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    Certainly there is no hunting like the hunting of man and those who have hunted armed men long enough and liked it, never really care for anything else thereafter. 
 
    — Ernest Hemingway— 
 
    


 
   
 
  
 
 
   
    Something New 
 
      
 
    Nothing felt real. Months of searching and I’d finally found my team. It was meant to be a happy moment. 
 
    “I said get on the damn ground!” 
 
    The blood on my face didn’t make me feel an unbearable hunger. It didn’t even register as sustenance. Instead it acted as a red fuel for my anger as I had my face pushed onto the warm tar and had my backpack pulled off and tossed aside.  
 
    I kept my eyes locked on Steve’s face as S’ men handcuffed us. All that was left of the man that had done so much for us was an unseeing, unsettling, one-eyed gaze. That, and his seemingly ever increasing pool of blood that had soaked into his thick woollen jumper and was slowly creeping its way toward me. 
 
    I couldn’t let the others down like Steve. I’d eliminated three ideas by the time he’d gone through his healing ‘twitch’ and was working on another.  
 
    Then he blinked. 
 
    His eyes weren’t vacant anymore.  
 
    He was back. Except he wasn’t. There was something different. Was it the way that he blinked each eye slightly out of sync? Was it the way that his mouth began snapping open and shut?  
 
    Or was it that he didn’t seem to resemble a human returning to life, but more an angry Cerberus being awoken by meddlesome pre-teens? 
 
    Honestly it could’ve been a combination of all of those things that led to my realisation that it wasn’t Steven any more. 
 
    Before I could say so much as ‘fuckledoodleloo’ Steven was up and tearing apart the screaming bandits and I saw our chance. I looked between the truck and the burning hole in the ship and made my decision. 
 
    “Mark! Har! Under the truck!” I shouted almost silently under the gun-fire, scattered screams and snarls and yet, by some miracle, they heard me.  
 
    I belly crawled my way under the truck with the others close behind me before hiding to the best of my ability behind one of the large tires.  
 
    My white shirt and jeans were covered in dirt, blood and water, but my brown leather jacket was relatively unscathed, a hollow victory while my friend systematically butchered the bandits just outside of my view. 
 
    I looked over to Mark who had followed my example of hiding behind a tire while Harry chose to roll to the other side of the truck and sit out of view. They were both drenched and shaking, Marcus kept his eyes locked shut while Harry looked to the sky and mumbled something. 
 
    It felt like I was stuck watching my friends slowly break for hours before the last of the blood choked screams stopped. 
 
    I peered around my rubber cover and saw the figure that used to be Steven sniffing the air while frequent twitches accompanied violent chomps. I really didn’t want to end up as the next thing on the menu. It seemed like it would be the absolute worst thing to happen.  
 
    Then, “John!?” was called out from deep inside the destroyed alien vessel by Kate’s voice.  
 
    ‘No!’ 
 
    I silently, and naively, hoped that at some point in the zombification process they lost the ability to hear. 
 
    I was wrong. So wrong. 
 
    Without a second of hesitation the creature that was once Steven sprinted into the ship. Unlike him, however, I wasn’t being pushed on by an insatiable hunger and my decisions had more thought. 
 
    I’m giving myself too much credit. 
 
    The second ‘Zom-eve’… 
 
     
 
    Stev-bie? 
 
    St-om-en? 
 
    I don’t know, I’ll stick with Steven. 
 
      
 
    The second Steven had started his sprint I’d already pulled apart the handcuff’s chain and was helping the others do the same. The wafting scent of freshly spent rounds and blood spurred my adrenaline and anger in further distorting my fractured reality.  
 
    Without saying a word Harry and Mark found their weapons while I debated on just using my pistols but eventually decided that automatic weapons would probably be best. I found the one that was least covered in blood, scooped it up and prepared to run in after our friend. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Marcus said while grabbing at me from behind. 
 
    It took me a second to process what he had said, not due to a misunderstanding, but to the fact that it seemed obvious to me what had to be done. “What do you think? Kate’s in there!” 
 
    Marcus nodded, “I know, and likely the others as well.” 
 
    “Exactly! So we’ve got to get in there!” 
 
    “No John, it’s just another reason we shouldn’t go in there. They’ve got three highly trained vampires. We’ve got one, a scientist, and a civie. I don’t think that we’re equipped to handle a… whatever Steven is now.” 
 
    Harry continued to scan the area around us, “Aside from the civie thing I agree with Mark. We can’t just go charging in there, he’ll rip us apart in seconds.” 
 
    “So, what? We’re meant to just leave them in there?” My impatience was turning into anger. 
 
    Harry bent down and grabbed my backpack, “No, heading back out there would be suicide without the truck. I just think we should be smart about this, if the sound of the cuffs clinking away doesn’t get his attention you charging in blind sure as Hell will.” 
 
    I caught the backpack as it was thrown at me and put it on. He was right, I knew that, but it didn’t make it any easier. “Fine, what do you suggest?” 
 
    “We go in there, but we do it smart, quiet. Look for a trail and follow it.” He stuffed a few more clips and other bits and pieces into the duffel and swung it over his shoulder. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t notice it then, but something about spending time with S’ men had changed him. He wasn’t slouching comfortably anymore, his back was straight and his heels were pressed together. It was as if he’d done some sort of service time. That’s probably why I dismissed it, the idea that my flappy hipster had done anything more than killed a spider before was inconceivable. 
 
      
 
    Marcus shrugged and grew back his weak smile, “I’d rather die saving my friends than running.” 
 
    “Alright then. It was your idea Har, what trail are we following?” 
 
    “Well, you managed to track those guys from the camp using blood. Do you think you could sniff out the explosive residue on them?” 
 
    I don’t know why but the first thing to jump to my mind when he said that was ‘racist’. “I’m a vampire Har, not a German Sheppard.” I said, trying to block as much of my disdain as possible. 
 
    “Where are you John!” My own personal Siren’s song called again, triggering the involuntary reaction of turning my good ear to the call and listening for a point of origin.  
 
    “Cool!” 
 
    “Shut up for a second…” It took me a moment but then I heard it, she must have been running toward us because the sound of heavy boots thumping on metal was only getting louder. “I can hear them! Come on!” 
 
    I turned to face Harry who was stuffing a large black device into the duffel, a smirk painted clearly across his face. 
 
    “What...” then the cause of the smirk occurred to me, “I am not a dog!” 
 
    Harry laughed, “Sure sure.” 
 
    Before I could respond with some witty remark or another Marcus jabbed me in the side, “Can we hurry this the fuck up please? I don’t want my friends getting eaten.” 
 
    It was weird hearing Mark swear, like a grandmother… or an eggplant. 
 
    I decided against talking anymore and ran straight into the ship, my gun raised high regardless of years of training telling me not to. The idea that Steve could literally be anywhere in the unknown ship made things like that seem unimportant. 
 
    The ship was awe-inspiring to say the least. Even destroyed beyond believable repair it remained a technological goldmine.  
 
    I was surprised that Mark wasn’t stopping every five seconds. 
 
     Even I felt the slight urge to stop and investigate the flickering lights that didn’t appear to be attached to anything or the upward sliding doors that sparked and occasionally jolted as we dashed past.  
 
    Blue handprints and splatter marks decorated the walls, initially I figured it was like the ancient artworks scattered around the globe then noticed some of the splatters were dripping.  
 
    I stopped seeing them as finger paintings and saw them as a different form of art, something I’d seen and even contributed to dozens of times in my past profession. 
 
    ‘So this is what you guys bleed.’ 
 
    The ship stopped being a maze for finding a loved one and became yet another canvas for my dark artwork. 
 
    I shook my mind free of the imagery of dying crew members and focussed on the walls behind my macabre piece. 
 
    The walls that we silently stomped through seemed to be made of metal, but the cracks suggested something more akin to fibre-glass. 
 
    “Steven? Is that you Steve!?” A joyful male voice rang out from the corner hall just ahead of us. 
 
    I had to make a choice, call out and give away my position or go in tactically and smart, ensuring the safety of everyone involved.  
 
    “That’s not Steve! Get away from him!” 
 
      
 
    Don’t you judge me. 
 
      
 
    The first thing I saw when I ran around the corner was Kate. For a moment nothing else existed or mattered. She was there. Safe. Alive. 
 
    “John?” The deep Russian accent buried its charming German echo. 
 
    “Get over here now!” 
 
    My old team immediately ran over to us, unblocking the view of Steven at the other side of the hall through my iron-sight.  
 
    Something about the way he watched us was different from the other zeds. 
 
    He didn’t seem to be blinded by hunger or anger. He wasn’t charging after us with his mouth snapping.  
 
    Instead he just stood there, twitching every few seconds. I’d seen it a few times in the past, he wasn’t waiting for an opportunity or confused about the situation. He was sizing us up, deciding whether or not he could take us all on. 
 
    “For God’s sake John, take the damn shot!” Apparently Marcus wasn’t analysing the situation as well as me. 
 
    As I said, I’d seen the behaviour before, and I’d also seen over eager people take a shot and trigger a less than appealing result from the target. 
 
    If I missed and he still had his vampiric speed he’d be on us in a second. That and the drooling, twitching and blood covered-ness of Steven was really quite… creepy. 
 
    “Harry, Marcus, I would like you to get the others out of here, I’ll be right behind you.” 
 
    “But-“ 
 
    “Not now Har. Just do as I say and get out of here. I’ll meet you at the truck.” 
 
    I couldn’t take my eyes off of Steven, but I could hear the footsteps leaving through the way we came. 
 
    It was just Steven and I, and he knew it. Something akin to a smile briefly flashed across his face.  
 
    Then he roared. 
 
    It sounded like nothing I’d heard before. It was both deep and high pitched, like two voices were coming through the same blood choked throat, one screaming in unbearable pain while the other bellowed. 
 
    He sprinted toward me at incredible speed then stopped halfway. I don’t why but I just couldn’t pull the trigger, not that it mattered, he was clearly much more interested in something else. 
 
    He stood in place again, less than ten feet from his prey, tilted his head, squinted and waited. 
 
    My heart felt like it was going to thump out of my chest. I silently hoped that he’d just attack me so it could all be over. 
 
    But he didn’t.  
 
    Instead his eyes shot wide open, he straightened his head, with one final twitch, barked at me, turned around and then disappeared into the ship. 
 
    After the initial shock wore off I stopped scanning the hallway and dropped onto my arse, letting the gun drop beside me. 
 
    Not only had I just lost a friend, I’d found my team, had my friend turn into a super zombie and then ordered everyone that was close to me away.  
 
    I needed a minute to say the least. 
 
    But I wasn’t going to get it. 
 
    I was alone with my thoughts for less than a minute before a familiar voice ripped through the ship. 
 
    “Shenim! Hierjas ol jifan!”  
 
    I’d only heard it once before when he’d ordered his troops to shoot us. His face when he’d seen me was like he knew me, and not just knew me, but hated me as well.  
 
    But how could he know me? I’d only seen him once before and he was shooting at me, not the other way around.  
 
    Maybe it was just a general hate for all humans. 
 
    “I will find you John Prince!” 
 
    Then again, maybe not. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Hide and Seek 
 
      
 
    I buried my dread and scooped up my gun and looked down the hall for the source of the truly blood-curdling bellow that continued to call out for me.  
 
    It was definitely a male voice. Human?... not so much. Occasionally he’d drift back into what I’d assumed was his native language but mostly he stuck to English. 
 
    The voice moved through the ship and was almost impossible to pin-point. Was it just an echo that bounced around from the corner or was I about to be ripped to pieces by an extra-terrestrial? 
 
    “You will pay for your crimes!” The voice called from further away than last time and I moved. 
 
    At first I kept to a quiet but slow pace, my weapon moving in time with my eyes as I took ‘Nutbush’ steps.  
 
      
 
    You know what I mean? That one when you twist right before you jump. 
 
    Doesn’t matter. 
 
    Within a few seconds I’d given up on stealth and was quickly getting myself desperately lost in the gargantuan ship, turning tail every so often when an echo got a bit uncomfortably close.  
 
    Sweat started to bead on my forehead as the feeling of being a child bereft of a mother in the anxiety pits known as a ‘grocery store’ reached peak levels. 
 
    Dark halls, arcs of blue light and broken doors were starting to become an annoyance with their repetitive nature. Everything seemed familiar yet not at the same time.  
 
    It was maddening. 
 
    And then, finally, I was somewhere unfamiliar, a railed metal-meshed walkway. Towards the end it had a step that led to what appeared to be a multi-levelled command centre.  
 
    From what I could see I was alone, and so I gave up on pretending I wasn’t interested in the scenery and looked around the cracked glass dome that I’d found myself in.  
 
    I let my gun hang by my side and gazed in wonderment at everything, spinning around and around in attempt to take it all in.  
 
    It was- 
 
    “Amazing, isn’t it?” 
 
    I spun to face the command centre and caught my alien pursuer in my sights as he walked calmly toward me with his arms crossed behind his back. “You mustn’t have seen anything like it, not in this age at least, John Prince.” His voice, though deep and commanding, held none of the anger it had had before.  
 
    It only unsettled me more. 
 
    He was still wearing his military robes and I decided it was as good a time as any to truly analyse it. Other than the black stiff collar it was long and white with what looked like metal plates of red which behaved like leather, bending and shifting as he moved. These patches of red sat on either side of his broad chest, shoulders and elbows as well as the two stripes of it that ran from his breast-pockets down to the base of the uniform which hid his feet.  
 
    Various decorations were pinned to his chest to match the rank marks that sat on his shoulders. A silky looking red sash was wrapped around his mid-section and, shockingly, not a single weapon was in view. 
 
    That didn’t stop me from keeping my gun on him though. 
 
    “Yes, quite amazing, as is your… ensemble. Very elegant.” He stopped a few feet from me and I got a sense of just how big he was, at least seven and a half foot tall and athletically built.  
 
    He ignored the gun that I had aimed right at his head, and smiled, “Thank you, you wouldn’t believe what it takes to get it on in the morning.” 
 
    I stood in silence, not out of some sense of impertinence or anything, I just didn’t know what to say while he looked around the broken remains of his ship. 
 
    “I’m guessing you’re wondering who I am then?” 
 
    Again, words escaped me. 
 
    “My name is Neysor. I’m a commander, scientist and a hero of my species, the Gralari. Now how do I know who you are? Well that’s very simple John, I’m your progenitor.” 
 
    I had a bit of a stupid moment and I couldn’t stop myself from saying “You’re God?” 
 
    Neysor turned and looked at me, his mouth opening and closing a few times before he gave me a look of agreeance as if to say ‘eh, good enough’. 
 
    I decided to try and save face and straightened myself up, “Why’d you do all this? Why poison the people you created?” 
 
    He smiled falsely and perked up, “Oh, yeah, you’ll like this, great story. You see we made a bit of a mistake there, and we accept that, but we were so close to actually fixing it. I was announcing it to my crew when… hmm… something happened,” He smashed the gun out of my hand and sent it tumbling into the darkness below, “That’s right! You decided to fly a plane into my ship!” 
 
    “Wha-” He pushed me backward, clearly the angry version of him was back. 
 
    “I’m not done! Let’s see, what else… oh yes. You killed thousands of my crew, destroyed every byte of data that could’ve saved your pitiful civilization and, worst of all, you brought me down to your level!” 
 
    He took advantage of my moment of self-actualization and lifted me up by my shirt, “Look down there and tell me what you see!” 
 
    I peered over into the darkness, “Noth-” Then a flash of light illuminated dozens of broken bodies and pools of blue blood. 
 
    Neysor shook me as he lifted me higher into the air and made me look into his deathly stare, his black eyes in slits while his nostrils flared, “Nothing Prince? That’s right, to a point I suppose. Do you want to know their names? Of course not, no, because all you care about is those few who you think are worthy! That’s why you single-handedly killed my kind and yours!” 
 
    His muscles bulged and I knew I was about to be thrown off into the chasm. I wasn’t exactly up for that, even with the guilt that was spilling into my constricting chest. 
 
    The second he moved his arms I monkey-gripped his wrists and did my best to pull myself down. I managed it, but not in time to stop myself from going over the railing, the only thing stopping me from falling to my doom was Neysor who got toppled by the unexpected weight which caused him to head-butt the metal rail. 
 
    My feet kicked around looking for something to grip involuntarily while the dazed Neysor had started to regain his senses. 
 
    “Nope!” I shouted as I pulled myself down again sending a loud metal twang throughout what was clearly a glass sphere. The second blow hadn’t knocked him out as I’d hoped but he definitely wasn’t retaliating any time soon. 
 
    At first I tried to climb up him which quickly proved dangerous as he nearly toppled over with me. I was too far from the mesh to grab it safely and if I just let go it was at least a forty foot drop. What I needed to happen was for him to pull me up which, based on our last interaction, was clearly not happening. 
 
    Then, as if to answer my silent call for help, someone grabbed the dizzy Neysor and pulled him back far enough for me to get myself over the rail, before throwing him toward the command centre.  
 
    As I stood up I expected to see Kate or Wolf or Greg but no it was “Steven! I knew you weren-” His hunger-crazed eyes and snapping jaw as he turned to face the sound of walking long pig proved me wrong. 
 
    He started walking toward me with the twitchy stride of a tweeker, “Come on Steve, we’re mates,” I started backing up, “you remember? Eat that guy.” 
 
    Turns out reason isn’t really a vamp-zed’s strong suit. He started sprinting toward me and I swung, connecting with his skull and sending a crack throughout the sphere before he collapsed like wet laundry.  
 
    I saw the massive depression in the side of his head and figured I’d killed him. I felt like I should stand over my friend’s body as a respect, the guilt was just piling up. I’d killed at least dozens of aliens, basically guaranteed the end of humanity and killed a friend. 
 
    In my moment melancholy I noticed something, his head had started to kind of inflate, like his skull was rebuilding itself. Then he chomped and I was certain that was what he was doing. 
 
    I got ready to start running and then saw Neysor stomping his way toward me. Before I knew what I was doing I’d grabbed up Steven and shoved him toward the cranky looking commander and ran into the maze of halls again without looking back, though I didn’t have to, to know that Neysor had tossed Steve into the pit of bodies. 
 
    Running was starting to get hard, not due to my failing stamina but because it was starting to feel like I was never getting out. I’d only just found my team and I was stuck in the exact same position that I was in a month ago when the monument to all my sins first arrived in its horrific grandeur. 
 
    The sounds of my pursuer tearing his way through the ship weren’t exactly helping either. He clearly wasn’t happy. 
 
    Right as I’d given up all hope I heard it, a lonesome magpie’s call, not far away either. I got my second wind and within a minute I was hit with an actual blast of wind.  
 
    Although I’d only been playing ‘Angry Hide and Seek’ for around twenty minutes it felt like I’d just awoken from a never-ending nightmare. Then I remembered, as I stepped out into the early evening rain, that outside was the zombie apocalypse. 
 
    I remembered it was a real never-ending nightmare. 
 
    I remembered that I’d been the sole reason for its continuation. 
 
    And the worst part? 
 
    I knew it was only just getting started. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Reunited 
 
      
 
    As soon as I’d accepted that I really had escaped I looked around and realised something was missing, and it wasn’t just the bodies. 
 
    “Where’s the truck?” I asked the bloody pools. 
 
    “Where indeed Prince. It would seem that your friends have abandoned you again.” 
 
    I skipped over the disturbing fact that Neysor knew that I’d already been left by them, “Eh, I’m sure they’re around.” I said as confidently as I could while scanning the water sparkled tar for a weapon, knowing that it was futile, that if my group had taken the truck they probably would’ve grabbed the weapons as well. 
 
    “All alone then?” He asked with a smile as I turned around to face him. 
 
    I started to step back slowly, not in fear, but to set myself up for a fight, “It sure seems like that.” He had me and he knew it, that’s why he let me separate us by a few metres instead of just ripping into me. 
 
    He was toying with me. 
 
    “Hey, before we get started can I just ask why not just kill me when I had my back to you? Seems a whole lot more efficient than... this.” 
 
    Neysor shrugged as he took off his sash and robes to reveal some white armour, mostly on his legs, and an oddly patterned black jumpsuit that seemed to glimmer in spots, “True, but I prefer my opponents to know that they’re about to be destroyed, I’m not an assassin.” 
 
    I got into a fighting stance and readied myself for a swift disembowelment, “See, looking at you makes me feel underdressed for the occasion, I mean that leotard of yours is just to die for.” 
 
    He decided to skip over another witty retort and started striding toward me. I started desperately trying to analyse him for some sort of weak-spot in the boss-fight, a glowing red neck, flashing yellow joints, anything.  
 
    But unfortunately I wasn’t in a video-game.  
 
    What I was, in a word, was fucked.  
 
    Solidly.  
 
    That hadn’t ever stopped me before though. 
 
    ‘Tell him to stand still.’ A soothing female voice in my head told me. 
 
    “Wait!” I yelled as I threw my hands up into the air and Neysor froze, with a shocked expression while I silently hoped that the voice was some kind of premonition and not a sign of impending schizophrenia. 
 
    “What?” Neysor growled. 
 
    “Umm… Are you familiar with the term ‘hugging it out’?” 
 
    He started walking toward me again, “Yes. Glad that’s sorted, now I’m going to kill yo-” The sound of a large vehicle changing gears and tearing through a nearby fence silenced him less than five feet from me.  
 
    Well that, and the truck that ploughed into his right side and sent him flying. 
 
    A hairier Greg opened the driver’s side door and bellowed, “Get in the back!” 
 
    It didn’t seem like an appropriate time to start a big mushy get together moment but I was just a tiny bit completely devastated that that was our reunion.  
 
    I shoved those feelings down and ran around and managed to mostly climb onto the back of the truck by the time Greg started driving again. I spent a few seconds dangling off the back of the truck, watching the ship shrink away while I waited to be pursued by either Steven or Neysor. 
 
    “Wha’ are yeh doing John? Get in yer doomarse.” Said Marcus in a very Irish accent over the billowing sheets. 
 
    “Alright alright, I’m coming.” I said before taking one last breath of exhaustion infused air and accepted that I was alive. 
 
    Interior wise the truck was exactly what I’d expected, a row of seats on either side and a few bags of weapons tucked into the seats where the soldiers had previously sat. 
 
    The first face I noticed out of the three as I ducked into the truck was the unfamiliar female.  
 
    She was lightly built and had a red-dyed messy concave bob haircut that was barely hidden under her incredibly over-sized grey hoodie that went over the top of her relax fit blue jeans.  
 
    I went to introduce myself and then I saw headphones that lead from a laptop that sat precariously on her jittering knees and figured it’d be rude to interrupt. 
 
    I was thrown down onto a seat beside Harry on the opposite side to her by Greg’s driving, “Fancy seeing you here dead-man!” Harry said after shouldering me. 
 
    “Heh, yeah… Wait, what?” I was clearly shaken by the moniker. 
 
    “Oh yeah, you missed that. Karen and William in front were convinced that either Steve or that tall angry bloke without the nose had got you. But the rest of us were having none of it!” 
 
    It was only then that I noticed the shuffling mass in the corner closest to the cabin, “Pair o’ fookin pansies if yer aks me.” The mass took a swig from the mostly empty bottle of scotch and burped. 
 
    “Shut up Mark. Sorry John. The second we got out and ran into Clara, who turned out to have a full bottle of piss, he’s been drinking.”  
 
    I went to ask more about Clara but was interrupted by the standing and swaying Mark. 
 
    “It ain’t piss yer knob!” He was actually kind of menacing until we hit a bump and he fell backward, smashing his head on the cabin which knocked him out cold. 
 
    “Not exactly a nice drunk, is he Har?” 
 
    Harry shook his head, “Not really, but at least he’s a bit more… Boisterous. Doesn’t beat around the bush at all.” 
 
    I shared laugh before looking back over to Clara who continued to type away on her laptop, “So what’s her story?” 
 
    Harry shrugged, “Not all that sure, when we met her she was coming out of that house where we hid with the truck, she was about to stuff that bottle into her bag. Turns out Mark was a bit jittery about our plan of ‘smash and grab’. Anyway he ran over to her and snatched the bottle before I could explain who we were and what we were doing. From there she pulled out a laptop and offered to help and that’s what got us here.” 
 
    Feeling like I’d missed a step, the only sound I could manage was a grunting ‘huh’. 
 
    “Oh, the laptop thing?” 
 
    ‘Sure, that’s a good start’ is what I wanted to say but I just politely nodded and waited. 
 
    “Well, because your whole network thing is down we had no way to reach you until she sort of… hacked you.” 
 
    “What!?” I shouted loud enough to rouse Mark. 
 
    “Nothing bad! It was just like a… um… a walkie-talkie!.. maybe a bit of guidance as well.” 
 
    I was more than a little offended, “Ok, so I’ll just skip over the fact that today you have suggested I am both a dog and a walkie-talkie and get to the fact that YOU HACKED ME!” 
 
    “It was only your ears... and some of your brain.” He said like a scolded child. 
 
    “Friend’s don’t hack each other!” 
 
    “She isn’t your friend!” 
 
    “Well you are, and part of your job as friend is to not let people hack me!” 
 
    “May I say something?” Came the calming voice from my brief scare with schizophrenia. I went to say something witty but before I could she’d already assumed my answer, “I’m trying to write my fan-fiction over here and you guys are making it really difficult.” 
 
    “Pard-?” 
 
    “Thanks.” She put her headphones back in and went back to her laptop. 
 
    I looked over to Harry who had a silly grin planted on his face as he stared at Clara, “I… I… What?” 
 
    Without looking at me he nodded, “She’s pretty cool, huh?” 
 
    “That’s not what I meant. We’ve been living in the apocalypse for a month and she looks like she just walked out of the local coffee shop. Charged laptop, freshly dyed and cut hair? Doesn’t strike you as odd?” 
 
    Harry shrugged, “Apparently she cuts her hair herself and charges her laptop when she can. Has a couple of batteries in her pack as well.” 
 
    I gave up on him after that. Apparently he’d found a friend and was mostly useless, which meant that I was forced to brood on the fact that Steven was dead and the planet was doomed.  
 
    Both of which were my fault. 
 
      
 
    I’ve stopped seeing it that way and I guess that’s just the power of time. You know how it is, zombie apocalypse, dead friends while you get to live on, you start blaming yourself. 
 
    Unfortunately, I wouldn’t go through the stage of self-forgiveness for a long time. At that point I was sad and angry and I knew just who I could blame. 
 
      
 
    “S…” 
 
    “What was that?” the barely present Harry mumbled. 
 
    “Nothing, nothing, you wait here. I’m going to check on Greg and the others.” 
 
    I stood and made my way shakily to the cabin without waiting for his response which I figured I wouldn’t have gotten anyway. 
 
    Once I finally made it, after nearly tripping a half dozen times and almost slipping in a puddle by Mark’s feet which I really hoped was just rain water, I banged hard on the glass and waited for it to slide open.  
 
    The scent of fresh puke and expensive liquor clung to Marcus with a foul tenacity as both slowly soaked into his clothes. It was difficult seeing him like that. He was a brilliant scientist and had lived through so much, but the world had finally chewed him up and crapped him out. 
 
    I banged twice on the window and before I could do it a third time it slid open and a set of familiar eyes met mine. 
 
    She seemed angry at first, probably was about to yell at Mark again before she realised who it was that was banging. “John?” 
 
    “I think so, though it’s been a while since I’ve been able to look in a mirror.” 
 
    Kate smiled her adorable smile, “I can see that. Look at you, you scruffy looking ner-” 
 
    “Is that John!?” It was weird hearing Wolf that excited to hear my voice, especially to Kate’s relatively calm one. 
 
    I smiled as Kate playfully rolled her eyes, “Yeah, it’s me mate. How you been?” 
 
    “Better now! You? I heard a lot from that civie in back, what’s his name, Barry? Henry? Harry! That’s right! He told us about burning buildings, running up walls and exploding ships, that one we actually saw from all the way out here!” His excited tone and minor babbling was enough to lift my mood. 
 
    For a second. 
 
    “I’m glad you’re well, really I am, and I assure you that there are plenty more stories for me to tell, but for now we have to go somewhere.” I felt like I was being too cold, like I was turning into my father, abrupt and military. 
 
    Luckily the scene of my return seemed to mask that with Greg, “Alright then, where is it that we are going?” His Russian accent had faded a bit since we’d last been together, his voice was softer, broken is the best way to describe it. 
 
    I grit my teeth at the thought of returning to the place of tortured people and madmen. I thought about just telling Greg to drive us somewhere far away.  
 
    And then I remembered how S had betrayed us and who I’d lost because of him.  
 
    That’s when I realised what I was going to do to the son of a bitch when I got my hands on him and turned my grimace into a dark smile. 
 
    “We’re going to camp.” 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Broken 
 
      
 
    As Neysor laid in a broken heap on the harsh gravel he felt nothing but cheated. Cheated out of a new home. Cheated out of his ship. And perhaps the most painful of all was how he had just been cheated out of retribution for it all. 
 
    In hindsight it seemed that telling his remaining crew to wait behind while he went to complete his revenge by himself was idiotic. It just didn’t feel right to bring the still bleeding Shenim into a recently crashed ship. 
 
    Neysor was cold and felt like something was crawling toward him as his body parts started to tingle before losing all feeling. It was like shock but at the same time completely different. His brain didn’t seem to be shutting off parts so he’d be able to cope with the pain, the feeling was more like he was losing those parts. 
 
    ‘Not shut off,’ a whisper said in his mind, ‘amputated.’ 
 
    In the past he’d read about these feelings and he knew what they meant.  
 
    Death. 
 
    He wasn’t scared of the prospect, he was more disappointed. Disappointed in himself for not seeing the attack coming, disappointed in his healing factor for not working as it should’ve, and, more than anything, disappointed in his mostly useless body. 
 
    He wanted to do more than just lie on the ground in the pools of shared blood, he wanted to hunt down the hybrid filth that had ruined everything, including his once perfectly good spine.  
 
    He wanted Shenim. 
 
    Yet it seemed that he wasn’t going to get any of his wants, that he was doomed to watch the blue and red liquids slowly form into a deep purple under his body. At first it disgusted him, the sight of his pure blood mixing with his failed experiment, but the scent was overwhelmingly delicious.  
 
    ‘May as well have one last drink.’ He thought to himself before sighing as well as he could with what was left of his face, and took a long, slurping sip of the mixed blood. 
 
