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Chapter One – Freaky Friday
 
   “Beth, I don’t suppose our wayward aggravated batterer turned up last night?”
 
   The mousy looking blonde at the desk looked up and shook her head with a rueful smile.  “Afraid not Darla.”
 
   Darla frowned.  “Great.  Oh well.  Oh, and good morning.”
 
   “Morning.” Beth leaned back in her chair and stretched her arms out as if she were stiff.  Darla headed for the coffee pot and poured herself a cup, then turned with a raised eyebrow.
 
   “How long have you been here?”
 
   “Since six.” Beth admitted.
 
   “You shouldn’t burn the candle so much.” the brunette observed as she blew on the coffee to cool it.
 
   “I really want this guy.”
 
   “Yeah, well so do I.  And not just because we’re on the hook for twenty-five grand either.  He’s a bastard.”  Anyone who beat his wife, repeatedly, deserved to be disowned as far as Darla was concerned.
 
   Beth nodded.  “I’ve been running through his file making notes.”  She stretched one more time, then picked up a legal pad from her desk.  Flipping back two pages, she detached them and held them out.  Darla walked over and took them, but paused to take a long sip of coffee before looking at the papers.  “He’s got family down in Macon, but I don’t know.”
 
   “I do.” Darla said, her eyes flicking down the paper.  “He won’t be there.”
 
   “How can you know that?”
 
   “Trust me.”
 
   Beth frowned.  “Seriously, how?  This is too big to just guess at it.”
 
   “I talked to his parents and his brother yesterday.  They were all shocked – like really shocked – that he’d been arrested for anything like aggravated assault.”
 
   “Sure, they always say that.”
 
   “No, I think they really didn’t know.”
 
   “You’re kidding, right?  How can they not know his wife’s been hospitalized three times?  That he’s been arrested twice before?”
 
   Darla shrugged.  “I guess he puts on a good face.  Anyway, from the read I got on them over the phone, I doubt they’d welcome him down there.  Especially with all this still hanging unresolved.”
 
   “It won’t be resolved until he’s doing time in lockup.” Beth observed darkly.
 
   “Well, he’s not missed it yet.”
 
   “Yeah, but we’ve only got until Tuesday to turn him up or we’re out the bail.”
 
   “We’ll find him.”
 
   “You’ll find him you mean.”
 
   Darla shook her head.  “No, us.”
 
   “I’m not leaving this office!” Beth’s voice fairly squeaked.  “I’m administrative.”
 
   “I’ll do all the running and handcuffing, but we both know it’s going to be a team effort to track this loser down.”
 
   “Whatever, so long as I don’t have to do any tackling or punching.”
 
   “Don’t worry, you won’t have to break a nail.”
 
   Beth shuddered.  “I still don’t understand you.”
 
   Darla grinned.  “You don’t have to.  Just help me figure out where this guy is so we don’t have to forfeit twenty-two five to Fulton County.”
 
   “Like I said, I made some notes.”
 
   Darla looked back at the papers.  When they wrote a bond, they took as much information as they could get; and if it wasn’t enough they wouldn’t write it.  And Beth had dug up quite a bit more in the hours she’d been at the office.  Work history going back to high school.  Credit history for the same period.  Both his car loans, the most recently not even two years old.  Residential records.  Banking records.  Known acquaintances, family, co-workers.
 
   She could smell it.  Somewhere in here was what they needed to find this guy and make sure he made his Tuesday morning court date.
 
   The bell above the door clanged, and Darla turned.  A scruffy looking man met her gaze as he closed the door behind himself.  “I need to talk to someone about bonding a friend of mine out.” he asked uncertainly, letting his eyes flick down and up her from head to toes and then back up.
 
   Darla didn’t mind, didn’t begrudge him the look at all.  She was used to it.  She dressed specifically to – slightly – emphasize her figure and sexuality.  Fitted black slacks and a stylish black dress shirt that she wore loose around her waist made her look like someone’s idea of a upscale secretary that was slumming it a bit.  In her experience, men who had mentally fitted her into the ‘hell yeah’ box were easier to take down when she revealed they had misfiled her.  Her proper placement was under ‘hard ass’.
 
   “We can help you with that.” Darla said, stepping aside so the man could see Beth.
 
   “I’ll need to take some information down from you.  What’s your friend under arrest for?”
 
   “DUI.”
 
   Darla kept her expression blank.  Customers were customers, and cash flow was always good; but if it were up to her, anyone stupid enough to drink and drive would have to rot away in jail until their trial.  And then rot some more after being convicted.  That was her personal least-favorite offense.
 
   While Beth got the man settled in the chair in front of her desk and started filling out a file, Darla sat down at the other desk.  It wasn’t as personalized as Beth’s, since Darla didn’t spend much time here.  It was mostly just to make the office look more filled up for the benefit of potential clients.  But occasionally it was useful as more than just window dressing.
 
   Now she scooted the chair in close enough to the keyboard so she could comfortably reach, then – once the computer woke up from its sleep cycle – started clicking the mouse and using her tried-and-true two fingered typing technique to look things up.
 
   Beth might be the faster typist, but Darla preferred the printer to taking notes by hand.  Her handwriting was atrocious.  Even she couldn’t read it half the time.  She generated a list of day labor sites in the area and let the printer run it off, along with some maps in case her GPS got confused over any of the addresses.  Then she did the same for all the active construction sites that were likely to hire any temps.  Finally she pulled up the guy’s file photograph and ran off a dozen copies of it as well.
 
   Even with her slow typing, she was done before Beth had finished with the paperwork on the customer’s DUI friend.  Darla grabbed the papers off the printer, stacked Beth’s handwritten sheets of notes atop them, and made a phone out of her forefinger and pinky as she strode for the office’s front door.  Beth nodded slightly as she continued filling in forms, but kept her attention on the client.  Darla left her to it and went out into the corridor.
 
