
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
   Time to Shine
 
   by David Rogers
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Time to Shine
 
   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
 
   


 
   
  
 

Foreword
 
   Zombies


 
   
  
 

Breaking News
 
   “—continues to urge everyone to stay indoors and not complicate the job emergency responders are attempting to do.”
 
   “But what are they doing?” broke in the television anchor, her normally polished tones sounding frazzled and unhappy.  “Conditions continue to worsen.  Some estimates already put the death toll in Atlanta alone into six figures.  That’s a hundred thousand!”
 
   “We’re doing everything we can.” the man on the screen said with a frown.
 
   “But is it enough?” pressed the anchor.
 
   “The governor has called up the National Guard, and not a selective call up either; the entire Georgia Guard Force has been activated and is either deployed, deploying, or assembling even now.”
 
   “Is it enough.” the anchor asked again.  “The scene in downtown Atlanta, for example, is nothing short of anarchy.”
 
   “Georgia Guard are in downtown, and more are on the way.  They’re working to restore order.”
 
   Joe snorted as he sipped his beer.  He had a lot of respect for the boys and girls in uniform, even reservists, but he’d been watching the local news for several hours now.  Much of their coverage was focusing on how Atlanta was disintegrating, and the pictures . . . and sounds . . . from the core of the city – not just the metro area, but the part of it that actually was Atlanta – showed it was a lost cause as far as he was concerned.
 
   Lifting the remote, he thumbed away from the shouting match the ‘interview’ with the Georgia Emergency Management Agency spokesman was devolving into.  As the television changed over to the ABC affiliate, a lettered black bar came up across the bottom third of the screen, and the phone rang.
 
   “Private number.” the screen read.
 
   Frowning, Joe considered for a moment, then shrugged and set his beer down so he could pick up the phone.  “Hello?”
 
   “Oh thank God Joe!” a woman’s voice said, sounding scared.
 
   “Tracy?” he asked, sitting up some.  “What’s wrong?”
 
   “Joe, I can’t get through to anyone.”
 
   “What?  What’s wrong?”
 
   “They’re outside.” she whispered, her panicked tone lowering to barely a whisper that he had to strain to hear.  He reflexively muted the television.  “They’re pounding on the door.  We’re trapped in the house and they’re about to get in.”
 
   “Who?”
 
   “The sick people.” she whispered.  “Joe, please.”
 
   Joe lurched up from his La-Z-Boy with a surge of adrenaline spiking through him.  “They’re there at the house?”
 
   “Yes.  Please, please, I’m sorry.”
 
   “You’ve got the boys?  They’re safe?”
 
   “We’re all here, but I don’t know how long we can hold on.”
 
   “Get upstairs.” Joe said, walking rapidly down the hallway to his ‘armory’.  “Barricade yourselves upstairs.”
 
   “JJ already blocked off the stairs, but if they can get through the door I don’t know how long the furniture will hold them off.”
 
   “Fight Tracy.  Get the gun I left you.”
 
   “Joe . . .” she said, for the first time sounding like the old Tracy he knew all too well.
 
   “This is no time for your crap Tracy.” he said a touch heatedly.  “Have you been watching the news?  It’s the apocalypse.  Get the gun.”
 
   “I don’t have it.” she said.  “I sold it a couple of months ago.”
 
   “What?  Why?” he demanded, flipping on the lights in the spare bedroom he kept the bulk of his gear in.
 
   “Because I didn’t like having it in the house.” she said snippily.
 
   “Bet you’re regretting that now huh?” he shot back, though he immediately wanted to take the harsh tone back as he heard her burst into tears.  “Okay, look, I’m sorry.  I don’t want to fight.”
 
   “I don’t want to fight either.” she said, back to whispering.  He heard one of the boys say something in the background on her side of the call, but he couldn’t make the words out.  “Can you come . . . please?”
 
   “I’ll be in the truck in five minutes.” Joe promised, lifting his equipment harness from the hook next to the first rifle rack.  “Do whatever you have to, but don’t let them bastards get upstairs, you hear me?”
 
   “Hurry.” she said.
 
   “Whatever you have to.” he repeated before hitting the button that killed the connection.  Putting the phone down on the workbench where he did his reloading, Joe started pulling the harness on.  Its pouches and loops were already preloaded with ammunition and gear, and only felt heavy until he got it buckled into place so the stuff rode close to his body and moved with him.
 
   From the rack, he took down his favorite AK-47 and checked it over quickly.  Even though the weapon was famous for not needing even cursory maintenance, Joe liked to take good care of all his guns.  The AK’s bolt gleamed with the evidence of its most recent cleaning when he pulled it back.  Satisfied, he slung it behind his shoulder and reached for extra ammunition.
 
   * * * * *
 
   “Jesus, the news sure weren’t kidding.” Joe muttered as he drove across I-575 on Highway 92.  575 split off from I-75 to the south, running north toward Canton and Ball Ground even though it soon lost the 575 moniker and was just State Route 5 for much of the distance.  It, and I-75, were the major arteries from Atlanta to the northern part of the state.  Beneath him, however, the lanes of 575 were a complete mess.
 
   Joe had discovered many of the roads were chaotic upon leaving the little house he’d rented after the divorce.  Woodstock wasn’t Atlanta, though it was part of the metro area, but even allowing for that he’d been surprised at how much was going on outside.
 
   People seemed to be everywhere.  The shop had closed up a little before two, in accordance with the Governor’s orders for all non-essential businesses to close; and Joe had gone home.  He’d been content to sit in his La-Z-Boy and watch the news.  Others, it seemed, had done anything but.
 
   Abandoned and wrecked vehicles were everywhere.  He could hardly go a block without either passing or weaving around a vehicle that had hit another, run off the road, overturned, caught fire, or simply been left.  Most of them were still in the road too, which made him shake his head.  It was right there in the driver’s manual; which no one ever bothered to read.  First rule after an accident, move the vehicles off the roadway.
 