    The aroma had not been misleading at all, in fact it was the single most delicious thing Neysor had ever tasted. Salty and sweet at the same time, it was like the drinks he used to have when he was a child if he behaved himself. 
 
    Then something started to happen, at first it felt as if his face was melting into the ground then it changed. His body started to resound with cracks and clicks while his skin seemed to start to rebuild itself. Suddenly his arms and legs snapped to less contorted angles.  
 
    It was painfully amazing, like an early morning stretch but in every part of his body. 
 
    Neysor started to stand and felt his left foot crack back into place as his did. He took his time with the process, making sure that if he were to suddenly collapse he didn’t fall down onto his face. But the further he got the clearer that it was that that wasn’t going to happen. 
 
    His body continued to click and pop as he straightened his back and rolled his neck and shoulders. He felt more alive than ever. 
 
    “Neysor?” The still shaky voice of Lai called from behind him. 
 
    He turned to face the lone brown lab-coat wearing woman, “I thought I told everyone to stay behind.” 
 
    “Y-yes,” she stammered, “but I heard the truck and… I assumed the worst.” 
 
    “Lai, I am your commander and you would do your best to heed my orders.” 
 
    “Don’t you need a ship to be a commander?” Her eyes shot open and she clasped her mouth, “I’m so sorry command-” Neysor’s brief chortle stopped her from continuing her drawn out apology, “Sir?” 
 
    “I just… You’re right Lai, as always. How can I call myself commander without a crew or ship? I’m not any more a commander than you are a biochemist now.”  
 
    Something was definitely different with Lai’s superior, claiming he was no better than her? Laughing? He was the calmer version of himself that Lai had met when she first boarded the Yuik. 
 
    He had a sort of glow about him and seemed fresher. It frightened her.  
 
    “Th-then what are we?” 
 
    Neysor turned back to his ship that was nothing but a graveyard in his mind and smiled contently, “We’re warriors, Lai, scavengers and survivor but most of all?” He turned to look at the city where he knew his prey had fled,  
 
    “We’re the hunters.”  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    One Thing At A Time 
 
      
 
    After giving Greg some directions Kate and Wolf had climbed through the small window and we all shared in a few hugs before sitting down. Kate and Wolf sat on the side with the still writing Clara while Harry stayed with me.  
 
    They both looked more or less the same once I got a good look at them, maybe a bit more tired. Both of them had grown their hair out, Wolf had stayed clean shaven though.  
 
    They both wore similar bland and washed-out jumpers and jeans, the traditional fashion of the zombie apocalypse it seemed. 
 
    “S?” Kate asked condescendingly, “Who names themselves S?” 
 
    I shrugged, “Apparently psychopaths with superiority complexes. In saying that though we should probably still be careful, we can’t go in guns blazing or we’ll be ripped apart.” 
 
    Wolf ruffled his hair and winced at some internal pain, “This is his truck though, yeah? Why don’t we just drive in there? Can barely see through the tinted windscreen anyway, and the second he gets close we take him hostage. Element of surprise should keep resistance to a minimum.” 
 
    I’d missed that, not just from them, but from back in the 80s and 90s when I used to pull that kind of stuff weekly. He had a good point, and a halfway decent plan, “Sounds solid to me, we just have to make sure to keep quiet until we’re in ther-” 
 
    “John! Something is happening up here!” Greg called out, loud enough to awaken Mark and even draw Clara’s attention for a second. 
 
    I ran for the front and looked through the already open window and at Greg, “What is it?” 
 
    He jutted his head forward, “That!” 
 
    I looked out the windscreen and saw them, about a dozen of the white armoured aliens all aiming their angry looking guns at us. “Oh… right.” I climbed through the window and stumbled through onto the passenger seat. “Everyone hold tight back there! Greg, stay on course.” 
 
    Before he could respond we were hit with a volley of green, splashing the windscreen with a green tint and a concerning fizzing sound. 
 
    I grabbed one of my pistols from its holster and put the top half of my body out the window. It was hard to hold onto the slippery bar on the roof, even harder to take aim with Greg’s driving and the rain in my eyes, but I managed to line one of the bastards up in my sights and pulled the trigger and got one. 
 
      
 
    I’ll never forget that first splash of blue as her head shot back before lolling forward as she collapsed. The way the blue clung to the air and turned into a lingering mist. 
 
      
 
    We were dozens of metres away from them but the second they’d lost one of their own they retreated, dragging their friend with them while blindly firing backward. It was at that moment that I knew these people weren’t soldiers, at least not all of them, they were like us,  
 
    Thrown into a situation beyond their control and desperately trying to survive. 
 
    I pulled myself back into the truck to a very shocked Greg, “What are you doing? Get out there!” 
 
    “No.” I said as I tucked my gun back into its home. 
 
    Greg was still thrown, “Do you want me to run them down?” 
 
    They’d made it to a house crushed by a tree and were crossing the lawn with the loud and blind naivety that comes from desperation. “No, let them go, let’s get to that camp.” I’d expected some major confrontation with them but had instead been shown their humanity. They did exactly what I would’ve done if I were in their situation. The only thing that separated us and them was luck.  
 
    After everything that had happened on that day it was hard to admit that we were lucky.  
 
    Yes, we’d lost Steve, but we’d found the team and someone new. 
 
    “How are you John?” Greg asked out of nowhere. 
 
    My response was a curious “Huh?” As he pulled me out of my moment. 
 
    “How are you?” 
 
    I smiled, “Yeah, not bad. Everyone’s asking me that today. Do I look bad?” 
 
    Greg shrugged without taking his eyes off the road, “Not really. I guess this is why we are worried. We lost a good friend today and you seem fine.” 
 
    I brushed some of the rain water off my jacket out the window, “I suppose I’m getting used to it. That and we’re on our way to get some good ol’ fashion retribution, that’s always put a kick in my step.” 
 
    Some of the tint had been peeled off by the green which had been washed away by the light rain, but I wasn’t worried by S seeing in, cocky prick probably assumed that his plan was perfect in every way. 
 
    “How about you Greg? You doing alright? You got a place to stay with the others?” 
 
    His eyes drooped and darted around a bit, “No. Just Kate and Wolf and me. No one else made it. We just stick with moving around, but until you took down that ship it was too hard to leave the city. Hordes were everywhere.” 
 
    I felt like he was holding something back, “Ah. Sorry.” The idea of pressing him for information seemed exhausting and inappropriate. Plus I had better things to think about than what Greg was holding back, specifically Neysor, Steven, and S.  
 
    It was depressing that the only thoughts that occupied my mind were of getting destroyed, eaten and revenge. I wanted to think about how glad I was to have the team back, how lucky I was to have found Kate, and what we were going to do once we made it out of the city.  
 
    But it seemed impossible. 
 
    “One thing at a time.” I whispered to myself. 
 
    “What was that?” 
 
    I shook my head and started to climb back through the window, “Nothing, nothing at all, just let me know when I get to kick some arse.” 
 
    Greg smiled, “Sure thing John.” 
 
    Once I got back to my seat Harry elbowed me in the ribs, “What was that?” 
 
    “Just some survivors from the crash, must’ve thought we had food or something. Hey, Wolf, what happened to the rest of the team? I figured at least a few would’ve made it this far.” 
 
    Wolf opened his mouth to speak, closed it, had a think, and opened it again, “The chopper crashed when we made it out of the city, Kate, Greg and I were the only ones to make it out.” 
 
    ‘No,’ I wanted to say, ‘you’re lying and you know it.’ But all I could manage was a mimic of what I said to Greg, “Ah. Sorry.” That response was quickly becoming my go-to synonym for ‘bullshit’. 
 
    Kate and Wolf shared a solemn nod that I knew was wrapped with relief. The guys I could deal with, but Kate?  
 
    After everything I’d done to get back to them. Something was very wrong and I added finding out what it was to my list. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Control 
 
      
 
    “Fifteen seconds out! Be ready!” Greg shouted through the gas mask we’d found under a seat. 
 
    Waiting and waiting like we had been since changing the plan after the tint no longer offered sufficient camouflage.  
 
    Every minute since had steadily accelerated until a half hour felt like five minutes, but very quickly it had changed to each second being its own universe. 
 
    Changing the plan was a necessity, a terrifying necessity, but one nonetheless. “You’re sure this is the way you want to do it?” Asked the slightly more sober Marcus. 
 
    It took me a second to realise that he was talking to me while I checked over my rifle, “Of course, we made sure that yours is empty.” 
 
    “That’s not what I… wait, really?” His pitch heightened as he spoke and frantically looked over his AK. 
 
    Harry and I shared a look before shaking our heads in unison, “Nah, course not mate.” 
 
    “Five seconds from the gate!” 
 
    We all stood except for Clara who insisted that she’d be sure to write a beautiful eulogy for each of us. It was Harry closest to the back, me behind him, then Kate, Wolf and finally the ‘barely on his feet’ Marcus with his back pretty much to the cabin.  
 
    The truck hit a bump and we planted our hands on the roof to try and keep our balance while silently laughing at the tipsy Marcus who fell back into his seat.  
 
    In all honesty, I’m pretty sure both Harry and I were glad that we hadn’t given him a loaded weapon. 
 
    “Hold on!” 
 
    I didn’t have time to respond with a witty quip as the truck slammed through the fence and dragged most of it along for the ride.  
 
    Suddenly everything was serious. 
 
    There were shouts and crashing coming from all around the truck. At first I was convinced we were made and our vehicle was about to become a bullet-riddled hunk of burning metal.  
 
    Then I heard the shouts, only bits and pieces, but it was enough. They thought we were their friends in some kind of medical danger. 
 
    The plan was working. 
 
    “Someone get a fucking medic to the centre of camp!” A voice called out as we tore past. 
 
    “You up for this Kate?” 
 
    She said nothing, just nodded. I went to kiss her but she retreated her head before showing me her cheek. 
 
    ‘Probably just stressed about this,’ I tried to rationalise, ‘maybe she has PTSD from last time?’ 
 
    “Where’s my kiss John?” Wolf said before puckering up. 
 
    I laughed and gave him a wink, “Oh don’t worry, you’ll get yours.” 
 
    The truck ground to a halt and I only just caught Harry when he almost fell out the back. 
 
    “Suited man’s coming around.” Greg whispered through to us. 
 
    “Ladies and gentlemen! These men,” I swapped places with Harry while S continued with his eccentric pageantry, “these men are heroes! No more will we have to live in fear of being attacked in our sleep!” He was almost at the back, “No more waiting for the day that John Prince finally decides he’s hungry!”  
 
    I could see the back of his black suit as the canvas cover lightly waved in the wind. He was facing a crowd with his arms outstretched, preparing for a big reveal no doubt. 
 
    Without moving his arms he twisted his head and talked to me out of the corner of his mouth, “Make sure you make a good show, we’ll talk about your punishment for the truck later.”  
 
    I was completely thrown, he couldn’t read our minds. Something about the exposure to the ship had rendered us temporarily immune to his psychic abilities.  
 
    It was awesome. 
 
    “I now present the heroes of New Brisbane!” 
 
    I threw the sheet open and before a single person could so much as utter a gasp I’d kicked S in the back of the head and jumped down, “Everyone stay the fuck back or it’ll be you next!” I dropped my gun on the floor and started dragging the dazed S through the mud while the others jumped out of the truck and kept the guns on the crowd. 
 
    Except for Marcus, who somehow managed to face-plant in the mud and pull the trigger on his gun resulting in the metallic ‘click-click-click’ of the empty AK which drew everyone’s attention. 
 
    I was worried I was about to be swarmed with my back to the others as I dragged my squirming cargo to his tent.  
 
    Then Harry fired a few rounds into the air, “All of you will stay right where you are or I swear I’ll toss you to the zeds! You three, go with Wolf here to get on blocking up the gate with the truck!” 
 
    It was cool hearing Harry shouting out orders and controlling a crowd, and I really wanted to see more, but I had business to attend to. 
 
    Once we got into S’ spacious tent I found a chair and tied him to it. He was still reeling from the kick and his glasses had fallen off at some point when I dragged him, but he knew where he was and what was going on, “Oh John, how the tables have turned. I don’t suppose you’ll tell me how you protected your minds from my… talent?” 
 
    I took off my jacket, folded it and put it on the cleared table, “Not a chance.” 
 
    He scoffed, “You haven’t a clue have you? Good thing you aren’t that bright, I suppose my men did manage to do one thing right and kill that dog of yo-” I silenced him with a right hook, not enough to kill him, just enough to shut him up. 
 
    When he turned back to face me it was clear that that was enough to do some damage though, his eyebrow had swollen to three times its normal size already. Despite that, S just smiled up at me, blood surrounding his teeth, “Not bad princess. Maybe pull a bit less next time.” I obliged, cracking him in the forehead hard enough to cause him to tumble backwards with the chair. 
 
    “Oh yeah Johnny boy. Feeling better yet?” 
 
    I picked up the chair from the back and leant in and whispered “Not even close.”  
 
    He laughed in response, “Then get on with it.” 
 
    Harry came into the tent and looked at the bleeding and dizzy S, “Um… You need anything John?” 
 
    I thought for a second then nodded, “Yes, actually. I need you to start rounding up all the weapons you can find, get them to the centre of camp. Put Greg on watch and Kate and Wolf on crowd control, let Mark and Clara do… whatever, and you make sure no one comes in here.” 
 
    Harry seemed somewhat daunted, “A-anything else?” 
 
    I wracked my brain for a second before responding, “Nah. Wait! Could you scrounge up a hammer, nails, car battery and some jumper cables? Just remembered a cool trick the C.I.A. taught me.” The last few words obviously directed at the still smiling S. 
 
    “Oh goody! Maybe I’ll get to become a super hero like you and torture people too!” 
 
    Harry was clearly disturbed by him, “How… How can you put up with this John? He’s getting off on it for Christ’s sake!” 
 
    I agreed with him it was freaky, but I was a vengeful person, “I know. But who am I to say he can’t enjoy it?” 
 
    He went to say something before disappearing outside, “Boring, isn’t he? You know he was next rig-” 
 
    I kicked him just below his sternum and sent him flying across the table, knocking over a chair and ripping through the back of the tent. 
 
    As I crossed the pigsty of a tent I was sure that I’d killed him. Then he let out a winded groan right as I got close enough to drag him back in. 
 
    “That… That was a good one.” S more heaved than said. “Maybe you’re not as big a…” He choked on the last word and spat up a decent amount of blood as I sat the chair back up.  
 
    “You get the picture.” His words had started to trail off before his head dropped to his shoulder. A mix of blood and spit was bubbling near the corner of his mouth and I knew what was happening. 
 
    “Look at me.” I snarled.  
 
    His eyes opened, barely a squint, but I could still see that they were bloodshot and swelling. 
 
    “You look into my eyes and you know, hey!” I lifted his loose head up and heard him gasp through his damaged windpipe, “I am not done with you! You will look into my eyes and know that you deserve every second of this. You will end today begging for the sweet freedom of death because you know that only I control that.”  
 
    He smiled his twisted smile again, “Monster John? Remember what I said before?”  
 
    I squatted down and looked into his false smile and broken eyes and knew that, just by starting that, I had reverted to an older and darker version of myself.  
 
    And I loved it. “That I do, and I want you to keep it in mind as well when I go to work. I want you to know that I am the monster and I am in control.” 
 
      
 
    Now that is a part of me that I don’t want to remember.  
 
    At all. So I’m just going to skip over it.  
 
    Let’s just say that S got hurt, badly. I’d done investigative torture before to get information, but it was different, torturing S wasn’t saving lives or helping anyone, it was for my own sick and twisted version of revenge. I just know that afterward there was some different part of me, a part that could be ok with what was going on around me. Because I knew that, no matter what, nothing could be worse than what I was for that brief period.  
 
    Nothing could even compare. 
 
    That’s probably why I blocked it out.  
 
    It’s why I don’t remember.  
 
    It’s why I won’t remember. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Overboard
One Minute Post First Contact 
 
      
 
    “Turn this helo around, now!” Jason Minks roared through his mask at the pilot while watching the events on the ground. 
 
    Neither Mikael or Gabriel had seen the sergeant so angry before, and Kate wasn’t helping, “He’s dead Jason! We have to get out of here!” She said while reaching for his shoulder.  
 
    “If you put a hand on me I swear I will throw you out! I am the acting mission officer and I say we’re going back for John!” 
 
    Wolf and Gregorvich had been oddly silent through all of it. The second the gas had started to fall the human soldiers on the transport helicopter had pulled on their masks and prepared for massive casualties, which they did get, temporarily. 
 
    “Wolf! You have to talk some sense into him!” Kate pleaded. It took him some time to register what was going on but he eventually responded, “She’s right Minks, we have to get to safety. Even if John survived, he won’t be alive for long down there.” 
 
    Greg, obviously done with watching his friends fight, stood up, making the large helicopter twice as crowded as it was already, “That’s enough! We’ll put it to a vote-” 
 
    Gabriel tore off his mask and stood as well, “No! We aren’t voting! Wolf, if it weren’t for John you’d be dead. Hell, all of us would be, and now we’re just going to leave him behind?” 
 
    Gabriel had tried his best to stay quiet as of late but he had had enough and knew that Greg and Jason had as well. With his sudden outburst he had stunned his fellow soldiers, especially the silent Mikael behind his mask. 
 
    “That’s exactly why we can’t go back Gabe,” Wolf said in the calmest voice he could manage, “he saved us. He’d want us to go on and survive, not go back for a dead man for no reason.” 
 
    Jason stepped in between the two men and pushed them down into their seats, “That ‘dead man’, is a hero, and I think the majority here know that. I agree with Greg.” He glared at the Kate and Wolf who had sat down, “And clearly my authority doesn’t mean jack, so let’s put it to a vote. Who wants to go back and save our friend, and who wants to run away?” 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    




Three Person Perspective 
66,638 Minutes Post First Contact 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    The Harry Part 
 
      
 
    It had been about two and a half hours and the night had really gotten on before Harry decided it was time to check in on John, a decision that he immediately regretted. “Jesus Christ John…” Were the only words that he could mutter as he looked at the trembling, swollen, blood soaked and overall broken body of the still twitching S. The tent was filled with blood splatters and smelled absolutely ripe with violence. 
 
    “Just John is fine Har. What’s up?” John said while wiping blood on his already mostly red white shirt like it was flour. 
 
    “What’s up?! You’ve been in here working S over for hours. Now it looks like you’ve been beating a dead body for at least half of that!” 
 
    John looked taken aback, “What are you talking about? He’s not dead. Not yet anyway.” 
 
    Harry’s shuddering disgust instantly turned to curiosity, “Wait… Really?” He asked while approaching John’s victim. 
 
    John nodded, “Of course! Hey S, say something for Har here.” 
 
    S opened his bloodied wet lips and heaved out a breath that left a mist of blood in the air for a moment, “You know…” he choked and a clot rolled off his tongue and onto his tie, “H-he’s really quite alr-al-alright at this.” 
 
    It was like watching a zed speak for Harry, but far more disturbing. “I reiterate John, Jesus Christ. You need to take a break.” He said while straightening up and stepping back. 
 
    “I disagree, I think this is just a healthy part of the grieving process.” 
 
    Harry looked his slightly deranged friend in the eyes and shook his head, “No mate, there’s nothing healthy about what’s going on here.” 
 
    John shrugged and broke the eye-contact by walking over to a corner and cutting up some bread, “Regardless, it’s because of him that Steve is not only dead but also trying to rip everything apart, successfully. I need to do this.” 
 
    As if to respond S slumped forward, as best he could, and stopped breathing. 
 
    “I’m pretty sure he just died.” 
 
    “What?” John said while spinning back around, half a slice of bread in his mouth, “He bloody well better not have.” He strode over, grabbed a handful of S’ hair and pulled him up so he could look at him, “Oi! I’m not done ye-” 
 
    The thunderous roar of Gregorvich calling out interrupted John’s furthering decent into darkness, “John! Get out here now!” 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    The Wolfgang Part 
 
      
 
    Dusk was crawling its way over the camp while Kate and Wolfgang continued to argue with their guns dangling by their sides, “What are we going to tell John? Hmm? You told me that you saw him die Kate.” 
 
    “I know.” Kate said bluntly, refusing to look at Wolfgang and instead looking through the bandits that they’d rounded up and forced to sit cross-legged on the wet grass inside a patrolled circle. 
 
    “You told us that you were positive.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “You promised.” 
 
    “I know!” The fed up Kate snapped and then instantly softened, “I know. I’m sorry, I was sure of it, I swear, the last thing I saw was him smashing through that window.” 
 
    Wolfgang clearly wanted more but had nothing left to say, no matter how much Kate pleaded with her watering eyes, “I don’t know what you want me to say Wolf. Maybe this isn’t a conversation we should have with present company anyway.” 
 
    One of the bandits scoffed, “Oh no, don’t mind us.” 
 
    Wolfgang found the speaker in the source of faces and stared him down, “Shut it, no one asked for your opinion.” He faced Kate again and furrowed his brow, “So when are we going to have this conversation, huh? The next time you tell me that someone dies?” 
 
    She looked like she was on the verge of tears, “That’s not fai-!” 
 
    Wolfgang threw his hands into the air, “Not fair? Well, I’m sorry princess, I’m sorry that the world isn’t fair enough for you. I’m sorry that it’s so inconvenient for you that John’s alive.” Every single word he said was wrapped in anger and judgement. 
 
    Kate was no longer on the verge of tears as they  poured down her cheeks along with the rain, “I don’t deserve this.” 
 
    “You don’t deserve this? Really? That’s how you want to look at it? Tell me, what am I- No. What are we meant to do now?” He said while spreading his arms around in an arc. 
 
    The bandit raised his hand like a child in school, “I’d like to know that as well. What’s the plan here?” 
 
    “That’s for John to decide. Now shut up!” Wolfgang barked. 
 
    “So, what? He’s like your leader?” 
 
    Wolf rubbed his head and squinted as if the words caused him physical pain, “Yes, something like that.” 
 
    “Do you think he’ll let us go?” 
 
    “Oh my God! I don’t know. Maybe. Shut up!” 
 
    It was all quiet for a moment and Wolfgang and Kate relaxed and went to start speaking again. 
 
    “Well, you see, we’re not all bad you know? We were just following the orders of a dangerous madman, we had no choic-” Wolfgang had had enough with the interruptions and strode over to the chatty bandit and grabbed him by the collar. He dragged him to the front of the group and stuck his gun to the bandit’s short brown hair covered head. 
 
    “Wolf! Don’t!” Wolfgang prevented Kate from physically stopping him by keeping his back to her. 
 
    “Just following orders huh!? I remember when I was like that, just following orders. That’s your safety and it will be ‘til the day you die. ‘We had no choice, he was too powerful, what was I supposed to do?’ It’s all bullshit!” 
 
    The bandit didn’t seem to care, he just sat there on his hands and knees and waited, “Come on then, shoot me, end it. See if I give a rat’s ass.” 
 
    Wolfgang wanted to, badly, he felt like if he just did it everything that Kate lied to him about would just go away and he’d stop feeling so betrayed. 
 
    He tightened his finger around the trigger, Kate had given up on trying to stop him and was instead aiming at the restless bandits.  
 
    Then they heard Gregorvich calling, “John! Get out here now!” 
 
    The bandit looked up at the worried Wolfgang and smiled, “Now that sounds urgent.” 
 
    Kate ignored the goading bandit, “What do we do? Should we go?” 
 
    “It sounds like you guys could use all the help you can get.” 
 
    Wolfgang poked him in the back of the head with his gun, “I told you already, shut. Up!” 
 
    “He’s right Wolf.” 
 
    Wolfgang spun on his feet, “What?” 
 
    “He’s right, we need every hand, what if it’s those aliens or a horde?” 
 
    Wolfgang was conflicted, “What if they turn on us?” 
 
    “If it means anything, I promise not to do that.” 
 
    “It really doesn’t.”  
 
    “Well, you guys are vampires aren’t you? Aren’t bullets like pebbles to you guys?”  
 
    Wolfgang had tuned out his almost example.  
 
    He had no idea what to do, that was until he heard the gunshot and then an indecipherable scream. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    The Gregorvich Part 
 
      
 
    Gregorvich didn’t like the position he’d found himself in. He knew that Kate and Wolfgang would defend each other and their story, but what would he do? Lying meant keeping Kate and Wolf while doing the right thing and telling the truth could mean that he’d lose everyone. 
 
    He didn’t know if he could handle that again. 
 
    ‘Gabriel would’ve liked it here.’ He thought to himself while hugging his silenced rifle to his chest, trying to block out the internal struggle.  
 
    The team’s old sniper probably would’ve. It was a wooden platform in an old tree with a green mesh covering that blended in perfectly with the leaves, it was a brilliant bird’s nest.  
 
    Possibly the best feature of that particular nest was the fact that the truck turned gate, was only accessible from one two-lane road. Sure there were other streets that ran through that one every one hundred metres or so, but beyond that it was one long kill-box. 
 
    Unfortunately thinking of his old team member led back to the accident which, in turn, led to what the three vampires had done after it. 
 
    The lonely giant decided that in order to avoid those painful thoughts it was best to just stick with perimeter watch which, other than the two zombies he’d taken out, was proving to be quiet. 
 
    At first he was grateful for it, he didn’t feel like killing, but then it started to feel ominous. The city used to be absolutely swarming with the aimless undead and it seemed that overnight there were next to none. 
 
    He scanned the dim street through his scope and mumbled “Where are you…” to himself. According to the few people that they’d decided to trust in the camp it was the same story from all points of entry. 
 
    Then Gregorvich heard something.  
 
    It was like a tank squadron rolling down a road, getting louder and louder with each passing second. He looked down and saw the woman from the truck sitting, reading a book with a torch from the bag beside her.  
 
    Gregorvich called out to her, “Excuse me, reading woman!” despite him trying to hide as much of his gruffness as possible the woman still looked around with shock. 
 
    “In the tree!” 
 
    She looked up at the nest almost directly above her head, “Woah, how long have you been up there?” 
 
    Already Gregorvich was losing faith in her situational awareness, “Does not matter, can you hear that?” 
 
    She turned her ear to the sky and started to shake her head then stopped, “Wait… it’s like… a parade? A really big parade?” 
 
    Gregorvich nodded, “But I see nothing from here. Do you mind going and checking it out?” 
 
    She mulled it over for a moment before shrugging and standing up, “Sure, can I have a gun though? Not all that comfortable with the idea of being out there by myself unarmed.” 
 
    “No problem.” Gregorvich said while pulled his sidearm out from its holster and tossed it down to her. 
 
    She barely caught the pistol, fumbling with it before firmly catching it with it aiming directly at her face. “Please tell me it has the safety on.” She said before shoving it in her pocket. 
 
    “Da.” Gregorvich lied, “Now you head out there and tell me if you see anything, I will keep you covered.” 
 
    She laughed a bit before squeezing past the truck and walking out onto the long road, “You barely know me, perv.” Gregorvich didn’t understand the joke and decided to keep her in his sights and keep his mouth shut. He laid down on the damp wood and kept himself steady. 
 
    She got to the first intersection and looked down both sides and moved on. The process repeated twice more before she practically suction cupped herself to a wall and started shifting back to the camp, terror painting her face. 
 
    It took a few seconds but eventually Gregorvich saw what startled her, a singular zombie chomping along and staring at the sky. He figured that it was clear that she hadn’t had much experience with the walking dead. With a quick pull of the trigger Gregorvich had painted the street red. 
 
    He smiled and pulled back the bolt and let the round fling out and another to slide into the chamber. The smile vanished the second he looked through the scope and saw the woman jumping around and shaking her head.  
 
    ‘Does she like them or something?’ 
 
    She did not. 
 
    A fact that only became clear to him when he saw what was dragging its way around the corner, dozens of them. Gregorvich got ready to start taking shots as the woman started running toward him, “John! Get out here now!” 
 
    He managed to pick off a few and then he saw that it wasn’t dozens, it was hundreds, then thousands. The woman had pulled the pistol from her pocket and fired back at the massive horde, “You said the safety was on!” She screamed. 
 
    “Yeah, well be glad that I lied and keep shooting!” Gregorvich said as he began to stand in order to get a better view. He smiled as he took another shot, “There you are…”  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    S.F. 
 
      
 
    After what I’ve blocked out all I remember is when I stuck my head out of the tent and started looking around, “What the bloody Hell is Greg yapping about?” 
 
    Harry pushed past me and tried to drag me with him, “I dunno, come on.”  
 
    I held my ground and shook my head, “I’m not done with him yet, you saw him, he’s not far from clocking out.” 
 
    Harry was less than happy with that response, “No, Greg called for us and we’re going, plus, S isn’t leaving any time soon.” 
 
    I went to argue but then there was a gun shot and someone screaming something. I looked to the tent and back out again a few times before finally conceding, “Fine, get me a gun and meet me at Greg’s post with the others.” 
 
    Harry had just run off to find Kate and Wolf right as a bandit passed me and shoved an M4 into my arms, “Don’t bother, see you there.” He said before continuing on his course. 
 
    “Ah… thank… um… right then.” Was all I could get out before running through the mud and toward the truck-gate. 
 
    Dozens of people armed to the teeth that I’d deemed bandits were pushing past me to get to the truck to try and help. By the time I got to the truck they’d taken up positions on top of the truck, in the bird’s nest and basically anywhere else where they could get a clear shot. 
 
    At first I thought that it was the Gralari in some kind of vehicle, based on how much our side was shooting, but then I climbed up the tree and saw. 
 
    It was the single largest horde I’d seen, thousands upon thousands of zeds making their way down the long stretch of road with no sign of slowing down. They were barely seven hundred metres away and advancing in a shuffling mass, occasionally a runner would sprint toward us before being promptly shot down. 
 
    “Greg! What are they doing!? Why aren’t they running!?” I shouted down to him over the gunfire while taking aim and picking off a few zeds in the frontline. 
 
    The bear of a vampire had swapped out his sniper for a heavy automatic weapon and was mowing down lines of zeds at a time, “I am unsure sir! I think they’re waiting!” 
 
    ‘Waiting?’ It didn’t seem like something they’d do. Unless… 
 
    “Have you seen any in white armour!?” 
 
    Greg must have heard the fear in my voice as he stopped firing his RPK and looked up to me, “Da, a few, but they were zeds. Harder to kill but definitely not living!” with that he returned to shooting. 
 