   They shared the old office building with two other businesses; a paperwork office for a cleaning company, and a small independent insurance office.  She didn’t meet anyone else in the hallway as she headed for the back door, the one that opened out to the small parking lot.  Her Crown Vic was in the second spot labeled for “APG Bonds Employees”, right where she’d left it.  She slid in and fired the big engine up and opened the glove compartment.  The GPS took a minute to wake back up after she plugged it in and stuck it on the windshield again.  But it eventually cooperated, and with its top down view of the surrounding roads to help guide her, she backed out of the space.
 
   * * * * *
 
   “Gracias, buena suerte.” Darla told the pair of Hispanic guys who’d still agreed to talk to her after she’d made it clear she was just there to ask questions, not to hire.
 
   “Usted también señora.” the more talkative one said as she pulled her vibrating phone out of her pocket.
 
   The display showed “Office”.  She waited until she was ten feet from the group of men in the Home Depot parking lot waiting – hoping, really – for someone to come by and hire them for some task before she answered the call.  “Wow, that guy must’ve been really drunk if it took you this long to get him out.”
 
   “No, we just got a little busy.”
 
   “That’s good.”  Their fee was ten percent of any bonds they wrote, so odds on were the morning had generated a decent amount of profit.  The DUI guy alone had probably made it a good morning; DUI bail tended to be set rather high these days.
 
   “Any luck?”
 
   Darla sighed as she neared her car.  Rather than getting back in, she instead sat on the hood.  “No.  I’ve flashed his picture around most of the morning and made some stops at sites where he knows someone, but no joy.”
 
   “Fuck.”
 
   “Bethany, such language.  You’re supposed to be cute and sweet.”
 
   “I can be cute and frustrated all at the same time.” Beth replied.
 
   “I suppose it’s allowed, but keep on like that and I’ll have to start taking you out with me on busts.”
 
   “No thank you.”
 
   Darla could hear the shuddering in Beth’s voice and laughed.  Her friend was an excellent partner, but she was a physical coward all the way through.  Just the thought of violence made her queasy.  Fortunately for their partnership, all she had to do was the paperwork.  Darla handled the violence.
 
   “Is there anything I can do to help from here?”
 
   “I don’t think so.”
 
   “You’re not having trouble finding anything?”
 
   “No, I printed some maps for the places I’m not familiar with, and I’ve got the GPS . . .” Darla said, then trailed off.
 
   “What?”
 
   “GPS.” Darla said slowly.
 
   “What about it?”
 
   She hopped off the hood and opened the car door.  Dropping down in the driver’s seat, she reached across to the sheaf of papers she’d dumped on the passenger side floorboard.  “I don’t know . . . something about the GPS.”
 
   “It helps you find things.” Beth pointed out in a patient tone.
 
   “Right.” Darla said distractedly as she rifled through the papers and pulled out Beth’s notes.  “And . . . I think it might just help us find our guy.”
 
   “How?”
 
   Darla grinned as she found the information.  “Our guy drives a 2011 F-150.”
 
   “Right, so?”
 
   “He’s still making payments on it.”
 
   “I still don’t see what you’re getting at.”
 
   “You never do the reading.” Darla said, still grinning.
 
   “Sure I do.  I just read things about how to run the office and leave all the leg breaking stuff to you.”
 
   “He’s got a car he bought new from the dealer.” Darla said.
 
   “I – ooooooh.” Beth said, finally catching on.  “What’s the number?”
 
   “Didn’t you keep any copies of the notes you gave me?”
 
   “Give me the number or I’m going to forget to renew your tags.” Beth said in a mischievous tone.  “Try explaining to the cops that you’re a good girl when they’ve got you on the side of the road an expired license plate.”
 
   Darla laughed and read off the number for the Ford dealership.
 
   


  
 



Chapter Two – Busted
 
   “Okay, I’m at the location.” Darla said into her phone.
 
   “See the truck?”
 
   Darla scanned around as she pulled into the parking lot.  The bar’s front lot only had room for maybe ten cars, and none of them were the big blue F-150 the guy drove.  She angled her Crown Vic around the side of the building so she could check the back lot.
 
   “Darla, see it?”
 
   “Hang on.” she said patiently as she got past the building and looked around the back lot.  “Yeah, bingo.”  The big penis extension of a truck was in a space near the back door.  She slid her car into a spot near it and shut off the engine.  She double-checked the plate number against the paperwork she had with her.  “Yeah, that’s his ride.”
 
   “Okay, call me back when you’re done kicking his ass.”
 
   “Will do.”  She folded the phone up and tucked it away in her left front pocket.  She locked the car behind her, then opened the trunk and looked around to make sure no one was in view to see her before she reached inside.  The taser went onto the right side of her belt, hidden by the shirt.  Extra pair of handcuffs and a fistful of zip ties went into her back left and front right pockets respectively.  The tracker anklet she tucked into her back right pocket.  She considered the vest of body armor for a few moment, but decided it probably wasn’t necessary.
 
   Closing the trunk, she headed for the bar.  She checked the Beretta she had holstered at the small of her back without lifting her shirt, but all was in order.  Just in case.  The back door opened into a dim hallway that needed cleaning.  Walking past the bathrooms and the door that presumably led into the ‘kitchen’ before opening out into the main area, she saw nothing that dissuaded her from immediately labeling it as a dive.  Grimy, lived in, comfortably smudged.  Nothing was wrong with any of that; it just wasn’t her preferred atmosphere.
 
   There were a couple of televisions mounted up near the ceiling, all of them tuned to ESPN.  There was also music playing, classic rock blasting just loudly enough to drown out conversations you weren’t a part of.  The place had seats for maybe fifty people, but only a few were filled.  It took her less than two seconds to spot the skip – sorry, possible skip – and she headed over to the barstool he was perched on without hesitation.
 
   “What’ll you have honey?” the bartender asked in a voice that wasn’t entirely bored as she reached the bar.  His tone made it clear that he was bored and wanted to be somewhere else, but that he was currently enjoying the view.
 