   But that had all been surface streets.  575 though, was like something out of a movie.  Atlanta’s traffic was not good even on the best of days; but 575 was crammed with cars all trying to go north.  And not just the travel lanes either; both breakdown lanes on the left and right were packed bumper to bumper with cars and trucks.  And the shoulders were seeing some use as well.
 
   Not a horrible idea if one had to get somewhere, but unfortunately most of the idiots trying were in crappy urban vehicles that couldn’t even handle gravel on asphalt very well.  Grassy ditches and the uneven terrain of the interstate’s shoulders was causing problems, and making an already terrible situation that much worse.  Just as he looked, he saw a little import sedan stop moving and spin its tires as the driver managed to get stuck in a patch of soft ground.
 
   That wasn’t the worst of it either.  The roads weren’t just crammed with cars; there were a lot of people on foot too.  Some looked like they’d lost their vehicles; carrying briefcases and bags, many wearing obvious work clothing like suits and ties or service jumpsuits and the like.  Others appeared to be trying to flee the area, hauling backpacks or pushing grocery carts with stuff in them.
 
   But the problem ones were those who were just like the people he’d been seeing on the news all afternoon.  The ones who were sick, who were attacking people.  They didn’t seem to be able to move very fast; even a child walking normally could outpace them slightly.  An adult didn’t even have to jog to stay ahead of them.  But they were persistent, seemingly tireless, and ignored everything in their fixed attempts to get at anyone they saw.
 
   They’d walk right through traffic, right into traffic, if the mood struck them.  He’d already seen two such ‘people’ run over; and neither had stayed down.  One had started crawling with only arms in use; the other staggered back up and walked on the shattered stump of a lower leg that showed bone grinding into the pavement on every step.  And not even wincing as he did it.
 
   A horn blared, and he jerked his attention back to his own driving.  A car ahead of him had slewed to a stop.  Joe had room, so he put his truck right past the car without stopping.  As he went by, he saw the driver struggling with someone in the passenger seat next to her, her mouth open in a scream that he couldn’t hear.  Blood began to spurt, splattering heavily across the interior of the windshield, when the passenger got their teeth into her neck.
 
   His phone rang, and Joe looked away from the scene.  Gawking was a good way to get into a wreck, and somehow he didn’t want to be on foot right now.  The news didn’t seem to have any explanations about what was happening; but they’d shown him a lot about what was going on; and it was bad.
 
   “Yeah?” he said, flipping his phone open and thumbing the button that answered the call as he held the phone up to his face.
 
   “Joe?”
 
   “Yeah Bob, where you at?”
 
   “Bells Ferry at Tate Creek.”
 
   “Good.  We’ll get there about the same time then.”
 
   “Man, you sure about this?  Your ex ain’t worth it.”
 
   “Tracy’s got my boys.” Joe said calmly.  “And you owe me.”
 
   “I might not owe you this much.” Bob answered.  “I mean, are you seeing what the fuck is going on?”
 
   “I’m driving through it, and I been watching the TV, so yeah.  Look, five minutes and we’re there.  We clear the yard, the house, then pack the boys and her into the trucks and haul ass back to my place.”
 
   “Yeah, then what?”
 
   “I talked to Jake a little while ago.  He said he’s got the cabins and there’s plenty of room, no problems up there at all.  We load gear into the trucks, then get our asses on up to Johns Mountain and hunker down while the world ends.”
 
   “Ain’t gonna be that easy.”
 
   “Course it ain’t.” Joe snorted.  “But we know what we’re doing.  We’re a hell of a lot better off than most of these stupid fuckers out here.”
 
   “Yeah, guess that’s right.” Bob said with an audible matter-of-fact shrug in his voice.  “Alright, in and out then.”
 
   “In and out.” Joe agreed.  “Shit, gotta go.”
 
   He closed the phone and stuffed it into the shirt pocket of his fatigues before grabbing for the steering wheel and swerving.  One of the sick, a guy who looked like he’d been doing himself up in goth makeup he was so pale, stepped out into the road ahead of the truck.  Joe felt more than heard the thud as the bumper slammed into the poor bastard.  The big truck juddered lightly, but the impact didn’t do much to really affect it.
 
   The pedestrian, sick or not, however, went flying like he’d been shot out of a cannon.  Joe watched as the guy went at least ten yards before hitting the ground in an ass-over-elbows tumble that skidded and rolled him sickeningly across the pavement.  Joe didn’t stop, not even when he saw the guy hit a street sign pole and his right arm came off at the shoulder.  In the rear view mirror, Joe saw the hapless bastard stand right the fuck back up – missing arm and shattered knee hardly even seeming to slow him – still looking at the truck.
 
   “Motherfucker.” Joe breathed, shaking his head.  The news said the sick were aggressive and dangerous, but getting hit by a F-250 and not even minding when half your limbs ripped off or got broken into little useless pieces was beyond the pale.
 
   He slowed when he saw the turn into Tracy’s neighborhood.  As he made it ,he saw the area was covered in the sick fuckers.  She’d moved over to Ackworth, into a little satellite community of Atlanta commuters.  All of them with identical cookie-cutter houses, cookie-cutter yards, and cookie-cutter lives; with little cookie-cutter lives as office drones and store managers.  He hadn’t liked them then, and he liked them now that they were sick even less.
 
   Tracy’s house was smack in the middle of the subdivision; two blocks down, second turn, then another block and a half on the right.  Gritting his teeth, he kept his foot on the gas and just rammed the truck right into the crowds.  He was confident in the reinforced bumper, big V-8 engine, and the oversized tires and shocks.  Worst case, maybe he had to replace the headlights or turn signals, and dented up the hood and fenders some.  No big deal.
 
   Sure enough, the truck powered through the crowd of sick people with barely a pause.  He ignored the shaking and rocking as bodies were flung aside, the thumping as a few of the sick managed to stagger around in time to slam at the vehicle as it surged past, and just kept going.  He’d seen the news; these people were beyond hope.  They were attacking everyone they got their hands on; this was no time to be delicate.
 