    It was hard to connect the dots while picking out targets but eventually it hit me, ‘Steven.’  
 
    I had no idea how he was doing it, but it was clear that somehow these zeds were being controlled and I was betting that it was him.  
 
    The scariest part of that realisation for me though was that not only was he smart, but he was hunting us. 
 
    As if a zombie vampire with incredible strength commanding an army of the undead wasn’t scary enough, the idea that he could be actually strategising was even worse. 
 
     Normally I’d have turned to Wolf, Kate, Harry or Mark for some kind of guidance, but they were nowhere to be seen. I felt alone even with Greg and despite being surrounded by more people that I had been in over a month. 
 
    It was in that moment of strange loneliness that I heard a low ‘thump’ from behind me and watched as something whistled past our lines and into the zeds. It sat for a full second before exploding just behind the first few lines of the horde, sending limbs, organs and broken bodies through the air. 
 
    I turned to see the source was Harry with a grenade-launcher, “Get back to shooting Prince!” He ordered as he shot another grenade into the zeds ranks.  
 
    Without hesitation I followed his orders. 
 
    The slow moving horde had reached the four hundred metre mark and it looked like they were preparing for something.  
 
    They stopped shuffling and had partially bent over, as if they were getting ready charge 
 
    “Greg! Get to the truck!” I called out as I started my hurried descent. 
 
    He’d heard me and met me next to it as I was yelling at the people on the roof of it, “Get off! Get off!” I dropped my gun and started tugging on their legs until they jumped off onto our side. 
 
    Greg and I crouched down and gripped the base of the truck and, with a loud groan, flipped it on its side and pushed it into place, completely blocking the hole in the wall. 
 
    I grabbed my gun and climbed up onto the truck’s side with a few of the others. After a few seconds of guaranteeing my footing I resumed firing right as the few thousand zeds left reached three hundred metres and started their charge.  
 
    It was clear to everyone there in that moment that what we were doing wasn’t going to last forever.  
 
    We’d already lost the camp. 
 
    They just hadn’t taken it yet. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Insurmountable Odds 
 
      
 
    Harry had joined us on the truck while the others had run off to other positions the second a few zombies had managed to start climbing up.  
 
      
 
    Chicken-shits, am I right? 
 
      
 
    Har seemed intent on focussing his fire on the ones a hundred or so metres away with his launcher while Greg and I were more focussed on the immediate threats, which were climbing the walls and the faux-gate. “Where’re the others!?” I shouted to my friend who was less than two feet from me. 
 
    Harry either shrugged or responded to kick-back before looking over to me as I booted a zed’s head into the end-zone, “I don’t know, they said something about the west gate and fucked right off! I figured you guys needed the help more though!” 
 
    The truck started to shake and shift under our feet as the charging zeds slammed into it and I could see that we were seconds from having a gap wide enough for them to squeeze into the camp.  
 
    Adrenaline finally kicked into high gear and things started to slow down as I let my gun hang idly by my side, I felt as useless as I was.  
 
    The steady click of Greg’s RPK firing thick round after round into the zeds at his feet along with the constant groans and screeches were the only thing I could hear.  
 
    Then someone called out “Grenade!” And I was frozen in time while everyone else jumped from the truck and ran. 
 
    Harry tried to pull me along with him, but I wouldn’t budge, I couldn’t help it. He gave up and ran off while I was stuck in WWI with Wolf in the trenches.  
 
    I saw the fire before I felt or heard anything. The truck lifted into the air as hot shrapnel and fire tore through it. 
 
      
 
    I’m sure it was at that moment I decided that death didn’t really suit me. 
 
      
 
    I kicked off the side and flipped backward through the air. I thought that I’d land on my feet and run for my life, but the truck had other plans, exploding when I was less than five feet from it and sending me three times higher into the sky than I’d expected. 
 
    For the briefest moment I could see the end of the horde and, in that moment, felt hopeful.  
 
    Then I saw mostly ground and exploded truck. 
 
    I tried to catch myself as I hit the ground but I was going too fast to land and more splatted. The only lucky part of it was that the explosion had given me a few seconds to get up and start limping over to the others who were running and shooting backward, “Hold! Hoooooold! Keep this position and keep firing!” 
 
    The retreating bandits seemed to be half and half with listening. My supporters weren’t with that particular group and I had no one to back me up.  
 
    One of the bandits decided to take advantage of that, “Fuck you man! I ain’t stickin’ around her-” I silenced him with a single shot to the forehead from my pistol. 
 
    I didn’t like doing it like that, though it seemed like the only way that they’d listen, “Any more rebels!? Good! Then hold your fucking position and keep these undead mother fuckers from getting in!” And just like that they were following my orders.  
 
    I knew that saving the camp was impossible. I knew that since the wall had been breached the camp was forfeit and we needed to retreat, but I couldn’t have these rapists and murderers running free. I had to keep them under control for as long as possible. 
 
    The zeds hadn’t been game enough to pass the burning truck yet. Like they knew that fire meant death or, at least, Steve did, but it was clear that they were starting to get ready for an attack.  
 
    My bandit battalion had apparently decided that  was a good time to take a bit of a break.  
 
    I disagreed. 
 
    I stomp-limped over to one of the younger looking bandits while stuffing my pistol back into my chest holster, forcing it to fall off for some unclear reason, but I didn’t let it deter me.  
 
    I grabbed the bandit’s M4 wielding arm and pulled it up so he was sort of aiming, “Enjoy the pretty lights later, shoot the damn things!” 
 
    He shook his head back to life before waking up from whatever daydream had absorbed him and started shooting, leading as an example to all the rest. 
 
    While they started mowing the zeds down I went over and grabbed up my trusty holster and proceeded to look it over as I wandered toward the back of the group.  
 
    Something had sliced through three of the straps at some point in the explosion. I started patting myself down and found something sticking out from my left shoulder and another tender spot in my chest lining up with the hole in my shirt. I tugged on the point on my shoulder but it was clearly stuck from there. 
 
    With two of my fingers and my thumb I reached through the hole and into my flesh, wincing and biting into my lip so hard that it bled while I fought off the urge to howl.  
 
    Then I found it, a single strip of corrugated metal sheeting about an inch wide and, as I found out while pulling it out with a growl of pain, a good foot long. 
 
    Within a few seconds my body had healed up but not before letting me know how close to death I was with a few mouthfuls of blood.  
 
    It was very gross.  
 
    I pushed my spare pistol into my pocket and kept the other one out, shooting and looking for a rifle when I could. 
 
    The zeds had finally decided it was time to start attacking, ignoring the dangers of the flame. Fortunately we had enough automatic weapons to slow them.  
 
    Unfortunately, not enough to stop them altogether, “Everyone! Pull back but keep firing!” 
 
    One zed managed to get to our firing line and chomped down on the neck of the young bandit who I’d pushed to hold his ground.  
 
    I acknowledged my mistake and rectified it by shooting his head at an angle so that it blew out the zed’s brains as well. As they slumped backward I grabbed the M4 and went to fire but got nothing but a ‘click’. 
 
    “Well, that explains that. Clip!” As soon as the word had left my lips a clip came flying from my right side and I reloaded, “Cheers!” 
 
    A familiar thump sounded behind me before I got lightly prodded in the back, “John!” Harry yelled over the gunfire. 
 
    I felt slightly annoyed that Harry had decided that it was an appropriate time to have a conversation but I obliged him, “What is it!?” My words were drowned out by a thunderous explosion closer than the last ones, “And watch your fire!” 
 
    “Yeah yeah! Listen! S is gone!” 
 
    I immediately lost all interest in the horde and spun on my feet, “What do you mean gone!?” 
 
    He shrugged as he continued to walk backward and fired another grenade past me, “I don’t know, Clara saw it, apparently he’s the one who tossed the ‘nade, then he fucked off to God-knows-where in a hurry!” 
 
    Fear started to swap out for anger, “You guys get out of here! I’ll go find S!” I went to run and felt Harry grab my shirt, tearing it the rest of the way open, “Oh for…” I ripped the rest of it off and one of the bandits wolf-whistled, “KEEP FIRING! Why’d you do that!?” 
 
    Har gestured to the armed bandits then to the horde, “We kind of need you! The walls have fallen and, for some stupid reason the people we just took prisoner are armed to the teeth again!” 
 
    He was right and I knew it, I didn’t like it though. I snatched his grenade launcher out of his hand just as he shoved the sixth grenade into its place, and gave him the M4 before he could complain, “Everyone fall back! Retreat to the west gate ASAFP!” 
 
    Harry looked at me confusedly, “That means you Har! Move it!” I growled as I pushed him in the chest. 
 
    I turned back around and, with the launcher in one hand and a pistol in the other, started sending grenade after grenade into the sprinting zeds while I stepped back as quickly as I could without tripping. They were everywhere, and I mean everywhere.  
 
    No matter where I looked in the 180° ahead of me a hungry face was always there waiting. 
 
    I’d just run out of ammo in the launcher when I decided running was probably the best option. I pegged the useless hunk of metal at the nearest zed, turned tail and legged it through the camp. 
 
    Explosions went off all around me as the free bandits and some of the less traumatised women made full use of the unrestricted armoury.  
 
    The once beautiful park was quickly becoming a bloody warzone. 
 
    “Get to the west gate!” I yelled to everyone I passed, only a few listened though, the rest seemed so completely absorbed by their task of riddling every zed with as many bullets as they could. 
 
    I thought ‘Power to ‘em’. 
 
    I mean, how often do you get to really do your part in the apocalypse? Well, that and they were providing a brilliant source of distraction for those of us who made it to the gate. 
 
    I reached a point and was met by seven bandits behind three of those water filled barriers for roads. The moment I came into their view they took aim for a few seconds before letting me go past to the west gate, which was more a pile of broken bits of metal and concrete than an actual gate. 
 
    ‘Kate, Harry, Wolf, Greg, Marcus, Clara’ I mentally checked off each of their faces and realised I was missing one.  
 
    It took me longer than it should before figuring out that it was me. 
 
    Other than them there were no more than fifty survivors, half were women lucky enough to be on that side of the camp when the wall fell and the other half bandits.  
 
    All of them still very armed. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Poor Choices 
 
      
 
    The gunfire hadn’t stopped since I got to the wall, but it did seem to have gotten further away and I figured that the zeds were following those who were going anywhere but the west wall.  
 
    But I didn’t care about the zeds or the people they pursued, I was much more interested in an issue closer to home. 
 
     “Why the fuck did you think it was a good idea to arm them Wolf!?” I’d dragged my fellow survivor from the rest of the group so I could scold him in peace. 
 
    “I don’t know. I just-” He stammered. 
 
    “You just what? Decided it’d be a good idea to not only give these… these… ‘people‘ weapons, but also to just walk off?” 
 
    He shoved me in the chest, “Leave me the fuck alone, alright! We were getting attacked and, in case you can’t tell, we still are and you think now is a good time to lecture me on right and wrong?” 
 
    I wanted to punch him in the face for shoving me, but I knew he was right. “That doesn’t change the fact that you wandered off though, we could’ve used your help on the wall.” I said calmer than I had been but still clearly angry. 
 
    Before Wolf could answer Kate walked in between us and faced me sternly, “It was me. He didn’t think giving them weapons was a good idea either, and I noticed something going on over here. Wolf wanted to go to you guys but I told him to come with me.” 
 
    I’m not sure whether it was her cross tone surprising me or just her presence but I’d calmed down a significant amount, “Alright, look I’m sorry, it’s been a big day.” 
 
    “Bullshit!” She snapped, “That’s bullshit John and you know it! You can rip into Wolf but ‘oooh, better be nice to Kate’. Fuck you!” 
 
    Having her get so angry at me was a less than fun experience. Actually, it was possibly the most painful thing to happen that day and the sun had only just gone down. 
 
    “Fine, you want me to treat you the same way? Tell me, what was so fucking important that you deemed it necessary to leave us to fight off the population of a small town?” The gruffness I was trying to get out wasn’t quite working. 
 
    “Steven. He was milling around here and then just ran off the second we got close. Like he was doing some kind of recon.” A lot of the anger in her voice had dissipated, which I was incredibly grateful for. 
 
    The tension that had been bubbling in our little area was easing, even with the new information that a super-zombie was less than a hundred metres from me not too long ago. “Did you see where he went?” They both shook their heads once they were standing side-by-side. 
 
    “He was too fast,” Wolf said calmly, “by the time we got to the gate he was in the wind.” 
 
    His words hung in the air for a time while we all thought. Kate looked at both of us, “We can’t stay here guys, not now that he knows where we are. And you saw those zeds John.” 
 
    I nodded, “The behaviour was completely different to what we’re used to. They knew what they were doing, in the way they entered, all attacking the weakest point like that?” 
 
    Then Wolf brought up a fact that we’d all been thinking but had been avoiding the best we could, “Can you imagine what it’d be like if they regrouped and pushed again?” 
 
    I shuddered, probably a side-effect of both that terrifying image and the fact that I still didn’t have a shirt. 
 
    We had to figure out what was going to happen. 
 
    “Hey John!” Greg whisper-shouted, “Come here!” 
 
    I broke away from the think tank and made my through the crowd of shivering women toward Greg who was perched up on the concrete wall, looking over it while exposing as little of himself as he could. 
 
    I climbed up the ten foot mess to meet him and he pointed over the wall, “There’s some of those alien people making their way here.” 
 
    Hoping he was wrong I looked over and instantly saw them a few houses away from the park. “Well, that’s just what we need.” I said as I dropped back down into cover. I looked over the small crowd of women and bandits, still armed. 
 
    “Based on how long it’s taking them to search each of the places it’s going to take maybe ten minutes before they find us. What are we going to do?” He asked worriedly. 
 
    It took me a while to respond while I pondered, “Get the others, I’ll figure it out.” He didn’t bother letting me know he heard me and instead slipped into the crowd and disappeared. 
 
    I couldn’t think properly, all I could focus on was how angry Kate had gotten with me. Nothing else mattered at that moment.  
 
    Then Neysor bellowed my name and I organised my priorities. In the two minutes it took for Greg to get back with the others the zeds had clearly moved a sizable distance from us and I’d figured out what we were going to do. I’d also got a spare black long-sleeve shirt from one of the more maternal women. 
 
    Lovely woman. Bit odd. 
 
    “Where’s Mark?” I asked.  
 
    Greg shrugged, “I cou-” 
 
    Clara raised her bloody hand, “He’s having a bit of a moment. Today’s been rough on him.” 
 
    “Ah, wait…” 
 
    She shook her head, “No, he hasn’t got anything to drink.” 
 
    I nodded thankfully and got started with a very simple “We’re fucked.” To which I got collective confusion from my team, “Solidly. A very powerful, very pissed alien is on his way here and is probably going to kill us all.” 
 
    Harry ditched his confused expression and adopted a more approving one, “Right then. So what are we going to do?” 
 
    Wolf went to say something but stopped when Kate shot him a sharp look, “We need to run you guys, survival of the fittest. Yeah John?” 
 
    I umed and ahed a few times before shaking my head no, “Actually, I need volunteers. We’ll lead the aliens away while the others lead these people to safety. So, can I get a raise of hands?” 
 
    Almost instantly Greg and Harry’s hands shot up enthusiastically followed by a sort of ‘eh’ Clara. Kate and Wolf stayed quiet and unmoving though, it stung and I blamed myself. 
 
    “Not you Harry and Clara, I need you guys on crowd control, plus, I need someone to watch Mark and you guys and him really clicked.” 
 
    Harry didn’t seem overly impressed with his new assignment, “Why the Hell am I on baby-sitter duty? I should be out there watching your back.” 
 
    I understood why he was upset, I would’ve been as well, but I knew that the crowd would be much more comfortable following a human rather than Kate or Wolf. I also figured that if I did leave them they’d bail on them and come help us instead.  
 
      
 
    I was stupid. 
 
      
 
    “I know Har, but I need you on this. Also, I need you guys to round up as much ammo and weapons as possible without drawing the horde. Get some of the bandits… men to help you out.” It was difficult for me to accept that the men that I’d been calling bandits for so long were just people now, at least until things settled down enough to have an actual ‘heart-to-heart’ with some of them. “Oh, and could you bring me my backpack from the duffle? Everyone else meet back here when you’re done getting ready.” 
 
    Clara had gone to get started on her task of rousing Mark while Harry stared me down with his brow furrowed, like he was trying to read my mind.  
 
    Eventually he gave up, nodded and moved on. 
 
    I looked over to Wolf, “Come on guys, we could really use your help.” 
 
    Again, Wolf went to say something but Kate beat him to the punch, “You guys will be fine John, we’re more needed here.” It took longer than it should’ve for a person to agree but Wolf nodded surely. 
 
    “Alright, you guys get to work then,” before I could even finish my words they’d walked off, “looks like it’s just you and me Greg. Want me to go over it?” 
 
    He shrugged then shook his head, “I’m sure I’ll get it as we go. And when has one of your plans ever not changed partway through?” He said jokingly. 
 
    I smiled, which felt weird and I became acutely aware that it had been a little while since I’d properly done it, “Hey! Before I met you guys every plan I made worked perfectly!” 
 
    “Sure sure.” 
 
    We shared a laugh for a second and he came up and sat down on the concrete pile with me, checking over his shoulder a few times to make sure he wasn’t visible to the street.  
 
    For a while we just watched as the group milled around and whispered amongst themselves. I didn’t bother to listen in, I wasn’t interested. They could’ve been planning to turn on us or were weird with the sudden change in leadership or any number of things. 
 
    It didn’t matter.  
 
    All that mattered was getting them and my team to safety. 
 
    Harry was the first to return, tossing me my backpack, which I rustled through and found the cylindrical device integral to the plan. Another full minute passed before Kate and Wolf showed up, empty handed, and finally Clara a few seconds later. 
 
    “Where are all the guns?” I asked the still sort of off Kate. 
 
    “There’s a few blokes keeping guard holding onto them, they’re good to move when we are.” 
 
    I nodded and pretended to ignore the bitter tone in her voice, “Alright, good. We’ll move now and the second ‘Pale-Face and the Gang’ are on us you move these people somewhere safe, we’ll find you when we can. ‘Til then just keep moving until you’re positive you’re in the clear. Understood?” 
 
    My commanding words were met with scattered nods and one shrug.  
 
      
 
    I’m sure you can figure out who did what. 
 
      
 
    They all wandered off, except Wolf despite Kate’s insistent, though short lived, dragging. She threw her hands into the air and gave up before walking to the nearest armed man and filled him in on the plan. 
 
    “What is it Wolf?” 
 
    He seemed so quiet, like he was afraid everything he said or thought could somehow incriminate him. He pulled out an olive-green walkie-talkie no bigger than a brick mobile phone, rolled it around in his hand for a second before tossing it to me, “It’s a piece of crap, got it off one of the guards, but he says it’s good to five kilometres. That should be good enough for you to contact us when you’re finished up.” 
 
    I did my best to reflect his weak smile, “Will do. Thanks.” 
 
    He jutted his chin at me in response before turning to leave. “Wait.” I jumped down off the pile and walked over to him and hugged him right as he started to turn around, “I’ll see you soon mate.”  
 
    He returned the hug three fold and stumbled his words as he said, “I’m sorry John… I promise I didn’t know.” And before I got to get an explanation he was gone. 
 
    I accepted that that was an issue for later and turned back to Greg who was wielding a large pump-action shotgun, “Where in the bloody Hell did you get that?” 
 
    “Guy over there. He threw it to me while you and Wolf were having cuddles.” 
 
    I laughed and started my climb to the top of the rubble, “When all’s done here I’ll give you a proper man hug, sound good?” 
 
    With a big grin he cocked his shotgun and laughed, “My friend, if we get through this I’ll give you a big sloppy kiss.” 
 
      
 
    I should’ve hugged him. 
 
    I miss him. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    The Illusion of Diplomacy
Three Minutes Post First Contact 
 
      
 
    Tensions were high in the helicopter as it started its pass a thousand metres above the Brisbane river. Minks, Mikael, Gabriel and Gregorvich had all voted for returning to the city, while Kate voted to leave and was still trying to convince Wolfgang to agree with her, “He’s dead Wolf, I watched it happen, and if we go back we’ll all die. You know that.” 
 
    The German vampire looked torn but eventually gave to Kate’s begging, “Fuck… fine, I think we should leave. If Kate’s sure then so am I.” 
 
    Minks snarled, “Bullshit Wolf, you’re just incapable of saying no to her you sad sack of shit. I’m making sure John knows who wanted to leave him.” 
 
    “Come on Jace, listen to reason.” Kate pleaded. 
 
    “Don’t you dare ‘Jace’ me. Shut up, we voted, you lost, we’re going back and that’s it.” Kate went to argue again but Minks was already banging on the roof, “Turn it around Ray! We’re goin’ back!” 
 
    Other than the steady ‘put-put-put’ of the blades cutting through the rain nothing responded. Minks banged on the roof again. “Raymond! I said turn this chopper around, now! That’s an order!” 
 
    Nothing.  
 
    Minks slammed on the roof a final time while making his way into the cockpit, “I said-! Oh for fucks sake…” He said with nothing but disappointment when he saw the zombifying pilot. 
 
    The pilot had had some sort of delayed reaction to the initial gassing due to the filtration system in the cockpit, but when it did hit, it hit with a tenacity.  
 
    Minks wasn’t interested in that though. Instead he did what any rational person would do and shot the jaw snapping creature in the head.  
 
    Unfortunately rational people can die too. 
 
    Before anyone could ask what was going on the zombie’s corpse collapsed forward onto the cyclic stick. The helicopter went into a nose dive and threw Minks back onto his head and almost out the door, Gregorvich just catching him before he got eaten by the hungry propellers while most of the passengers sat and waited for a crushing death.  
 
    Most.  
 
    Gabriel didn’t feel like dying and acted on impulse, climbing into the cockpit and grabbing at the pilot. 
 
    Something caught on the limp body and suddenly the helicopter was in more of a tail spin. Gregorvich was flung out of his seat, barely managing to use his body weight to throw his unconscious C.O. into the helicopter.  
 
    But it was too little too late.  
 
    Less than three seconds later the helicopter was churning dirt into the air with its shattered blades. 
 
    Other than the slowing rotors, nothing moved in the helicopter. Fuel was leaking, electricity was arcing and a curious, twitching horde of the undead made its way toward the sideways flying lunchbox. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Going Out…
66,657 Minutes Post First Contact 
 
      
 
    I fired a few shots into the air as we walked toward the single storey house where we’d last seen Neysor and his group, “Come out ‘ere a second! Need to have a chat with the gentleman in charge!” 
 
    He strode out the door, wearing his robes again, and onto the front lawn of the house a few metres from us with his dozen or so white-armoured friends close behind, “Good to see you John. Been looking all over for you and… my, is this your little friend that hit me with that toy car?” 
 
    Greg didn’t take well to being called little.  
 
    He fired his shotgun like it was just an over-sized pistol into Neysor’s chest, knocking the commander onto his back as Greg cocked it again and started aiming around at the un-fussed aliens, “Come on!” 
 
    But they refused to respond to Greg’s invitation.  
 
    I really didn’t like it, “Really? You guys are just going to stand there?” 
 
    Then I understood. 
 
    Neysor slowly stood back up, shaking off the blast to the chest, and smiled evilly, “You’ll have to do better than that.” 
 
    I stared, waiting for his next move and realised he was doing the same as we backed away, “Greg. Run.” 
 
    “What!?” 
 
    “Run. CBD. Now!” 
 
    With that we took off at high speed, skidding around corners and kicking off walls as we broke ninety kph. I held a sort of finesse with my darting while Greg was more like a turbo-charged garbage truck, tearing up gravel and knocking in walls. He was doing his job perfectly.  
 
    Within seconds we were in the heart of the city having left a very obvious trail of destruction behind us.  
 
    We stopped on a deserted pavement in front of a building and took a breather, “You think he can keep up?” Greg heaved between deep breaths. 
 
    I shrugged the best I could while I was doubled over, holding my knees for support, “I don’t know if he could keep up. But I daresay he’ll be able to follow the path we left.” 
 
    We were less than a kilometre from where we needed to be, but I felt if we went any further they’d suspect something was up and wouldn’t willingly follow.  
 
    Plus, we needed a break from the running and that was as good a place as any. The cool night air was complemented with a soft breeze, and without even the slightest bit of rain we could appreciate the peace and quiet without worrying about soaking our clothes. 
 
    I wondered if we should check in with Wolf and the others but decided that it’d probably be for the best if we stuck to the plan of radio silence until Greg and I were finished. I was actually pretty excited for the end result.  
 
    Destruction was always a big tension release for me. 
 
    I could feel my second wind building up as a group of white blurs zoomed past us, “Hey! Back here!” I yelled after them. 
 
    It took a second but they eventually turned back and started circling Greg and I, forcing us into the middle of the street. Each of them looked more tired than the last, though that didn’t stop them from aiming their bladed weapons at us.  
 
    Now that they were closer I could tell that they were all rather massive, ranging from 6’11 to 7’4. The tallest one in the group was clearly important. She wore similar patches to Neysor and had a single red line that ran down the right side of her armour while her helmet had some obvious personal modifications. Marks were carved into the side as well as some red and black characters that I guessed denoted rank and achievements. 
 
    “Where’s the big scary boss?” I asked the biggest one, “No offense intended, but did he just up and leave the dirty work to the little guy?” I taunted.  
 
    They certainly were a quiet bunch.  
 
    It was really quite disturbing. 
 
    Greg cocked his shotgun and started aiming around at them, “Answer him!” 
 
    Right as he went to pull the trigger another figure zoomed past us, tearing the gun along with it. “That’ll be him then.” I whispered to Greg as Neysor stopped in a break in the circle. 
 
    “You really thought you could outrun us? Us? The purest form of your disgusting hybrid of flawed genetics? Fools.” He growled as he bent and broke Greg’s shotgun.  
 
    A poor decision on his part, really. 
 
    Instead of sticking to the plan that had worked so well so far Greg snapped. He kicked up gravel and solid tar into the soldiers behind us as he shot into Neysor, blasting him at least fifty metres away with his second in command in close tow while the rest of the soldiers seemed completely dumbfounded. 
 
    After the initial shock had passed, all the soldiers attacked us. Instead of risking shooting each other they ran at us with their blades, yelling in their foreign language.  
 
    I dodged one, grabbing her gun-blade and, using her momentum, forced it into her companion who was attacking me from the other side, before sweeping the first one’s legs. 
 
    Greg reflected his running style in his fighting, using his immense size to throw the soldiers around like stuffed toys, taking their weapons in the process and casting them at the next nearest target. 
 
    One attempted to grab me from behind so another could gut me, a process I interrupted by pulling out one of my pistols and firing once into the grabber’s knee before turning and firing a shot into the gutter’s head. The grabber went to pull my leg out from under me, instead I used the same leg to donkey-kick her hard in the chest while tossing Greg my other pistol, “Heads!” 
 
    He spun on the spot, caught the gun and went to shoot a new attacker to no avail, “No bullets!” 
 
    “The saf-!” A blade cutting across my face stopped me from finishing my thought. I turned and saw my attacker pulling their weapon back in preparation to stab me.  
 
    For a second I waited for the perfect moment, closed my eyes and- 
 
    “The what!?” 
 
    That distraction was enough for me to lose all focus, the blade entered my side, it was vibrating and was carving through one of my ribs like it was wafer.  
 
      
 
    I am not too proud to say that I screamed.  
 
    Maybe even cried a little. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed the end of the gun, “Try,” I pushed against the alien’s weight, “the Goddamn,” the alien bent over to try and get more leverage and I used her proximity to my advantage, delivering a heavy uppercut into her forehead, causing her to fly backward but leaving the vibrating weapon inside me, “safety!” 
 
    “Ahh… Got it.” 
 
    I tore the gun out of my side and spun it around me, deterring the other aliens who’d decided that I was wounded enough to be an easy target.  
 
    That factoid came to mind, that one about wolves biting their own feet off to get out of traps and all I could think was ‘Fuck. That.’ as my wound closed over and my bones replaced themselves. 
 
    I tried to fire the gun in my hands but the trigger refused to move. I gave up and charged the first soldier I saw. Instead of simply bayonetting her though I jumped up, spearing the blade into the top of her head as I did so, and tore through at least fifteen metres of air.  
 
    I figured that I could slam downward and cause a sizable amount of damage to my next target.  
 
    I was wrong. 
 
    The alien soldiers had followed me and were trying to grapple with me above the ground.  
 
    I managed to kick two of them away and grab the third in an attempt to soften my impact. 
 
    I was less than a second from the ground when an almighty force slammed into my side and dragged me along for a good distance before letting me bounce down the road.  
 
    On the fourth bounce I managed to catch myself in an upright position and came to a grinding stop. Neysor was clearly really bloody pissed with me, understandably, and he wanted a fight.  
 
    Honestly, for a moment I wanted to fight him too, but something else took me over and suddenly I’d dashed passed the angry commander and was back with Greg. He was like a big hairy totem pole the way he swung aliens around and around before using them as weapons against their friends. 
 
    “What are you doing back here comrade?” He asked as he knocked away an incoming soldier’s gun with his massive hands and kicked her backward, leaving a massive imprint in the wall that she connected with. 
 
    “I’m here to make sure you don’t get yourself killed!” I said while tossing him my other pistol, which he caught as I flipped over an attacker and landed right next to him. 
 
    “You go John. I can handle this.” 
 
     Neysor’s girly had decided it was time to pitch in, dropping her gun and coming at us with a heavy stride, “Doubt it.” 
 
    He actually shuddered when he saw her coming toward us before getting into a boxing stance, “You take the man, I’ve got these ones.” 
 
    “No way Greg, I’m stayin-” 
 
    “You will go now or I will throw you!” 
 
    I started to argue then stepped, I knew his mind was made and nothing was going to unmake it. As I went to run off he grabbed my arm and pulled me back for a second, “Just… Come back for me?” 
 
    I nodded, gripped his hand tight, let go with him and ran over toward where I’d left Neysor. The last thing I heard was his booming voice bellowing out something angry in Russian.  
 
    I wanted to turn back, and if I could turn back time I would. But I had a new task at hand and I figured that Gregorvich, the massive Russian with the ability to tear cars in half, could handle a few zeds while I went to play ‘tiggy-tag-boom!’ with Neysor. 
 