   “Bud in a bottle.” she said as she sat down on the stool right next to her guy.  There were ten other empty ones at the bar she could have picked.  He turned to look at her, and she smiled sweetly.  “Hi, remember me?”
 
   Tom Duffs stared at her for a few moments, then frowned.  On his rough features it made him look like he was about to start a fight, but Darla judged he wasn’t ready to go that far.  Yet, anyway.  “You’re that bitch who works at the bond place.  The one my wife used.”
 
   “That’s right.” Darla said.  “And you’ve been naughty since we bailed you out.”
 
   “I ain’t done nothing.” Duffs grunted.
 
   “That’s right.” Darla repeated.  “You ain’t done nothing.  You missed your appointment with us Wednesday so we could verify you were still in the area.  And you’ve ignored all our calls to your phone and house for the last forty-eight hours.”
 
   “So?”
 
   “So, we’re on the hook for your bail.”  She nodded at the bartender as he set an opened bottle of Budweiser in front of her.  “You’re due in court 9:30am Tuesday, and based on your actions so far lets just say we’re not entirely confident you’ll be there.”
 
   “How stupid do you think I am?” he asked dismissively as he lifted his own drink, which was in a glass beer mug.
 
   “You don’t want to know.  What you do want is for me to put this on you so we can both go our separate ways until Tuesday morning at seven.”  She pulled out the anklet out and put it on the bar next to her beer.
 
   “What’s that?”
 
   “GPS tracker.”
 
   “Fuck that.”
 
   “Nope, you’re wearing it or you’re in violation of your bond contract and I’m hauling you back to County.”
 
   “You can’t do that.”
 
   “The hell I can’t.” Darla said, her tone losing most of the sweetness and filling in a big dose of hard ass in its place.  “We’ve got your signature on the contract, which makes it as legal as you like.  You agree to any provisions or measures APG Bonds deems necessary or we revoke your bond.  If that happens, you either go back into lockup or you’re immediately registered as a fugitive by the cops.  Even if you show up on time Tuesday they’ll still haul you in for having violated your bail.”
 
   “I ain’t wearing no damn tracker.”
 
   “It’s not so bad.” Darla said with a smile, lifting her beer for a sip.  “We have the good ones, so they’re comfortable.”
 
   “There ain’t no way I’m letting some stuck up bitches know where I am all the time.”
 
   “Don’t make this hard.  And we can track your truck anyway, so this is just an extra bit of insurance.”
 
   “My truck?”
 
   “Sure.”  She sipped from the beer again, then set the bottle down.  “You’re not real good with paperwork I guess.  It’s in your purchase agreement with the dealer.  They have a tracker in your truck until you finish paying it off.”
 
   His mouth tightened into a thin line as he compressed his lips together.  Darla waited.  They were fast approaching the moment, where he’d decide whether or not he was going to cooperate or not.  If he did, then she was out a morning’s annoyance and five bucks for the beer.  Of course, the beer and the cost of tracking him down would get billed to the credit card his wife had used to secure his bond.  And Darla’s time, at thirty an hour.
 
   “No.”
 
   “Tom, don’t make this harder than it has to be.” Darla sighed, getting off the stool and standing next to him.  Actually, just out of his reach.  “Twenty seconds, then I’m out the door and you can go back to drowning your sorrows in Budweiser.”
 
   “Miller.” the bartender said.
 
   Darla glanced at him, and he shrugged from ten feet away.  “He’s drinking Miller.”
 
   “Whatever.” she shrugged back, a little surprised he could hear what they were talking about over the music.  Maybe he was used to tuning it out.  “What’s it gonna be Tom?”
 
   “Fucking bitches.” he muttered, grabbing his mug and taking a long drink.
 
   “That’s right, we’re all just plotting against you.” she said.  “But it is what it is.  So come on, take the easy way out.”
 
   She saw it coming a mile away.  The bar didn’t even open until eleven, and it was only a few minutes to one now; so he must’ve really been stuck in to be that clumsy off beer already.  Or, perhaps, he was just that clumsy naturally.  Whatever it was, when his fingers clenched around the mug’s handle, and his balance started shifting, Darla was ready.
 
   He came off the stool swinging, leading with the mug.  She swayed back to let it sweep past her and slapped at his left arm to add extra momentum after he missed.  While he stumbled off balance, she stepped back and pulled the taser out of its little holster on the side of her belt.  Duffs straightened and glared at her with a belligerent expression.
 
   “Last chance, and I’m not fucking kidding.” Darla told him firmly.  “If I have to use this, then I’m violating you back.”
 
   “Fuck you bitch.”
 
   “Sigh.” Darla said, squeezing the taser’s trigger.  The little prongs puffed out and stuck in his t-shirt.  Their charge was already flowing, so his convulsions began immediately.  The mug slipped from his spasming fingers and hit the floor with a clunk, but it didn’t break.  Duffs arched backwards, then fell over, as his muscles stopped responding and began their electro-driven dance.
 
   She let him have a good ten seconds of it before she took her finger off the trigger.  It wasn’t that she was trying to be mean; but he was five inches taller than her, and weighed quite a bit more.  Even allowing for his beer gut, he was carrying more muscle.  She knew better than to try to get into a grappling situation with him.
 
   “You know the position.” she said calmly and loudly.
 
   “What the fuck?” a guy at another table asked, standing up.
 
   “Back off.” Darla said, pulling her badge out from beneath her shirt.  It said ‘Bondsman Investigator’, and the back was inscribed with her name and the name and number of the office, along with their state license number, but hardly anyone knew any of that.  They saw the badge, and that was enough.  “This guy’s in violation of his bail.  It’s not your concern.”
 
   “Fucking bitch.” Duffs said thickly.
 