   So he just kept his foot down all the way down to the turn to her street, slowed just enough to be certain he wouldn’t roll or skid, and powered through until he reached her house.  As he rolled up, he saw she hadn’t been kidding.  As bad as the blocks between Highway 92 and her house had been, the yard and first floor looked worse.
 
   If he bothered to make an estimate, he’d guess he’d run over maybe three or four dozen people getting here, and passed perhaps at least that many more.  Call it somewhere around a hundred.  Tracy’s house had managed to attract itself a good chunk more; enough that they were spilling out of the doorway, even tumbling through or stuck in some of the first floor windows, as they forced their way in.
 
   Joe bared his teeth at the scene.  He’d seen cops and soldiers on the TV shooting up crowds like this; so he was in the clear to open up too.  First though, he thought it might be prudent to create some breathing room.  Jerking the steering wheel to the left some, he felt the tires bump up over the curb, hum across the sidewalk, flatten a number of the stupid little flowers planted on the border of the yard next to the sidewalk, and then the bumper was plowing through the victims standing around in the outer edge of the yard.
 
   As soon as he was lined up to make the pass by the house, Joe goosed the accelerator and hung on as bodies flew.  This was definitely no time to be delicate.  He didn’t want to wreck the truck, but the more of these fucking monsters he took out the better.  The V-8 roared, and he yelled excitedly as he ran down everything on the edge of the yard; including Tracy’s mailbox.  That’s what made the largest bump, but the bumper knocked it down just as easily as it did all the sick people.
 
   Joe rammed through the little row of foot high bushes dividing her yard from the next one over, drifted back into the street, then ran most of a block down the street before turning around.  This next pass he wanted more speed, and that took a little room to build up.  He lined up and got going, watching the speedometer jump well over the neighborhood’s “Children at Play” limit.
 
   The shocks handled the curb crossing without incident.  Joe blasted through the bushes on the edge of the yard again and guided the truck to swing in as close to her house as he dared.  He didn’t care about hitting the house, but he did mind if he wrecked the truck.  That would complicate things.  So he was cautious and left more room than he liked between it and the house as he whipped through the yard within a couple of feet of the structure.
 
   Bodies tumbled in all directions.  Several were lifted and sent hurtling out ahead of him, others sideways.  Two smacked into the house above the level of the first floor windows, and a couple more he managed to hit twice as they came down in time to be ground under the oversized tires.  Even with the off-road shocks he was hanging on for dear life as he finished the pass, there were so many sick people beneath the truck.
 
   Curving toward the street, Joe saw another truck approaching.  This one was smaller, but had a much more elaborate paint job.  Bob always did go more for flash than form.  Joe shook his head slightly, but he was a little to juiced up to really tisk over his friend’s vehicle.  Instead, he got his own truck slowed enough to make another u-turn – this time not bothering to go back into the street, just tearing up the grass in the next yard over as  he spun around– so he could point back at Tracy’s house.
 
   Stopping at the edge of her yard, Joe set the brakes and made sure the transmission was in park, then grabbed for his AK.  Despite his off-roading, there was a sick guy who’d managed to retain his feet and was approaching his door.  Joe used his foot to add power to the door as he slammed it open hard, enough so that he knocked the sick bastard backwards.  That gave Joe enough room to hop down from the truck and run around to the back.  He climbed up into the truck, using the trailer hitch and bumper as stepping points.
 
   The truck was jacked up enough that it could off-road without problems; so he was pretty confident the height and the bed walls would cover him long enough to do some shooting.  And he could move to the top of the cab if necessary.  But for the moment, he was in the clear.  None of the sick fuckers could reach him.
 
   “What the hell are you doing?” Bob shouted from the street.
 
   “Clearing the yard so we can get them out.” Joe yelled back as he raised the AK.  The sights were simple, but familiar to him from many hours of use.  His thumb clicked the selector lever over to semi-auto as he settled the sights on the nearest victims.  This was why he shot so often.  Well, it was fun as hell, but also so that when it counted everything came automatically.  Good aim wasn’t nearly as easy as the damn movies made it look; sights were on the gun for a reason.
 
   The assault rifle’s first round went into the chest of a teenager with long hair and multiple piercings, and not just in his ears either.  The jewelry included several in his nose, and at least one glint of metal on the kid’s mouth.  Joe frowned slightly as he took it in, then frowned harder when he saw the heavy seven six two bullet hadn’t put the fucker down.  Opened a hole in his chest nearly big enough to put a man’s hand into, yes; killed him, no.
 
   Joe remembered the television showing others shooting at the sick people.  And he remembered the stories some of his survival buddies liked.
 
   “Fucking zombies.” he muttered with a slight shake of his head as he deflected his aim up to the teen’s face.  He hadn’t believed it, not really, until now.  But he could see the wound.  No one took a seven six two in the chest, with or without armor, and didn’t go down.  Especially not a skinny little punk like this bastard.  Joe didn’t go in for a lot of tall tales, but he heard the talk and the word for this was zombies.
 
   He knew how you were supposed to deal with zombies.
 
   His next round went in just above the kid’s lip piercing.  The bullet was big and fast, with enough energy to really make a mess.  When he hunted he sometimes used steel jacketed rounds just to keep from blowing away too much of a deer’s carcass with the shot.  These were just regular lead bullets though, simple and effective.
 
   The zombie’s head disintegrated from the jaw up.  Joe actually saw the jaw flying away in a red and white arc of blood and bone, as the body crumpled down to the ground.  He grunted slightly; good, the tale tellers weren’t kidding.  Head shots were the way to go.
 
   Quickly, he started shooting as rapidly as he could aim the rifle and squeeze the trigger.  Whenever the truck rocked or shifted beneath him, he’d check and shoot whatever zombie had wandered up next to it, then go back to shooting at whatever was in Tracy’s yard.  He went through two magazines before he ran out of targets.  Well ,there were more down the street in either direction, but he wasn’t planning on staying long enough to play Rambo all up and down the block.
 
