a moment and clicked on something.
 
   “What kind of outbreak?” Lauren asked slowly.
 
   “Medical.  I don’t know.” Todd shrugged.  “But whatever it is, the city’s in full lockdown.  At least, the cops and Feds are trying to lock it down.  I don’t think they’re having a lot of success.”
 
   “Is it just Atlanta, or . . .” she glanced involuntarily out the windows.  The truck stop looked calm enough – with maybe a quarter of the available parking slots occupied, though she knew that was actually a sign in itself.  Lots of professional truckers tended to park up for Friday and Saturday night, to avoid the problems that came with ‘civilians’ drinking and partying and driving around, and the extra police presence that appeared to deal with that.  A normal Friday night should have seen the stop much busier than it seemed to be.
 
   “It’s not just Atlanta.” Todd answered.  “But so far the problem spots seem to be centered around downtown and some hospitals.”
 
   “What are you doing?”
 
   He shrugged.  “FEMA is apparently in high gear crisis mode.  They’ve put out a blanket call for supply runs to refugee camps they’re setting up outside the metro area; on a crash priority basis.  There are thousands of refugees fleeing the metro area, and it looks like there’s nowhere for most of them to go except into the arms of the Feds.  Guess they’re not interested in waiting to see how bad things could get before they start helping out.”
 
   Lauren considered.  She had . . . rival business acquaintances . . . who’d been working in or around New Orleans back in ’05.  Their stories, filling in around the already lavish and lurid details the media had delighted in covering, told a tale of how quickly things could go to shit.  Especially in a major city.  When things were normal, people went about their lives and did whatever they usually did.  Even those of them that were prone to . . . disruptive activities . . . did them in ways and manners that tended to not grossly upset the status quo.
 
   Even though she was too young to have witnessed the chaos of Katrina first hand, she was smart enough to have paid attention to all the coverage it had received since.  And her activities had made her a student of human nature.  Indeed, her safety and livelihood had given her a keen appreciation for evaluating how people acted and reacted.
 
   If whatever was happening in Atlanta had shut the city down . . . 
 
   “When are you leaving?”
 
   Todd finally looked up from the laptop.  “What?”
 
   “I guess you’re not headed down to Macon anymore, right?”
 
   “No, not unless I can’t get in on the FEMA haulage.”
 
   Lauren smiled in a practiced manner.  “I need to use the little girl’s room, and I’m going to see what I can pick up from anyone who’s inside about what’s going on.  If I go do all that and come back before you’re ready to leave, can I still ride along with you?”  She made sure to lean forward in just the right way, pushing her breasts out so they were on display in the thin, low neckline halter she was wearing.
 
   Todd stared at her – or at least her breasts – for a moment, then seemed to mentally shake himself.  “I’ve got to make a call to their hotline and log my details with some computer system they’ve set up, then get gassed.”
 
   She knew the fueling alone would take at least ten minutes.  Another thought occurred to her.  “What about your load?”
 
   He shrugged and reached into his pocket.  “There’s a chance they’ll buy it outright, either because they can use it or just to free the trailer up.  If not, there’s mention of warehouse space where they’ll unload and secure it so I can fit in their haul.”
 
   “Okay, sounds like I’ve got time to go inside.  I’ll check back in with you before you roll out.” Lauren said smoothly.
 
   “Here.” Todd said.  He’d dug his cellphone out of his pocket, and now produced his wallet as well.  He unfolded it and extracted a twenty and a ten he handed to her.  “Buy a sack of burgers with this for me would you?  Lots of burgers.  And a six pack of Cokes.  Bottles.”
 
   “Sure thing baby.” Lauren nodded, accepting the money and tucking it into her bra specifically so he could watch her do it.  “I’ll be back.”
 
   He gave her a distracted smile, but his attention had switched from the money to her breasts to the phone, which he was now dialing.  Lauren shrugged mentally and opened the passenger door.  It took practice to climb down from a tractor cab in high heels and a short skirt, but it was a skill she’d mastered.  She paused momentarily to straighten her skirt, then headed for the building.
 
   It was lit up like was normal for night time operations, but even before she neared it she could tell things were not normal.  Most truck stops divided themselves into a store side and a restaurant side – usually a fast food place that subleased the space from whoever owned the store side.  Even at night, the store side typically had five or six employees on hand to man registers, maintain stock levels, and handle any problems that might come up with the fuel pumps or whatever.  The restaurant usually added at least another three employees to run its kitchen and registers through the dark hours.
 
   Now though, Lauren saw only two people manning registers in the store, and a single person at the counter of the Burger King.  Very curious.  She angled for the door that opened directly into the restaurant, already doing math in her head.  Todd liked thick double burgers, she remembered, but he also seemed preoccupied with other matters.  Eying the menu to refresh herself of the options, she decided to get one ‘good’ burger and fill the rest of the sack from the value menu.
 