   “Assume the position.” Darla repeated, trying to split her attention between the rest of the bar and the guy on the floor in front of her.  “Get on your face and put your hands behind your back.”  She let the badge hang in view on the chain around her neck and reached behind her for the handcuffs on the back of her belt.
 
   “Gonna fuck you up.” he slurred, shifting like he was trying to rise.
 
   Darla squeezed the trigger, sending another jolt of juice into him.  She counted to five, then let off, waited two more seconds, then spoke again.  “Face down, hands behind your back.”  He shook his head like he was trying to clear his thoughts, and started to get up again.  She compressed the trigger once more, and he collapsed down again as his body spasmed uncontrollably.
 
   “Come on Duffs, you’re going to hurt yourself.” she said when she ended the latest session.  “Hands behind your back.”
 
   “Is that necessary?” the guy who’d stood up asked loudly.
 
   “Yes.” Darla said, fixing him with her cop stare.  “Sit down, stay out of it.”  He sank down into his seat uncertainly.
 
   Darla looked back at Duffs, ready to hit him with another bout, but the movement she’d spotted out of the corner of her eye was only him rolling over on his front.  His arms slid sluggishly around behind his back once he was face down.  “Good.” she said, letting one end of the handcuffs dangle.  He got his hands in position against his waist, and she stepped forward cautiously with the cuffs ready in her left hand, the taser still gripped in her right.
 
   “Mistake.” he muttered as she leaned over him and snapped the first cuff onto his left wrist.
 
   “Yeah, you made one.” she replied as she grabbed the other cuff and got it onto his right wrist.  She relaxed minutely when they were in place.  “Roll over and sit up so I can get those taser prongs out of your chest.”
 
   She used her left hand to help steady and support him as he struggled around so he was sitting on the floor.  Darla plucked the little metal darts out and wound them around the taser on their wires before dropping it into her shirt pocket.  “Okay big guy, on your feet.”
 
   As Darla helped him stand, she heard a beeping sound.  Looking around curiously, she realized the televisions were the source.  The afternoon edition of Sportscenter had been replaced by a black screen with white text.  She read the scrolling words with a rapidly furrowing brown.
 
   “The Centers for Disease Control has issued a Health Alert for the metropolitan Atlanta area.  A Health Alert denotes a medical or biohazard condition of the highest importance that affects the designated area or areas.”
 
   “What in the hell?” she muttered, puzzled.  “Hey, hey, can you kill the music?” she said to the bartender, who was staring at the television at the end of the bar.
 
   “Uh, sure.” he said, reaching into his pocket and pulling out a remote.  He pointed it at something beneath the bar and pushed a button.  The music stopped immediately, and a slightly disembodied male voice was now clearly audible throughout the bar, reading the text as it scrolled across the screens.
 
   “–lert applies to the entire metro region, including all surrounding suburbs and counties.  The CDC recommends all citizens remain aware of the following symptoms of this unknown disease.
 
   “The symptoms are disorientation; confusion; a lack of awareness or acknowledgement of surroundings or communication; pale or cold skin; lividity, or discoloration of lower limbs and extremities; lack of motor coordination; and aggression.  Victims suffering from this unknown medical  hazard are to be considered a danger to themselves and others.
 
   “Should you know, or see, someone displaying these symptoms, please contact the CDC or the nearest medical facility, immediately.  If you are unsure who to contact, please use the 911 Emergency system so they can best direct your call.  Do not approach victims if it can be avoided.
 
   “To better facilitate the response to this Health Alert, all citizens are encouraged to avoid using the phone unless absolutely necessary, so as to keep lines open for authorities and first-line responders.  More information will be released as it becomes available.  Message repeats.”
 
   Darla pulled out her phone and hit the speed-dial for the office.  It rang three times, then picked up.  “APG Bonds.”
 
   “Beth, it’s me.  You hearing anything about some sort of emergency?”
 
   “What?”
 
   “Are you listening to the radio?”
 
   “No, I’m running my MP3 playlist.  What’s wrong?”
 
   “Turn the radio on.” Darla said.  “Better, get online and check the news.  The teevee here in the bar is saying there’s a CDC emergency for Atlanta.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “Stop saying that.  Get on the computer and do the typing thing, okay?”
 
   “Alright.” Beth said, and Darla could hear her typing in the background of the call.  “Uh, did you get him?”
 
   “Yeah I did.” Darla said.  “So find out what’s going on, because this might impact our ability to violate him back into County.”
 
   “He didn’t want to cooperate?”
 
   “Oh he cooperated.” Darla said with a half grunt.  “He cooperated with the floor, and now he’s cooperating with my handcuffs.  In a minute he’s going to cooperate with the backseat of my car.”
 
   “Right.” Beth said, clearly amused.  “I’ll try to find out what’s going on before you get back over here.”
 
   “Thanks.” Darla folded the phone back up and put it away, then grabbed Duff’s upper arm.  “Okay, let’s go.”
 
   “He didn’t pay his tab.” the bartender objected.
 
   Darla stopped, then sighed and started digging in his pockets.  She found his wallet and opened it up.  There was money in it.  “How much?”
 
   “Twenty-seven.  Thirty-two with your Bud.”
 
   “Damn.” Darla muttered as she rifled through the bills.  “How in the hell were you planning on getting home if you drank that much?”
 
   “Fuck you bitch.”
 
   “I know, it’s all my fault.” Darla said, pulling a pair of twenties out and dropping them on the bar.  “Keep it, he’s a good tipper.”
 
   “No he ain’t.” the bartender said, but he collected the money and made no move to make change.
 
   “Today he is.”  Darla stuffed the wallet back into Duff’s pocket, then tugged on his arm.  “Come on.”
 
   She guided him down the hall and out the back door.  He didn’t say anything until she had him to the Crown Vic and was opening the back door.
 
   “What about my truck?”
 