   He was just here for his boys.
 
   “Jesus fucking Christ!” Bob shouted as Joe hopped down.  The other man had stopped his truck in the street in front of the house, and had joined in with a pistol from his driver’s seat.  Joe saw a number of twitching and crawling zombies in front and back of his friend’s truck; apparently Bob had run some over.  The ones who’d been smashed beneath the vehicle didn’t look dead.  Most of them looked pretty fucked up, with mangled legs and splintered arms, but they were still flopping around.  Some were even managing to crawl.
 
   “Watch yourself man.” Joe called as he hit the ground on the passenger side of his truck and opened the door.  Reaching in, he pulled out a shotgun, and two gun belts with holstered nines before slamming the door closed again.  The belts he draped over himself, and the shotgun he sort of got looped through the belts so it’d stay with him and be out of the way.
 
   “TV didn’t make things out to be this bad.”
 
   “Lying fuckers.” Joe yelled back as he charged toward Tracy’s house.
 
   “Why would they lie about this?”
 
   “Why do they always lie?”
 
   Bob just shook his head.  He got out of his truck and removed an AR-15 from the rack in the back window, moving to join the other man.  Joe slowed down as he approached the pile of bodies near the front door, making sure none were moving.  A couple he shot just because he felt like it, because he wasn’t entirely sure.
 
   By the time Bob was with him, Joe had made it to the threshold and gotten his first good look inside the house.  The room wasn’t overly large, but there were still about a dozen zombies inside.  Most were near the stairwell, and some had obviously broken limbs.  Several were on the ground, being trampled beneath the feet of their monster brethren.  That the ones being walked on didn’t seem to mind, or even object, bothered him more than anything else.
 
   “Shoot to clear.” Joe said loudly, dropping to one knee to make room for Bob – behind him – to shoot as well.  He still got his first two bullets off before Bob followed suit though.  The closest zombies had already started turning toward the two men, and they died first.  Joe found it odd how there didn’t seem to be a lot of gore.  Heads and necks shattered and split, yes.  There was blood, yes.  But there was none of the spurting of severed arteries he was used to.
 
   You shot a deer in the neck or head, and red stuff could jet out a good five or seven feet sometimes; more if it was a big bastard with a powerful heart.  Blood moved fast, that was the point of it; to move around in the body.  But none of the zombies seemed to bleed.  They just sort of . . . dribbled a little.  Their skulls and spines would fragment under the seven six two, and five five six, bullets of the two men; but except for how the bone bits rattled off the walls, there wasn’t much in the way of mess.
 
   It was crazy, but he didn’t care too much about the details.  He and Bob finished clearing the last of the zombies in view, and the sound of gunshots faded as the last body hit the floor.
 
   “Dad?” he heard Junior calling as his ears unclenched.
 
   “JJ?” Joe yelled back.
 
   “Dad!” he heard Jack calling as well.
 
   The living room was clear.  “Moving, don’t plug me.” Joe said loudly to Bob before rising from his kneeling posture and heading for the stairs.  He nearly tripped over bodies three times, trying to walk with his rifle at the ready was a lot harder than it looked when there was so much stuff in the way on the floor.  Joe made it to the stairwell and swung around with the rifle, though he made sure his finger was up along the receiver rather than caressing the trigger.
 
   His boys were up there.
 
   But there were also five more zombies, three of them right at the top of the stairs pushing and pounding at a little couch that had been shoved into position to block the stairwell.  A shelving unit was piled up atop it, adding to the blockade, and he saw Junior and Jack both leaning on the furniture from the rear as the zombies pushed on it from the front.
 
   “Boys, get away from the stairs.” Joe yelled.  One of the zombies that wasn’t up next to the couch turned at the shout, but Joe wasn’t ready to fire yet.  Bullets went through things; that’s what bullets were designed to do.  His AK would go through two or three bodies at once if they were lined up together, and standard house walls and doors and floors were no match for the energy carried by the seven six two rounds.  He didn’t want to hit his boys.  “You hear me?  Get away from the stairs, get in one of the bedrooms so I can shoot.”
 
   “Joe!” he heard Tracy screaming.
 
   “Dad, they’ll get through.”
 
   “Goddamnit, get away from the stairs so I can shoot.” Joe yelled, swinging the stock of his AK around, buttstroking the close zombie so it fell back against the stairs.  The shock of the impact vibrated through the weapon and up his arms.  The zombie he’d hit had a dent, an actual dent, in its forehead that showed cracked bone and was deep enough for him to put his fingertip into.
 
   “Jack, come on!” he heard Junior saying loudly, and a moment later he saw both boys disappear off to the right of the upstairs hallway.
 
   “Stay away from the stairs.” Joe yelled again, raising the rifle.  At this range he hardly didn’t even need to properly aim, but he did anyway; putting the sight post on the zombies’ skulls one by one before firing.  The rounds punched through the heads, splintering and spreading them across the stairs, and through the stairs and upstairs walls as well.  He saw the holes; including a rather big one that had gone through the couch.
 
   “Clear.” he yelled.  “Coming up.”
 
   Kicking at the bodies, Joe got to the top of the stairs and put his shoulder against the furniture.  He heaved, pushing at the stuff, then swore when his feet slipped on the stairs and brought him painfully down to his knees.  Catching himself against the banister before he tumbled and slid all the way down, he stepped on the back of a dead – dead-dead now – zombie and got back up.
 
   “You okay man?” Bob asked.
 
   “Mother fu—shit!” Joe said, annoyed as he shoved at the furniture again.
 
   “Want some help?”
 
   “No, I got it.” he panted as he got the couch shifted far enough back for people to fit past.  “Cover the living room will you?”
 
   “We ought not stand around here too long.”
 
   “I know!” Joe said.  “Just shoot anything that come through the doors or windows, okay?”
 