   “You serving or . . . ?” Lauren asked as she approached the counter.  She didn’t see anyone else around, which was why she asked.  Usually it took a couple of people to run a burger place.
 
   “What can I get for you?” the guy at the register replied with a – almost – suppressed sigh.
 
   “One Whopper and ten double cheeseburgers.” she answered.  “Just the burgers, no meals.”
 
   The guy sighed again, this time not even bothering to try and hide it.  He poked at buttons on the register, glanced at the display, then looked up at her.  “Nineteen forty-nine.”
 
   Lauren slipped the bills Todd had given her out of her bra and handed the register guy the twenty.  He didn’t seem all that interested in where her hand had gone to retrieve the money – which most men usually were.  He just held it up briefly to the light to check for the security strip, then typed on the register.  “Gonna take a few minutes to get them up.” he said as the register’s cash drawer opened and he tucked the bill away.”
 
   “That’s fine.” she assured him.  “I need to grab some things from next door while I wait though.”
 
   “No problem.”
 
   The register emitted a clunk, then a metallic jingle as the fifty-one cents she was owed back slid out of the change dispenser on the side facing her.  Lauren scooped the coins out and dropped them into her purse without looking, then accepted the receipt he offered her.  He turned away and went behind the warming counter.  Lauren lingered long enough to see him pulling on a pair of plastic gloves, then headed for the interior dividing door between store and restaurant.
 
   On the other side, she heard the same deejay’s voice sounding from the store’s overhead speakers.  Whatever was happening must be big if the usual truck stop background of tunes had been interrupted.
 
   “-nd they’re just shocking.  Estimates range from a low in the ten thousands all the way up into six figures – that’s over a hundred thousand – people inside the Perimeter have been affected.  Teams of National Guardsmen have been converging on downtown for over two hours, but the chaos continues unabated.  Our traffic reporter has been circling downtown for hours, feeding us valuable updates and observations as to what’s happening there, and so far he’s reporting that even the soldiers seem to be making little – if any – headway in clamping down on the situation.”
 
   Lauren opened one of the multitude of coolers and took out a six pack of twenty ounce Coca-Colas.  Another cooler yielded a bottle of iced coffee, though iced was more of a name than an actual description.  She also grabbed a liter of mineral water, then headed up to the counter.
 
   The pair of people manning the registers didn’t look like the usual sort who were stuck handling that task.  In fact, if Lauren was any judge, she thought they might even be the owners.  They were almost certainly married, and to each other was her guess, and were each at least into their fifties.  That caused her to raise her eyebrows a little, but she didn’t say anything as the woman tore her attention away from the radio and started ringing up the drinks.
 
   “Eight forty-one.” she said in a thin voice that sounded like she was about to be sick.
 
   Lauren produced Todd’s ten and handed it over.  The woman started making change – manually – as the radio deejay listed some familiar Atlanta neighborhoods that were overrun with the outbreak.
 
   “Where are you headed honey?”
 
   Lauren blinked as she reached for the change the woman was trying to hand her.  Her gaze shifted, and she saw the man behind the counter was the one talking to her.  She blinked again, then shrugged with most of her usual cheerful coyness.  “Not sure.  My ride is looking into taking on some haulage for FEMA.”
 
   Whatever answer the man had expected or hoped for, this clearly wasn’t one he agreed with.  His face twisted into a frown, but not a malicious or angry one.  Instead, she saw concern behind his expression.  Lauren was wondering why he seemed so interested, and upset; maybe she should ask exactly where the FEMA pickup point was before she kept hitching with Toss.  But before he could say anything in response, everyone’s attention was wrenched outside.
 
   It was the screech of tires that drew Lauren’s eyes first.  She spun toward the windows just in time to see a yellow school bus careening across the empty expanse of asphalt between the road and the gas islands.  She just had time to think – distantly, in the back of her mind – that this was not good before the bus slammed into the leading edge of the second row of pumps.
 
   The screech of tires was replaced by a tremendous crunch as metal twisted and snapped.  The front bumper of the bus sheared the pumps right off, but the concrete support pillar holding up the awning stopped the big vehicle cold.  The bus crumpled and folded up around the concrete, additional sounds of pained metal echoing forth.  Glass was shattering and cracking all along the length of the vehicle, but the most dramatic was the front windshield.
 
   Not only did it break, but a trio of figures – humanoid figures – catapulted out from inside the bus.  One of them slammed into the concrete pillar in a spray of blood and gore that was far too shocking to really appreciate, while the other two continued on for over twenty or twenty-five feet before hitting the ground and skidding.  They left bloody trails behind them that were sickening.
 
   Lauren started to flinch and huddle protectively against the floor, but there was no explosion.  
 