      
 
    I should’ve stayed behind. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    …With a Bang 
 
      
 
    After I’d found Neysor again it was all ‘run here, hide there’ for a while. It took a while but I eventually led the angry bastard all the way to Queen Street Mall.  
 
    I ended up taking temporary residence in the far right corner of a mostly abandoned discount clothing store, waiting for my perfect moment to do… something.  
 
      
 
    It was an imperfect plan, I accepted that, but what plan is without flaw? And if a single one of you thinks there’s a book I should read about a certain beardy fellow’s perfect plan, stop.  
 
    I did and I was immensely disappointed in the lack of dragons and his son fighting said dragons from the back of a tyrannosaurus rex with laser beams.  
 
    I mean, over fifty versions and not one has a single reference to the protagonist attacking the Romans with an army of velociraptors?  
 
    It’s a travesty. 
 
      
 
    Neysor found his way to the store after less than five minutes, which was enough time for the city to fall into a dark and cloudy night. 
 
    His eyes bore into everything around the store. His night vision seemed to be similar to mine, maybe even a bit less finely tuned. Which I took as a good sign that he wouldn’t be able to see me in the shadowed corner I’d found. Especially with all the creepy manikins that surrounded me. 
 
    As he began to walk further away I wanted to breathe a sigh of relief and be grateful that I escaped death-face without a scratch. But then I remembered my purpose wasn’t to get away from him.  
 
    It was to exterminate him. 
 
    I jumped out of my safe and cosy corner, waving around like a mad-man, “Hey! No-nose!” 
 
    He did not like that. 
 
    The second he saw me he was on the move, and boy did he move. I only just managed to lob a manikin at him in time to make my escape.  
 
    I didn’t look behind me to see what had happened with the manikin attack, instead I left a loud and messy trail for him to follow while I continued to lead him toward the building. 
 
    The windows shattered as I jumped through them shoulder first out onto the Queen Street strip. I was less than five hundred meters from my destination and Neysor the snarling douchebag was still hot on my tail. 
 
    Without much thought I gave up on the cat and mouse routine and decided it was time to bury him. I found the building I was looking for, a relatively straight shot from where I was standing.  
 
    I’d barely taken a step in the direction when the pony-tail assassin jumped out of the window and landed right behind me. 
 
    “Meloth di crashot!” He barked as I turned to face him. 
 
    “Ditching the Kings, are we? Quite right, but I must say I’m not as fluent in gibberish.” I stepped on the back of my shoe and loosened it slightly. 
 
    “Ghurhren mifta!” 
 
    “No, no, I forgive you.” As I said the final word I kicked my shoe at him, but instead of him getting a blow to the head it was me, as he caught it and threw it straight back, instantly concussing me. 
 
    I grabbed my head and grunted in pain, “Jesus H. Christ that hurt! Why would you-!” 
 
    He didn’t let me finish, instead he ran and wrapped his arm around my midsection and continued running. We zoomed through the strip, and then the alley where Greg and I had moved through to escape the police, and, finally, I was ploughed into a wall. 
 
    I definitely felt something shatter, but seeing as my weird hugger had somehow managed to smash his head into the concrete I decided that the time for broken ribs and ruptured spleens was later. 
 
    While he continued to shake himself off I ran, well, tried to, toward the building’s blown in doors. I’d barely made it to the stairs and Neysor was already better and on me. He grabbed me by my dirty and torn shirt and threw me into the building where I landed flat on my face. 
 
    The marble floor wasn’t as much of a comfort as I’d hoped it’d be. By that point I’d figured I’d be quipping away while burying the son of a bitch.  
 
    Instead I was about to be treated to a brilliant show of my own ass-kicking in the polished floor. 
 
    Neysor entered the building and looked around with the sort of interest you’d give to someone’s kids drawing of a dog, “Very nice. Perfectly fine place for you to die John.” He finished his sentence with a swift kick to my stomach, sending my flying across the lobby and into the reception desk. 
 
    I responded with a bloody vomit that spread across my face which was seemingly stuck to the floor along with the rest of my body, like a pain magnet.  
 
    For a few moments I was genuinely concerned that I was going to asphyxiate, but then Neysor started walking toward my mostly broken body and I stopped being concerned and started to hope that I’d choke on my own blood. 
 
    A half-hearted groan escaped me as he bent down and picked me up, “What’s wrong John? Feeling sick?” 
 
    I changed my mind with what I was going to do with the blood that had built up in my mouth and let it drool down my face instead of spitting in his awaiting mouth and nostrils.  
 
    What can I say? I’m an English gentleman. 
 
    Apparently my attempt at politeness was still unsatisfactory though. Neysor’s face contorted in disgust, “You disgust me, filth.”  
 
      
 
    Now that I think about it, that is the exact minute that I discovered that I didn’t like getting thrown around. 
 
    Not at all. 
 
      
 
    I collided with the ceiling and then landed on the desk with some of the panels following suit. That’s when Neysor made his first real mistake.  
 
    A monologue. 
 
    He started to pace around spouting some shit about honour and his glorious species, nothing I cared about. The only thing that I enjoyed about it was the fact that the moron was actually giving my body some much needed time to heal.  
 
    My distended… everything, slipped back into place, my broken bones reformed, my internal bleeding dissipated and, most importantly, my mouth and throat finally had the ability to make words again.  
 
    In the time it took for the overzealous prat to finish up and actually face me I was already doing a pre-yoga stretch. 
 
    “Oh no, don’t stop on my account, please continue, I think I still have a distended testicle and I could use the time.” 
 
    Flabbergasted didn’t quite cover the expression on his face, to be fair, neither did anger when it changed. That’s when he made his second mistake, blindly charging me.  
 
    I used my healthier body to my advantage, darting to the left wall and letting Neysor shoot past me and smash right through the desk causing him to stumble and fall. 
 
    “Much anger I sense in you young one.” I said as I got into a comfortable fighting stance. He snarled as he stood, staring piercingly into my eyes while I jumped from foot to foot, smiling away, “Well come on then, give us a dance.” 
 
    I barely ducked under a ceiling panel that he frisbeed at me before launching toward me. The reason escapes me, but for some reason I dropped to the floor just in time to have the alien commander whistle over my head and directly into the wall.  
 
    I started to feel like I really was in a video-game, with possibly the most predictable boss fight of all time. 
 
    I popped off the ground with an over the top push-up and turned to face said boss who was getting up. I took a few steps back and got back into my fighting stance in time for him to face me and dust himself off. 
 
    “Ready?” 
 
    Neysor nodded, seemingly accepting that he was going to have to actually go toe-to-toe with me, else I’d be playing that game all night. 
 
    “Fight!” I said in as deep a voice as I could. 
 
    We started by walking around in circles, occasionally one of us would take a step forward and then the other would step backward.  
 
    It was all very exciting. 
 
    Eventually Neysor made the first move, attempting to close the distance between us with a quick dash. Which failed after I double fly-kicked him in the face, knocking him on his arse and causing me to do a full cartwheel and land on my feet. “Woah… That was awesome. Did you see that!?” I shouted elatedly with my hands still in the air. 
 
    It became quickly apparent that Neysor was boring as he stood up and got into his fighting position again, spitting up small amounts of blood. 
 
    “Alright then, killjoy. Round two! Fight!” 
 
    The words had barely left my mouth and he was already on me. It was intense to put it lightly. High speed high impact attacks. The two of us were a blur as I met each of his attacks with an appropriate defence, I was tiring fast though, I’d become so used to just using guns that I’d forgotten so much of my hand-to-hand combat. 
 
    I managed to block a few more swings as we moved around and around, that was until he started hitting marks I didn’t expect, making my blocks less and less effective.  
 
    Finally, with an unbelievably fast king-hit, he sent me flying across the lobby. 
 
    I expected him to continue his assault but he didn’t.  
 
    Instead he stood exactly where he was and waited for me to get up. “Playing fair, are we?” 
 
    He shrugged and smiled. The fact that he refused to talk was more than a little off-putting until I realised that was the point.  
 
    He was trying to get in my head.  
 
    Both of us knew that after that last little bout one of us wasn’t getting up and he was counting on me losing out because of his little mind game that mirrored my own version of unending annoyance. 
 
    “Right then, round three!” I looked around the lobby and planned my dramatic escape as fast as I could before yelling, “Fight!” 
 
    It was back to circling for us, neither of us willing to give up our position. He knew that if he made a move like the first time I’d floor him, while I knew that if I showed even the slightest bit of hesitance or fear he’d be on me like white on Finnish rice. 
 
     
 
    Shut up. That’s a thing. 
 
      
 
    There was one thing that Neysor didn’t count on though, and that was that I had no intention of sticking around for the third round.  
 
    While he’d been throwing me around I’d been memorising the locations of the explosives that had been laid.  
 
    While he’d been looking for chinks in my armour I’d been positioning myself at the doors and, while he was preparing to strike I was pulling out the detonator. 
 
    I’m pretty sure that’s the first time that any human actually scared Neysor. He tried his best to get to me before I pressed that delightfully enticing button, he actually got kinda close.  
 
    That was until I used him as a kickboard, sending him backward into the exploding building and me out into the street. 
 
    But I wasn’t out of the woods yet. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Touchdown
Seven Minutes Post First Contact 
 
      
 
    Leaking fuel lured the dancing flames while Gabriel crouched down and tried his best to pull his C.O.’s legs out from under the chopper. No one other than him and the twenty or so approaching zombies from a crashed bus seemed to be conscious.  
 
    He silently cursed his luck, wishing that he could’ve been strapped into his seat and unwittingly waiting for an explosion or a quick devouring. 
 
    The soldier had been in chopper crashes before, he knew what he had to do. In the past a team of curious enemy troops or a medical team and fire crew were the ones approaching him and his squad. Not a group of hungry ice-heads, which he was still trying to convince himself that that’s what they were.  
 
    That at some point he’d hit his head in the crash harder than he thought and his memories were betraying him. The blood running from above his hair line into his right eye and already bleeding ear seemed to support that theory. 
 
    What didn’t was everything else. He had clear vision and a complete memory of every event pre-crash. That and the ice-heads he’d been exposed to were a bit more attack everyone and everything and less herd-y.  
 
    The closer they got the less it mattered to him what they were. He wanted to find a weapon and start picking them off, though if they were what he thought they were he knew that’d bring them in from miles around and he’d truly be in a pickle. 
 
    It had become clear that he couldn’t just pull Minks out, he had to somehow shift the helicopter enough to get him out from under it.  
 
    Knowing it was useless, he hooked his fingers under the helicopter’s bulky frame and tried to move it, lifting with everything he could.  
 
    He turned to face the zombies that were less than thirty feet from the smoky wreckage. 
 
    He pulled out his sidearm from its holster, checked its full clip, slid it back in, stood up and took aim at what used to be a young university student. The creature’s arms seemed to have minds of their own, flailing around uncontrollably as the rest of the body made its way through the park toward easy food. 
 
    Gabriel stood there aiming for far too long as he gave his attacker a back-story. He told himself about how the creature had a girlfriend who missed him and a life that mattered, that before today he’d never hurt a soul and was a vegetarian and an artist.  
 
    That was a problem that Gabriel had never had before, he’d always been the kind of person to pull the trigger first and deny that there were any questions to be asked in the first place. 
 
    It was that humanity that led to him putting the muzzle to his C.O.’s forehead, deciding he couldn’t do it and then putting it to his own temple.  
 
    Then he heard stirring from inside the helicopter and dropped his arm, climbing up the side and reaching in without looking at who it was that was awakening.  
 
    A firm grip met Gabriel’s own and he helped to pull Mikael up and out of the wreckage. 
 
    “Give me a hand here, Jason’s trapped underneath.” 
 
    Mikael’s attention wasn’t with Gabriel as he straightened up and looked out at the approaching zombies and pointed, “Ours?” 
 
    Gabriel shook his head, knowing exactly what his friend meant, “No, bus crashed long before we got here, now hurry and help me. Chopper’s not long from going up in a whole lot of boom-boom.” 
 
    The less injured of the two men shook the stars from his eyes and started helping Gabriel try to lift the mass of metal from Minks’ legs. He planted his back on flat bottom and squatted and grabbed the frame, “They’re almost here Gabe!” He growled in between grunts. 
 
    “I know! Just help me!” 
 
    There was some shifting inside the helicopter, but neither Gabriel nor Mikael were interested with helping their vampire compatriots out at that moment. 
 
    Wolfgang and Kate climbed out and, upon seeing the approaching crowd, started pulling all the weapons they could out of the compartment and tossing them onto the grass around the three men before jumping out themselves. 
 
    “What are you guys doing? Let’s get out of here.” 
 
    Gabriel didn’t respond to Kate, instead he shot a look over to his friend who was quickly exerting himself. It took Mikael a second to respond with a shake of his head due to nothing but focus on lifting, “We’re good, thanks.” 
 
    “Don’t be like that Mike, come on, he’s dea-” Wolfgang said while trying to pull Mikael away from his task while he pushed him away with his shoulder. 
 
    “He’s alive! Now either help or get the fuck out of here vamp trash! I’d say you only give a damn about your own but that wouldn’t be true, would it?” 
 
    Gabriel had moved his focus to pulling on the still unconscious Minks while Mikael was on lifting duty, “Not the time, just ignore them.” 
 
    The two vampires argued for a few seconds in private before deciding that they weren’t convincing them and disappeared with a large portion of the guns.  
 
    Wolfgang stopped when they got a few dozen metres away and looked back for them, hoping that they were right there behind him with Minks alive and well.  
 
    He wanted to stay behind, he wanted to help, but Kate was right, even if they could help them, Minks wouldn’t last long in that world.  
 
    ‘Survival of the fittest’ were the words that she had said to him. They didn’t know it then, and, for a long time, Wolfgang wouldn’t know after, but soon those words would echo through and affect every single decision they would make. 
 
    The humans refused to watch as the vampires turned their backs on them and ran for the city. 
 
    “I don’t think I can do it Gabe. I’m sorry.” Mikael said as he doubled over. 
 
    “It’s alright… It’s alright.” The soldier knew that for them it was an impossible task. There was no way that the two of them could lift the helicopter, but neither one of them could leave their pinned friend. 
 
    The zombies had almost reached them after being distracted by the runners and the two were about to start talking about taking the ‘easy’ way out.  
 
    It was at that exact moment that Gregorvich came charging through the small crowd of zombies, barrelling his way toward the helicopter covered in blood and stopping a few feet short of ramming the thing. 
 
    “You men look like you could use a hand?” He said with a massive grin on his face. 
 
    His happiness, though welcome, was unsettling to Gabriel, “Um, yes… You reckon you can do it while we pull him out?” 
 
    He nodded, “Da, easy peasy. Wait, where are the others?” His smile turning into concern. 
 
    Mikael and Gabriel shared a look, neither one wanting to tell him that they’d been left for dead, “Went to find some place safe for us to… take Minks once we unpinned him.” Gabriel said, trying to sound as convincing as possible. 
 
    Gregorvich didn’t buy it for a second, but he figured it’d be best if he just got to saving them, “Alright. Let’s get to work!” He said as he got into position to lift while Mikael joined Gabriel on either one of Minks’ arms. 
 
    For a second they all thought everything was going to be okay.  
 
    That was until Gregorvich lifted the helicopter with his incredible new strength while the two others tried to pull him out only to realise that, 
 
    “Jesus Christ… Put it down Greg! Put it down!” Gabriel shouted as he tried to process what he just saw while the others had been distracted. 
 
    “What is it?” The giant vampire asked while gently laying the helicopter down. That was before he saw the pool of dark red leaking out from underneath the frame where Minks’ legs were. 
 
    Gabriel rubbed his eyes and started pacing while trying to stop himself from retching, “His… his legs, they’re stuck to the frame, they were all that was stopping him from bleeding out and now it’s been shifted and… FUCK!” He shouted at the oncoming zombies, some of which actually retreated for a moment before returning to their original snails-pace course. 
 
    Gregorvich felt lost, unsure whether to try and get the others to leave with him or to just stay behind, but Gabriel didn’t let him decide, “You guys should go, find Wolf and Kate, try and get them to find John. I’m going to stay.” 
 
    The other men wouldn’t argue, they didn’t want to, they knew that Gabriel’s mind had been made. But so had Mikael’s, “I’m staying too. He’s our friend and he wouldn’t leave us.” 
 
    Gregorvich felt it was his duty to stay behind with the other two, despite not being as close to Minks as them it seemed wrong to leave them. Then he remembered John and that he was probably the only one who could convince the other two to try and find him.  
 
    He grabbed a sniper rifle off the blood-wet grass and tossed it to Gabriel, “You will come and find us when you get Jason loose. Then we will find John.” 
 
    The two shared a nod before Gregorvich ran off, clubbing a few zombies away when he reached them before disappearing. 
 
    “He’s still got a pulse Gabe.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Jace, he’s still got a pulse, I think if we’re gonna get him out of here we need to…” The word ‘amputate’ didn’t come easy for either of them, but they both understood. 
 
    “How? We’d need to cauterize it and… hold on.” Gabriel said as he saw exactly what they needed.  
 
    It was a chunk of the titanium rotor blade wedged deep in the ground near the tail and surrounded by flame, they were less than two minutes from a fiery death. 
 
    ‘Just enough time.’ Gabriel thought as he tossed his rifle to Mikael, “You keep them off us, don’t stop shooting until I’m done, alright?” 
 
    Mikael, still semi-stunned by the rifle being thrown at him, agreed with a nod and started lining the closest zombie in the scope.  
 
    Gabriel did his best to prepare for the gun’s whip crack but still flinched as he mentally prepared himself to grab the burning metal. 
 
    He took a deep breath, reached into the fire and immediately retreated in pain. He pushed past it, managing to grab the singeing metal shard, tug it from the ground and get it out of the flames before dropping it. 
 
    The pain was intense, even after a few seconds of holding it, but Gabriel wouldn’t have Minks die if he could do something about it. 
 
    He grabbed the red hot metal in both of his hands, wincing and growling as his flesh singed and whistled under the heat.  
 
    He crawled back over to his friend’s pinned legs, holding onto the metal the whole time for fear that he wouldn’t be able to pick it up again if he let it go, got onto his knees, and raised the shard high above his head, “Sorry mate.” He whispered under another gunshot and, right as he saw Minks’ eyes start to flutter open, brought it down. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Pretty Lights and Dominoes
66,684 Minutes Post First Contact 
 
      
 
    I watched the charges go off from relative safety as I stood in front of the building’s left neighbour. Sparks flew through the heavy rain that had just started as brilliant flashes of light and fire engulfed the concrete arena. 
 
    The sounds of collapsing floors alone were enough to make me smile. I’m not an advocate for destruction or anything! It’s just that I felt like I’d actually conquered something by burying Neysor in fire and rubble. 
 
    Unfortunately life has a habit of not letting these moments last. 
 
    I’d stopped enjoying the firework show and was too busy watching the street in a desperate attempt to assure myself that no one was surviving the demolition to realise what was going on fifteen storeys above me.  
 
    It wasn’t when the dust started to fall.  
 
    Or the paper, or even the broken glass,  
 
    It was when a printer landed not three feet from me that I looked up and saw a less than smashing sight. 
 
    
Heh… ‘Smashing’. 
 
    … 
 
    You’ll get it in a second. 
 
      
 
    Due to what could have been a dozen reasons ranging from age to improper placing of the damn things. The reason didn’t matter to me though. 
 
     All that mattered was that the charges had gone off in an uneven pattern and the top of Neysor’s tomb had started its collapse onto the building that I was standing in front of. 
 
     
 
    To think that if I’d looked up a second earlier or later I may very well never have met… I’ll get there in a minute. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t see the chunk until it was too late, only just managing to make sure that I didn’t get completely crushed, but it wasn’t enough.  
 
    The bastard of a thing hit my left leg.  
 
    “You son of a…! Ow! Fuck you!” It took a lot of energy to not just keep yelling at the inanimate object that had a sizable amount of my flesh and blood.  
 
    Well, less energy, more the fact that it had friends that were raining like flyers in an American high-school stairwell. 
 
    I watch a lot of movies, alright? 
 
    Even still I gave the blend of concrete and metal a death-stare as I started my hobble away.  
 
    I’d hoped to speed off like a cheetah to my friends with the dust cloud far behind, but it seemed that I was stuck at a pace closer to those little pugs with wheels instead of back legs.  
 
    Believe me when I tell you that when you have at least two buildings falling down around you, you do not want to be moving like an inbred paraplegic dog. 
 
    Then I heard the thunderous roar of another explosion and I couldn’t help but look back.  
 
    Don’t look back. 
 
    The first building roof that was partially inside the other exploded and threw literal tons of rubble into the sky. I was mesmerised by the sight for a moment before it all started to fall.  
 
    That’s when I started my real running. 
 
    The sounds, the pain, the fire, everything, they were all overloading me. I couldn’t see anything ahead of me, whether it was because of the tunnels that had been closing ever since my injury or plain old light pollution I couldn’t tell, I just knew that my eyes were useless and locked them shut. 
 
    I pushed the very idea of pain out of my mind and just ran. My leg crunched and buckled but I wouldn’t stop, I was barely moving at a human’s pace while the fiery chunks lit up the night and tore through everything in their path.  
 
    The ground started to shake and I knew it was finally happening, the first building was coming down to the ground and I was seconds from being buried in dirt and destruction with Neysor. 
 
    I refused to look back or open my eyes even when I could tell that the toppling masses had clearly reached the other side of the street. I heard them tearing up the building from where I’d first seen the flames of the apocalypse crackling to life.  
 
    My leg had started to get back to normal despite the massive stress on it and I could start to pick up speed. The dust cloud had already started its billowing cloud of death though and I was right in the kill box. 
 
    I held my breath in preparation for the first blast of dust, which proved useless I might add as seemingly the entire cloud ended up in my nose. It was a similar story for the physical preparations I tried to do for the second and truly dangerous wave which I could feel was right about to flatten me.  
 
    That’s when my body came to my aid as my fear riddled mind failed me. It was my legs that saved me, they seemed to know something that I didn’t and pushed me into the air while I kept my eyes tightly shut. 
 
    I felt like I was in the air forever, floating above it all, and then I was on solid ground.  
 
    Semi-solid ground…  
 
    Mushy solid ground… For the longest time I refused to open my eyes even though it was clear that I was safe, judging from how far away the sounds of things getting flung around and destroyed were.  
 
    I was terrified that my legs had saved me by landing me on some poor survivor. 
 
    With a whole lot of wincing I opened my eyes one at a time and let out a sigh of relief as I looked at the pumpkin that my shoes had made home.  
 
    I stepped out of the rooftop garden and shook the orange goop off as I stepped up onto the concrete barrier.  I looked down at the settling destruction a good twelve storeys below me and felt pretty damn proud of my body’s inbuilt autopilot.  
 
    A thanks seemed to be in order to my legs which had prevented me from becoming like the pumpkin which I’d just desecrated.  
 
    I decided against it, staring threateningly at a block of concrete and thanking my body parts in one day seemed unhealthy. 
 
    The crackling sound of a cheap walkie-talkie coming to life echoed from my pocket and for a moment I was astounded by the fact that it had survived so long, “John!? John!? You there mate? Piss off Wolf! I made the call and if he gets eaten I’ll take the blame!” A broken and static-y voice that barely sounded like Harry called out. 
 
    I pulled it out and pushed in the button after some fiddling and responded, “Harry? Yeah, yeah, I’m here. What’s up?” 
 
    “What’s up!? Last we heard you were going for your little pissing contest and then we hear half the city coming down!” 
 
    I sneezed and a bit of dust and glass came out, making me immediately pat myself down looking for other potentially fatal injuries while blowing my nose and coughing. 
 
    “You right?” Harry asked concernedly. 
 
    “Yeah, nah… yeah. Yeah, I’m good. And what are you talking about? It’s not that-” I looked out over the destruction with new eyes and nodded in agreeance, “I suppose you’ve got a point. I ended up burying that fellow with a building. That’s such a weird thing to say…” 
 
    “It sounds weird too. Went good?” 
 
    “Well I’m having this conversation aren’t I?” An explosion in the distance tried to contest my assertion but quickly fizzled out, “How’s things on your end?” 
 
    “Pretty good, we got into one of those under construction subway-stations. There are a few lights, its mostly gated, and everyone seems a whole lot more comfortable now that we’re out of the open. How long do you think you and Greg are gonna be?” 
 
    There was a long gap before I could even push the button, I hadn’t even thought about what we were going to do in terms of finding and/or saving Greg, “Greg stayed behind with a few of the others while I took on the Commander. He’s probably just waiting for us to go get him. You wanna go get Wolf and Kate? I’ll need some help on this one.” 
 
    “I could-” 
 
    “I told you before Har, those people need a human in charge, there’s still too much stigma with… us. Just get the others.” 
 
    Another long silence, but I could tell that one was simply from annoyance, then there was the rustling sound as the walkie-talkie was pushed into someone’s chest. 
 
    “He-Hello?” Wolf asked confoundedly. 
 
    “Hey, I need you or Kate to come help me find Greg. He got a bit held back in a fight. I’m at that building that we hit before all this.” 
 
    There was a tussle and then Kate was on the other end. “Hold on, just slow down a second. What?” 
 
    That ‘What?’ did not sound promising, “Greg, he held off a few of the other aliens while I took care of Neysor. You mind if Wolf comes and gives me a hand?” 
 
    “… Could you give us a second?” 
 
    It was less a request and more an update, I could tell, “Sure.” While I waited I looked over the fires and broken buildings, at least three had almost completely toppled over and a few more looked like they were just waiting for the wind to change.  
 
    There were a few more scattered small explosive and fiery pops before Kate finally came back, “You there?” I didn’t get to speak before she continued on, “I think we should accept that he didn’t make it John. He knew the risk going in on this.” She’d changed so much since the apocalypse. I’m sure a lot of people did, but I just wasn’t sure how I felt about that particular change. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I said no Kate. He’s alive, alright? And I promised, so we’re going looking for him, he deserves that much.” I could feel just how icy cold my words were, but I didn’t care, I’d work on repairing and defining Kate and I’s relationship later. For the moment I needed to know that I hadn’t just killed my friend by leaving him behind. 
 
    “John, this isn’t your choice to make. We aren’t leaving these people to die and we need you here so we can start working on what we do next.” She sounded a bit pleading that time around, a bit more caring even, and it was wearing on me. She had a way with me, probably had it with everyone though. 
 
    I went to argue, a fair bit less cold than last time, maybe a bit more open to change too, but I was interrupted by a voice coming from behind me. 
 
    “Good luck trying to convince them to help anyone John.” The voice was a familiar male’s, though I couldn’t pinpoint exactly where I’d last heard it.  
 
    I reached for a gun that wasn’t there and turned to face the voice in the dark. 
 
    He was sitting cross-legged under a makeshift tent on the gravel a few feet from the pumpkin patch with his head bent over and his long black hair over his face, entertaining himself by dropping small stones one by one, “Bet you didn’t think you’d see my face again, didja?” He said as he looked up at me with a smile, pushing the hair off of his bony angular features. 
 
    “Oh…Hi…” 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    The Lone Sniper 
 
      
 
    “You look like you’ve seen a ghost, you alright?” the dead man asked me. Gabriel was the first person I’d seen that actually looked like a survivor in a zombie apocalypse.  
 
    The olive skin that clung to every bone on his face was even paler than when I’d last seen and, judging from the over-filled camouflage backpack, he was sleeping wherever he fell.  
 
    I wanted to ask how the Hell he’d managed to last so long, maybe it had something to do with the big black sniper rifle he had propped up on his bag. 
 
    Suddenly I became aware that I’d been staring for an extended period and jumped into conversation mode, “Yeah, sorry, you just… I thought you didn’t make it.” I stammered despite my desperate attempts to sound welcoming. 
 
    The sniper shrugged, “I guess that’s fair, I mean, when you burnt down that building with you and whatshisface in it I figured you’d died.”  
 
    He stopped for a second, like he was counting, “Then when you crashed that plane into that ship, then when you got into that prisoner situation out the front of the ship, then when you got followed by those alien dudes, then again just now with the getting your ass kicked and trying to outrun a rubble tsunami. I mean damn dude, someone out there really wants you dead.”  
 
    I think he was smiling, but it well could’ve been his face tensing and trying to hold onto its muscle and skin. 
 
    I went with a smile, returning it before walking over to him and plopping down next to him under the covering and onto the wet ground after he shifted his bag and made room for me, “So you’ve been keeping an eye on me then?” 
 
    “Not much on T.V. these days, besides, someone’s got to.” He said before starting to rummage through his backpack. He pulled out a tin of beans and an old can opener, offered the beans to me with his fingerless gloved hands, which I denied, and then proceeded to open the signature food of the post-apocalypse, “Eh, your loss.” 
 
    “What about the others? What happened?” I asked as he slurped up some of the beans directly from the can while bending the lid with his free hand into a sort of scoop shape, an action that I hadn’t seen since WWII. 
 
    “Chopper came down across the river then… nothing too interesting. I’ll tell you all bout it later.” He said with a full mouth. It took a few a seconds but he eventually swallowed with a barely noticeable shudder before grabbing a bottle of water and taking a big swig, “Aah…” he let out in more of a groan than a relief before continuing on to eat more of his beans. 
 
    “You alright? You don’t sound so good.” 
 
    He nodded and winced as he swallowed another mouthful, “I’m fine, smoke inhalation screwed with my throat, it’s getting better though, slowly.” His words were heaved and had the gruffness of a seventy year old smoker, but he seemed so adamant about not talking about the past month so I decided not to press it. 
 
    “You seen Greg from up here?” 
 
    “Nah, seemed like you needed more hel-”  
 
    A loud crackle interrupted him as Wolf’s voice called through the walkie-talkie, “John? Are you alright?” 
 
    Remembering that we’d left it kind of weirdly I fiddled with the device before calling back, “Hey? Yeah, I’m fine. Sorry. What’s up?” 
 
    “Kate said you stopped talking to her. I just wanted to make sure everything was all good. You coming back yet?” 
 
    “Not yet, just found Gabriel, we’re gonna have a look for Greg and then come find you guys, we could use a hand though?” 
 
    There was a long silence before Kate took back the walkie-talkie, “We can’t leave here. You need to come back here, we can’t spend all our time hunting dead men. Greg knew the risks and-” 
 
    Gabe scoffed and snatched the walkie-talkie from me and switched it off before stuffing it into his backpack, “Course she’d say that. Come on, help me break this down and we’ll go find him.” 
 