   “Just hurry up.”
 
   Joe squeezed past the furniture and saw Tracy standing in the doorway of her bedroom, clutching at Junior and Jack.  “You guys okay?”
 
   “Dad!” the boys said, breaking away from their mother and running to him.  “You came.”
 
   “Of course I did.” Joe said, putting the safety on his AK before dropping it on the floor and leaning to greet his sons.  “Didn’t think a bunch of zombies were gonna keep your old man from saving the day did you?”
 
   “No.”
 
   “No.”
 
   “You boys were doing a good job on that barricade.” he said as he hugged them, one in each arm.  “That was good thinking.”
 
   “It was my idea.” Jack said.
 
   “Adding the shelves was mine.” Junior added quickly.
 
   “Was not.” Jack protested.
 
   “Enough.” Joe said firmly.  “Argue over who thought of what later.  For now, you take these, and put them on.” Joe said, straightening and starting to unsling the two gun belts he’d brought in.
 
   “Joe . . .” Tracy said immediately, with that tone in her voice.  The one he was all too familiar with.
 
   “Tracy, this isn’t the time.” Joe said as he kept the shotgun in his left hand and held the dangling pistols out to his sons.
 
   “They’re just kids.”
 
   “I’m not a kid.” both boys said immediately, echoing one another.
 
   “Junior’s fourteen.” Joe pointed out.
 
   “Not for another two weeks.” his ex-wife objected.
 
   “Close enough.”
 
   “Jack’s only eleven.”
 
   “And this isn’t the time to be coddling them.” Joe said.
 
   “It’s too dangerous!”
 
   Joe ignored her for the moment and focused his attention on his sons.  “You boys remember what I taught you, right?”
 
   “Never point a gun at anything you don’t want to kill.” Jack said immediately, fumbling with the gun belt as he looped it around his hips.
 
   “Finger off the trigger until you want to fire.  Sights are for aiming.” Junior added, buckling his belt into place without a problem.
 
   “And never shoot unless it’s the only choice.” Joe finished, nodding approvingly.
 
   “It’s okay to shoot people who attack us, right?” Jack asked.  The belt nearly slipped as he let the leather slip through his fingers.  Joe knelt and helped his youngest get the buckle secured.  Each belt had a holstered pistol on the right side, with five little leather holders on the left and back sides where magazines of extra bullets were close at hand.  It wasn’t heavy, but it wasn’t exactly light either.
 
   “Boys, you shoot anything that tries to take a bite or a grab at you or your mother.  Aim for the head.”
 
   “Just like the movies?”
 
   “Joe.” Tracy said.
 
   “Just like the movies.” Joe said as he picked up the AK and shotgun and stood once more.  “Now make sure those belts are on snug and stand there by the stairs while I talk to your mom.”
 
   “Okay.” Junior said, tugging on his brother’s arm.
 
   “You boys don’t shoot me.” Bob called from the bottom of the stairs.  “I’m here with your dad.”
 
   “Yes, don’t shoot Bob.” Joe said when the boys looked at him.
 
   “Joe, this is a bad idea.” Tracy said.
 
   “Tracy, have you been watching the news?  Fuck that; have you looked downstairs or out the window recently?”
 
   “We just need to get to a safe place.”
 
   “There we agree.”
 
   “I think there’s a refugee camp forming somewhere up 75.” she said, pulling out her smartphone.  “The governor says the state’s working with FEMA to start setting them up.”
 
   “What?  Fuck that.” Joe said angrily.
 
   “There’s police and soldiers there.” she shot back just as heatedly.
 
   “Yeah, they been a lot of help so far?”
 
   “We’ve got to trust the authorities.”
 
   “Fuck that too.” Joe said, thrusting the shotgun at her.  “Take this.”
 
   Her lips tightened, pressing together in a narrow line.  “You know how I feel about guns.”
 
   “How do you feel about getting eaten by the neighbors?” he demanded.  “Tracy, like it or not, we’re in the middle of the Goddamned apocalypse.  You can play bleeding heart pansy liberal some other time.”
 
   “Joe—”
 
   “For now, take this and be ready to use it if something comes at you.” he continued, rolling right over her protests.
 
   “This is your plan, for us to all arm ourselves and go out in a blaze of glory?”
 
   “No.” he said, scowling at her.  “I got in touch with the Dentons, and they say we can come up to their campground.”
 
   “That’s not that far from Cartersville, where the closest refugee camp is supposed to be setting up.”
 
   “No way.” Joe said, shaking his head.  “We’re better off with George and Jake.”
 
   “Them two hic—” she started before cutting herself off.
 
   “Us hick redneck fuckers know how to take care of ourselves.” Joe answered, knowing exactly what she’d been about to say.  “Saved you and the boys didn’t we?”
 
   “Joe, look, I’m grateful.  But going up to the mountains?”
 
   “Not the mountains, one mountain; Johns Mountain.”
 
   “How are we going to know what’s going on if we head off into the sticks?”
 
   “When we don’t see no zombies running around eating folks.” Joe shrugged, shoving the shotgun at her again.  “Now take this and come on.”
 
   “Look, thanks for coming over, but I can’t let you take the boys out into the middle of nowhere at a time like this.”
 
   “Let me?” Joe demanded angrily.  “Let me?  Jesus Tracy, you hate me that much?”
 
   “No!” she said quickly, though he saw the flicker of agreement in her eyes.  “I mean, this isn’t the time to go into that again.  But I’ve got custody—”
 
   “Great job you’re doing too.” Joe said, gesturing at the bullet holes at the top of the stairs, and the bits of zombie skull scattered across the wall and carpet.  “Take a look out the window at the front yard and come tell me again how you know what’s best.”
 
   “None of that shit’s my fault.” she snapped.
 
   “Didn’t say it was.” he shot back.  “But why don’t we head on up to the cabins so we can argue at length where it’s safe.”
 
   “Why don’t we just get to one of the refugee centers.”
 