   


  
 



Chapter Two – Hot Load
 
   “Jesus Christ!” blurted the guy behind the counter.  Lauren ducked behind the closest shelf fast enough that she stumbled and sprawled in the aisle.  She ignored the impact, instead curling herself into a tight ball with her head sheltered beneath her arms.  Her heart was hammering away in her chest as she flinched in anticipation of the explosion.
 
   “Oh my God.” She heard the counter woman moan.  Lauren stayed where she was.  Seconds ticked by.  “Hank, call nine-one-one.”
 
   “Right.”  Lauren heard a pretty loud dial tone, then the beep of phone keys being pushed.
 
   “Honey, you okay down there?”
 
   Lauren uncurled just enough to peer to the side, between her arms.  The woman was leaning over the counter with a drawn, pinched expression that looked concerned.  She met Lauren’s eyes and spoke again.  “You okay?”
 
   “Is it going to explode?” Lauren asked weakly.
 
   “What — no!” the woman blurted. “Is that why you’re down there?”
 
   “Yes.  I didn’t want to . . . just standing there didn’t seem like a good idea.” Lauren offered, feeling faintly silly.
 
   “It’s not going to explode.”
 
   “Are you sure?”
 
   “Yes.” Hank said shortly, pushing a button on the flip phone in his hand.  “There are shutoff valves that seal the pipes if the pump is taken out.  Plus we’ve got a top notch fire suppression system in the island awnings.”
 
   Lauren started to uncurl, but didn’t get up just yet.  The woman studying her read the expression on Lauren’s face and smiled a smile that lacked more than a hint of actual warmth.  She didn’t seem like she was laughing at Lauren, but rather that she didn’t have the attention to spare more than the brief amount of reassurance she was offering.  “It’s fine.  You can stay down there if you want, but the floor is . . . look we mop it, but even so, it’s a high traffic surface.”
 
   Lauren knew truckers weren’t always the biggest on hygiene.  Some of them were downright filthy, and even the neat ones walked through all sorts of stuff when they weren’t sitting in their trucks.  Then they came in here and tramped across the floor in their quests for coffee and cigarettes.  She glanced down at the floor, then her bare legs, and started scrambling to her feet.  Her awkward dive for the floor hadn’t left her any time to arrange herself or her clothing for propriety, and the short skirt had ridden up enough to leave her quite exposed.  She tugged quickly at the hem, her eyes moving to Hank reflexively.
 
   He wasn’t enjoying the view her position offered; namely, that of her panties.  Instead, his attention was focused outside at the bus.  Lauren rose as quickly as she could manage and got her clothing back into a semblance of order.  When she was back on her feet and decently covered again, she looked outside.
 
   The bus was wrapped around the pillar that supported the awning, and backed the fuel pumps.  The pumps that had been hit were nothing more than a scattering of wreckage on the concrete, mixed in with glass and debris the bus had shed in its high-speed impact.  Amid those debris were the bodies she’d seen catapulting out through the windshield.  It was at least thirty feet from where she stood to the wreck, but even from here she could see there was no chance the people on the concrete were still alive.  There was a lot of blood surrounding where they lay, and their bodies were . . . missing parts.  Parts like limbs, and chunks of torso.
 
   She shuddered and shifted her gaze to the bus itself.  It looked like it had held up pretty well considering how fast it had been going when it impacted.  Most of the glass was shattered or gone, but other than the front end having split back past the driver’s seat where the pillar had successfully resisted the vehicle’s arrival, she didn’t see a whole lot of damage to the body of the bus.  And there were people moving around inside.  She could see them through the windows, or at least where windows had been before they’d disintegrated.
 
   “Hank?”
 
   Lauren glanced at the people behind the counter just in time to see Hank scowl ferociously at the woman.  “Vera, I’ve dialed it twice.  They’re not picking up.”
 
   “How is nine-one-one not picking up?” Vera asked, sounding worried.
 
   “Hell if I know.” Hank muttered.  He stabbed at the phone again, and the dial tone sounded briefly before the key press beeps replaced it.  He lifted the phone back to his ear again as the doors on the opposite side of the store from the wreck slammed open.  Lauren let out a little squeak of startled surprise, turning as a pair of drivers burst in.
 
   “What the hell is going on over there?” one of them half shouted.
 
   “Wreck.” Vera offered, gesturing in the direction of the crumpled bus.
 
   “Fire and ambulance on the way?”
 
   “If people don’t stop asking me that I’m gonna get pissed.” Hank muttered.
 
   “Well, ain’t you calling nine-one-one?”
 
   Hank glared at the driver balefully, and Lauren was glad that look wasn’t directed at her.  Hank was either really ticked, or he’d had plenty of opportunities over the years to practice the expression, because it glowered and dripped with flat, hostile scorn.
 
   “Save it for the ladies and kids.” The second driver shot back in response to Hank’s dour glance.  “They’re gonna need some help.  Come on Sam.”
 