    To say I was shaken by his sudden assertion of dominance would be an understatement, “Wha… what?” 
 
    He stood up and nudged me out of the way and started rolling up his black covering, wrapping it with a length of nylon rope and clipped it to the bag with a carabiner, “I said come on, we’ve gotta find him before ‘little miss self-preservationist’ decides to up and fuck off on us.” 
 
    “I… Why do you hate her so much? You all seemed to get along before and she’s probably right. Last I saw of Greg he was fighting off a bunch of those big women… things.” 
 
    He put on the backpack, slung his sniper rifle’s strap over his shoulder and waited for me to stand, looked me right in the eye for a minute then slapped me, “You got your listening ears on princess? We’re going to find Greg.” 
 
    “But-” He slapped me again, harder.  
 
      
 
    I never did know how to respond to slaps, it has a way of making me feel like I’m the one in the wrong, like I’ve done something so completely and utterly wrong that I deserved to be punished.  
 
    Punches I can deal with, head-butts I can deal with, I mean, I can bounce back from a bullet wound without so much as a wince. But being slapped? No thanks. Probably has something to do with my childhood… let’s not go there. 
 
      
 
    “They never told you, did they? Course they didn’t. If they had there’d be none of this ‘but’ bullshit. Day one of all this shit every one of us wanted to go back for you expect Wolf and Kate, they were convinced you were dead. And no matter much how they argued Greg wouldn’t budge.”  
 
    I went to speak but he silenced me with hand gesture, “After we crashed he was the only one who stayed with me and Mike when we tried to get Minks out from under the chopper, the other two ran and the only reason he followed them when the corpses started closing in was to try and convince them to save your stupid ass. So think about that before you tell me he’s dead, dead-man number one.” 
 
    I was dumbfounded. It was a lot to take in, Kate and Wolf wanting to abandon me, ditching the others, the fact that I was two seconds from doing the same thing because Kate convinced me that it was a good idea. She did have a way with people, “Got a weapon I can use? I just demolished my last one.” 
 
      
 
    Blaming her didn’t come easy, I couldn’t see the influence she had on me, on Wolf, on most of us, because I was an idiot. An idiot who was convinced that the first person that had really entered my life in a personal way for a long time was worth my love because I thought she loved me. Hell, she could’ve in her own way… for a minute or two, but I’ll get to that later. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Something Blue 
 
      
 
    “A knife. Really? A knife?” I whinged for the fifth time on our walk in the steady spitting rain while looking over the eight inch hunter’s knife. It’s handle appeared to made of some kind of bone, it was really quite nice, but I just felt that as far as zombie apocalypse weapons go a pig-sticker wasn’t the most efficient   
 
    Gabe shrugged, “Quit your bitchin’ princess, or that’ll be your new call-sign. A knife is a plenty useful tool if you know what you’re doing. Besides, you asked for a weapon, I’ve got that knife and my rifle, and you are not touching my rifle.” He didn’t mean to, I knew that, but every second word out of his mouth made me feel so incredibly… privileged. 
 
    And it wasn’t just the way he spoke, it was everything about him, like how he clearly had maybe ten or fifteen hours sleep since day one, how that can of beans that he slurped down was probably his meal for the next two days, how he walked with the obvious gait of someone with an unhealed wound. 
 
    It was also abundantly clear that it didn’t have to be that way for him, there hadn’t been a food shortage and there were plenty of places to hunker down to heal or just to sleep. 
 
    I’d seen it dozens of times in the past.  
 
    It’s like PTSD without any of the blackouts or bursts of emotions based on specific situations.  
 
    It just sorta eats away at you until there’s nothing left. First thing to go is sleep, because of either the nightmares or survivors guilt, then there’s eating, because you stop feeling hungry and then, finally, you either break or you get through it, sometimes both.  
 
      
 
    Clarity is a weird thing. 
 
      
 
    “Can you stop staring at me for a second or, you know, forever. It’s fucking creepy.” He seemed to be handling it well though. 
 
    “Sorry, it’s just that you look so…” 
 
    “Grey? Tired? Sore?” 
 
    “I was going to say shitty.” I joked. 
 
    He half-laughed without looking to me, “Well fuck you very much John. You aren’t exactly in the primest of shape.” 
 
    I looked myself over, “I look proper fine, I’ve got my blue threads and shizit.” I said in my best gangsta impression. 
 
    “You dropped your grills there J-Boi. And you know for a fact that looks aren’t everything. Sure I look like shit, but, other than the corpses, nobody’s trying to mount my head on a wall.” 
 
    He had a point, “Yeah, s’pose your right, but I’m crossing them off my list.” 
 
    Gabriel had stopped listening to me, he seemed much more interested in what was on the road a few feet ahead of us. He pulled out five flares from his pack without looking, cracked the tops and scattered them around the street. 
 
    We’d finally made it to where I’d foolishly left Greg to fight for himself. There was one of my pistols on the side of the road, one dead alien, a very dead alien, lying on her face with her arms stretched out and gripping one of their bizarre guns. To me though, it was the blue blood that was the much more interesting element.  
 
    It was everywhere, and I mean every-fucking-where. Splattered on the walls, pooled on the ground, sprayed across the body, the only body.  
 
    It was a disproportional mess for the one prostrate figure in the scene, and it looked like most of it had been washed away by the rain. 
 
    “What do you think happened here after you left?” Gabe said as he made his way over to the body and rolled it over. 
 
    I shrugged while looking around, “I reckon he got out of here, had a few of them tail him and the rest zombified, well, except for that one.” 
 
    The cause of death became apparent with the corpse moved to its back, the chest piece was completely caved in along with her mask, a small amount of blue blood leaking through some of the tiny cracks.  
 
    “I think you’re wrong.” He said bluntly and without emotion while maintaining his crouched position next to the body. 
 
    “Oh yeah? Walk me through it then, what do you think happened?” I said indignantly, which he ignored. 
 
    “Check this out, the gun’s blade has got some red blood, fresh too. Means at least someone human… ish got shanked. And check out the spray patterns, this is a few dozen people’s worth of carnage, means they’ve got a healing factor at least as good as yours.”  
 
    He paused for a little while and looked up at me, expecting me to give him a response of some sorts probably, but I was enjoying watching his process too much to even begin to suggest an idea. 
 
    He shook his head in disappointment, “You should really consider thinking some time, it’d do you good. I think what we’re seeing is the result of Greg losing out, but there’s nowhere near enough blood for him to be dead, at least not here.”  
 
    He stood up and started acting out the scenario, “I reckon he’s gone to take a shot on that dead one there and then bam, someone’s come up behind him, knocking the gun over there, then grabbed him from behind, holding him in place so that one can shank him.”  
 
    A smile played along Gabe’s face as he played through the scenario in his head. “But they just don’t know how much Greg can take, he waits until she stabs him then head-butts her, denting her helmet, but he’s not done. He throws his head back and dazes the one who’s grabbed him, jumps up, using the grappler as a support, then kicks in the now dead one’s chest-piece.” 
 
    Gabe practically leapt over to the body and pointed to several parts of the dented mask, “That’s when he made his mistake, he’s pissed off that he’s been cut. He stomps he big Russian ass over here and stomps on the back of her head a couple of times before someone even bigger than him manages to get to him, smashes him over the head, see the small spray right there?” He said while pointing at nothing I could see before continuing on with his dramatic retelling. 
 
    “Only way to get that is big fella hitting small fella, in this case bloody big fella hitting slightly-smaller-but-still-pretty-damn-big fella. Then, based off of the bits of cloth and that blood trail, they dragged him off.” 
 
    I was impressed, very impressed, and I’m sure he could tell, “Very nice, detailed. So, we just follow the trail then?” 
 
    “Ha, God no, trail goes dead less than ten feet down the road. No, the best thing to do now is to get you back to your gaggle.” 
 
    Now I was confused, very confused, “What? What about all that stuff you said before to convince me to come out here? How Greg wouldn’t leave me to die and I shouldn’t leave him either?” 
 
    Gabe smiled as he walked over and grabbed my pistol, “You are really impressionable, you know that? And I didn’t say we’re giving up on him. I’m just saying that we’ve been wandering around for at least an hour now and we haven’t exactly been in the best of communication with the others. Plus, Greg’s now in the custody of several big and angry women, they’ll make sure he doesn’t get eaten.” 
 
    He tossed me my pistol, which I tucked into the back of my pants, and then my walkie-talkie, “Give ‘em a call, tell them we’re coming.” 
 
    I was hesitant, calling them back after an hour of uncertainty, especially seeing as we hadn’t found Greg, the whole reason that we’d been disagreeing in the first place. Being wrong didn’t suit me all that well, but I knew it was the right thing to do, I turned it back on and prepared to let them know I’d failed. 
 
    “-ohn! Where the fuck are you!? I need your help!” it was Harry. 
 
    “Whoa, whoa, whoa, slow down. What is it?” 
 
    “Thank fuck, where have you been!? Never mind, doesn’t matter. Dude, you have to get back here, like now! Those survivors? At least three of them have been bitten, and now the rest are talking about bailing, Kate and Wolfgang too. I don’t think I can keep them at bay for much longer.” His voice sounded like it was about to give out at the end of his speedy run-down.  
 
    Yet another person I’d let down by leaving behind. 
 
    “You’re doing great, Gabe and I are coming back right now. Just hold on.” I didn’t wait for a response, didn’t get one either. I stuffed the walkie-talkie into my pocket and tucked the knife between my belt loop and my belt, “Can you run?” 
 
    Gabriel shrugged, waggled his right leg for a second, “Yeah, sure. Where’d they say were again?” 
 
    “Sub-station, not sure which one, but it shouldn’t be hard to find one, not many’d be close to the park.” 
 
    He scratched his jaw and made a face like he was doing math. Probably had something to do with survival odds. 
 
    “What is it?” I blurted out impatiently. 
 
    “You think you’d be able to keep quiet? And I mean like a mouse crossing through a field of pillows while wearing socks five kilometres away kind of quiet.” 
 
    I glossed over his incredibly specific example and went straight to “Yeah, probably.” 
 
    “No. Probably isn’t gonna cut it John, you have to be certain. There’s a couple hundred corpses down there at least and if you aren’t silent they will fuck us up so quickly it’ll make your head spin as they rip it off. Close quarters and corpses is a recipe for disaster.” 
 
      
 
    ‘Clearly wasn’t watching when we had the elevator incident.’ I bragged…  
 
    To myself.  
 
      
 
    Shut up.  
 
      
 
    “Alright, I promise I’ll be quiet. Now, what are you on about?” I said as I shook the alien’s gun from her grip and checked the sights. It was no bigger than a standard M4 rifle, had no obvious clip or magazine, glowed in a few places and, despite its sleek white design, weighed about the same amount as a super model. 
 
    Gabriel gestured back from the direction we came from, “We can take a route under Queen Street, it’ll lead us through all the stops toward the park and beyond. Problem is there’s fuck-all lights, most of its unfinished, and there’s a cubic shit-ton of corpses who wandered down there once they were done in the shops. And that ain’t even the worst of it.” As he finished the sentence it was clear that he really had zero interest in telling me what the worst part was. 
 
    Unfortunately for him, I’m a curious little blighter, “Come on then, spit it up. What’s so bad that we have   to-” 
 
    “Steven’s down there.” 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Creeping Darkness 
 
    
Steven. I knew he was still kicking around, but I’d figured, I’d hoped, that I’d at least seen the last of him. The deeper we went into the department store the worse the feeling we were being watched got. “You’re sure that this place is clear?” I whispered to my leader. 
 
    “Yes. Now would you shut the fuck up? You’re going to draw ‘em in.” 
 
    It was at that moment that I realised that I was the character that I hated in almost every single horror film I’d ever seen, I couldn’t help it though.  
 
    Everything was so… creepy. I was convinced that I was a few seconds from having my flesh ripped to pieces if not by a zombie, by the ever increasing darkness.  
 
      
 
    Decreasing light? Increasing darkness? I don’t know, it was fucking dark and my eyes were refusing to adjust after the explosion and the dust and the flares.  
 
    Take care of your eyes boys and girls.  
 
    It’ll come back to haunt you otherwise. 
 
      
 
    There was movement a few feet to the left of Gabe, “Hey, did you see that?” 
 
    “Oh my- What?” He groaned while looking around, “I don’t see shit man, what are you babbling about?” 
 
    Disappointment and doubt in myself overtook my mouth, “I… Nothing, just keep going.” 
 
    “No, you need to tell me, is there something that you see that I don’t? I don’t need to be chomped on by something when you could’ve warned me.” 
 
    ‘Ah, so he watches horror films as well.’ “I thought I saw something moving, but it’s stopped now, if it were a problem we’d know.” I said gullibly. 
 
    Gabe didn’t respond, he just peered around the darkness of the store, shrugged, and kept leading the way, “Alright, if you say so, we’re almost there anyway.” 
 
    I think that the ‘being watched’ feeling had contaminated both of us as we had our heads on swivels. No matter how much I tried to force the idea out of my head I just couldn’t calm down, it was like something just out of view was calling out to us, trying to throw us off. 
 
    “There!” I yelled just a little too loud as I saw more movement. 
 
    Gabe didn’t complain that time, no, instead he pulled out the torch that he’d clearly had on hand and illuminated the darkness, and a single twitching figure with downcast eyes, “St… Steven?” 
 
    Instantly the figure looked up and darted his eyes between us and... smiled? That was right before he twitched again, bellowing an inhuman command into the air before disappearing toward the exit. 
 
    “Something tells me we should g- Gabe!” 
 
    He didn’t have time to turn as a creature from the darkness leapt onto his waiting backpack, causing them both to tumble to the ground and the torch to clatter and roll away.  
 
    I couldn’t see the zed that was trying its best to take a chomp into Gabe’s waiting neck, but that didn’t stop me, I pulled out my pistol, closed my eyes, and fired three times. 
 
    There was a long pause before I got my relief, “Did you seriously just shoot at me with your eyes closed!?” 
 
    It seemed an unimportant question at the present time, I stuffed the pistol back into my pocket and, while running past him, lifted up Gabe into a standing position and dragged him along, “My torch!” 
 
    “I’ll get you a new one! Which way now!?” I growled while looking around at the waiting figures as the light flashed past them, like they were waiting for the right moment to follow us.  
 
    It was still hard wrapping my head around the idea that these things could strategize let alone follow orders. 
 
    “Just keep going straight! There’s a few curtains that lead to the site!” Gabe yelled over the sound of the steady growling of the stationary zeds as he got his own footing and struggled to keep up with me. 
 
    I wanted to stop and find out what the zeds were waiting for, it seemed like an insanely poor decision though, especially as it became clear that they were taking small steps toward us as we got further away.  
 
    I should’ve figured it out sooner, but I was too busy running to realise that they were waiting for us to lead them somewhere. 
 
    I hit the first curtain and felt panic as the unseen predator of thin blue plastic wrapped around my unsuspecting face and the blade of the alien gun that I’d foolishly run with pointing forward.  
 
    I flailed.  
 
    It was pathetic. 
 
    Gabe reached me and managed to calm me down enough to get me through the first layer, then the second and then the third. Gabe was the first to notice, “They’re following us…” 
 
    “What was that?” I asked as we finally came out of the labyrinth of plastic sheeting. We were standing at the top of a set of stairs next to an escalator which had not yet been completed. 
 
    “They’re following us John, look.” He said while pointing at the sheeting. 
 
    The sheets fluttered and moved as something pushed through them, several somethings.  
 
    It was undeniable that we were being followed and not chased, “What do we do then?” The question answered itself as Gabe darted down the stairs and I quickly started my pursuit. 
 
    Zed feet slammed after us, the sound of bodies falling down stairs behind us getting louder as they stepped over each other in an attempt to keep up with us.  
 
    Still though, they maintained their distance, slowing down as we reached the bottom of the stairs and Gabriel looked from left to right, trying to decide which hall was the right way. 
 
    “Come on Gabe…” I whispered under my breath while keeping an eye and my new gun on them. 
 
    “I’m trying, alright! If I pick the wrong one we end up on a completely different set of tracks and circle back to the inner city, you know, the wrong way!” I was initially concerned about his yelling attracting even more of them, but they seemed indifferent to what volume we chose to talk at. 
 
    One of the zeds fell down the stairs, undoubtedly knocked over by another shuffling behind him, and landed right at my feet. I pointed my gun at it and pulled the obvious trigger and… nothing happened.  
 
    I tried it again, figuring I’d just somehow messed up the process of moving a trigger, but, again, nothing.  
 
    The zed, doing nothing but looking at me and occasionally twitching, laid there completely devoid of its normal anger filled hungry self.  
 
    It took me a moment but I started to become severely freaked by it and drove the blade through its forehead, spraying the floor around it in a splatter of deep red. 
 
    “This way!” 
 
    I followed the sound of Gabe’s escaping footsteps, continuing in my watching of our pursuers who seemed to only run after us if they lost sight of us in the darkness. 
 
    There was a resounding clang throughout the hall after less than ten seconds of running followed by a passive and embarrassed groan and I stopped, “Gabe! Are you alright?” I shouted out while keeping an eye on the zeds. “Gabe?” 
 
    He coughed once and I felt relief wash over me, “I ran into the gate, now quit your hollering while I work on picking this padlock without my torch because someone thought it’d be a good idea to leave it behind.” His coarseness was subverted by relief that he hadn’t just been hit over the head with a pipe. 
 
    There was some clinking and clanging as Gabe went to work on the door. Something was off though, something with the zeds in the way that they were being more zed-y. They hadn’t stopped dead like they had before, instead they were shuffling toward us slowly. I only realised what was going on as Gabe let out a triumphant “Got it!” 
 
    “Don’t open the gate.” I murmured, watching the curious group inch toward us from ten or so feet away. 
 
    “What was that?” Slipped under the sound of creaking metal. 
 
    “Go!” I cried as the zeds started their dash. 
 
    Gabe was only just getting up and putting his pack on when I shoved him through the metal bar door and slammed it behind me. I ignored the sounds of clattering under the roars and dropped my weapon to the floor before planting my hands on the bars. 
 
    I held the gate shut against the chomping zeds, shifting my hands just enough to avoid their hungry mouths more than a few times. 
 
    “Where’s the Goddamn padlock!” I growled into the darkness as I patted around blindly near the zeds feet. Then I found it, that is, right before a zed tool-bag kicked it under the door and let it skip its way down what I didn’t know were stairs. 
 
    I stood up, still holding the gate but wanting to let them in so I could find the bastard with the beige slip-ons and tear his skull out and beat him to death with it. Luckily though, sanity prevailed and instead I used my anger, bending and warping the metal to a point that it could no longer be opened, and stood back. 
 
    They snarled and growled away while I admired my handiwork. I took another step backward and nearly slipped down the stairs, smiling when I caught myself, but then stopping when I remembered something very important. 
 
    “Gabe…?” I asked the dark depths, and, after a few seconds, got a groan in response. “Oh shit, I’m sorry buddy! I’m coming!” I called out as I started my rapid descent, turning and running back up to grab the gun halfway down. 
 
      
 
    My priorities are weird... 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    The Run-Down 
 
      
 
    “You threw me down a flight of stairs you gumby!” Gabriel was upset, understandably, but it was like the fourth time he’d brought it up as we found our way to the tracks. 
 
    “I said I was sorry! And I’m the only reason you can complain at the moment!” 
 
    “Sorry ain’t gonna cut it, gumby.” 
 
    “Stop calling me gumby! What the fuck does that even mean!?” 
 
    “It means…” he was stuck, it was funny, “Shut up! Fine, fuck it, are you sure they didn’t follow us?” 
 
    “For the millionth time, yes. They’d need a fair bit in order to break that down.” 
 
    Our collective calming soothed the tension that had been building up, although I was pretty sure that he was playing up the limp that he’d adopted. He’d only fallen down a few stairs and when I got to him he was already getting up. 
 
    I was just glad we could leave it behind us, yelling in that amplifier seemed like a bad idea in hindsight.  
 
    Luckily nothing had suddenly appeared to eat us while we had our pissing contest, it seemed like a good idea to keep quiet from that point on though. 
 
    It took less than five minutes of wandering through the mostly pitch-black tunnel before we saw the bright shining of construction lights. I was actually pretty shocked that we’d made it that far after the trouble we had just getting onto the damned tracks.  
 
    Quiet voices leaked into the darkness and I knew we’d made it. I jogged toward them with my alien weapon banging into my leg, leaving Gabe to trail behind. 
 
    Harry jumped down from the platform and onto the tracks, gun high and ready to drop me, “John?” He asked me, apparently it was even darker than I thought. 
 
    I raised my hands, still holding the gun and he relaxed a bit, “Yep, at least, I think so? It’s been a weird day.” I joked. 
 
    He didn’t fully lower his gun until I entered the light with a smile, “Thank God, figured you’d gotten mashed after all the noise you guys made.” 
 
    I let my hands hang by sides again, “Not my fault you decided to call that exact moment. Anyway, how’s things here? Any better?” 
 
    “Depends on what you mean by that.” Gabe caught up and Harry helped both of us up onto the well-lit massive platform. It was at least thirty metres long and went fifteen back from the tracks. There was a single four-person wide set of stairs in the middle of the mosaic wall that led up to what I guessed was street level.  
 
    There were a few tarps lying around, some covering what appeared to be bodies, as well as a variety of abandoned tools and helmets. A group of over forty people, primarily women, milled around in between my four friends.  
 
    Marcus was sitting in the far right corner with Clara, yes, I classify her as a friend, she didn’t try and eat us on sight, while Kate and Wolf stood on the other end armed with M4s.  
 
    They, much like the rest of the group, were looking between a singular bandit in a bright green muscle-shirt and camo pants, who was sat cross-legged with his hands bound behind him, and two swaying women a few feet from him who seemed to be quite ill. 
 
    “Marcus hasn’t been doing so good, had a bit of a breakdown. Hold on, hey Clara! Come here for a second!” 
 
    The writer girl came jogging over after assuring Mark that she’d be right back, “What’s up?” 
 
    “How’s he doing, any better?” 
 
    Clara shook her head with genuine concern, she actually seemed to care, “I think it all sort of piled up on him. Unfortunately I’m fresh out of booze, which seems to be the only thing that he responds to. Other than that he’ll just have to work through it.” 
 
    It was those last few words that made it click in my head, “Hey, would you mind giving this to him?” I asked while passing her the alien gun, “Trigger doesn’t seem to work, that or it’s empty. I can’t tell.” 
 
    She accepted it graciously, “Thanks, something to work on would do him good, I’m pretty sure I saw a tool-kit sitting around here somewhere…” She spotted it and practically sprinted for it like someone else would snatch it if she didn’t get there first. 
 
    “You’re welcome.” I said to the empty air before turning back to Harry, “What else? What happened after you called?” Clara had finally reached Mark with the gun and tools. He looked up to me, smiled half-heartedly but gratefully, wove and then went to work before I could return the sentiment. 
 
    “After I called you a few of the bitten ones turned and I had to… you know. But while I was doing that, that guy who can’t decide whether he wants to be seen or not managed to get a gun and started mowing down civies.”  
 
    He paused for a moment, he was clearly uncomfortable with the subject, though it was the sort of uncomfortability of someone who’d seen that type of thing before.  
 
    It’s hard to describe. I decided to leave that particular topic of discussion for a while, maybe when we weren’t in a tunnel surrounded by the undead. 
 
    “Wolf managed to disarm him and restrain him, was about to execute him too, turned out though that the ones he killed were bitten. The rest of the guys gave up their weapons pretty easily and were ok with Kate and Wolf watching over them, that’s a plus. Now all we’ve got to do is try and decide what to do with him and those two, they’re the last bitten.” He said while gesturing to the women. 
 
    It was both obvious and not, in regards to what we had to do. Logically they had to be killed, but if we did that it’d cause a panic. “We need to wait. We wait ‘til they turn and then, when everyone knows, we’ll take care of it, they’ll know we didn’t have a choice.” 
 
    “That’s the conclusion we came to as well.” Harry said as he led Gabe and I toward Kate and Wolf. Gabriel refused to look at either of them even after we reached them, instead he focussed on the sick people and the one who’d have put them down if he had his way. 
 
    “Oh… Hi Gabe… how’s Mikey and Minks?” Kate asked embarrassedly. 
 
    He shrugged, looked at me and then back to the crowd, “There was a fire.” And that was the end of it, an awkward silence was left to linger in the air for a long time. 
 
    Eventually Wolf, seemingly trying to pretend nothing was going on, half-smiled at me, “How’d you guys go? Have any trouble getting in?”  
 
    ‘Nice deflection buddy.’ I thought to myself sarcastically, “Not too much, Steve was there, we locked them out near the transit station. I’ll tell you more about it when we’re out of here and on our way to greener pastures.”  
 
    I glanced at the crowd then back at Wolf, I really did hope I could save these people. I both cared and didn’t, it was a strange balance. “For now we’ve got more important things to focus on, like what we’re going to do with Mr Snowtown over here.” 
 
    The bandit laughed, his back still to us, “Haven’t got any barrels to put ‘em in, but close enough. Name’s Warren and you can thank me later when we’re at your ‘greener pastures’.” He was really rather condescending despite his current position. 
 
    “Ignore him guys, he likes to run his mouth a bit, I think we should just shoot him. Use him as an example.” Both Warren and Gabe chuckled at Wolf’s suggestion. 
 
    “Course you’d say that Wolf, I mean, it’s not like he was doing it to try and save the rest of you.” Gabe said contemptuously. 
 
    “You weren’t here Gabriel, he slaughtered them like it was nothing!” Wolf said almost hysterically, it was a new tone for him. I think he was trying to make up for something by at least pretending to care about these strangers. 
 
    Warren shook his freshly shorn brown haired head, “Corpses waiting to happen Wolfy, that’s all they were, corpses waiting to happen. And I wouldn’t call a bullet to each of their heads ‘slaughter’. More… culling.” 
 
    Wolf went to club him over the back of the head with his rifle and I only just caught it along with a shocked look, “Calm down Wolf, he has a point, if he hadn’t have done what he did we’d be in a situation with a whole lot more zeds. You know that.” 
 
    Weirdly, Harry went to Wolf’s defence, “He’s right John, this guy killed civilians for no good reason.” 
 
    “Wha- huh? You do realise that we’re living in a zombie apocolypse, right? You get bitten, you get sick, you get zombie. That’s how it works.” I said with all my grand knowledge of cinema. 
 
    “Yeah, I’ve seen the movies John, but, to date, have you actually ever seen anyone who’s been bitten zed-out? Isn’t it just when they die that that happens?” 
 
    I searched my memories and they turned up with nothing. Warren’s did though, “I’ve seen it,” he said flatly, “when people get bitten the wound gets infected almost immediately, and then it’s only a matter of time. With bites they’re already dead, depending on their health they get maybe an hour, but usually less.” 
 
    Harry, grasping at straws, leapt on the only point that he could, “You said bites, you specified bites. She’s been scratched, doesn’t than mean she can be saved?” He asked while pointing at one of the women. 
 
    Warren shook his head and shuffled around until he was facing us, “Sure, if you amputated whatever part had the scratch immediately, and then disinfected the shit out of it, and then got some antibiotics in her, she might have lived. We had one guy have that happen. Lost his right arm, we did what we could and pretty soon we were back out together on scavenger duty. Ever seen a guy try to cock a shotgun with a wire hanger attached to a stump? Makes a damn mess.”  
 
    I saw the point that he was getting at.  
 
    Even if we had saved those women from infection the current world still would’ve chewed them up and spit them out.  
 
    Speaking of which, 
 
    “Somebody help me!” 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Drawing Attention 
 
      
 
    We all ran over to the screams, leaving Warren and the two sick people to their own devices. In the time it took us to get there someone had had their throat ripped out and had turned. At least five people were bitten and were very quickly and fiercely turning while the thirty or so who’d managed to avoid them huddled around Mark and Clara.  
 
    I was the first to respond, pulling out my pistol and taking aim at the ones who’d turned. Someone was saying something, but it was impossible to hear them over the growls of the zeds, something to worry about later I thought. 
 
    Waiting was hard, but it had to be clear to everyone that I had no choice and that these people were seconds from eating the rest of us. Finally I got a reprieve, it was a man, twitching and snarling. He darted for the group and I pulled my trigger, deafening me in the same instant that I sprayed the once-bandit’s brains all around.  
 
    The echo-y chamber of concrete combined with gun-fire was a bad combination, but that didn’t stop me. Another zed fully turned and I splattered her too, and the next and the next, all the while the shouting voice got louder and louder. Normally I’d have been annoyed, luckily the ringing in my ears acted like a mute button. 
 
    The final, dress-wearing zed had decided that I was better food than the whimpering crowd, where the others in my group had gone, acting like a protective shield while I did all the dirty work. She launched for me tenaciously, teeth bared and arms stretched out for me, I pulled my trigger and… nothing. I figured I was just too deaf to hear the crack until I pulled it again and got the same result. 
 
    She’d reached me and, in my dazed state, was able to knock me to the ground, sending my gun rattling across the ground. The summer dress whipped in the wind as she attempted to mount me, a process I interrupted by planting my feet on her gut and sent her upward into the tiled roof before pulling out Gabe’s knife and sending it after her. The blade hit its mark, right in her forehead as she came down. I only just managed to roll out of the way as she splatted on the hard floor. 
 
    I stood up, dusted myself off, rolled the body over with my foot and pulled out the knife, wiping it off on her bloody dress before tucking it back into my belt. I looked over to my shocked group of survivors, “Any help. Any at all!” I could barely hear my own voice over the incessant ringing. 
 
    Someone pushed me hard in the back and I turned to see Warren, still cuffed, but with his hands in front of him, he proceeded to say something that I couldn’t hear. He was definitely angry about something though. 
 
    “What?” I said, trying to pop my ears by moving my jaw around and moving my palms on my ears. 
 
    “-king idiot!” 
 
    “Oh thank God, that would’ve been annoying. Now what is it?” 
 
    Warren was clearly frustrated, fuming even, “I told you not to do that!” 
 
    “Don’t be such a hypocrite, it shows poor character.” I said condescendingly. I looked over his shoulder at the two women lying on the ground completely motionless, “What happened there?” 
 