   “We’ll tell your wife where it is.  She can come get it.  If she can’t, then we can collect it for her, but there’ll be a charge for it.” Darla told him.  He frowned at her, and she shrugged.  “Don’t worry, we’ll charge less than the bar’s towing company will.”  She gestured at the signs posted on the fence that listed the company, its phone number, and its standard rates for being allowed to impound a vehicle out of the lot.
 
   “Bitch.”
 
   “You said that already.” Darla sighed, pushing on his head to get him to duck into the back of the car.  When he was inside, she closed the door, then got in the front.  The car was a surplus police cruiser and the only difference between then and now were the lights and sirens.  She probably didn’t need the prisoner cage in the back, but it made anyone she put back there less likely to cause trouble.
 
   She started the engine and drove back around to the front.  There were a number of sirens going off in the distance, and she hesitated for several seconds before pulling out into the street.  But wherever they were, they weren’t on this street.  She kept hearing them though as she started the drive back to the west side of downtown Atlanta where the office and the Fulton County jail were located.
 
   


  
 



Chapter Three – You’re coming with me
 
   “What’s wrong with you?  Aren’t you listening?  They’re saying everyone should evacuate.  You’re headed right where they’re saying not to be!”
 
   “Shut up.” Darla told Duffs as she turned the radio down and pulled her phone out.  She triggered the speed dial, then wedged the phone between her ear and shoulder.  It started ringing, and she reached to tap her GPS unit’s zoom out feature.  The little screen dialed back from her usual four-ish block radius to show most of a mile around her current location.
 
   “APG Bonds.”
 
   “Beth.”
 
   “Darla!” Beth sounded a little panicked.  “Where are you?”
 
   “I’m northbound on the Connector.”
 
   “Jesus, they’re saying the roads are a disaster.”
 
   Darla glanced over at the southbound lanes, which were the ones leaving the heart of Atlanta.  She’d seen them that packed before, but not in the middle of the day.  Normally it was much later before the traffic gridlocked like this, and usually there was at least some movement.  Not now.  If the southbound drivers were making any progress, it was infinitesimal.  “Yeah, they’re pretty bad, but I’m getting off now.”
 
   “Where?”
 
   “Exit 244.” she said as she reached it.  I-75 northbound, into Atlanta, was almost deserted.  The few other vehicles she had seen were mostly emergency ones – fire trucks, police cars and ambulances.
 
   “Good, because once you pass I-20 the northbound Connector becomes a parking lot.”
 
   “Yeah, that’s what my GPS is showing.”
 
   “You still got Duffs?”
 
   Darla followed the long exit ramp as rose from the grade of the Connector towards the streets of South Atlanta.  “Yeah.  Need to drop him off.”
 
   “I don’t know if that’s going to work.”
 
   “How’s that?”
 
   Beth took an audible breath.  “I just got off the phone with the jail, and they’re in full lockdown.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “I don’t know the specifics, just that they’re closed to all new intake until further notice.  Tomorrow at least, judging by how stressed the guy who answered the phone sounded.”
 
   “Fuck me.”
 
   “Later.”
 
   “Hah-hah, funny.”
 
   “There’s nowhere we can put him.”
 
   “What about turning him in at another jail?” Darla mused thoughtfully.  “Bail violation is sufficient for anyone to take him in.  We could drop him somewhere outside the city just to get rid of him.”
 
   “Where are you taking me?” Duffs asked loudly from the backseat.
 
   “Shut up.” Darla said.
 
   “I’m not worried about him right now.” Beth said.  “I just didn’t want you to go to the jail and waste the trip.”
 
   “I wasn’t going to the jail first.”
 
   There was a long pause.  “I have my car here you know.”
 
   “I know.” Darla said tightly as she reluctantly stopped at the light when the long ramp finally dumped her out at University Avenue.  “But I’ve listened to the radio some while I was on the way back, and they’re saying conditions downtown are deteriorating rapidly.”
 
   “I’ll be fine.”
 
   “The hell you will.  You get weak in the knees at the thought of telling the guy at the dry cleaner’s he missed a spot.”
 
   “I’m not that bad.”
 
   “Yes, you are.” Darla shot back when the light finally changed to green.  She almost lost the phone checking in both directions, but she managed to ensure the road was clear without actually dropping the phone.  She turned left and headed west, using the Crown Vic’s powerful engine to accelerate rapidly.
 
   “I’m not a child.”
 
   “No, you’re my friend.” Darla said, suddenly choked up a little.  “You’ve put up with my shit since grade school, and it’s time I returned at least a couple of those favors.”
 
   “I can meet you somewhere–” Beth began.
 
   “No way.” Darla snapped.  “You lock the damn door, then unlock the storage locker in the back and load yourself for bear.  If anyone tries to get in, you use the damn shotgun, you hear me?”
 
   “I’m not going to shoot anyone.”
 
   “Yes, you are.  If they’re not me and they try to get through the door, then you put them on the ground.  I’ve been listening to the radio, I have an idea what’s happening.”
 
   “Now who’s shoveling bullshit?”
 
   Darla frowned.  “Okay, I don’t know for sure what’s going on, but I know about as much as anyone right now.  And whatever, exactly, is going on, I know if you wait to see if whoever comes through that door is nice or not-nice, you’ll be dead.  So you get ready and sit tight.  I’ll be there soon.”
 
   “You’re being stupid.”
 
   “You’re damn right.”
 
   “I should just leave.”
 
   “Bethany Anne Wilson, if you’re not there when I get to the office I’m going to find you.” Darla said with all the intensity she could muster short of tears.  “And when I do, I’m going to beat your ass until it’s three different colors.  Stay in there and wait for me.”
 
   “Promise?”
 
   Darla swallowed again, keeping her voice even and calm through sheer force of will.  “That’s a promise.  Wait for me.”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   “Okay.”  Darla thumbed the button that killed the call, then stuffed the phone back into her pocket.
 
   “You stupid bitch.” Duffs said.
 
   “Shut up.” Darla said again.
 
   “Make me.  I can hear the radio same as you.  This is a shit idea.”
 