   Both drivers ran across the store and slammed out through the doors, headed for the bus.  Lauren watched as they hastened to the bus and started trying to open the rear emergency door.  It was resisting their efforts, though Lauren couldn’t see any signs of obvious damage from where she was.  The bus’ front door had merged with what was left of the engine and front end in a solid mass of twisted and warped metal.  A few moments later Sam and his buddy were joined by three more drivers, one of whom had brought a truck sized tire iron, and a tool box to boot.  The tire iron was quickly employed to start prying the rear door open.
 
   “Fuck, the call ain’t going through.” Hank said in frustration.  “Try the counter phone.  Maybe it’s a problem with the cell tower.”
 
   Lauren tore her gaze away from the wreck as Vera bent and reached beneath the counter.  She hauled an office style phone out, one that had a long cord trailing out of sight.  As the woman lifted the receiver and began dialing, Lauren dug her own phone out of her purse.  She swiped the lock off the screen, then tapped in three numbers and hit send.
 
   The call didn’t go through for several seconds, long enough that she was just about to redial in case she’d somehow done it wrong.  Then it began ringing, and she waited some more.  There was a tortured sound of bending metal from outside as the drivers leaned on the tire iron together, levering the bus’ rear door open.  It looked like they almost had it open enough to get in, or to get people out.  The phone continued ringing, and Lauren began frowning.  Nine-one-one should just pick up.  At least to an automated message, even if all the operators were busy.  It was nine-one-one; it was supposed to work.
 
   But it wasn’t working.  She looked at the phone’s screen, which showed ‘911’, then put it back to her ear.  Still ringing.  But not picking up.
 
   A bloody arm reached out of the rear of the bus.  The drivers left off their prying efforts and began to help the crash victim out of the wreck.  Lauren listened to the call to nine-one-one ringing without being picked up as an older woman was brought out of the bus.  She seemed to be having a seizure or something; she was quivering and shaking in the drivers’ hands as they eased her down.  She was most of the way out and down when two more figures emerged from the door.  They tumbled out without concern for the bodies already in the way, crashing down atop the woman and the men trying to get her out safely.
 
   Lauren just had time to change why she was frowning before fresh blood began flowing.  She blinked stupidly at the scene beyond the windows as she saw several of the drivers begin yelling in pain.  The pile of bodies at the rear of the bus turned into a thrashing mass of punching and grabbing arms, and kicking and stumbling legs.  Jets of red fluid were spurting in several directions, up and across and out from the tangle of people.  The blood was rapidly coating them.
 
   She remembered her phone when it slipped from her suddenly nerveless fingers.  She didn’t even react as it bounced off the floor with a sharp sound that surely foretold of a cracked screen.  Nor did the surprised yelling from the counter pierce the veil of fixed attention.  She just stared at the fighting at the back of the bus in stupefied shock.  Why were they doing that?  She found her voice just to ask the question.
 
   “Why are they doing that?”
 
   “Lord save us.” Vera moaned. “They’re sick.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “Like on the news.” Vera insisted.  “Like in Atlanta.”
 
   “Oh hell.” Hank snarled unhappily as he put his phone back in his pocket.
 
   More people were emerging from the bus, piling into the group on the ground behind it.  One of the drivers had managed to fight his way clear of the fracas, stumbling to his feet and staggering drunkenly toward the store.  He was clutching at the curve of his neck and shoulder, with an arm that was bleeding almost as much as his shoulder seemed to be.  His entire front, and most of his jeans down to his knees, were bloody enough to glisten wetly in the washed out truck stop lighting.
 
   Behind him, the pile of bodies was starting to spread out as the scuffling combatants rolled away — or in one case under — the bus.  One of the drivers looked quite dead, with a man kneeling on his chest as he worried away at his victim’s neck.  Lauren could see blood spurting beneath the teeth that were chewing on the driver’s flesh.  The same flesh that was being bitten off and swallowed.  Two more drivers were still fighting, but they were already outnumbered by the people pouring out of the bus, and each was in the grasp of at least four hands.
 
   Lauren heard the shots before she saw them.  Bodies were in the way at first, and she was distracted by the horror of the scene.  Her wide eyes homed in on the pistol that had appeared in the hand of the fifth driver.  It was a big one, gleaming silver beneath the awning’s lights.  It went off again as she locked on to it, then a third time.  The bullets were slamming into the chest of one of his attackers, the one who was closest to the driver’s head.  His legs kicked at two more that were trying to seize hold of him, as he fended off the one he was shooting with his left hand while his right fired the gun.
 
   “Christ Almighty.” Vera breathed unhappily.  Lauren didn’t look away, too stunned by what was going on outside.  The wreck, the attack, the blood . . . now gunfire that seemed to have no effect.  The person the driver was shooting looked to be an older man, maybe into his fifties, and slightly built.  At least one of the bullets had gone straight through him, judging by the spout of gore that erupted out his back.  The others were definitely hitting him, rocking him with each impact.  And the man was ignoring them as the driver kept pulling the trigger.
 