    He looked back, at the distraction, “They were going to turn, I stopped it. And don’t change the subject! Sure, I stopped the infection from spreading, but when I did it there wasn’t a transit station full of corpses less than a kay away!”  
 
    I went to argue but, as if to confirm his words, a snarl echoed through the tunnels from the direction of the Queen Street station. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Deaf and Red 
 
      
 
    Wolf, Kate, Gabe, Warren and myself all huddled as close to the tunnel as we could while the Clara, Mark, Harry and the people from S’ camp stayed in their corner on the other side of the platform. 
 
    “I thought you said you jammed the door!” Gabe hissed. 
 
    “I thought I did! Steve must’ve helped them out.” I was trying to defend myself and my skills, but there was something more important than my ego that needed to be addressed. “We have got to get these people out of here.” I said while trying to sound as caring as possible and, judging by how upset Kate seemed to be with it, I’d done a spot on job. 
 
    “Where are we meant to go? We can’t go out the gates we came through because we locked them behind us, and we can’t keep these people contained in these tunnels, it’s too dark, we won’t be able to keep track of everyone.” She said in the ‘matter-of-fact’ tact of the smart girl in your group project. 
 
    I wanted to respond with some spiel about how important it was that we maintain a sense of humanity and try and save who we can, it was just too hard to pretend for that long. Relating to these people wasn’t easy at the moment, not with all the weirdness I was going through. 
 
    Luckily the five o’clock shadow, camo pants with a bright green muscle-shirt hero of the bandits had something to say and saved me the displeasure of pulling another death-run plan out of my arse, “We could kill ‘em.” 
 
    ‘Mwahaha,’ I gloated internally, ‘watch how they shoot you down for your foolishness, feel the pain of inadequacy, feeeeel it.’  
 
      
 
    My precious ego was still stinging a tiny bit, I’m actually quite proud that I didn’t say any of that stuff to the guy, and not just because of what happened next. 
 
      
 
    I was wrong to assume that his idea would be met with a tirade of rejection, as immediately Harry jumped onto his side of the fence, “How many of these guys can fight?” 
 
    “What!?” I squeezed past a pubescent voice-crack. 
 
    Warren looked at me with bewilderment, “You seem to be forgetting that most of the people you’ve captured are either military trained or equivalent, every one of them has experience fighting zeds. What’s-his-face over there,” he said while pointing with his cuffed hands to a large bald man with a tribal face-tattoo and a baggy red t-shirt, “he used to work with hunting supplies in NZ, and he’s a bloody good shot too.” 
 
    “I don’t know…” 
 
    “Look, John, is it? We used to have two hundred men on our fighter detail, after your breakout we lost well over half. The people you see here are the ones who made it, not only through that, but the overrunning as well.” He scoffed and looked at Wolf and Kate, “Hell, I made it after Wolfy there zip-tied me after a little ‘discussion’ and left me behind to get swarmed. Shoulda seen his face when I showed up here.” 
 
    All eyes fell on me, waiting for my response, trust the convict or possibly lose everyone here. Another snarl, closer than the last, pushed me to my answer, “Sure, but only if you assure me that we can trust you and your men.” 
 
    Warren smiled at that, before pointing to three of the six men out, “Those three, they’re good people who got caught up in a shitty situation, they’ll stick with us as long as I’m there, strength in numbers and all that. The others… less than tasteful.” 
 
    I could already tell what he meant just by looking at them, they were the kind of people who travelled in packs before Z-day, the kind that caused trouble, smashed windows and bullied anyone in a smaller group than them. 
 
    “Alright, Mark and Harry can stay here, keep an eye on the situation. Warren, you get your men and Kate will arm you up, meet on the tracks.” Warren raised his chained wrists and jangled the metal shackles. I rolled my eyes in response, grabbed the chain and broke it with a quick tug and let him run off. 
 
    Wolf caught my arm as I went to tell Clara and Mark the plan, “John, are you sure this is how you want to do it? Do we really need all this… baggage?” 
 
    Gabriel cut in before I could respond “Baggage… interesting, another name for that would be, you know, people. Come on John.” He grabbed my other arm and dragged me off.  
 
    I felt like I was in a weird relationship where I was the silent child while mommy, daddy and the mistress tried to get me on their side. 
 
      
 
    Again, I can’t stress it enough, I had a very weird childhood. 
 
      
 
    “Hey Clara,” I said as we approached the three, “you wanna come on a firing run?” 
 
    She shrugged and gave her backpack to Mark who was still working on the gun, “Sure, could be fun.” 
 
    “Nope, not happening.” Harry said as we started to walk off. 
 
    “Pardon?” 
 
    “You’re not leaving me behind again, it’s annoying and I’m sick of it. Ever since you got your wonder team back it’s been ‘You’re on babysitting duty’ and ‘it’s for the best if you stay behind’ and I’m just… No. Not doing it anymore.” 
 
    I looked to the distracted Marcus who, somehow, saw me and started waving us off, “Don’t worry, I got this. Just give me a gun with bullets this time.” 
 
    “Fine by me, hey Kate!” I shouted over to our temporary quartermaster, “AK!” She nodded, found the weapon and tossed it to me, all without looking up. 
 
    I caught it and passed it to Mark who’d just put down the alien weapon. He proceeded to check the clip and smiled, “Had to make sure.” he said with a wink. 
 
    I chuckled and walked off with the others over to Kate and grabbed up an M4 and went toward the tracks, “Hey John! Heads!” Warren called. 
 
    A projectile soared through the air as I turned and hit me directly in the face, catching the object in my free hand before it hit the floor, “What the- oh… Cheers!” I said as I looked over the bright orange industrial grade ear muffs. 
 
    Ten men and women stood before me, each with ear muffs dangling around their necks and guns in their hands, awaiting my word, I felt like I needed to give a speech of some sort, but all I could manage was “Let’s have ourselves a jolly good slaughter then, shall we?” 
 
    Turns out that was enough though, each of the members pulled on their ear muffs, walked into the tunnel behind me, guns pointed at the ground.  
 
    I felt like we could take on the world. 
 
    The first zed in what would be an onslaught charged out of the darkness toward us and I dropped to my knee and let the others drop it. I raised my hand into the air and waved for two people to join me on the front. Another three zeds charged out as they did so, and were promptly put down. 
 
    We waited for a few seconds like that, waiting for another attack, then moved up the two who were with me and myself keeping our heads low. It was so hard to tell what was going on without our sense of hearing. Another batch charged and we three dropped to a knee and fired with the others, we were truly in the dark and I was relying primarily on gut feeling and the flashing of gunfire to guide my aim. 
 
    I closed my eyes, firing where I could as I tried to get my night-vision back.  
 
      
 
    Now that I look back at it, it probably had something to do with the lack of sleep. I may be basically immortal, but everyone needs nap-nap time. 
 
      
 
    When I finally opened my eyes it didn’t matter that I’d lost my night-vision for the time-being, the light from the continuous fire was enough to illuminate the steadily growing pile of dead zeds.  
 
    As the herd started to die down I felt the tell-tale click of an empty mag. I turned around as best and as low as I could and made my way back, the firing line parting its ranks so I could squeeze through. 
 
    When I was at the back I tapped Kate firmly on the shoulder and gestured to my empty clip and raised my shoulders questioningly. She pat herself down for a second and then shook her head before returning to her shooting. 
 
    Returning to camp seemed the best course of action, the pack of zeds having lessened and the others seemed to have more than enough ammo to keep them at bay. 
 
    When I turned around to return though I saw a figure stumbling toward us from behind, clutching his gut and using the wall as a sort of crutch. I took off my ear muffs, ditched my gun and darted over to the mortally wounded Marcus.  
 
    The gunfire died down behind me as I caught him when he fell, lying him down on the shifting gravel ground. He had a screwdriver through his right side and an exit wound from a small calibre round through his left, blood soaked through the grey jumper that he must’ve put on after we left. 
 
    “John… they… they’ve…” And that was last thing he got out before he passed out. Harry and Clara ran over and started trying to help in their own way, while I went to do it my way. 
 
    Red, red is the best way to explain it.  
 
    I was red.  
 
    I stepped into the powerful light and spotted them, standing over their bargaining chips. One of them had the AK that I’d left with Mark while the other two held knives to two of the sobbing women’s throats while the rest were forced to sit on the ground in front of them. 
 
    “N… no… Not another step closer! I’ll kill ‘em all!” The gun holder in his authentic white-trash accent, let’s call him Billy-Bob, and the other two can be Trev and Carle, because his mother said the ‘e’ made it more betterer. 
 
    I shrugged as I took the step up onto the platform, “Fine by me. Make it quick though,” I pulled out my knife and spun it around in between my forefingers, “I’ve a busy day ahead of me.” 
 
    They were thoroughly terrified, visibly shaking, the muzzle of Billy-Bob’s AK had started to do figure eights. “We just want to go, alright? Just let us go!” He yelped, it was really quite funny, in my current twistedly warped sense of humour. 
 
    “Oh sure, I’ll let you go free. I mean, that’s all you want, right? So, let me free you.” I’m sure they understood what I meant, if not though, the practical demonstration would make sure they got it. 
 
    What followed was a literal blur of flashes as the light tried it’s very best to glint off my blade, and blood, lots and lots of blood.  
 
    Billy-Bob was the last to go, I slit across both of his arms so he’d drop his gun and then I was behind him. He screamed, full on screamed. Until, of course, I sunk my clawed nails into his neck.  
 
    The worst part? I couldn’t stop smiling. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Consensus 
 
      
 
    Harry ran into the station from the tunnel with his war face on, ready to support me in calming the situation I suppose.  
 
    Unfortunately he’d entered at the exact moment that I tore Billy-Bob’s head off. When he saw me and what I’d done his face lost all of its intimidation, blending from shock to fear and then to concern all in a few seconds, “What did you… how did you..?” He was lost for words, me too, like I was coming off the end of a really nasty trip, my smile was gone and was replaced with dread.  
 
    Whether that was for Harry’s benefit or my own is anyone’s guess.  
 
    “I… I don’t know… there were hostages and then I… I’m… sorry?” I cupped my hands to my face and felt the warm liquid soak into my skin. I couldn’t distinguish whether I liked it or wanted to retch.  
 
    Something had switched inside me, reverting me to what I was during the wars, a monster that accepted what he was and did what he did for the greater good. 
 
    The line was starting to blur though, what was the greater good?  
 
    What made my one friend so much more important than the three men I’d just taken out of the world?  
 
    All that they had wanted was to leave, sure, they’d hurt Marcus, did that excuse it though? 
 
    I took my hands off my eyes and looked up to see that the others had shown up shortly after Harry, who was slowly making his way toward me and the sobbing hostages that I stood behind with his hands up in a non-threatening surrender position, “Hey buddy, you wanna come down to the tracks?” 
 
    Normally I’d have said something witty or snarky in response to being treated like a wild animal, at that point though it was comforting for some reason. Instead of a verbal response I simply climbed past the safe hostages and made my way over to the tracks, jumping down before leaning against the concrete platform and sliding to the ground.  
 
    Kate, Wolf, Warren and Harry started to work at comforting the people on the platform while I shutdown. I noticed Marcus sitting across the tracks from me with Gabe and Clara. Well, Marcus was more propped up than sitting, probably the only way to stop him from landing face first on the ground again. 
 
    I needed something to take my mind off of my crisis of conscience, anything. Then I remembered what led to the… incident, “Did… Are you gonna be alright Mark?” 
 
    I think he shrugged, he toppled over and Clara had to prop him back up, “Yeah, I’m gonna be fine. An hour or so to recover and I’ll be fine.” His smile was so forced and empty like his glassy looking eyes. But if he said he was going to be ok, that was enough for me.  
 
    Kate? Not so much. 
 
    “We don’t have time to rest Mark. We need to be thinking of an exit strategy.” Pretty much the second she arrived Gabe was gone, off to do something or other, leaving Clara as Mark’s sole carer. 
 
    I was beyond the point of caring, I was so sick of all of her shit, and I wasn’t in the mood to chase Gabe down, “For fuck’s sake Kate, why the fuck not? Hmm? What grand fucking reason do you have for leaving another one of your friends behind? Is it some kind of fucking bingo game with you and Wolf?” 
 
    “I’d like it if that weren’t a thing, please.” Marcus said under his breath or as loud as he could, I couldn’t tell. 
 
     I’m pretty sure it was just a way to try and diffuse the situation.  
 
    It did not work. 
 
    I refused to even look at Kate, I knew that the second I did either she or I would start crying, and I was one hundred and ten percent sure that I did not need that, “And, while we’re on it, what the fucking fuck is going on there? Huh? Are we just gonna pretend that nothing happened between us or that there’s nothing between you two? I just need to know.” 
 
    Wolf, apparently sick of my childish whining, jumped down with me and picked me up by the collar before dragging me over to wall and pushing me up against it, “Grow the fuck up! Seriously! All this shit about crap you’re making up in your head when there are definitely more important things to be worrying about!” 
 
    I went to push him off me but he just lifted me further up the wall, “You’re a good guy John, but sometimes you get so emotional, it’s pathetic! Look at those people over there, absolutely terrified because a really powerful guy who was torturing their leader no more than a few hours ago is bouncing from killing people right next to them and then having a ‘why me?’ session immediately after. For God’s sake, look at Mark, who’s bleeding out right now so I can have this talk with you.” 
 
    He dropped me and let me regain some semblance of composure before continuing on, “No one’s saying we should leave Mark, it’s you who jumped straight to that. We need to take him with us, of course, but we need to get out of here, out of this city that’s practically burning down around us. We need a leader, we need you.” 
 
    Kate stepped over to me and squeezed my shoulder lovingly and then embraced me in a long hug before breaking it with a kiss to the cheek.  
 
      
 
    Emotional whiplash is so much worse than actual whiplash, believe me. What’s worse is that they don’t make a collar for it.  
 
    Well, they do, but I’ve done a fair bit of naughty language and violence so far so I’ll try and leave all the BDSM references out… maybe. 
 
      
 
    “Alright, so what makes the city such a bad place? Neysor and S are gone. Plus Greg is still here, we need to find him before we go anywhere.” I knew it was a tough sell, mostly because it didn’t make sense to stay in the city any more, to any of us. But I couldn’t help but clutch to the idea that I wasn’t the type of person who’d leave people behind.  
 
      
 
    Hot damn did I grow out of that. 
 
     
 
    Kate saddened even more than she already was, “I know, but there’s zeds everywhere John. And it looks like they’re back to their roaming behaviour, meaning pretty soon they’ll be everywhere again.” 
 
    I went to argue about the uselessness of zeds and how we could just pick them off until we were safe, then Wolf had to ruin it with logic, “I know we can handle them. The key word there is we.” He said while gesturing to Kate, himself and then me, “We’re vampires, they’re humans, and they’re scared shitless. We can’t have people sitting at home while we try and make sure that not a single one of them gets bitten and we lose everyone.” 
 
    It was hard, I needed support, someone with a counter-argument, someone who would point out the bad in everything these two were saying while pointing out the ‘obvious’ other option, “Hey Gabriel!”  
 
    He turned around from the woman who he was cleaning up and snapped his vision to me, “Yeah? What is it?” 
 
    “You want to weigh in her-” 
 
    “Nope.” He said plainly before returning to his patient. 
 
    ‘Well, so much for that then.’  
 
    “Ok, fine, where do you guys suggest we go?” 
 
    In unison they replied with, “The base.” Luckily my thrown expression was enough to get an explanation from Wolf, “We’ve got enough supplies to last one of us a life-time or, to put it another way, forever.” 
 
    “I don’t want to do that, if that matters.” Mark groaned. 
 
    “Why?” I asked to the question that I mentally answered as I said it. 
 
    “You weren’t there when Steven and I got out with… Point is, you think Steven’s bad? Imagine that with the majority of the live vamps on base and then again with some of the fresher corpses. That’s what you’re suggesting we go back to.” A coughing fit stopped him from continuing, I was pretty sure he was going to cough up the bullet inside him. 
 
    Clara helped Mark clean off his chin, where most of the blood ended up, “The travel alone is difficult enough, how do you think we get to Tasmania from here exactly? Because my swimming skills aren’t that good.” 
 
    Clara decided it was her turn to chip in, “We could head north? There’s an airfield near Caboolture and failing that I’m sure that the one on the Sunshine Coast will have at least something big enough for all of us.” 
 
    Harry joined us and I silently hoped that he was there to support me, “I like the idea. Somewhere safe, somewhere with guns.” 
 
    I shook my head “That’s just the thing though, it’s not safe, it’s actually worse than where we are now. Zombie-vamp-fest. I say we wait ‘til we find Greg.” 
 
    That’s when Mark finally switched over, “We have to accept that we won’t. Not for now, we might be able to when we get back to the base? But for now he’s in the wind.” 
 
    “Not you too! Come on! What about… what about food storage? Zeds aren’t exactly known for their maintenance skills.” I said pleadingly, clawing at any possible reason to not abandon Greg, not out of a sense of friendship or guilt any more, but because I couldn’t stand the idea of losing that argument, not after all the time I put into it. 
 
      
 
    I would like to say that I am not the kind of person who values winning an argument over friends, but at the time I was forty percent sure he was dead and wouldn’t care. 
 
      
 
    “Actually, I did most of the electrical work on the place myself, I even had a plan for this exact situation.” Marcus half-bragged. 
 
    “Yeah, well now you’re sitting on train-tracks with a bullet wound and ruptured organs.” I immediately regretted the venomous words that I shot at Marcus, but he seemed to take it pretty well. 
 
    He smiled falsely up at me from the hard ground while everyone else scowled, “Thanks John, for your words of kindness in this tumultuous time for me. Can someone punch him?” 
 
    Clara was the one who answered his call, standing up and punching me in the face, causing her to wince, “What the Hell are you made of?” She asked, shaking her sore hand as she walked off, hissing while I stood there smiling at her attempt. 
 
    “Heh, you punch like a girl.”  
 
      
 
    I’m not a misogynist, it was just that she genuinely thought punching me in the face was a good idea and it was the first time I could say that to a woman. 
 
    Probably a poor choice of words though. 
 
      
 
    Kate shot me a sultry look, “That’s not how you punch like a girl deary,” her words instantly changed the tone of her look to a much more sinister one. I didn’t have time to defend myself as she punched me with enough force to make me collapse backward onto the wall with a loosely hanging broken jaw, “that’s how you punch like a girl.” 
 
    “Canth whey gek ba to tha achtewal poit?” I blubbered through the pain as my jaw clicked and rattled around. 
 
    “Well, as I was saying before I was rudely interrupted, I did most of the electrical work on the base.” He said while shooting me a fairly significant look, “The whole place runs on solar panels with back up batteries. They’re pretty much completely nuke proof, provided that the sensors are still working and they get covered whenever something dangerous gets close to them, there’s also a pretty massive wall preventing foot or ground-vehicle insertion which means zero zed interference.” 
 
    Smugness filled his blood-soaked features, “Aaaand if that fails for whatever reason, there’s two back up power sources, one is the ocean, bless hydro-electricity, and then there’s a gas based generator that filters in oxygen to power it up. It’s a bit temperamental, but it really is just a precautionary measure upon a precautionary measure, upon a precautionary measure.” 
 
    I needed something else, another rebuttal. I knew I was losing the argument, but I needed to have covered every basis, so we all knew exactly what we were going into. My jaw reset itself with some forceful rotations and then I had it, “What about security? We had a break-in less than a week from Z-day. You know as well as I, Marcus, that security is actually quite an important aspect of all this, especially what with, as you brought up, the vamp-zombie problem.” 
 
    Marcus mulled it over for a second while the rest looked at him, waiting patiently for his response, “Yeeah… I suppose, but most of it got sorted out while you were out. We actually have… had a pretty decent engineering department. Look, I don’t care where we go, as long as I don’t get left here.” 
 
    Clara, finally done nursing her hand, asked, “Aren’t you guys vampires? Why don’t you just clear them out? There’s like three of you, and today just one of you killed a guy with a building.” 
 
    My mouth opened and closed as I tried to process what was just said, if I admitted to that fact then I’d lose the argument, but if I denied it I’d be a liar. “Fine,” I seethed, “I guess we can go.” 
 
    “And I get to come along.” 
 
    Kate threw her hands into the air, “No one was saying you weren’t! If it’ll make everyone feel a better we can wait one hour. One. We could probably use the sleep anyway.” 
 
    Both Mark and I shared a confident nod, which seemed odd at first, considering how bad he was less than two minutes prior. Chalked it up to initial overreaction to some less than dramatic wounds and dismissed it, much like the sound of a single pair of rushed footsteps coming down concrete steps. Figured it was just someone checking something or other out.  
 
    I clapped my hands together and started to turn around, “Right then. Hey everyone! We move in one ho-!” a hand landing on my mouth and pulling me away from the others silenced me.  
 
    It was Gabriel, his finger firmly on lips while he kept my mouth shut with his other hand, his eyes locked onto mine with something akin to fear residing in them. 
 
    His finger drifted from his lips and he removed his hand from mine, “I…I…” he cleared his throat, “I need everyone to be very calm and very, very quiet. I may, or may not have!” He emphasized, “done a thing. A very bad thing.” 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    The Thing That Which Gabriel May or May Not Have Done 
 
    
“What happened?” I asked with a sigh. 
 
    Gabe looked abashed, I didn’t like that.  
 
    He didn’t seem like the kind of person who got abashed. Slightly embarrassed, mildly disconcerted even, but full on abashed? Nuh-uh. ‘Maybe he just made a mess of something?’ I hoped. 
 
    “I went to check on the gates that these guys came through, yeah?” ‘And wet yourself’ I silently pleaded. “Turns out someone cut the lock…” ‘And while you fixed it you tore your pants.’ “…and you know, the gates are open now, and, you know, there’s corpses up there and, you know, I think one saw me.” His repetition of the words ‘you know’ was starting to get on my nerves. 
 
    It seemed he was finished though, so I took that as a good sign to express my relief, “That’s fine, isn’t it? We can handle a few zeds, we got a pile back there that can attest to that.” 
 
    He sucked air through his teeth and my relief vanished, “Yeah, you see, I said I thought one saw me, but I know one saw me. I handled it though, seriously no problem there.” He seemed to be trying to build himself up for what came after the emphasized ‘there’, “But there may have been three or four.” 
 
    “Still, that’s not a-” 
 
    “Twenty seven.” He mumbled. 
 
    “What was that?” 
 
    He cleared his throat and looked around for a second before answering, “Twenty seven, there are twenty seven corpses on their way down those stairs right now.” 
 
    “Right… Well… I do suppose that that does put rather a damper on things.” I rubbed my eyes and a yawn escaped me. The sleepy thing was quite pathetic if I do say so myself. 
 
    “I’m sorry, does the idea of all these people probably dying very shortly bore you? I get that you can rip a person apart with your bare hands, which isn’t at all disturbing, but none of the rest of us can.” There we go, pissed off, that one suited Gabe. 
 
    I went to respond but was rudely cut off by a shrill scream. Honestly, I swear they time their screaming fits to coincide with my conversations. 
 
    We got to the source of screaming, I went to start shooting but Gabe stopped me, pointing up the stairs, “You start shooting again it’ll bring in very damn corpse from miles around! Harry and I will draw the people into the tunnel, you take point with the others, make sure it’s clear when we get in there, GO!” 
 
    Without saying a word I followed his orders, shouting at the others to follow me to the edge of the station, “Come on you useless prats! We’re making a path! Warren! You and your men take the rear! Clara, you’re on Mark duty! Wolf, Kate and I will be leading the pack, you hear any of us make a call you stick to it! Cease-fire environment from this point unless you all want to be havin’ brains for brekkie!” They all silently agreed in their own way and we started our move. 
 
    I brandished my knife, my new favourite tool and moved as low and fast as I could without losing my back-up. 
 
    My vision had gotten slightly better, perhaps due to the blood that I’d accidently rubbed into my eyes, perhaps it was that I’d entered that second stage of exhaustion.  
 
    You know the one? Where you become so tired that you sort of wake up again? Didn’t matter though.  
 
    Whatever the cause, I was a more efficient, well, functioning killer and that’s what we needed. 
 
    There was a single zed wandering around in the tunnel, just ahead of us and, for the briefest moment I froze. It hadn’t noticed us and I didn’t know if drawing its attention would be wise. Mainly because of the fact that I wasn’t sure of what could be just out of view.  
 
    Eventually the moment passed and I was free to use my body again, I shot forward, leaving my gang behind, and drove the blade through the zed’s waiting temple, a weak groan seeping from its dead lips as it twitched one last time and went limp. 
 
    I don’t know why I froze, it was like I wasn’t processing properly, although I’d gained some of my abilities back, it seemed that I wasn’t thinking as clearly or as fast, which was something that I found almost completely unbearable. 
 
    After that one zed, and I’d waited for the others to catch up, we didn’t find a single trace of another… anything. The tracks were almost completely deserted, which started to make me somewhat sceptical of there even being another point of entry further in the tunnel. I wasn’t exactly paying attention to the construction of the thing before the apocalypse and the only station I knew about was the Queen Street one. 
 
    I think that’s around the time that I decided that we’d reached a good stopping point. We were maybe a hundred or so metres from where we’d started and neither a snarl nor growl could be heard coming from either direction.  
 
      
 
    Five minutes of complete silence passed by with us all sitting on the tracks, some of us bounced loose stones off the walls and listened for the echoes while the rest of sat in quiet thought. 
 
    Then Warren got bored, “What are we even doing here? Shouldn’t we keep moving make sure the entire tunnel is clear?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Kate said, piling on, “Gabe’s a pretty smart bloke, I’m sure he could figure out that we just went ahead a bit?” 
 
    I shook my head, an action that only Wolf and Kate could see, “We can’t assume, that’s how people end up dead. Gabe wanted us to wait and that’s what we’re going to do. Besides, do you really think Clara can drag Mark’s arse any further?” 
 
    We all had a brief chuckle at his expense, except for him of course. I was actually starting to get worried about him, his breathing had become laboured and heavy and he hadn’t said a single thing since we started that whole escapade. “Hey, Mark? You doing alright?” 
 
    He lolled from side-to-side after an attempted shrug, “I think so… I think… I think I just need some sleep…” 
 
    “Oi! No, none of that. If you sleep you might not wake up, just stay awake for a little while longer.” 
 
    The wounded scientist winced and shook his head, “No, no… I’ll be fine… Just a few hours… If you can carry me… I’ll be fine… Will explain…” and he was out like a light. 
 
    I went into panic mode, but Clara held her hand up to me and placed her fingers on his neck, “Hold on… Yeah, he’s fine, his pulse is actually… Yeah, it’s definitely stronger. Weird.” 
 
    Indeed it was weird, solidly, but it was a question that would have to wait until later, when he was conscious. 
 
    Another few minutes passed and I was starting to become concerned. I stood up and dusted myself off, gesturing for everyone else to stay while I went to check up on Gabe. I wasn’t given the opportunity though, I’d barely moved five feet in their direction when the sound of distant footsteps filled the tunnel. 
 
    Figures started to come into view, the first clearly being Gabe, he had a body slung over his shoulder which appeared to have another person’s torso attached to it. “Gabe?” I counted nearly twenty people behind him which, in turn, had another dozen behind them. 
 
    He whispered something to me, but it was impossible to hear him over the distance. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Corpses!” He shouted as quietly as he could. 
 
    That’s when I saw why.  
 
    It was an ‘only partly there’ Harry over his shoulder, the duffle slung over his while his scabbard banged against his thigh. The people behind them were the civies that were lucky enough to make it, and the ones behind them?  
 
    They were the unlucky ones. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Tunnels 
 
      
 
    Harry shuffled off of Gabe’s shoulder and kept running with him while I ran back to the others, grabbed Marcus by the scruff of his jumper and dragged him along behind me. The rest of my group got the picture and scrambled to their feet and caught up with ease.  
 
    For a little while I went slow and steady, so Gabe and the others could catch up with the rest of us, but then I set the pace. I wanted to stop, start up another firing line, but we were fresh out of ear muffs and the last thing we needed was to be running deaf and blind. 
 
    Shortly after, I noticed that the rabid growls were starting to fall under the hushed orders and muffled sobs which filled the endless darkness that we were forced to move through. We were losing the zeds, that, or Steven had called them back again, either way, I saw it as a win. 
 
    And then Warren had to go and ruin my good mood, “Where does this end?” 
 
    Don’t get me wrong, the question was justified, we’d just reached a point where there weren’t any more tracks and the whole thing was starting to feel a bit more construction-site-y, “I honestly don’t know, another station, a worksite, or it could just be a dead end. All I know is that back there couldn’t be any better.” 
 
    He wasn’t impressed with my answer, he seemed to have my attitude though in the way that an answer is an answer and it’s best to just take what you can get. 
 
    By some miracle of God there was another station, zero light though, but it was a place to stop and breathe, something that everyone but we few vampires needed. Gabriel clearly needed the break the most though, seeing as the time that he hadn’t spent carrying Harry was time that he’d been tugging him along like a brick through concrete.  
 
    I clearly wasn’t getting anything from my soaking wet hipster friend, whose new favourite hobby appeared to be staring at the ground.  
 
    So I plopped the remarkably still unconscious Marcus on the ground and walked over to my heaving and puffing sniper. “What’s wrong with Har? What happened back there?” 
 
    “Just a sec.” He groaned between breaths, “There was some- Corpses!” He hissed while looking over my shoulder. 
 
    I turned around to see what he meant and, sure enough, a platform full of zeds all staring at their meal on rails. All it took was for one of them to move and I involuntarily bellowed “Run!” and grabbed Marcus again, restarting our blind delve into darkness, “Don’t stop! Whatever you do, don’t stop!”  
 
    No one there needed to be told twice, we ran like cattle from lightning while the sea that was the fresh batch of zeds charged after us. 
 
    There wasn’t a doubt in my mind that it was Steve’s doing. Push us forward a bit with his small amount of ‘troops’ and then put as many of them as possible just far enough ahead of us that we run straight into them without so much as a second thought. He was a clever sod, I had to give him that. 
 
    “John!” Wolf shouted as he met up with me at the front of the pack. 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    He pointed at the floppy scientist that I was dragging along, his legs bouncing off the ground like a ragdoll’s, “You seem like you’re having some trouble.” 
 
    “Nah, he’s right. Just keep up.” I said as jokingly as I could while still running. 
 