   Darla pulled a small can with an orange label out of her pocket and popped the top off.  “Keep talking and I can let you have a couple of spritzes of this.”  Duffs subsided, but she could see him glowering at her in the rear view mirror.  Darla put the top back on the pepper spray and concentrated on her driving.
 
   University Avenue had a five block backup of cars trying to turn south onto the Connector, but that was eastbound.  Westbound was nearly clear.  She made the turn onto Metropolitan Parkway and sped north.  At first it was mostly clear, then about ten blocks up she found the road nearly half blocked by emergency vehicles that were parked on the sidewalk and in the right-hand lanes.  She took one quick glance at the side street they were spilling out of, and saw a lot more rotating lights and idling vehicles down there.  And a whole lot of people milling about on foot.
 
   She didn’t have any real problems until she was nearly to Northside Drive.  Just beyond Metropolitan curved west and changed names, but right around there was where several colleges were located; Morehouse, Spelman and Clark Atlanta.  And she thought she remembered a couple of grade or elementary schools nearby as well.
 
   According to the radio most of the worst spots were currently located near schools.
 
   Northside cut east for a ways before curving north, and she mostly wanted to go more north by northwest, but she turned right on Northside and followed it around.  She started passing more cars and pedestrians.  The cars all seemed to be driven by people who weren’t paying much attention to their driving, while the pedestrians seemed to come in two types.
 
   The first walked quickly, or ran, and mostly looked around almost constantly.  A few looked like they were hurt.  The other kind walked very slowly, mostly staggering and stumbling along, and seemed oblivious to trivialities such as sidewalks and traffic lights.  She began having to swerve around them when they came out into the road after her or another vehicle, and twice was forced to blow through lights when she saw them coming toward the Crown Vic while she was waiting at an intersection.
 
   At MLK Jr she cut east, then back north on Joseph Lowery Boulevard.  The traffic got a little thicker as the urban neighborhoods she drove through emptied their residents out to join the fray on the Interstates.  Darla managed to make it to Jefferson Street and turned into the little alley that led to the parking lot behind the office’s building with a little sigh of relief.
 
   She didn’t bother parking, she just pulled the Crown Vic up almost right on top of the door before jamming the gearshift into park and setting the brake.  As she opened her door she turned her head.  “Don’t go anywhere.”
 
   “Stupid bitch!” Duffs cursed as she stepped out of the car.
 
   “Right.” Darla said, surveying the lot swiftly.  A single van bearing their cleaning company neighbor’s logo sat at the back, and Beth’s little Hyundai was in its usual spot; but otherwise the lot was empty.  She transferred her keys into her left hand and headed inside.  The hallway was empty, and she paused to the side of the door to the office.
 
   Reaching out, she knocked on it twice.  “Beth, it’s Darla.” she said loudly.
 
   “Darla?”
 
   “Yeah, I’m going to use my key.”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   Darla worked the key in without moving in front of the door, then twisted and pulled on the knob when the lock clicked.  She waited a moment, then peeked around the corner.  Beth was sitting at her desk like she always was, but the Saiga-12 she had laid across the desk – pointed at the door – was new.  Darla smiled when she saw it.
 
   “Good girl.”
 
   “Darla, you know this ass kicking thing can go both ways, right?”
 
   “You can’t kick my ass.”
 
   “I can.” Beth said as she stood up and adjusted her purse when it swung from her shoulder.  “I’ll just have to be sneaky about it is all.”
 
   “Hah.”  Darla stepped inside and closed the door.  “You clean out the locker?”
 
   “Yeah.” Beth said, pointing at something behind the desk.  Darla came closer and saw the big duffel bag sitting there, lumpy from all the items Beth had loaded in.  She knew it would be heavy too; ammunition and weapons were not light.
 
   “Can you carry it to the car?”
 
   “I guess.  Where is it?”
 
   “Right outside the door, can’t miss it.”  Darla knelt and rifled through the bag quickly and came up with a holstered pistol.  She looked a little further and found a box of twelve gauge rounds, and a pair of magazines that went with the Glock.  “Here, give me that, and you take these.” she said, putting the gun and the magazines on the corner of the desk next to Beth.
 
   “What am I supposed to do with those?”
 
   “Put the holster on your belt and the magazines in your pockets.” Darla said as she opened the box and started stuffing twelve gauge shells into her pockets.
 
   “I’m not a very good shot.”
 
   “I know.” Darla said.  Ten shells should be enough.  If she needed more than that and didn’t have time to get them out of the box, then they were probably fucked anyway.  “But with everything that’s going on you’re going to carry.”
 
   Beth looked at the pistol distastefully for a few moments, then left the Saiga on the desk and picked up the handgun.  She got the holster situated on her right side, then drew the gun out uncertainly.  Darla put the box of shells back in the duffel and picked up the shotgun.  “Come on, like I showed you when we’re at the range.  Just keep your finger off the trigger unless you want to shoot.”
 
   Swallowing visibly, Beth thumbed the magazine release button to drop the magazine out into her left hand.  She looked at it to confirm there were rounds in it, then slid it back in until it clicked.  It took her two tries, but she managed to get a grip on the weapon and pull the slide back to load a round in.  She flinched a little when the slide snapped back forward, but she pulled on the slide just enough to look inside and confirm a round had loaded before she holstered the weapon again.
 
   “Good.” Darla said, taking the shotgun in her right hand and holding it across her chest.  “Let’s get the hell out of here.”
 
   “Right.” Beth said, scooping the magazines up and putting them in her back pocket, then lifting the duffel by its reinforced handles.
 
   “Stay right behind me.” Darla said, moving back to the door.  She opened it and looked out into the hallway in both directions before leaving the office and heading for the back door.  When she opened that, she saw the Crown Vic was right where it was supposed to be.  She opened the front passenger side door and pointed at the floorboard.  “Keep the duffel up here until we get rid of our guest.”
 