   The pistol pumped two more rounds into the man — both still without effect — then the driver changed tactics.  He jammed the muzzle at his target’s face.  Lauren just had time to find a new depth of shock within her before the pistol went off twice more.  The middle aged man’s head just shattered in a thick gush of blood and tissue and bone.  It mostly went back, towards the driver’s legs, but enough went up and sideways to spray him.  Lauren saw him spitting to clear his mouth even as the now headless man slumped and finally went limp.
 
   Lauren heard footsteps beside her and startled badly as Hank went past.  He ignored her shying from him as he hustled across the store and locked the doors.  She stared at him as he not only turned the deadbolt, but also reached up and slammed the locking latches at the tops of the frames home before leaning down to close two more on the bottoms.
 
   More shots sounded beyond the doors as the armed driver shot his other attackers, while Lauren stood caught amid shock and disbelief.  Hank rushed past her to lock the doors on the far side of the store, while Vera finally returned her attention to the store phone.
 
   “Why . . . what . . . locking them out?” Lauren got out weakly in a voice that was barely audible, even to her own ears.  There was so much destruction and damage outside, so much blood.  The armed driver was on his feet now, backing rapidly away from the bus that continued to disgorge people who weren’t people.  Not anymore.  Now they were something else.  He fired several more shots, then his pistol clicked empty.  Lauren watched as he backpedaled until there was at least fifteen feet of space between him and the nearest attacker before he dropped the magazine out of his weapon and tucked it into a pocket.
 
   “Why are you locking the doors?” Lauren asked again, more loudly.
 
   “Maybe it’ll keep them out.” Hank answered as he finished locking the opposite side doors.
 
   “Glass.” Vera said frantically.  “Probably not.”
 
   “Worth a shot.” Hank said.  “Speaking of which . . .” He went back behind the cashier island and ducked down, rummaging around beneath the counter.
 
   “Don’t they need our help?”
 
   “Honey, from what the news been saying, ain’t no one who can help them now.” Vera shook her head as she continued stabbing at the phone with shaking fingers.
 
   “They were trying to help . . . why is this happening?”
 
   Hank rose up with a short shotgun in his hands, which were moving with calm assurance over it as he checked it before breaking it open.  Lauren didn’t know much about guns beyond what she’d seen in the movies, but she recognized his was a double barreled version.  And she was pretty sure the way he had to bend it to open both barrels meant each held just one round before needing to be reloaded.
 
   Based on what she’d seen outside with the driver and his pistol . . . she wasn’t so sure two rounds at a time were going to be very good.  Though . . . shotguns were supposed to be very damaging weapons.  Even so, the driver outside had shot for a long time without needing to reload.  And not gotten much done with all those bullets either.
 
   “So what’s the plan now?” Lauren asked as Hank slid shells into his gun and snapped the barrels closed again.  Gunshots sounded from outside, and she looked to see the driver had gotten his own weapon reloaded.  A trio of figures were staggering toward him, apparently unable to find space on or around the other would-be rescuers.  Those were covered in blood, and by bloody bodies, all apparently chewing and eating them.
 
   “Well for starters, ain’t none of them bus bastards getting in here.” Hank said firmly as he pulled a box of shotgun shells up atop the counter and started stuffing them into his pockets.
 
   Lauren didn’t say anything to that, but her attention shifted from the pistol wielding, wounded, driver outside to the windows themselves.  The truck stop store was a standard commercial truck stop.  The walls on the pump facing sides, which were two of the four sides of the building, were mostly glass.  And mostly meant almost entirely.  Even the doors were floor to ceiling glass.  It made for excellent visibility both ways – so customers could see inside and be tempted to come buy something, and for employees to keep an eye on the pumps – but that visibility was now vulnerability.  She wasn’t an expert, but surely the glass wouldn’t survive anyone determined who began pounding on it.  And if guns started going off . . .
 
   Scarcely had that thought flickered through her still panicked thoughts when the driver outside was pounding on the doors of the store.  He was half turned, gun in his right hand and leveled at the pile of horror at the back of the bus as his left smacked palm first into the glass with a loud reverberating thud.  “Hey, help me!” he called as he glanced inside.  “I need help.”
 
   “You done been bit by them bastards.” Hank hollered back.
 
   “I fucking know!” the driver shouted.  “I’m bleeding like a half slaughtered hog here.  Help me!”
 
   “Go away.  We don’t want no more trouble.”
 
   “Motherfucker . . . Hank open the Goddamned door!”
 
   “You set one foot in here and I’m gonna put you down.”
 
   “Open the door.”
 
   “No.”
 