   “Because I said the cabins are safer.”
 
   “How do you know that?”
 
   “Who got you out of here?” he demanded.
 
   “We’re not out of here yet.”
 
   Joe gritted his teeth.  “Only because you’re arguing about it.” he got out, struggling to not start yelling at the top of his lungs.  “Look, it’s not like we’ll be cut off from everything up there, okay?  The Dentons have TV and radio, and not just aerials either; they’ve got a satellite dish and a full channel package for the city types who come up for a weekend of ‘roughing it’.  We can keep an eye and ear on what’s happening, alright?”
 
   “And if things get better?”
 
   “Jeez, we’ll come back then.”
 
   “Humph.” she snorted.
 
   “Tracy, it’s not like I’m happy about this.” Joe told her.
 
   “Yeah?” she all but sneered.  “You’ve been waiting for something like this your whole life.”
 
   “What?  Of course not!”
 
   “Yeah, right, that’s why you own more guns than shirts, why you spend most of your free time shooting and hunting and camping, and why you have all that other stuff in your place for in case the world ends.”
 
   “Tracy, sweetheart—”
 
   “Don’t call me that.”
 
   Joe sighed.  “Tracy, I hate to break it to you, but the world is ending.”
 
   “They’re going to get a handle on things.”
 
   Below, several gunshots rang out as Bob shot at something.  Joe sighed again.  “If they do, fine.  But if they don’t, sitting around waiting for something that doesn’t come is kind of stupid, isn’t it?”
 
   She was silent, and he nodded.  “Okay, look.  You want to head to one of the camps, or a police station, or whatever; fine.  You do that.  Good luck.  But I’m taking the boys and we’re going up to Johns Mountain.  If you change your mind about things, that’s where you’ll find us.”
 
   “The judge gave me custody.” she said immediately.
 
   “Yeah?  Great, you go ahead and call your lawyer, get another set of papers drawn up about it.” he said as he turned.
 
   “Goddamnit Joe!”
 
   He counted to three, slowly, then looked over his shoulder at her.  “Tracy, if you’re right and I’m not, then I’ll go to court and be happy about it.  I’ll even pay the fees.  But if I’m right, and you’re not, then staying here – staying anywhere near here – is suicide.  Jesus, I had to shoot nearly four dozen cannibalistic monsters to get up here to fight with you.
 
   “Come on, with me and the boys.  We’ll be safe, and we can see what happens next without having to risk our lives finding out, alright?”
 
   More shots came from downstairs, and Bob’s voice came up the stairwell in their aftermath.  “Joe, starting to get kind of interesting down here.  Wrap it up.”
 
   “Coming.” Joe yelled back.  “Tracy?”  She was silent for several moments, and he finally shrugged.  “Okay, good luck.”
 
   “Wait, I’m coming.” she blurted as he moved toward the stairwell, dropping the shotgun on the floor.  He had others; and somehow he was certain he’d rather get moving that futz around with carrying the weapon she clearly didn’t want.
 
   “Great, truck’s outside.  Stick close.” he said, squeezing past the furniture and heading down the steps.  “Boys, you stay behind me, okay?  And keep your eyes open for anything coming at us that I don’t see, got it?”
 
   “Got it.”
 
   “Yes sir.”
 
   “Good.” Joe nodded to them as he went past and touched Bob on the shoulder.  “Heading out.  Cover the rear would you?”
 
   “Finally.” Bob said, deflecting his rifle so the other man could take the lead.  “I’m on it.”
 
   Joe unslung his weapon and eyed the yard through the doorway.  Some of the zombies he’d shot on the way in were visible, but he also saw another handful upright and taking an interest in the house.  No, not the house; the people they saw inside it.  They were staggering in this direction, often tripping over the inert bodies at their feet as they got tangled up in the uneven and obstructed footing out on the grass.
 
   Bringing the AK up, Joe snapped off several shots, killing the closest and most able of the zombies, then eased forward.  Stopping just short of the doorway, he shot another couple of the zombies, but missed a third that went down right as he fired.  Frowning, Joe stepped out so he could get a clear shot as the zombie disappeared behind the low hedges Tracy had planted up against the porch railing.
 
   Something grabbed his foot, tugging strongly.  Before he realized what was happening, he was falling.  He let the AK go so he didn’t bend the barrel up by jamming it into the ground as he went down, then he was hitting the wooden boards.  Pain flared through his legs and hips, and his left hand, as he slammed down.  He was an active outdoorsman, but he wasn’t in the kind of shape he’d been in ten years ago.  Now a days he carried more weight, and was less sure on his feet.
 
   The impact with the ground hurt, especially when he wasn’t ready for it; but then real pain flared through his leg as he felt sharp biting teeth tear into the flesh of his calf.  Howling in agony, he looked down to see a zombie laying on the ground with his leg in both hands, and its teeth in his flesh just above his low topped hiking boot.  As he got eyes on what was happening, the thing was ripping a sickeningly large mouthful of bloody tissue free and starting to chew.  Blood was spurting across its face, but it didn’t seem to mind in the slightest.
 
   “Jesus, it’s fucking eating me.” he thought dimly as he clawed for the pistol holstered at the small of his back.  He got it out and started to raise it, but another gun went off three times in rapid succession before he could get his pointed properly.  The zombie’s head split open under the impact of the bullets, and the hands on Joe’s leg went slack.  He yanked his limb away and scrambled backwards to get clear of the corpse, as his oldest son stepped out of the doorway with the Beretta clasped in both hands and sweeping around in a careful check of the area.
 
   “Dad!” Jack yelled, squeezing out of the doorway after his brother.
 
   “I got him Dad.” Junior said firmly, moving to the edge of the porch.  “There’s still more in the yard though.”
 
   “Good.” Joe gasped, reaching into one of his equipment pouches for the first aid kit.  “Shoot anything coming at us.”  It took him two tries to get it split open, but inside he had several large gauze pads, plus tape and a bunch of other stuff.  As he ripped the package of one of the pads open, he heard Junior shoot several more times.
 