   “You fucking bitches, let me out of here.” Duffs shouted.
 
   “Shut up.” Darla said, looking around.  The parking lot was still empty.  She waited until Beth had maneuvered the duffel bag into the car and slid in after it before going around to the driver’s side and getting in.
 
   “Where are we going?” Beth asked as Darla started the engine.
 
   “West.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   “Because the heart of downtown is east of us.” Darla said as she dropped the gearshift into drive and spun the wheel.  She hung a tight u-turn and got back on Jefferson.
 
   “How?”
 
   Darla reached up and tapped the GPS on the dash, then frowned and thumbed the zoom out button a few times.  It had defaulted back to her preset when she’d shut the car off, and she needed the wider view.  When it was showing more of the surrounding area, she pointed at the red markings covering the Connector east of them.  Her GPS had a feed from a traffic reporting service that gave a near real-time overlay on road conditions.
 
   “I’ll bet you without looking that I-20 is as bad as that.”  She hung a right on US 278 and started heading west.  “So I’m thinking we can pick our way out on the side roads at least until we’re outside the Perimeter.”
 
   “Sounds good to me.”
 
   “Good.”
 
   Darla drove for a minute before Beth spoke again.  “I’m sorry you had to come get me.”
 
   “Don’t.” Darla said without heat.
 
   “I don’t like dragging you down–”
 
   “You’re not.”  Darla glanced over at her briefly.  “I told you, we’re friends, and I’m not going to just abandon you.  Especially with all the crazy shit that’s happening right now.”
 
   “I just wish you didn’t hav–”
 
   “Stop.  Stop thinking like that.  You’re important and I care, and that’s the end of it.  That’s all there is.  Nothing else matters.”
 
   “Aw, how sweet.” Duffs said in a sulky tone.
 
   Darla reached into her pocket and pulled out the can of pepper spray.  “If he says one more word, hit him with this, then roll your window down.  Don’t roll it down before, it makes the spray splatter around the car more.”
 
   Beth took the little canister gingerly.  “What are we going to do with him?”
 
   “Like I said, we can drop him at a jail outside the city.  Maybe Douglasville, that’s a decent ways outside of Atlanta so–”
 
   A car careened out of the cross street right ahead of them.  Darla swerved and braked automatically, but she had time to slow, and the car had made its turn and was accelerating west.  She started to relax, then caught movement on her right side just as Beth screamed something unintelligible.  Darla had time to whip her head around and see the second car following the first one out of the cross street just as it slammed into the right side of the Crown Vic’s engine compartment.
 
   The wheel spun beneath her fingers like it was possessed, and the car lurched left under the impact.  Darla kept her foot on the brake, pushing as hard as she could while tires screeched and laid down rubber on the pavement.  The car lurched again as it went over the curb, a metallic pinging and rattling sounded as the front bumper knocked down a chain link fence bordering a house, then all movement finally stopped.
 
   Darla shook her head twice as she took her hands off the wheel and flexed her fingers, trying to make sure everything important was still attached.  She felt a touch dizzy, but otherwise okay.  Turning her head, she saw Beth braced against the dashboard and breathing hard and fast, her eyes wide.
 
   “Beth, are you okay?”
 
   “What’s wrong with that guy?” she whispered.
 
   Darla blinked – that was not a response she’d expected – then followed the direction her friend was looking.  The car that had hit them was in the yard ahead of the Crown Vic, lying on its side.  It had rolled, badly, from the crumpled look of the roof.  She saw a figure hanging out of the shattered windshield.  “Oh shit.”
 
   “Is he okay?”
 
   “I don’t know.  Are you?”
 
   “I think I’m fine.”
 
   “Anything hurt?”
 
   Beth shook her head.  “No, I don’t think so.”
 
   “Okay.  Sit tight then, catch your breath.”  Darla got out and headed for the other car.  It had been a pretty nice Camaro, but it was headed for the junkyard now.  The front end was completely wrecked.  She ignored that beyond the initial glance though, focusing her attention instead on the person she could see draped half in and half out across the hood.
 
   “Hey, how are you doing?  You okay?” she asked, though it was almost a reflexive set of questions.  There was blood on the broken safety glass surrounding his form, and more in his hair.  But he moved when she spoke, lifting his head and craning it around so he could see her.  She stopped walking abruptly.
 
   His face was covered in blood, but he didn’t seem to mind.  The enormous laceration across his forehead, the broken nose, and the partially severed ear didn’t seem to bother him either.  In fact, there was almost no expression at all visible on his face.  Only his eyes conveyed anything at all.  And his eyes looked . . . hungry.
 
   “Is he okay?”
 
   Darla thought rapidly.  The radio reports had been all over the place, but they’d carried updates to – and repeated several times – the initial CDC warning.  One of the symptoms named for whatever this thing was had been lack of awareness, and another had been aggression.  She thought the utter disregard the guy was paying to his severe injuries counted for the first, and the way he started trying to claw his way out of the windshield to get at her qualified for the second.
 
   “Darla?”
 
   “He’s not okay.” Darla said abruptly, turning her back on him.  The way he was going, it would take him a few minutes – at least – to work his way out of the car.  She turned her attention to the Crown Vic and cursed.  The front end was badly crumpled on the right side.  She walked around so she could see the front panel better and cursed again.  The wheel was canted in at more than forty-five degrees.  The car was toast.
 
   “Beth, get out of the car.  Bring the bag.” Darla said, looking around.  She saw a couple of figures wandering about a block west, but they were the only others in sight at the moment.  Moving around to the driver’s side, she grabbed the Saiga.
 
   “The car is totaled.”
 
   “Yeah, I know.” Darla said, wishing her voice didn’t sound so grim.  “Put the bag up here on what’s left of the hood.”
 
   Beth used both hands and grunted twice, but she got the bag up.  Darla laid the shotgun next to it, then started going through the duffel’s contents.  “Here, put this on.” she said when she’d worked the spare body armor vest out from the bottom.
 