   “Goddamnit!”
 
   Hank raised the shotgun, holding it tucked in tight against his shoulder.  “Go get in your truck and get on out of here.”
 
   “While you can still drive.” Vera muttered.
 
   Lauren saw a dangerous look in the driver’s eyes as he glared through the glass at Hank.  A truck stop girl didn’t survive long if she didn’t learn to catch the signs that foretold danger.  And the driver outside was angry, and about to do something.  She started sliding back down the aisle, away from the counter and Hank.
 
   She had just taken her second step back out of the way when the gunfire started again.
 
   


  
 



Chapter Three – Close the Back Door
 
   Lauren screamed and threw herself to the floor for the second time that night as the pistol went off three times in rapid succession, the sound of the shots surrounded by the tinkling crack and collapse of broken glass.  Both armed men were yelling, but all Lauren heard were the gunshots.  The shotgun went off.  A man grunted in pain, then the pistol was firing again.  She stole a peak underneath her curled, shielding arms.
 
   Things were exploding on and around the counter.  Cigarettes and energy drinks were spilled out around the registers, and falling or dripping to the floor.  Scattered tobacco mingled with the syrupy green and red caffeinated liquids.  One of the registers was sparking near the top, through a long, cracked hole a bullet had blasted through its plastic shell.  She saw Hank’s shotgun emerge from beneath the counter, held up over his head in both hands, and the second barrel went off.  As soon as it fired, it disappeared beneath the counter again.
 
   “Goddamnit Hank, I’m not trying to rob you.” the driver yelled.  “I’m just trying to survive.”
 
   “Same here asshole.” Hank hollered back.
 
   Lauren scrabbled down the aisle on knees and hips and elbows, trying to keep from rising.  She could feel the grit and grime on the floor rubbing across her bare skin, and some of the cracks between the floor tiles were snagging the flimsy fabric of her blouse.  She kept crawling, away from the front of the store, toward the coolers of drinks lining the back wall.
 
   “Stop it!  Stop it!” Vera screamed.
 
   “Then stop fucking shooting at me!”
 
   “I didn’t.”
 
   “You fucking did.”
 
   “You shot at us when you blew out the windows.”
 
   Lauren reached the coolers and slid around the end of the aisle to the left.  She was familiar with the layout of this franchise and remembered the restrooms and pay showers were in that direction.  All of which had industrially utilitarian metal doors that locked.
 
   “I’m not gonna die out here in the parking lot!”
 
   “Better you than us.” Vera screeched.
 
   “Goddam—” Hank began, but a fusillade of pistol shots cut him off.  Barely audible beneath their booming cracks she could hear more damage being inflicted on the front counter.  And a painful shriek from Vera seemed to indicate something – bullet or debris – had hit her.  The shotgun went off again, and she heard the pistol stop firing.
 
   Not pausing to find out if that meant the gunfight was over, Lauren took the corner into the bathrooms.  She managed to kick something off the shelf in the aisle behind her as she scrabbled on the floor, something glass that hit hard enough to break.  She didn’t stop until she was a good ten feet down the corridor.  Then, out of direct line of sight of the shooting out front, she raised herself to a cautious crouch and looked around.
 
   Four bathrooms lined the corridor directly ahead, paired on opposite sides.  Past them, four more doors were marked for showers.  Two other doors stood guard on the far end of the corridor, both labeled ‘Employees Only’.  Lauren felt her breath catch in her chest as she saw the door at the end of the corridor.  The one on the wall at the end, the one with the panic bar across it at waist height and a large red lettered sign that read ‘Warning, alarm will sound if door is opened.  This area under video surveillance.  Emergency Exit Only.’
 
   She pushed herself off the floor, stumbled in her haste, then got her balance and staggered for the exit.  There was still shooting happening out front, and Vera was still screeching in pain.  Whatever was going on up there, she wanted to avoid it if possible.  Her weight came down on the door as both hands found the panic bar, depressing it and releasing the latch.  The promised alarm went off, loud enough to drown out Vera but not the continued exchange of gunfire.  Lauren took one step outside then froze in shock.
 
   Less than three feet away was a middle aged man dressed like a suburban dad, not a truck driver.  Blood had ruined his clothing, blood and whatever had ripped and torn the polo shirt and khakis.  There was something wrong with one of his legs, but he was on his feet and looking at her.  She saw a blank look on his face, but a gleam of hunger lurking in his eyes.  Lauren stifled her urge to scream and instead darted around the edge of the open door.  She didn’t want to be this close to anyone who looked like that anymore than she wanted to be anywhere near the guns.
 
   She felt the man’s fingers scrape against her back, cold and clammy through the thin fabric of her blouse.  He got enough of a grip to jerk her up short, and she turned, arm coming around and up in a practiced instinct reaction.  The bag of drinks slipped down from the crook of her elbow into her hand, accelerating as she swung.  The fluid filled plastic bottles inside were heavy enough that she felt the bag starting to stretch alarmingly in that moment, but it held long enough for the six-pack to slam into her attacker’s head like a medieval mace.
 