   “Oh jeez.” Bob said unhappily, emerging from the doorway as Jack fell to his knees next to his father.  “That sucks man.”
 
   “Tell me about it.” Joe got out.  Christ; his leg hurt.  It was way worse than being shot, which had happened to him on a hunting trip when he was seventeen.  The wound on his leg was several inches across, maybe half that high, and deep enough that it went nearly to the bone.  “About mouth sized.” he thought morbidly as he slapped the white pad into place over it.  Blood gushed out beneath it as he pressed down, staining through the pad almost immediately.  “Not good.”
 
   “Hang on, I’ll get my truck and pull it into the yard.” Bob was saying as Joe fumbled to rip another pad open with his teeth.  “So you won’t have to move that far.”
 
   “Great.” he muttered.
 
   “What can I do Dad?” Jack asked anxiously.
 
   “Help your brother.” Joe said as he got the second pad out and doubled it across the first.  He was still bleeding quite heavily  Maybe he needed to tourniquet his leg.  “Make sure the area’s clear.”
 
   “Right.” Jack said, bouncing up and running around his father.  As the boy drew the pistol from his belt holster, Tracy emerged from the house and gave a little chopped off squeak of a scream.  He saw she’d picked up the shotgun from upstairs, but she dropped it when she saw what had happened to him.
 
   “Oh my God!”
 
   “Yeah, sucks.” Joe said, sitting up and starting to undo his belt.  He didn’t have anything else really good to put all-around pressure on his leg with except medical tape; and that wasn’t the best way to do it anyhow.  “Tracy, promise me you’ll get the boys up to the Dentons at Johns Mountain.”
 
   “We need to get you to a hospital!” she blurted.
 
   Joe shook his head painfully as he struggled to pull his belt off one handed, the other occupied with keeping the bandage pads in place over his bite wound.  “Hospitals are disaster zones.  Been watching the news all afternoon.  Don’t go near them; they’re way worse than what’s happening here.”
 
   “But you need a doctor.”
 
   “I need to know my boys are going to be safe.” he snapped.  Jack and Junior were both shooting now.  Bob was too, circling out wide to stay clear of the boys’ firing lanes and shooting as he moved toward his truck.
 
   “The porch is covered in blood.” Tracy said as he finally got his belt off.  “Your blood.” she added pointedly.  “I don’t care how tough you think you are.”
 
   “I don’t either.” he said, looping the belt around his leg just below the knee and starting to work on the buckle.  “Just promise me Tracy.  Johns Mountain.  Stick with Bob.  He knows the way and is going there.  He’ll take you all with him.”
 
   “You’re coming too.”
 
   “I guess.” he gasped as he finally got the belt threaded and was able to pull it tight.  It hurt when the leather sank into his flesh – not as much as the teeth had, or the wound did now – but still, not pleasant.  He took his hand off the pads cautiously.  Blood was still dribbling out, but it had slowed from a gush to more of a weak trickle.  Hopefully it would stop soon.  Tracy was being annoying, but she was right.  This much blood wasn’t good.
 
   “Boys.” Joe said, raising his voice over the sounds of the pistols.
 
   “Yes dad?”
 
   Jack turned immediately, but Joe noted approvingly that Junior kept watching the yard.  “Boys, you stay with Bob.  You remember my buddies Jake and George, and the cabins we went camping at the last couple of years?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Good.” he nodded, looping the belt around his leg the opposite way and tugging it tight again before starting to fix it so it would stay without loosening.  “Best place for all of us is up there at them cabins.  Bob’s going there.”
 
   “Joe, I’m their mother.” Tracy interrupted.
 
   “And I’m their father, and they’re both too old to coddle like you’ve been doing.” he snapped.  “Boys, you stick with Bob and get up to Johns Mountain.  Keep them guns and remember everything I’ve taught you, you hear me?  It ain’t safe around here, but Jake and George Denton are good guys who’ll look out for you.  That’s where you need to be until things get better.”
 
   “Joe, stop filling their heads with bullshit.” Tracy said angrily.
 
   “Boys, you hear me?”
 
   “Yes dad.”
 
   “Got it.”
 
   “Good.” Joe said, nodding as he finally got the belt looped and tucked.  It didn’t slip when he removed his hands, and he rolled over.  Using the porch railing and his hands, he was able to get up on his good leg.  The sodden bandages fell away, but he ignored that.  The tourniquet was what was either going to stop the bleeding or not; bandages weren’t doing much.
 
   Bob was in his truck, and as Joe straightened painfully he saw the vehicle coming across the lawn.  Bodies were squishing beneath the tires, heads popping apart like M&Ms being stepped on; but Joe didn’t care.  As far as he was concerned Bob could ram the house if it got them out of here. 
 
   Bob didn’t seem to care either; the man brought the truck right up to the porch and parked it atop several bodies, getting out with the engine still running.  Joe hopped toward the truck, but lost his balance and went down before his third ‘step’.  He was dizzy, and falling again didn’t help either.  He felt Bob’s hands on his arms nd struggled to right himself with his friend’s help.
 
   “No.” he gasped when Bob reached for the passenger door of the truck.
 
   “Shit Joe, I don’t give a damn about blood on the upholstery.” Bob said.
 
   “No, not in the truck.  In the back.” Joe said stubbornly.  “If these really are zombies, you don’t want me in there with you if I turn into one.”
 
   “We don’t know that’s—”
 
   “In the back!” Joe roared.
 
   “Fine.” Bob said, shrugging and helping as Joe hopped along the side of the vehicle.  Bob lowered the tailgate, and helped Joe heave himself up into the back.
 
   “Here, keys.” Joe said, digging the keys to his truck out of his pocket.  “Junior can drive it.”
 
   “He’s not old enough.” Tracy said from the side of the truck.
 