    The group was starting to get exhausted and we had started losing people. They were getting pulled back into the sea and I was in short supply of life rafts. 
 
    That’s when I saw it. Pale, early morning light, around three if I had to guess. The light wasn’t coming from an exit though, no, it didn’t become clear that it was in fact a massive shard of the fallen ship until we were within a few metres of it.  
 
    It was at least twenty metres long, most of it glowed a faint blue while some parts still had small flashing red lights, as if the news that the ship had already crashed hadn’t reached it yet. I noticed something else odd, not about it, exactly, it was the zeds.  
 
    They’d stopped.  
 
    When I looked back for them it was clear that they’d stopped well before us as we reached the shard. They were still shuffling though, leaning from foot to foot and occasionally glancing at the shard, they were treating it with a sort of fearful reverence while I, the heathen that I am, proceeded to drop Mark and climb it to see what awaited us in the big scary outdoors. 
 
    Everyone else in the tunnel was waiting, none of them wanted to move for fear of what the other would do while I started my alien rock-climbing project.  
 
    An ear-piercing yowl ripped through the pre-dawn air and into the tunnel to interrupt our moment of pause though, and I tumbled back into the tunnel.  
 
    It was the little black things, maybe eight of them, crawling their way down the side of the shard. I grabbed Mark by the jumper and pulled away as I scooted backward. 
 
    “John… What are those things?” Warren whispered. 
 
    I tried to get back on my feet a few time before finally succeeding, “Nothing good.” 
 
    The rest of the live people had started to back up with me toward the less terrifying zombie horde. Yeah, those things were really that scary, “No shit Sherlock!” Warren growled through a closed mouth, “What’s worse though? Corpses or… them.” 
 
    I shook my head, that’s all I could do as the beasts finally reached the ground.  
 
    I did not like them.  
 
    I really did not like them. 
 
    The others who were with me had started going up against the walls, an idea that seemed as good as any at that point. With a bit of work I managed to get Mark propped up against the wall in an upright position with my arm.  
 
    The creatures weren’t really taking much notice in us, they seemed much more interested in the zeds for some reason.  
 
    In fact, I got to test that theory…  
 
    Because I’m a terrible friend. 
 
    They did their yowl again and I jumped, my knife got knocked loose and was going to fall so I went to grab it and… well…  
 
    You know what? The good news is that even though I let Mark fall flat on his face onto some exposed wood for the railway, I was able to prove when they scuttled over him, smashing his face a few more times, that the little black things were much less interested in us than we were in them.  
 
    What they were interested in though, was tearing some zombie ass to pieces… In a totally violent and not at all homoerotic way. Or maybe a little bit homoerotic?  
 
    I don’t know and I don’t judge. 
 
    The last of the eight shot past us and started ripping into the zeds and we took that as our cue to leave. We all ran for the shard, climbing it as fast as we could, everyone helping everyone.  
 
    Then I realised I forgot someone, I quickly shot back over to Marcus and, with one final look at the foreign carnage in the tunnel, dragged him to safety, tossing him up to the others who handled him delicately before lying him down.               
 
    I leapt up onto the upper level and breathed in the first fresh air I’d had in what felt like days. I had no idea where we were, didn’t much care either.  
 
    We were in a park, brown and burnt grass surrounding the shard’s entry point. 
 
    Ah, the blessed outdoors. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Three Simple Mistakes 
 
      
 
    A few people had taken to simply collapsing on the grass while a few of the gun-toting ones ran a perimeter check with Wolf and Kate, something I should’ve probably been doing.  
 
    I started to map the place out, trying to pin-point our location. Somehow we’d made it to the other side of the river, there was an exploded helicopter, a crashed bus and a few scattered corpses, some seemed semi-fresh, covered in burns and thrown around a bit, while some seemed old, quite old. 
 
    Gabe didn’t seem to be all that alright with where we were, like something about it held a bad memory. My brain could be so slow with these sorts of things.  
 
    We were where they’d made touchdown.  
 
    Gabriel, despite the dozen or so feet between us, must’ve felt my eyes on him.  
 
    He turned to face me and immediately understood what I was thinking and, though it took a long time, nodded solemnly, confirming what I already knew.  
 
    Meanwhile Harry was looking up into the sky a few feet from the majority of the relaxing survivors and letting the rain wash some of the thick blood off of him, providing a new topic of conversation.  
 
    It seemed high-time to change the subject anyway. 
 
    I walked over to Gabe and started speaking about what I hoped would be a half-way decent distraction, “What’s up with Harry? You never did finish.” 
 
    Gabe looked stunned at my blatant disregard for him, never did understand that, is it more courteous to pretend someone isn’t there by whispering? It all seems the same to me.  
 
    Anyway, he got past his discomfort with the subject and started to speak quietly while moving his lips as little as possible, “We were a quarter of the way through the crowd, telling them to move, but it turned out that a few of the people we told that to were bit and… well, you know how it goes from there.”  
 
    He paused when I reached him and looked over to our friend who’d taken to lying down on the grass with the duffel beside him with the scabbard atop it, “Harry had to… He stepped in, without hesitation John.” He said, trying to convey the seriousness of it as well as trying to talk him up, like he was defending him from what he was about to say.  
 
    “Seriously, nothing. He went blank, starting with amputations with that big ol’ sword of his but he was too late. Had to start carving them up, he tried to get me to leave but I managed to knock some sense into him, that’s how he ended up over my shoulder.” 
 
    ‘The ‘knocking’ was literal then.’ I thought to myself as Warren’s huge and tattooed sharpshooter showed up with a scoff before thumping onto the ground and pulling out his knife, “Don’t know why ya care so much, pack of whores anyway.” He said loud enough for everyone to hear while carving up the ground. 
 
    That was his first mistake, drawing Harry’s attention, who was standing up and dusting himself off. Diffusing the situation was going to be difficult, but I figured that the guy would be willing to retract his statement, “They’re people mate, something that’s in short supply these days.” 
 
    I was wrong, poor decision on his part, “Sure mate, you go on believin’ that. Fact is they’re holes, all they’re good for. Only reason we kept ‘em around this long.” By the time he finished his disgusting monologue Harry had made his way behind him, his face completely devoid of emotion. 
 
    “Get up.” He said flatly, he still didn’t look like he was right to be standing. 
 
    “Hm?” the bandit asked, like he was giving Har the option to stand down.  
 
    Second mistake, making Harry impatient. 
 
    “Get. Up. Two words. Two syllables. Don’t make me ask again.” 
 
    He drove his knife into the grassy ground, stood, turning as he did so, and faced Harry, who was a half foot shorter than him and probably half his weight, “Alright then, you wanna go? Go ahead, you can have the first hi-”  
 
    Third mistake. 
 
    Harry kneed the bandit in the groin and followed it up with a weighty right-hook as he doubled over. That’s when Warren decided to get involved, striding toward Harry from the other side of the grass, “Ok, that’s enough, let’s-” 
 
    “Any more steps toward me and you’ll be next.” Harry said without facing him. Perhaps I should’ve tried to contain the situation instead of just watching, but it seemed to be good therapy for him. 
 
    Warren ignored him, figuring he could handle the hipster I suppose, which Harry proved was a rather shitty choice. 
 
    He waited for the exact moment that Warren put a hand on his shoulder to use him as a weapon. He grabbed his wrist, pulled him forward onto his shoulder, used the momentum to flip him onto the tattooed bandit who was still trying to catch his breath, and, after the two fell to the ground, delivered a swift and powerful blow to his forehead, knocking him out instantly. 
 
    I decided that then and there is exactly why I wouldn’t fight Harry. Sure, I’m a vampire, but if he had a sword to me?  
 
    I’d be proper buggered. 
 
    Harry stepped back and let his opponent get to his feet, causing Warren to flop onto the ground face-first. Harry took off his blood soaked trench coat and tossed it to the floor before rolling up the grey sleeves on his, what I’m going to assume was new, long-sleeve shirt and turned to face the charging Kiwi.  
 
    Heh, that sound’s much cuter than it was.  
 
    Back to it. 
 
    As the bloke reached him, Harry stepped to the side and left one leg out, tripping him up. The lump of a man spat out chunks of grass and dirt as he stood up. Harry seemed to be done with the game. That, or he was more tired than he looked.  
 
    The attacker took a swing and Harry caught it, shifting barely with what must have been a crap-ton of force, lifted it and brought his fist up into the socket point under the muscly arm causing an unhealthy cracking sound and a pop.  
 
    That seemed to be the only sound he could make, he looked like he was howling in pain but no sound was coming out. 
 
    By that point Harry’s victim had started to collapse, just barely being able to stay on his feet. Harry decided to help him along with the delayed fall. He pulled the tearing man to his knees and let the useless arm go before stomping on the exposed calve. The guy did manage to make a noise, a growling cry that ripped its way out of him. 
 
    Apparently Harry wasn’t done though, he grabbed the other arm while his defeated opponent continued to cry and wobble, lifted it high above his shoulder and, with his foot planted firmly in between his shoulder-blades, pulled and twisted, causing another pop and a re-ignition of pained screams. He let the arm go and pushed the howling mess into the dirt with his foot. 
 
    Eventually the bandit stopped screaming and groaning, instead he’d started to try and regulate his breathing, but each of his heaving exhales kicked up another small amount of dust and each inhale brought it into his waiting mouth.  
 
    “I wonder if he’s ready to apologise?” Harry asked his waiting and disturbed audience. “Let’s find out.” He knelt down and grabbed a handful of the bandit’s hair and lifted his head up, “Got anything you want to say?” 
 
    Muffled and choked words were the only response, followed by a few coughs, sending the mouthful of dirt he had stored onto the grass. Harry shook him by his hair a few times, “Spit it ou-” 
 
    “Fuck you…” 
 
    “Hm?” 
 
    “I said fuck yo-” Harry let go of the hair and proceeded to stomp hard on the back of the bandit’s head three times. Even I was thrown by the crunching and squelching, unlike the others though, I kept watching, my opportunity to intervene well and truly passed. 
 
    Harry, having finished with his stress relief, took a few steps back from the still twitching corpse and wiped his foot off on the grass like he’d done nothing but stepped in dog droppings. 
 
    After assuring himself that his foot was clean he looked straight at Kate and Wolf, who’d, at some point, started to move toward him, and shrugged with a faux-smile, “Survival of the fittest. Right?” 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    One is None 
 
      
 
    Six long hours had passed since Neysor got trapped under the building and in that time he’d forgone the concept of pain and felt only anger. Tunnelling his way out from under the rubble was arduous, even for him with his powerful and seemingly undefeatable body, but he was finally making some headway.  
 
    The orange of early morning sunlight poured through cracks in the rubble and Neysor could just barely feel a steady breeze licking his face. That small exposure to escape gave him a new vitality and, with one massive push, he threw the last five hundred kilogram block of concrete high into the air and revealed his freedom. 
 
    His clothes had been either destroyed by the explosion or torn off during his ascent, but he didn’t care. He kicked aside the final few bits of broken glass and rubble from his legs as he pulled himself to the top of the pile where he stood proudly.  
 
    Sunlight gleamed off of his pale grey skin as, for a brief moment, he forgot why he’d been so angry. 
 
    Then he saw several pieces of glass and metal jutting out of naked body and immediately became more frustrated as he picked them out. He looked as if he’d hugged a cactus made of broken glass and hand sharpened metal.  
 
    Felt like it as well. 
 
    After several minutes of ensuring that he was entirely free of debris the almost completely healed alien commander started his long walk. During his travel he came across several of the foul mutations that had been drawn to the sound of the battle. He dispatched them with relative ease but was starting to feel concern build up within him as the groups became larger and more purposeful, like something was guiding them to him. 
 
    The thought alone was enough to make the brave warrior shudder, or perhaps it was merely the rain that beaded on his bare skin accompanied with steady breezes.  
 
    Finding clothes or getting to his beloved and soldiers first? That question was becoming more and more urgent as he came to the realisation that he was lost in the concrete jungle with hungry eyes piercing his soul. 
 
    He rounded yet another unfamiliar corner and saw someone he only partially recognised standing a few buildings away. It had clearly been there for quite some time, staring at the corner, waiting for its prey to come after ever so carefully guiding it to him with his lesser monsters. Though it was only when it twitched did Neysor understand what he was looking at, “You…” The creature who’d interrupted his destruction of John Prince bared its teeth and charged, but Neysor wouldn’t be thrown around again. 
 
    He darted toward the charging monster and tore off its arm as they shot past each other. The two ground to a halt and turned to face each other. Neysor discarded the arm while the creature watched curiously.  
 
    The Commander felt accomplished. Briefly. 
 
    What was once an amazing soldier looked at the stump where his arm had been and then back at Neysor with an evil smile before convulsing for a moment and practically shot out a fresh arm. Neysor couldn’t help but gasp as the powerful creature shook its body loose, twitching the whole time. 
 
    It saw an opportunity and took it, launching at the distracted naked commander with a blood-curdling howl, and knocking him clean off his feet. With each hit the creature managed to get on Neysor it became more and more clear that it wasn’t interested in eating him or infecting him.  
 
    It wanted to hurt him. 
 
    Neysor went to get a punch in, but the creature tossed him across the street and into a building, breaking a few bones and causing some rather intense internal bleeding. There was a full five seconds before Neysor fell out of the concrete imprint that he’d made with his body and fell to the pavement. 
 
    The creature, apparently lost to its base urges, shambled over to the alien who was struggling to stand with the sole intention of eating his flesh. Neysor felt helpless, his arms barely able to even lift himself as it grabbed him and prepared to take a bite.  
 
    A brilliant green light grazing past its partially exposed lower back stopped it from enjoying its broken meal. It yowled into the early morning air, spotted a woman wearing a brown lab coat who’d somehow fired the weapon at him despite her apparent inability to even hold it properly.  
 
    With a snarl he cast the bite-free Neysor at her and started its escape, but not before she got another shot off, melting the creature’s leg clean off. It did nothing to stop it from hobbling away though, as she went to helping her nude superior. 
 
    “Neysor! Are you ok sir?” She asked as she dropped to her knees and let the gun clatter to the ground. 
 
    “Yes Lai, I’m fine.” Neysor’s bones started to click back together and he could feel his organs healing, “What are you doing out here? I thought I told everyone to stay where they were.” 
 
    She nodded shyly, “Yes sir... it was just… Shenim sir…” 
 
    Panic took over Neysor’s mind, “Is she alright?” he asked fretfully. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! She’s alright! She’s just… the child… its growing.” 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Split 
 
      
 
    After Harry’s little episode he hadn’t helped our situation at all when he grabbed the body by the legs, dragged it to the helicopter and then dumped it there.  
 
    Tensions weren’t exactly at an all-time low. “What are we going to do John?” Kate asked as quietly as she could. 
 
    Truth is I didn’t know, and I really wished that people stopped expecting me to. But I couldn’t say that, I had to maintain the illusion of control for as long as I possibly could, “We’ll get moving, get as far from the city as we can, then we’ll talk to him.” 
 
    “We can’t! Do you see how uncomfortable he’s made everyone? You need to do something about this.” 
 
    I shook my head, “No, I really don’t. Most of the people here, including me, are only alive right now because of him.” Harry had returned to cleaning himself and his sword off after switching his shirt out with the bandit’s. 
 
    Kate tugged on me and got me to face her, “Do you think any of them care about that right now? They need to see that this kind of stuff doesn’t go unpunished.” I got what she was getting at, wasn’t going to stand for it though. 
 
    “We aren’t going to talk about that, you hear me? Now trot on over to the rest of them and tell them we roll in five.” I said with the condescending tone of a disapproving C.O., “That’s an order love.” 
 
    That last point is what drove it home, it was almost automatic the way she turned around and marched off. I let out a sigh of relief as the conflict vanished from the table and I was able to go and talk to my friend. 
 
    “Har,” I called out to get his attention as I reached him near the chopper’s wreck, “you alright?” I asked while he sat cross-legged and ran his old shirt over his blade, soaking up every bit of blood. 
 
    He laughed without looking at me, “Funny. Am I alright? Good one.” 
 
    “I’m serious, what happened back there? I’ve never seen you that angry before.” 
 
    He’d finished the cleaning and had started to simply admire the blade, “Really? In all of your, what, month and a half with me? Don’t assume that you know me. How’s that saying go again? When you assume you make a dickhead of yourself?” His voice was dry and cold. 
 
    “Look mate, I’m trying to help yo-” he stopped me with the tip of his blade to my throat. 
 
    “Stop. Just stop John. I don’t need your help, and I definitely don’t need your pity.” The darkness in his voice had only grown, like something inside of him was waking up.  
 
    Something that I really didn’t like. 
 
    “Right then. Well, why don’t you just be done with it then? Let’s see how well I do without a head, maybe it’ll be a fair fight.” It felt dangerous playing with that particular flame, especially seeing as the first few millimetres of the blade had already slid into my soft neck, “Or, you know, we could not do that?” Every single word I got out moved the metal around, increasing my already potentially chancy wound.  
 
    Curse my need to be a witty twat. 
 
    Or not. Seeing as my wit was probably the only thing that got him to withdraw his blade, with a smile no less, “Fine, you wanna talk feelings? Let’s talk. I used to do… stuff. Before I was into the whole gaming scene I was more in to the… IRLFPS genre.”  
 
    Took me a second to pick apart the acronym, “Wait… What?” I asked as I took a seat next to him on the partially wet grass, “Aren’t you like twelve?” 
 
    He chuckled, “Yeah, and a half.” The chuckle turned into a sigh and he started picking at the grass around his feet.  
 
    I didn’t want to glaze over that with a joke though, no matter how uncomfortable it was, I needed to know who I was working with, “Seriously though, I’ve been living under the assumption that you’re in your early twenties, and that math doesn’t exactly work for a soldier.” I said, trying to sound as least condescending as I could. 
 
    “I know, believe me, I know. I’m a bit… different. Not like you! Just kind of… different. You know, like Marky over there.” He said, gesturing over to the group of figures that were making their way toward us. 
 
    “Yea- Wait… How do you know about Mark?” 
 
    He stumbled for a second before finding his lingual feet, “We talked about it when you and Steve went up after the ship.” He said, clearly hiding something. 
 
    I wanted to ask but the others in our small community had reached us, Wolf with Mark over his shoulder, and Clara with Harry’s trench-coat and the duffel. She tossed them both to him and then turned to me, “What are we doing now?” 
 
    Harry helped me to my feet after getting to his own and then started to get ready, pulling his signature coat on to start, “I think we stick with the plan, head south. John?” 
 
    I nodded, “Agreed, we move until the afternoon, after that we can take a break.” The majority of the faces that were looking at me seemed pretty accepting of the idea. 
 
    Warren shook his head and wobbled a bit, Harry had hit him harder than I thought, “Can I talk to you in private for a second?” 
 
    “Sure…” I said as he started walking away from the rest of the group and I followed. 
 
    We got about fifty metres from the group and I got to thinking about just how nice the park would’ve been before everything had happened. It was overgrown and less than nice. It was sad that the day that I became able to enjoy a day at the park was the same day that the world became overrun. 
 
    “What is it Warren?” 
 
    He looked over to Harry, who was assuring our primary group that he was fine, “Him. You. Kate. Wolf. The lot of you. We can’t go with you guys John.” 
 
    “Why?” I asked without thinking. 
 
    He turned his attention back to me, “He killed a dozen of us last night, and another one less than ten minutes ago. You broke down the barriers to our camp and resulted in the deaths of over half of us. It’s obvious, isn’t it? There’s you people, then there’s us.” 
 
    I felt like he was trying to soften the blow of something that I really didn’t care about, “Oh… Right…” 
 
    “Look. We’re going to stay here, myself and the others from S’ camp, and you’re more than welcome to stay if you come back this way, but we can’t travel with you. Not anymore.” It was like he was asking my permission. 
 
    I tried to nod as solemnly as I could, “I understand. Don’t worry, we’ll get out of your hair and be on our way.” 
 
    “I… I appreciate your understanding.” He said, clearly shocked that I wasn’t upset with the loss of the gaggle.  
 
    Perhaps I should have fought a bit harder to keep a community, but that idea seemed exhausting and not really worth the dreadful talking that would be a part of it. 
 
      
 
    Can you honestly tell me that you think keeping a group of primarily inept and traumatised men and women was a good idea?  
 
    I mean, I’m not exactly known for my caring attitude or therapeutic characteristics.  
 
      
 
    After a few awkward seconds of silence he ran off, undoubtedly to tell his flock the good news of the scary vampire not kidnapping their women-folk and forcing the men to fight. 
 
    I took a moment to think on it, were we really that bad?  
 
    Were we really so violent and impulse driven that we scared people off? If so, I was really glad that they hadn’t been exposed to pre-late nineties me. No amount of safe spaces or therapy could’ve made them better after that. 
 
    As I was walking back to the group Gabe ran up to me stopping me with his visibly burnt palms with his gloves off, “Did he tell you?” 
 
    I nodded and went to keep walking, “Yep, he’s gonna stick around here while the rest of us move out. I really think that it’s best for everyone involved.” 
 
    He grabbed me by the arm as I went to walk around him, I could feel his leathery skin through the thin fabric that was my shirt, “John. I’m staying too.” 
 
    “What!?” I shouted as I turned back to face him in shock, “What the Hell do you mean ‘I’m staying’?” 
 
    “I thought I could handle it John, I really did. Being with them again, being a part of this group. But with Kate and Wolf? I just can’t.” He sounded like he’d tried to re-enter a friend group with his ex in it, not like a man who was currently living amongst the living dead. Pathetic if you ask me. “Besides, who’s gonna look for Greg if not me?” He said jokingly.  
 
    Trying to lighten the mood, are we? No thank you. 
 
    I went to say something angry or bitter, but then I accepted it. Normally not a trait I’d associate with myself, but I did, people split up and I’d grown so attached to the idea that I had my team back that I’d forgotten that none of these people were the same anymore.  
 
    Some of them wouldn’t be able to work together anymore, some couldn’t stand the others anymore, Hell, some of them probably wanted to kill each other now. It was the social equivalent of high school but with an apocalyptic theme. Degrading it to that seemed unfair though, so instead all I said, despite my sociological epiphany, was “Ok.” 
 
      
 
    You never do get out of high school, even if you never went, remember that and you’ll lead a… less disappointing life. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t wait for more conversation because I was pretty damn positive that if I did I’d say something I’d regret. As good of a friend that he was I did have a rather vast vocabulary and I can get quite creative if pushed.  
 
    Gabe didn’t try to stop me though, he let me stride over to my tiny team of five and went to join Warren who’d called over his new community of which he was the uncontested mayor/president/lord and saviour of. 
 
    My core group looked around confusedly while everyone else dispersed, “Come on guys, we’re movin’ out.” I said disappointedly. 
 
    Wolf looked between Gabe and myself a few times before adjusting Mark on his shoulders and giving me a knowing nod. Without saying a word he led the others away from the chopper’s carcass and toward the crashed bus on the other side of the park.  
 
    Something told me that he knew a lot about the situation that I found myself in. It was in his eyes. He knew what it was like to lose almost everyone and be forced to just march on, that the more that fact was questioned by everyone else the harder it got. 
 
      
 
    I think what got me the most was the fact that it had been so sudden, finding Gabriel, getting these people, and then they were all gone.  
 
    Unknown to me then though was that me and my group were the lucky ones. Sure, they had community and stability, but they’d also just taken on someone that they had no idea would be a problem for a while yet.  
 
    Poor guys. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Public Transport Blues 
 
      
 
    “What do you mean it’s dead?” I was trying to stay calm but the situation wasn’t helping. The barely rolling hunk of junk had managed to get us just far enough away from the others that they could no longer help but then decided to conk out. Australian public transport hadn’t gotten any better during the apocalypse, which was a shock to everyone. 
 
    “It’s dead. Deceased. Gestorben.” Wolf desperately tried to get it to start again from his blocked in seat, but he wasn’t even getting the tick-tick-tick when he turned the key. He was just as frustrated as me and the others who sat in the front two rows of the bus, I knew that, but in these situations it’s normal to blame the driver, right?  
 
    Especially when you’re in a street full of zeds on the outskirts of a suburb of a city that you barely spent more than an average work-night in before z-day. 
 
    “Well get to fixing it then! At least shut the bloody door!” I shouted as I kicked another suburban teenager off the bus. I was starting to feel a lot like a real bus driver. 
 
    “That’s Marcus’ field, my job is to shoot things! And if I knew how to shut the door don’t you think I would’ve by now!?” 
 
    “Did someone say my name?” A groggy voice got out from the back of the bus. 
 
    “Marcus!” Wolf and I shouted with the elated giddiness of a pre-teen girl seeing their favourite boy-band member. 
 
      
 
    Favourite boy-band member, not favourite boy-band’s member. Perv. 
 
      
 
    He got to his feet with little difficulty and shook off and stretched away his wounds before coming to the front of the bus with the rest of us. “What’s the problem?” 
 
    “The battery’s dead.” Wolf groaned. 
 
    Mark cracked his fingers, “Ok, let’s get to work, I need two people to cover John and Kate and one of those emergency hammers.” 
 
    “Do they have an electric current or something?” I asked excitedly. 
 
    I got the look that someone gets when they ask if it’s a trick potato or a trick clock, “Um… No John. No they don’t. I just…” He gave me another look that said ‘really’ but didn’t actually say it, which I was grateful for, “We’re going to smash the rear-windscreen and you two are going to push us to the edge of the street, there’s a brief downward incline and we should be able to get a decent distance from here, at least far enough to get us away from the corpses.” 
 
    “Oh…” Everyone was giving me the stupid look now. I wanted to say ‘Sure, like you guys knew’ but decided that I’d said enough. 
 
    “Why’s the door open?” Mark asked Wolf, “Trying to make a firing line or something?” 
 
    Wolf just shook his head, clearly not wanting to say anything as to prevent the embarrassment that had been gifted to me. 
 
    Mark waited a little while for a verbal explanation, but gave up, leant on the driver’s blue barrier/gate and pushed a button clearly labelled ‘door’, resulting in, you guessed it, the doors closing.  
 
    He looked between us a few time judgementally, “Do you guys even think when I’m not here?” 
 
    “Hey! English is my second language! What’s John’s excuse?” 
 
    “How could I have seen that? Besides, English has been your second language for over eighty years! That’s not an excuse anymore!” It felt stupid bickering while zeds banged on the bus, desperate to eat our waiting flesh, but I had my pride to protect and if that meant dying then so be it. 
 
    That’s when I felt something grab my collar and start dragging me toward the back of the bus. At first I resisted, simply out of habit, then I accepted there was probably a reason whoever was dragging me was doing it.  
 
    There was. 
 
    I should’ve resisted more. 
 
    Suddenly I was being tossed out the back of the bus by Kate, let me tell you, that glass is strong, but so is she. I rolled across the road like a ragdoll and moaned. I didn’t see her jump down, I just heard the recognisable thump followed by an annoyingly cute goading. 
 
    “Oh get up. Remember our first date? Didn’t complain this much and now your ‘Mr Healing Factor’.” 
 
    I smiled into the gravel before popping up to my feet, “You say that like there’s going to be a second?” Yes, even surrounded by the undead I can be arrogantly charming. 
 
    She shrugged and rolled her eyes with a smile, “Did kind of sound like that, didn’t it?” That’s when I started to remember why I’d liked her so much. 
 
    We skipped the rest of the conversation for the time being and planted our hands on the back of the bus and started pushing. It was really quite difficult, like something was jammed up in it and it kept making the teeth-grittingly annoying sound. 
 
    “What’s caught up in the wheels!?” I groaned out as I started pushing with my back against the bus, the zeds were closing in. 
 
    Wolf called back to me, “Nothi- Oh! Sorry!” 
 
    I fell flat on my arse as the bus got away from me, Kate quickly helping me to my feet so I could help again, “What was it?” She shouted as we started pushing it along like a trolley. 
 
    “Handbrake…” Was the mumbled response. 
 
    Words cannot describe how much I wanted to have a lecture about my superiority over that. A good long one, but my arse was still hurting and we weren’t out of the woods yet.  
 
    Bitey bitey death woods that is. Didn’t look like we were far from being out though, we’d really started to pick up speed and Harry had started offering me his hand. 
 
    I shook my head and gestured over to Kate, “Her first, I’ve got this.” 
 
    He waited a few seconds and then shifted over on the back seat, reaching out for Kate who looked at me with an ‘are you sure?’ face. With a poorly coordinated nod that somehow threw my feet out of whack for a few seconds, she jumped up and Harry pulled her in before immediately returning to me. 
 
    “Hurry up! We’re almost at the drop!”  
 
    I grabbed for Harry’s hand but it was pulled from reach. Turns out I was pushing it a little bit too hard and they’d been going faster than they’d expected. Also turns out that what Mark calls a ‘brief downward incline’ is a kilometre stretch of road at a forty five degree angle. 
 
    You guys know me though, waiting isn’t really my style. I shot after that hammering wagon like it was school and hospital funding and I was a Liberal politician. It took me a few seconds but I managed to catch up with the back of the bus where Harry was waiting, his arm stretched out as far as he could.  
 
    I jumped. I caught the waiting hand.  
 
    There was a screech. I got pulled into the drifting bus.  
 
    We started rolling.  
 
    It was loud.  
 
    We stopped. 
 
    I couldn’t see. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Great With Child  
 
      
 
    The two large aliens stepped into the dark hospital. Neysor was wearing Lai’s several sizes too small lab coat while she continued on with her black under-suit.  
 
    Something about being in a place of healing turned flickering nightmare made even Neysor squirm.  
 
    But it was not the time for fear, no, it was the time to find Shenim and set about destroying that disgusting waste of life-force John Prince. ‘What did that fool ever conquer other than a bottle in order to win that title?’ Neysor pondered genuinely. 
 
    “Are you sure we’re in the right place?” Neysor asked as he ducked through a doorway labelled ‘Oncology’. 
 
    “I’m sure, sir. Once we had made sure this place was cleansed of the infection I had Shenim placed under guard in one of these rooms.” 
 
    The way Lai had said ‘one of these rooms’ rang alarm bells in Neysor’s mind. Did she know where she was going, or was he going to become lost in the archaic symbol of medicine? He was just about to address these concerns when they finally reached a door that had the numbers smeared out by blood, a less than promising sign to the increasingly superstitious Neysor. 
 