   There was a muffled crunch as something in the man’s skull broke, and a fizzing gush of soda as at least one of the bottles split, under the impact.  The fingers on her clothing went slack, and she almost tripped over her heels as she backpedaled out of reach.  Lauren dropped the bag of drinks she’d forgotten she was even carrying and almost fell again as she caught her heel against the concrete.  She swore and looked down at her footing as she tipped her weight up on her toes to keep the spiked heels from causing her to break an ankle.
 
   She burst into a jog while she swiveled her head around to look at the scene outside.  More of the . . . whatever they were . . . had left the bus and made it around the back of the store building.  More were on the street that bordered the lot.  She didn’t see anything helpful anywhere – no police, no firemen, no rescuers.  Nothing but attackers and trucks.
 
   Her eyes widened, and she turned her jog into a sprint.  Trucks!  Maybe Todd was still here.  She darted up the side of the store, flinching reflexively as she went past the windows.  She heard the shotgun going off again, but Lauren didn’t stop to look at what was going on in there.  Her only goal was to get around the far end of the store building so she could see . . .
 
   She almost stumbled and fell as she slackened her stride.  Todd’s truck was right where it had been parked, but the door was open.  Well, not open – exactly – but ajar.  A trio of figures were about fifteen feet from that not-completely-closed door, and blood was pooling around them in a spreading, ragged circle.  Two of the . . .things . . . knelt over Todd.  He was still moving, but feebly and without any real strength.  One of his attackers had him firmly by the arm, while the other lay sprawled across his legs.
 
   They were eating him, Lauren realized distantly.  Already a goodly portion of his shoulder and upper arm were missing, and his abdomen had been laid open wide enough for his insides to spill out.  There were ropey red strings of intestine poking out of the jagged rent in his flesh, already in the process of being enthusiastically consumed by the woman who was no longer a woman.
 
   Lauren almost threw up, right there.  Her gorge rose in her, and she had to squeeze her throat muscles and swallow quickly to avoid throwing up.  The concentration needed for that meant she had to slow her sprint, which caused a surge of momentary panic.  She looked behind her quickly, as much to get her eyes off the horrific scene ahead as to make sure she wasn’t being stalked by something else that was hungry.
 
   She was clear for the moment.  The man she was running from was only just now at the corner of the store building she’d exited from, and moving in a shuffling, shambling stagger with his hurt leg dragging almost uselessly beneath him.  She had most of a minute before he could reach her.  She glanced around, then, reluctantly, looked at Todd again.  She had some mace in her purse, chemical mace, but even if she was able to drive his attackers off . . . he was still dead.  There was a lot of blood gushing from his wounds  In fact, the gaping holes were barely gushing by now.  More like desultory dribbles.
 
   He was dead.  She made herself accept that, though she was starting to feel like she was falling without any sign of bottom in sight.  Things were sooooooo not making sense.  Trade some tricks for a ride and a place to sleep, nod off, wake up, and the world has decided to stop making any fucking sense.  It wasn’t fair.  She needed to figure something out.
 
   Then a glint of metal in Todd’s hand caught her eye, and she saw the edge of his key ring.  It was on the concrete beneath his hand, but it drew her attention magnetically.  Keys!  The keys for his truck!  They were right there.  All she had to do was walk over, lean down, and take them.
 
   Lauren looked around again, then back at the keys.  The two people . . . well eating was the only word that fit, the two eating Todd – they looked busy.  With their meal.  She shook her head sharply, then started edging closer.  She needed those keys.  Todd’s attackers paid her no attention as she sidled toward them on the tips of her toes so her heels didn’t click on the concrete.  Lauren made herself watch them, even though what they were doing was completely gross.
 
   Pieces of Todd were being bitten off and chewed.  Swallowed.  The two things seemed completely oblivious to the mess being created as what was left of Todd’s blood, what hadn’t already bled out, oozed from the wounds created by their teeth.  They knelt in the puddle soaking into his and their clothes and calmly, methodically, continued eating.
 
   There was none of the gusto humans might have exhibited over a meal.  They also lacked anything she might be able to call animal intent towards the Todd-food they were eating.  They simply kept eating, almost robotically.  Like it was an imperative they lacked the will or desire to deny.  Without ire or appeal, but just something to do.
 
   Lauren realized the lack of emotion was turning her stomach almost as much as the extreme level of gore.  She was definitely about to throw up, but she needed to hold it together at least a little longer.  Five feet.  The keys were less than five feet away now.  Two more tiny steps, still watching the creatures that were no longer human, and she was in the blood.  Her shoes were close toed, but they were decorative more than protective.  In seconds the lukewarm fluid was seeping in.  She could feel it starting to squish beneath her toes.
 