   “Then you drive it, but bring it and follow Bob.” Joe snapped.  “Jack?” he added, raising his voice.
 
   “Yes Dad?” the boy asked, appearing at the side of the truck.  Only part of his face was visible; but a moment later he came more fully into view as he climbed up on the tire, clinging to the bed wall so he could see his father better.
 
   “You ride with Bob, okay?”
 
   “They’re both staying with me.”
 
   “Jack, ride with Bob.” Joe ordered again.  “You stay with him until y’all get to the Dentons’ campground.”  He knew Tracy might lie, or change her mind, about where she was going; but if he put one of the boys with Bob, and Bob was going where he was supposed to, that would make sure Tracy followed.
 
   “Yes Dad.” Jack nodded.
 
   “Junior.”
 
   “Right here.” the older boy said, appearing at the end of the truck.
 
   “You’re in charge, but listen to Bob, and listen to Jake and George when you get to the Mountain, you hear me?”
 
   “Yes sir.”
 
   “Good.  Keep yourself and your brother and mother safe.  Ride with mom, and make sure nothing happens to her.” Joe nodded, laying back against the bed liner.  He was tired, which scared him a little.  Blood loss wasn’t something to fool around with, but there wasn’t anything else that could be done.  The hospitals were all lost, and he wasn’t sure how much hope there was.  But he knew where the best chance was.  “Now let’s all get going.  Standing around out here like this is dangerous.”
 
   Joe found his eyes drooping despite his efforts to keep them open, as Bob slammed the tailgate closed, and as the truck rocked when he and Jack got in and closed their doors.  Joe reached out to either wheel well as the truck got going, steadying himself against the vehicle’s movement.  Even though he knew it was a bad idea, knew it was likely fatal, he was unconscious by the time the truck was back out on Highway 92.
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   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
 
    
 
   Apocalypse Asunder – When zombies show up, the world usually goes to hell. They tend have that effect on, well, on everything. Zombies aren’t good, aren’t bad; they just are. They can’t help themselves. They destroy and consume because it’s what they do. Unfeelingly, unthinkingly, unerringly. But while a hungry corpse will hunt you down and chew you up . . . what people will do can be far worse.
 
   What turns good people bad? It’s really not that hard to figure out. They want something more than you. They need something more than you. Because no one is stopping them. Trust is a casualty of the apocalypse as surely as safety and survival. Not everyone is bad, but apathy and a lack of concern kill the same as malicious intent. An awful lot of people will let a lot of awful things happen if it means they survive. They’ll even do them to you; who cares if they feel bad about it afterwards? Because that’s what it’s all about when everything goes to hell.
 
   Survival.
 
   In the middle of a zombie apocalypse, nothing is routine and nothing is normal. One mistake can be your last. With winter closing in and life stripped of all the things that turn winter from just one more season into something that can kill, Jessica has to decide which is more dangerous for her and her daughter. Do they travel across two states in search of warm shelter, or sit tight and pray for providence to see them through?
 
   One thing Jessica’s learned amid the apocalypse though . . . help comes to those who help themselves.
 
   http://www.amazon.com/Apocalypse-Asunder/dp/B00P07HDNU/
 
   Apocalypse Asylum – In the two months since they brought the apocalypse down on the world, zombies have reduced everything to a shattered scattering of isolated survivor groups clinging to what’s left of their lives.  Living day to day, hand to mouth, constantly fighting amid the ruins of what’s left of a civilization that was over seven billion people strong; it isn’t much, but it’s that or become one more monster.
 
   One thing zombies have going for them is persistence.  Zombies never give up, never get tired, and are always hungry.  Zombies might be clumsy and slow, but humans get distracted and make mistakes.  The patience of death will always win out against the imperfection of humanity.  The clock is ticking on the living, not the dead.
 
   Peter Gibson has survived some of the worst the zombies could throw at him in downtown Atlanta, and has managed to help his battered squad carve out a safe spot in rural north Georgia for five thousand souls.  But squatting in a tent village, spending the days guarding the perimeter and making scavenging runs for more canned food and dry goods, praying that a zombie horde big enough to roll over the humans doesn’t show up; that’s just a holding action.  It doesn’t address the real problem.
 
   Zombies.
 
   What’s left of the government has been gathering itself at an Air Force base in the northern Midwest.  They say they’re working on holding and expanding a secured area, eventually aiming to retake the entire continent.  When his camp picks up those radio transmissions, that’s what Peter’s been holding on for two months to hear.  But it’s eighteen hundred miles from Georgia to South Dakota, and between the Atlantic and Pacific are over two hundred million zombies.
 
   Getting there will take a road trip of nightmare proportions.
 
   http://www.amazon.com/Apocalypse-Asylum/dp/B00TD7NS1O/
 
    
 
   Bite Sized Apocalypse – an anthology of five short stories set in the universe of Apocalypse Atlanta.  The common thread is 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/
 
    
 
   Apocalyptic Appetizer – a second anthology of five short stories set in the universe of Apocalypse Atlanta.  Each story looks at a different little slice of the apocalypse as it gets going.  Little bite sized chunks of it.  A tasty meal ahead of the main course as full-fledged apocalypse gets going.
 
   Bon appétit.
 
    
 
   The five stories in Apocalyptic Appetizer are also available individually.
 
   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/
 
   Time to Shine – Some people are more ready for the apocalypse than others. The kind of people who others snicker and snort at in normal times, they come into their own when zombies start snacking. Joe is one of those people who get treated like they're a bit too enthusiastic about his hunting and shooting and ready-for-anything hobbies. For him, zombies are just an excuse to step up and get things done.
 
   http://www.amazon.com/Time-Shine/dp/B00Q3B55HI/
 
   Trouble in Paradise – Lounging around aboard a fancy yacht off the coast of Miami Beach might seem like one of the better places to be when the zombie apocalypse kicks off; but what happens when the zombies are aboard ship?
 
   http://www.amazon.com/Trouble-Paradise/dp/B00RQRAAJ6
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