   “What?”
 
   “Beth!” Darla snapped, then winced and shook her head once.  “I’m sorry.  But, please.  Put it on.  Okay?”
 
   Beth took the vest, frowning, but started strapping it on over her blouse.  Darla began sorting through the rest of the bag’s contents.  She didn’t really want to get rid of anything she didn’t have to, but she also knew her friend wasn’t up to carrying the bag for more than maybe a mile or two if they hoofed it.  Darla was in better shape, but she didn’t want to carry it around very far either.  It wasn’t a proper backpack, and it would quickly wear out her arm and hand.
 
   “Here.” she finally said, taking out four boxes of nine millimeter ammunition.  “Stick these in your purse when you get done.”  That would shed five or so pounds out of the duffel.  She took the spare Beretta and holstered it on the right of her belt just to get it out of the bag, then decided to dump the tasers and their cartridges, along with the beanbag rounds for the shotgun.  From what the radio had been saying, she wasn’t entirely sure non-lethal weapons were going to be much use.
 
   When she hefted the bag again, it was more manageable.  Still heavy, but less so.  She frowned, but there was nothing for it.  She really didn’t want to lose anything else in it unless there was no other choice.  They’d just have to find a new car, or a ride, or at least a proper backpack, and soon.
 
   A noise behind her caused her to turn her head, and she saw the driver of the other car had managed to batter his – its – way through the windshield.  The man’s bloody face glistened under the bright afternoon sunshine.  Darla found her hand snaking around under the loose hem of her shirt, curling around the grip of the Beretta holstered at the base of her spine.
 
   “Hey, you need to back off, okay?” she said loudly.
 
   The driver didn’t seem to hear her, or if he did he was ignoring her.  He crawled out of the car and started trying to stand.
 
   “He’s one of . . . them?”
 
   Darla nodded silently.  Beth shuddered, violently enough for Darla to see even with her peripheral vision.  The man got his legs under himself and pushed upright like it wasn’t a sure thing, always only a couple of heartbeats from falling at any given moment.  When he was upright, he took one staggering step towards Darla.
 
   She drew the pistol and brought it around and up, leveling the weapon on the man and taking a step forward of her own.  “Back off man, not interested.”  He took another step.  Darla frowned and squeezed the trigger.
 
   The pistol barked, and a fresh hole appeared in the middle of the guy’s chest.  Darla paused, then her frown deepened into a fierce scowl.  There was not much blood, not nearly as much as there should be for having been shot in the chest with a nine millimeter round.  Worse, the guy didn’t even seem to mind.  In fact, he barely flinched when the bullet hit him.
 
   “Darla . . .” Beth said in a rising tone that made her unhappy fear quite evident.
 
   “I got it.” Darla said, raising her sights until they were centered on the driver’s nose.  She fired, then again just as rapidly as she could absorb the recoil; a practiced double tap.  As she brought the Beretta back down from the second round, she saw the man toppling over backwards.  Darla watched impassively as he collapsed on his back like a puppet with no strings, then watched for several long seconds to see what would happen.
 
   Nothing did; the guy was motionless.  She eased forward a couple of steps and spotted the pair of holes in his face.  The first was right on the bridge of his nose, the second on his forehead just below his hairline.  Again there was not nearly as much blood as there should have been, but she didn’t care.  They’d done the job.  He – it, whatever – was dead.
 
   “Tell me if he moves.” Darla said, holstering the pistol.  “Keep your eyes open in all directions too while you’re at it.  Don’t assume we’re safe.”
 
   “O-o-okay.” Beth’s voice said tremulously.
 
   Going around to the trunk, Darla opened it and pulled out her usual armor vest and quickly strapped it on.  She kept a box of nine millimeter there, which she grabbed along with the three extra magazines that she didn’t carry on her, but left the rest of the gear.  Tasers and flash-bangs and tear gas grenades weren’t going to help.  At least, she doubted they would.  Not if bullets to the chest didn’t.
 
   “Hey, get me the fuck out of here.” Duffs said as she went back up to the front of the Crown Vic.  Beth, finished with putting on the armor vest, glanced at Darla briefly before reaching into her pocket.  She pulled out the canister of pepper spray and leaned inside the passenger side of the car.
 
   “Hey, what the – aaaarrrrrghhhh!” Duffs shouted as she gave him a long blast of the stuff.  Beth pulled back out of the car in a hurry, the fumes would be annoying in such an enclosed space, and put the top on the little cylinder.  Duff continued yelling and thrashing around in the back seat, unable to wipe at his eyes and face though that wouldn’t help all that much with pepper spray.  It would only spread the oils around.
 
   Beth looked up at Darla and shrugged.  “You said if he talked again, spray him.”
 
   “Right.” Darla nodded.  She dumped the box of ammunition into the duffel, put the magazines into her pockets, then hefted the bag in her left hand experimentally.  It was what it was.
 
   “What are we going to do?”
 
   “We’re still going west.” Darla said.  “At least until we get outside 285.  If we have to walk, then we’ll walk, but maybe we can catch a ride.”
 
   “Maybe you should’ve let me not wear the vest if that’s what you want.” Beth smiled.
 
   Darla grinned.  “You’re a blonde.  That’ll probably be enough to get someone to stop.  But let’s get going.  I’d rather keep moving than sit around here hoping for a lift.”
 
   “What about him?”
 
   She glanced at Duffs, still thrashing around in the locked backseat of the car.  “Fuck him.” Darla shrugged.  “I don’t think the bail matters right now anyway.  If I’m wrong, then we’ll just file with the insurance.”
 
   “I hope you’re wrong.”
 
   “So do I.” Darla confirmed with a nod.  “Come on.”  She lifted the duffle with her left hand and picked up the shotgun with her right.  “Let’s get going.”
 
   Neither woman looked back as the handcuffed man in the car continued yelling.
 
   # # #
 
   


 
   
  
 



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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   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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