   Holding her breath, Lauren leaned down and took the last necessary step.  She was within arm’s reach of the keys, but also in arm’s reach of the diners.  She made herself wait, hovering, as the woman finished chewing and swallowing before pushing her face back into Todd’s innards for another messy bite.
 
   At that moment, Lauren snatched for the keys.  She got hold of them and hooked her index finger through the ring before skipping backwards like she’d been shoved.  The two eaters paid her no mind.  She felt her heart hammering away in her chest, felt her breath heaving in and out, and felt her stomach finally winning the battle.
 
   As she doubled over, the first spurt of ejecta pouring past her lips to splatter on the concrete, she just barely heard the scrape of feet behind her.  Still vomiting, Lauren looked and saw the man who’d greeted her upon leaving the store was very close.  She staggered away from him and the things on the ground busy with what was left of Todd, utterly uncaring of whether or not she managed to throw up on the ground or herself in her urgent need to both keep vomiting and get away from the danger.
 
   Her stomach finished emptying after about a dozen steps, and it took her another five to get her throat and insides to stop contracting spastically.  She’d gotten a lot on her legs, some more on the front of her blouse, even some in her hair, but she paid none of it any mind.  The keys were still clenched in her hand, and the truck was right there.  Lauren checked behind her to see the man was still pursuing.  Her lead was back to almost ten feet.
 
   She ran to the passenger side of the truck and stopped, looking at the key hole before starting to paw through the keys in her hand.  Two that looked likely wouldn’t fit in the lock, but the third slid in.  She checked her pursuer, then pulled the key out and ran back to where the trailer began.  Then she made herself wait.  The man staggered after her, and when he was two ‘steps’ from being close enough to reach for her, she ducked under the trailer and crossed to the far side, then darted for the driver’s door.
 
   It took her too long to get the door unlocked, but she managed, then opened it and climbed up into the cab.  After collapsing into the driver’s seat, she pulled the door closed after her and slapped at the locks.  There was an odd sound that confused her until she realized it was her own breath wheezing in and out, panicked and strained.
 
   “Get a grip.” Lauren muttered.  She found the ignition key and stuck it in before twisting to the first stop.  Lights on the dashboard lit, and the various parts of the diesel engine that needed to be primed or warmed or whatever began their cycles.  She couldn’t explain it, and barely understood it, but she knew it was a thing.  The truck had to do whatever it need to do with the key in and turned on before the engine would start.  While it was happening, she found the adjustment controls for the seat and started bringing it forward.  She was smaller than Todd, and her legs could barely reach the foot pedals with the seat back.
 
   When she could reach the clutch, she depressed it, checked the gear shift to make sure it was out of gear, then turned the key.  The diesel cranked for about a second, then caught and rumbled to life.  She goosed the accelerator a few times to make the engine blatt throatily, then scanned the dashboard.  Where was the damn brake release, the damn release, it’s here somewhere . . . there.  Her hand smacked down on it desperately.
 
   Lauren took a few seconds to examine the little graphic that labeled the shifter’s gears, then clutched and pushed up into first.  She held her breath a little as she gave the engine gas and slowly released the clutch.  It had been years since she’d driven her dad’s tractor, but he’d always been fond of saying driving stick was just like riding a bike.  Once you knew it, the skill stuck.
 
   Sure enough, she felt the truck begin to move.  She got the clutch completely released without stalling the engine, then pressed harder on the accelerator.  The engine’s rumble turned into a roar, and the big vehicle bumped forward.  She could feel the weight of the trailer dragging on the truck, but the heavy duty diesel was up to the task.
 
   She spun the steering wheel right and started to come around to head for the nearest exit, reminding herself to stay aware of the trailer’s length.  Her eyes darted nervously to the mirrors, but she had pulled far enough out of the parking spot – and the lot was empty enough – that she was in no danger of clipping one of the other trucks.
 
   The sickly-sweet smell of the vomit clinging to her clothes and skin was making her feel nauseated again, but she made herself focus on her driving.  She found the switches for the lights and swiped them all on – headlights, running lights, vanity spots, all of it.  She cast one swift, lingering look out the driver’s window at the bus wreckage next to the pumps as she rolled past at a safe distance.
 
   Figures were visible staggering toward the store.  She saw broken glass on the concrete next to the store where the driver had shot his way inside.  Whatever was going on inside, she couldn’t see and didn’t really care.  She just needed to get away from here.  Where was a step two question.  Step one was to fucking leave.
 
   Lauren turned out on the six lane road without stopping, not even bothering to wonder where all the traffic for a Friday night was.  Less than a quarter mile ahead was the on-ramp for I-75.  She decided south sounded good, and got ready to make the turn.
 
   # # #
 
   


 
   
  
 



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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