    “This is it.” Lai said, stating the obvious, “The beast wakes at the dawn of the red sun.” She whispered to the door. 
 
    Neysor, moments from questioning his scientist’s sanity, practically leapt from his skin when he saw the unharmed Shenim lying on a hospital bed that she barely fit upon, “Shenim!” The last syllable came out as more of a high-pitched squeal than word when he saw just how far she’d come along.  
 
    She looked about ready to birth a new star. 
 
    “You came looking for me while she was like this?” Neysor snapped as he turned to face an equally confused Lai. 
 
    “No Commander. When I left she was still in her first trimester, accelerated by maybe a month or two, this?” She said as she approached the terrified looking and still silent Shenim’s exposed bump, “It’s as if she’s six months along.” 
 
    “What does that mean Lai?” Shenim asked fearfully. 
 
    “Nothing to worry about!.. Probably. I’m sure this just means you’ll give birth sooner rather than later.”  
 
    The four helmet-less soldiers who’d been somewhat stoic since Neysor’s return had started to shift on their feet, the only thing that made them even remotely noticeable in the room of hormones and heresy, “You four,” Neysor ordered firmly, “stand guard at the door and make sure no one comes in.” and just like that they were comfortable again.  
 
    It was interesting to Neysor how well they reacted to being ordered around by someone who had all but officially lost their rank. 
 
    But Neysor had reasoning for sending them away, a reason that Shenim demanded to know before the door had even been closed, “How soon is soon.” She growled, back to her abrasive self. Neysor hoped that eventually Shenim and Lai would learn to cohabitate, well, just Shenim, but clearly today was not that day. 
 
    “Two, maybe three days.” She said without compassion as she looked over the large bump. Not a single member of the Gralari species had seen a pregnant woman in centuries and Lai felt somewhat cheated out of the experience. It was one of the few good things to come out of the gassing and she was missing the opportunity of analysing the miracle just by leaving the room. 
 
    Neysor’s mind had gone elsewhere though, “Will she be able to move?” 
 
    “Neysor!” Lai snapped, “She’s pregnant, she must be given time to-” 
 
    “It’s fine Lai, Neysor’s right, we need to find that creature, Prince. That blubbering human giant of his offered nothing of his primitive tribe before he managed to escape from me. Besides… Tell him what you told me.”  
 
    Her fluctuating attitude toward Lai was starting to show Neysor just how much the rapid pregnancy was affecting her. Mood swings were a natural part of the process, he was well aware of that fact, but going from hating Lai to being her friend in seconds was more than he’d expected. 
 
    Lai looked over Shenim’s belly one final time before sighing and turning her attention to Neysor, “I figured out how to fix the side-effects of the gas.” She paused for what would come next, “We need John’s body though.” She let out clearly upset.  
 
    Neysor knew that she wanted to stay with Shenim and make sure the birth of his child went off without any problems, but he needed to know that the child would be born into safety, something that could not happen while John Prince was still alive, especially since he’d gotten an ego the size of Titan. 
 
    “Why his body?” 
 
    Lai hesitated again, “His DNA holds the key. I do need him alive when he arrives, but after that I will have to dissect him.” 
 
    Neysor liked the sound of that, his greatest foe on the planet being slowly dismembered by his scientist, and he got to have that rematch that he wanted, “That settles it then. My child will grow on his planet without enemies or plague. Let us hunt.” He said confidently with a smile. 
 
    The Commander stood to give his final few troops their orders but was stopped as Shenim grabbed his arm and gave him an embarrassed look, a look that he could not recall her making once in all his years. Had he done something? “Yes?” 
 
    Now both her and Lai were giving him the look and Neysor was starting to feel self-conscious in the silence, “It’s just… Perhaps it would be wise to find some more fitting clothes first, my love.” 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Pinned 
 
      
 
    “Guys?” I got past a pained groan, but I didn’t get a reply, “Sound off!” My inner-drill sergeant bellowed out.  
 
    Good thing too, seeing as it was the last thing I could say for the time-being. 
 
    More silence echoed back to me, my lungs were heavy and my head felt like it was a short walk from exploding, not with pain, literally.  
 
    In fact most feeling refused to return to me, as did my sense of location. I couldn’t open my eyes, I wasn’t sure why, and I hadn’t spent a whole lot of time mapping the bus out before it decided to be an asshole and try to kill me.  
 
    All I knew was that I was bent over something with something inside me, and not in the fun way. 
 
    “These things need seat belts…” 
 
    “Harry?” I choked out. 
 
    “Yeah… Yeah. It’s me… Shit! Where’s my sword!?” 
 
    At first it was comical to think of Harry looking around frantically for his prized possession after being in a bus crash, but then I realised how dangerous a sword flying around could be, “Is everyone else ok!?” 
 
    “They’re stirring, except for Wolf, I think he’s out. Where’s my Goddamn sw-! Oh… I’m sorry mate…” His voice got softer as he approached me. 
 
    “What is it? Did someone get hurt?” Panic started to swarm over me as I looked around blindly, I don’t think I could’ve handled losing someone else. 
 
    “One…” My head shifted a little as Harry started counting. 
 
    “Wha-” 
 
    “Three!” Pain flooded my head, I’m pretty sure I actually proper growled.  
 
    After a few seconds it flowed away and suddenly I could see again. 
 
    Harry was standing on the roof of the overturned bus while I looked up at him from where I was, the roof railing with my head in the aisle area. He stood there in disgust, holding his blood and flesh covered sword.  
 
    There was something else as well, it looked like an “Is that an eye-ball?” 
 
    Harry snapped his attention to the blade and, with the finesse and technique of a pre-teen girl, flicked away the hanging chunk, and nodded. 
 
    That’s when it hit me, “Is that my eye-ball!?” 
 
    It took him a few painfully long seconds to respond, “Yeaaah… It was kind of… fused?” 
 
    “That, that right there? That’s not right. That’s fifty shades of not ok.” I tried to get up, but something was holding me down, “What the- What!? Oh come on!” I said as I saw the source of my problem.  
 
    At some point I must’ve lost consciousness and my chest had become one with the metal bar, “Get someone with… actually, see if Clara’s got a crowbar.” 
 
    Harry, clearly uncomfortable with what he knew was to come, nodded and started moving through the piles of broken glass and metal toward the others who were rising shakily to their feet. They all seemed more or less ok so I returned to my attempts at freeing myself to no avail.  
 
    I tore off as much of my shirt as I could to try and get a proper look at the wound. No blood, no bruising, I was simply one with the bus.  
 
    Not as cool or fun as it sounds. 
 
    “Here you go.” Harry said, trying to hand me the short black crowbar. 
 
    “Sure, let me just Houdini my way out of this. Help me you nonce, it’s gonna be easy.” 
 
    Harry curled his lip at the thought, “No. Nope. Not doing it.” 
 
    I shrugged as best as I could, “Looks like we’re staying here then.” 
 
    Clara pushed past Harry and grabbed the crowbar before putting it closest to where the pole sat as she could, clearly hoping to avoid tearing as much of my rib-cage out as she could, “You ready?” 
 
    “As I’ll ever be.” I’d barely got the last word out before she went to work. That time I knew I screamed, more squealed really. 
 
      
 
    No, I am not going to go into the grotesque detail of what turned into a five minute growling blood session. I will say Clara was pretty damn good at it. She worked it so I had time to heal before going again so I didn’t bleed out or go into shock.  
 
    Something was lingering in me as she did it though, something innate got the intense feeling that she’d had patients before, but that seemed like a question for another day. 
 
      
 
    The sensation of rapid healing was still pretty weird, but it felt good to be back on my feet again. While Clara had been helping to detach me from my position of pain the others had got Wolf out of the seat that he was strapped in to and we were all standing around in the wrong-way-up bus.  
 
    The metal was creaking and crunching, the answer was obvious, get out.  
 
    What complicated that process though was the unknown number of murderous flesh-eaters sitting just outside. 
 
    “Right. So, what’s the decision?” 
 
    “For you to put a shirt on. Is toplessness honestly a thing now?” Harry joked, getting scattered short laughs from the other guys. 
 
    “I don’t mind, you Clara?” Kate asked the still staring woman. 
 
    “Um… what? No… No, of course not… Do you control that or does it just sort of happen?” 
 
    I followed her gaze to my stiff nipples and shrugged, “I don’t know. I mean, when it’s cold it just sort of happens, isn’t that normal?” 
 
    We both looked confusedly at each other for a moment before she realised we were talking about two separate things, “Not your nipples! The healing you moron!” 
 
    “Oh, that, no, it just sort of happens.” 
 
    She made a sound of approval and whispered something to herself before pulling out a notebook and a pencil, which Kate quickly snatched away, “Not the time or place Clara!” The bus backed up her concern by crunching down another half foot. 
 
    Harry looked up at the approaching seats and shuddered, “Agreed, let’s get out of here.” 
 
    “What about the zeds?” 
 
    Wolf listened out for a second, “I haven’t heard any so far, you?” 
 
    The bus joined in on the argument against me by dropping another foot and hitting me in the head with one of its seats.  
 
      
 
    I swear the bus is not going to be a regular part of the story, unfortunately. 
 
      
 
    We cramped into the aisle, all of us watching the fast approaching floor. I looked down for a moment and noticed the metal window frames had started to bend outward. With a second to spare I managed to shout “Down!” as they gave out. All six of us managed to land on our bellies just in time to prevent a rather nasty head injury.  
 
    It had dropped on an angle, the front first, leaving the rear mostly unaffected, it was clear though that that half wasn’t far from going either. 
 
    Now the only things stopping us from being very dead were the steel seats, but even they were starting to whine. “Go! Out the back!” 
 
    We belly crawled wildly for the smashed out rear window. Clara was the first out, followed closely by Harry, Kate and Wolf and then me. I went into a crouched position and turned to face Mark, who was still a few feet from the exit. “Oh for… Someone grab my legs!” I dove into the back of the bus and grabbed a hold of Mark’s arms, “Pull!” 
 
    With a swift yank I was free with Mark shortly behind. 
 
    We both got to our feet and started dusting ourselves off before joining the others in a few moments of cheerfulness.  
 
    It was nice to have that moment together. 
 
    But, as we know, all moments must end. 
 
    Mark started tugging on my shirt, an almost perplexed expression sitting on his face, “Hey John…” 
 
    “Yeah?” I asked with my joy still in full swing, I swear, nothing could bring me down. 
 
    “How long’s he been standing there?” He pushed past an audible gulp. 
 
    The rest of us turned to face the never-dying bastard not ten feet from us, and all I could get out was “Well… That’s about right. Hey Steve.” 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Killing Steven 
 
      
 
    “Why’s he just standing there?” Harry whispered. 
 
    He was in the middle of the road at the foot of the hill, twitching and watching us, a smile clearly painted onto his dirty and blood covered face, “I don’t know Harry. How would I know that? Honestly, how? Was there a manual on the apocalypse that I was supposed to read?” I growled as quietly back at him.  
 
    It wasn’t that I blamed him for asking, it was just that I was frustrated with myself that I hadn’t figured it out yet. He should’ve tried to attack us by now, or at least set his cronies on us. 
 
    We’d formed a line across the barren street to face him while his inquisitive eyes darted between all of us. I’m not sure why a line seemed better than a clustered group, but it did. 
 
    “Well, how’d you get rid of him last time?” 
 
    “He just sort of… left.” I’d tried to think back to the last time I’d gone toe-to-toe with him, but it was hard with all the distractions. His pants were ripped and blood covered while his shirt had thick tire tracks across and torn through it.  
 
    He must’ve caused the accident, thrown himself in front of the bus at the last second and used his strength and healing factor to his advantage. 
 
    “Oh well, that’s real reassuring.” Harry snapped, “What the fuck are we meant to do?” 
 
    Part of me wanted to say ‘Just let him eat us.’ It seemed preferable to being hunted down by the seemingly invincible son of a bitch, but I knew the group wouldn’t go for that, “Ok… on the count of three…” Steve’s gaze had come to lock on me, like he was listening to what I had to say, “… We run in separate directions. Clara with Wolf, Mark with Kate and you’re with me Har. Har!?” 
 
    Turns out Harry thought that plan was piss and had decided that he preferred the idea of being a mother-fucking samurai.  
 
    He charged at the confused Steven screaming something unintelligible with the sword held low and pointed forward. Steve moved just in time to avoid a headache, but the blade still managed to drive through his shoulder right to the circular hilt. 
 
    He seemed more interested in the weapon than concerned, not even bothering to address his attacker with so much as a chomp, who still clung to the blade and was trying to pull it out. 
 
    “H-hey g-guys? This isn’t a good thing, right?” 
 
    Steven answered for us by grabbing Harry’s hands and starting to shake him around, slamming him into the ground and just generally using him like an old toy and he was an over-grown undead toddler. 
 
    “Any help would be appreciated!” Harry cried out, I hadn’t noticed but it seemed that the rest of us were just as hypnotised by the rather hilarious sight as me.  
 
    It was time to break the fight up though. 
 
    “Wolf! Get Harry off him! Kate and Mark, you’re on my back! Clara! You… I don’t know, take notes.” 
 
    Wolf shot toward the side of the road and then used his new angle of attack to get to the other side in a single bound, with Harry and his sword in hand. 
 
    My target was clear and I prepared myself for his attack. 
 
    But it didn’t come. No, instead Steven stomped angrily toward the fool who’d decided it’d be wise to stab him. 
 
    “Hey-!” 
 
    He silenced me with his hand and continued toward my two teammates who were still getting to their feet. I was less than comfortable with the idea that that creature had the presence of mind to get me to shut up, let alone be actually angry.  
 
    Was the old Steven still in there?  
 
    Was he just consumed by rage and hunger? 
 
    While I pondered he froze in place, like something inside him got turned off. Then he was twitching and trembling.  
 
    And then, with a final scream into the sky, it was back. 
 
    He spun in place, looking for fresh meat, anything to sink his teeth into. I clapped my hands a few times to get his attention, possibly a poor decision.  
 
    Scratch that, definitely a poor decision.  
 
    I had five people left in the world though and being selfish was no longer an option. Steven took the taunt and lumbered toward me with incredible speed. I shifted a fraction to the side and let him plough into the back of the bus. 
 
    Unsurprisingly, he did not like that, but it gave me an idea, “Get him in the bus!” Steven charged at me again and I caught him in a bear hug.  
 
    Not the best position to be in with a zed, a fact that I didn’t realise until he started trying to bite my face, “Kate! Wolf! A little help!?” I yelled out as I ignored every safety alarm in my head and drove my forehead into Steven’s nose, temporarily incapacitating him. 
 
    Very temporarily. 
 
    Pretty much the second Kate and Wolf hooked Steven under the arms and started dragging him away he was back and chomping. The two powerful vampires had a difficult time holding him as he lashed out and kicked and screamed into the air.  
 
    It was hard to watch, but being dead was a less than appetising thought. 
 
    “Put him through the back window. We’ll use the bus to pin him.” 
 
    They stuffed him in, kicking him back every time he tried to get out, and, when I reached them, pulled down as hard as they could on the back of the bus. We were a fraction too slow though, his top half managing to escape its bottom half’s crushed prison and we leapt back as he snapped at us.  
 
    I went to step on the hungry head, but Harry pulled me back and went past me. 
 
    “He’s definitely less scary now that he’s all trapped, ain’t he?” He crouched down and looked at the calming creature, the it apparently returning to its slumber, replaced again with the curiously intelligent version, “You guys ever wonder if they’re still in there?” 
 
    That was a question that I’d rather leave unanswered, and apparently so did Harry. He got to his feet, drew his blade, raised it high above his head and, with one second of hesitance, sliced off Steven’s confused head. 
 
    We all stood in shock as our once friend’s head rolled around on the ground.  
 
    Then it blinked. 
 
    While the rest of us looked on at the disturbing image Harry shrugged, before grabbing a handful of its hair, lifted up the head, which seemed to be resetting its jaw, above the tip of his sword and dropped it onto the glinting metal neck first.  
 
    Even I shuddered a bit at the sound as the sword slid clean through the neck hole, a full two inches of the blade pushing through his matted hair and sticking out the top of his skull.  
 
    Steven’s eyes twitched a few more times before peacefully closing, causing a stillness to fill the stretch of road that we’d found ourselves on.  
 
    We’d done it, well, Harry had done it.  
 
    He dropped the blade to the ground with the head still attached and walked around to the other side of the bus. 
 
    The rest of us followed him and watched as he roughly tugged the duffel bag out of one of the smashed out windows, “Har…” he ignored me, focussing entirely on the stuck bag. “Har.” I walked up to him and lifted the warped metal enough for him to pull the bag out. 
 
    “Thanks, I’ll do a check of the weapons and then-” 
 
    “Harry!” I’d shouted just a bit louder than I meant to, but it got his attention, “Look, mate, are you alright? First those people in the tunnel, then the bandit, now Steve. I need to know you’re dealing with it.” 
 
    He dropped the bag and leant against the dented metal, “Yeah. Yeah, I just… I think I could use a few hours of sleep. You know?” 
 
    I nodded and clapped him on the shoulder, “I think we could all use some r and r,” I turned to face the others, “we should- Guys, come here. Slowly.” Kate went to turn and look at what I could see, “No! Just come over here, now. Harry, give me a weapon.” 
 
    The group made their way over to me while Harry rummaged through the bag and gave me a rifle. I took aim and waited for the others to reach Harry and I. 
 
     “Steven… Buddy… If you’re still in there I need you to-” he was gone and over the hill before I could finish, “Leave…” I refused to lower my gun for another few seconds, confirming within myself that he was gone. 
 
    “Harry took off his head! How is he still getting around?” Wolf blurted out, “I mean, his head wasn’t even anywhere near the body.” 
 
    A disturbing thought hit me, “Mark, you’re with me, the rest of you hold back.” 
 
    The two of us made our way to back of the bus, me checking the surroundings while Marcus crouched down next to the very much there body, “It must have something to do with the brain… The body hasn’t grown back a new head, as you can see. Kind of like a lizard’s tail.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’ll remember that when a magpie tries to take my head. Are you sure that the body is dead? We’re not gonna have a clone army of Steves are we?” 
 
    Mark got to his feet and shook his head, “Highly unlikely, I’m no biologist but I’m pretty sure that he won’t be making copies of himself any time soon, at least, not alive ones.” 
 
    That was enough to make me feel a bit more comfortable, not enough to make me stop watching the horizon for Steve, “Alright, that’s some good news at least, but how do we kill him?”  
 
    “My best guess?” He paused for a long while, watching his thought float away into the clouds, “We don’t.” 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Live and Let Live 
 
      
 
    The group had taken the fact that we’d deduced that Steven was basically invincible pretty well.  
 
    Except for Harry, that is, “So you’re telling me that an unstoppable and crazy strong vampire zombie is now in permanent position of my sword? My only possession. Literally the only thing that I could call mine in this anti-superficial world?” 
 
    “Yes.” I said flatly as we made our way into an empty house about a kilometre from the bus. Getting as far away from the potentially explosive hunk of junk as possible seemed the best decision. We knew it wasn’t our last stop for the day, despite how tired and worn down we all were. 
 
    I’d given the rifle to Mark and had the knife that Gabe gave me held up and ready to slash at anything that decided to poke its head out.  
 
    Harry stuck with me while the others fanned out and checked the other rooms that led off from the extended hall. We came to the end of the hall where there was a sliding door. Harry pulled out my pistol from his pocket and kept it aimed at the floor, “Where did you find that?” 
 
    He looked at my gun and shrugged, “Must’ve picked it up in the tunnel, can we focus on the door?” 
 
    In that moment I understood why losing the sword was such a big deal. I’d gotten so used to sharing and I’d forgotten what it felt like to own something, “Fine, but you’re giving that back the second we’re down.” 
 
    With a roll of his eyes he nodded and gestured at the sliding door. 
 
    I counted down from three with my free hand and then tugged on the simple metal handle, revealing a dark living room, wooden planks and shelves blocking out the morning sunlight while one tall fridge blocked the back screen door. Someone had been staying there, and, judging from the smell of cooked canned ham, they weren’t far gone.  
 
    I stepped in, checking the left most corner first. 
 
    Someone grabbed me in a headlock with one arm from behind and knocked my knife from my hand, “Now tell your man to drop his gun and come in with his hands up.” He said as gruffly and scarily as he could, but the fear was obviously pushing through. He jabbed me in the back with something, “Do it! Or your gonna get it!” 
 
    “Oh yeah big boy? You like it like that?” I whispered saucily. 
 
    He jabbed me with it again, “Stop it! Get your man in here!” 
 
    “Oooh, now that sounds like fun.” 
 
    “Stop it!” 
 
    Harry poked his head around the corner, “Listen to him John. I don’t need that mental imagery. How many?” 
 
    I looked around the clearly empty room, “Just the one.” 
 
    Harry retreated back around the corner and I heard the thump as he dropped the heavy duffel to the ground, “Oh come on mate, do you really plan to hold me off by yourself? Just let the sexually voracious vampire go and we’ll talk about this.” 
 
    “I’ve got a shotgun pointed at his back!” 
 
    I grinded against what he had wedged into my lower back, “Don’t sell yourself short. I’m sure you know what to do with it.” 
 
    “Shut up!” Harry and my very uncomfortable captor said in unison, “John? Has he?” 
 
    I shifted against it again and tried to build a mental image, “Nup, my guess is a wooden spoon.” 
 
    Harry didn’t waste a second, coming into the room with the gun aimed directly at the utensiller behind me, “You can make this easy or messy. Let him go.” 
 
    Neither of us heard the rattling in time, Hell, we didn’t even hear the little nutbag running across the room until the last second as he started screaming, before smashing a brick on my pistol making Harry drop it.  
 
    It seemed, though, that he hadn’t thought past that point, not even reacting as Harry wound up for a punch before cracking him across the face. “Ow! My fucking..! Ow! Oh…” 
 
    The guy who’d been holding me let me go and ran over to unconscious brick soldier, “What did you do!?” His weak voice cried out, matching up with his frail figure, a small white shirt barely clinging to his bony body. 
 
    “I knocked him out.” Harry said as he shook away the pain in his hand. 
 
    “He’s a child!” 
 
    Harry looked at me, a pleading expression on his face, “He hit me with a brick!” 
 
    I examined the father and son relationship for a moment and something kind of shattered inside me, I’m not too proud to admit that I may have whispered ‘Papa’ under my breath.  
 
      
 
    Screw you guys, I was under the impression that I’d never have children at that point. 
 
      
 
    The rest of my gang rolled into the room, Wolf being the first to question, “What happened?” He asked while aiming down the sights of his M4. 
 
    “Har knocked out a pre-teen.” 
 
    Everyone turned to him instantly and he jumped to the defensive, “He hit me with a brick!” He said in a variety of pitches. 
 
    I walked over to my smashed up gun and scooped it up, “My gun! I loved my gun…” The slide was bent and warped and the clip was stuck hanging halfway out, “How the Hell did you manage to do this?” 
 
    “It wasn’t me!” 
 
    The father was becoming more and more uncomfortable with the present situation, couldn’t blame him really. Six armed people crammed into what I assume was his house? I’d be pretty thrown as well, “What do you people want!?” 
 
    “Shut up for a second. Har, you borrowed my gun without permission and now it’s broken, who am I supposed to blame?” 
 
    Harry pointed at the unconscious kid and winced, “Goddamn… Clara, can you come have a look at my hand?” he said as he walked over to her. She nodded and they both left the room. 
 
    “Oh sure, go cry in a corner somewhere with your boo-boo. Mark, can you-” Mark snatched my pistol from my hand before I could finish and started looking over it, his over-eagerness to have something to fix was almost adorable. 
 
    He looked at me and gave me an excited nod before disappearing into the hall, grabbing the duffel as he went and going into one of the rooms. 
 
      
 
    Now that I think about it, the humans of our group were probably in such a rush because of what they feared was going to happen next. 
 
      
 
    Kate pointed at the two people curled up on the floor with M4, “What are we gonna do with these two?” 
 
    I rolled my shoulders and cracked my knuckles before grabbing my knife back up, “I’m not sure Kate. I mean, can we really just leave people who attack on sight?” 
 
    Wolf and Kate both picked up on the fear tactic that I was using. Wolf shrugged, “Seems like a bad idea to me, you know, for other people’s safety.”  
 
     The father started waving frantically, “Nonono! We’re not bad people! Please!” His boy started to come to, with the yelling right next to his head. 
 
    I crouched down and started spinning the blade on the ground, “How are we supposed to know that? Prodding people with kitchen utensils? Attacking people with bricks? That sounds like something crazy people would do Joe.” 
 
    “My name’s Loui-” 
 
    “That’s nice Joe, look, we want to assume the best of you, but you just haven’t given us any reason to.” 
 
    He started looking around frantically, assumedly for something to barter, “Wait! Do you want clothes? I’ve got clothes!” 
 
    I looked down at my bare chest, “I suppose I do, but what we really need is transport. You wouldn’t happen to know about anything that could remedy that particular need?” 
 
    Joe thought for a second and then had another epiphany. 
 
      
 
    Torture is highly ineffective, that is a fact, but boy-oh-boy does fear make people think.  
 
    Just some food for thought. 
 
      
 
    “There’s a fourbie! Big one, just down the road, it’ll fit you and your men for sure.” 
 
    ‘Me and my men’ I laughed to myself, “Why haven’t you and your boy taken it yet?” 
 
    “We can’t get it to run, my wife…” he trailed off.  
 
    I wanted to let him have his moment, but I needed to know everything I could about the thing. I snapped my fingers at the tip of his nose a few times, “Come on Joe, focus!” 
 
    He jumped back to the present and stumbled over his words, “Yeah… um… My wife was the mechanical one, I couldn’t even change a tire to save my life.” 
 
    I got to my feet and smiled down at him, “Brilliant! Well, we’ll be on our merry then.” I turned to leave, “Just one more thing.” 
 
    “Wha-What?” 
 
    “Give us that shirt of yours.” 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Get Lucky 
 
      
 
    We cleaned up and shifted out of the house, leaving an M4 propped up next to the front door, and started making our way down the predominately hedge lined street. Fences with gates giving way for nine foot tall bushes that had all but consumed the archways and letterboxes that had once led to happy homes. Maybe.  
 
    They could’ve been really shitty homes that were rank with mold and abuse, you never know.  
 
    Point is we were in the world’s maze and most of us were bored, particularly with Harry’s incessant bitching about his bandaged hand. The only one of us who didn’t take notice was Mark who was trailing behind us, still looking over my pistol.  
 
    He’d also taken the alien weapon out of the duffel and was letting it poke out of the top of a black backpack that he’d found. The rest of the group and myself were in front, maintaining a line through the middle of the road. 
 
    Harry looked over at me for what felt like the dozenth time since we’d left the house, “That shirt isn’t staying on you, no way. How are you even moving?” 
 
    I shrugged, an incredibly difficult movement in the way too small shirt, “It’s form fitting.” I lied. 
 
    “Oh yeah? Flex then.” 
 
    I stopped half-way through a step and turned to face him. That was the third time he’d brought up my shirt and I was sick of it, it was time to prove him wrong.  
 
    I tensed as many of my muscles as I could and immediately heard ripping fabric. 
 
    Harry smiled smugly, “Told you.” 
 
    I huffed for a few seconds before getting my own smile back, “Fine, you got me, I’m in a tiny shirt, now you need to find me a new one.” 
 
    Harry’s smile disappeared and turned into disappointment, something I wanted to brew on for a while, but we had to keep moving. 
 
    We’d been walking for a solid fifteen minutes and there was still no car to be seen and we were starting to get pissed, well, except for Mark who I’m pretty sure was so distracted that he would walk right off a cliff if no one stopped him. 
 
    “Hey Mark, any luck with the gun?” 
 
    Without looking up he shook his head, “Not yet, don’t worry though, I’ll get it.” There was a snap and a crack and he tore off the slide before dropping it into his backpack. I cringed at the sounds, only just suppressing the urge to tell him to be careful. 
 
    ‘He knows what he’s doing. He knows what he’s doing. He knows what he’s doing.’ 
 
    “Wow…” Kate said, pulling me from my almost emotional staring. 
 
    ‘Wow’ was an understatement.  
 
    The front of the black monstrous truck was sitting on the other side of the hedge, the only clearly visible part was the eight seat rear. Two red jerry-cans were stuck to the boot door and a small pile of what I guessed was left over cans of food were clearly visible through the broken rear window. 
 
    We pushed through the hedge and got around to the right-side front of the roaming metal shelter, “Why hasn’t anyone taken this yet?” Harry asked as he peeked into the blood smeared front seat. 
 
    I shrugged, “Probably thought it wasn’t worth the trouble. Wheel’s flat and the windshield’s clearly compromised, my bet? Driver’s hit something, or someone, and had them roll up the bonnet then the driver panicked.”  
 
    I went around to the left side of the car and found a zed stuck under the flat wheel. A moment of curious empathy wove over me as I watched it snap at the cruel world that had let it go hungry.  
 
    My mind was probably just trying to over-compensate for my waning humanity. ‘Meh.’ I thought to myself as I stomped on its head with the satisfying crunching sound of a fresh pumpkin, “Bippity boppity boop, you’ve got yourself a stuck vehicle and an apocalypse on your ass, what do you do?” 
 
    Wolf came around to my side and helped me lift the truck and shift the body out from under it before dumping it in the hedge, “Bail out. Everyone else that passes by disregards what looks like a dead hunk of junk with a zombie attached and shuffles on with their day.” We all grouped up at the front of the beast and looked on in silent admiration.  
 
    After some time of feeling really quite fortunate I turned to our resident mechanic who’d given up on fixing my pistol for the moment, “You reckon you can get her running again?” 
 
    He scoffed, “Are you kidding me? Of course I can’t.” I’m positive that he deliberately paused there just to hurt my feelings. It was the sly smile he shot me that gave it away, “That thing is heavy as all Hell. I’m sure I can guide you fellows through the process though. You think you and Wolf can help roll it into the garage?” He asked while pointing at the house behind us. 
 
    I hadn’t even noticed the red brick, two storey testament to consumerism. It had a detached garage for two cars, its rolling door completely open showing that it was empty with the exception of a tool bench and a few bits and bobs lying around. 
 
    “Definitely, you want to give it a good look over and write us up a list of everything we need?” I said with a heave as I picked up the truck from the front left side and gestured for Wolf to start pushing. 
 
    “Will do, I take it we’re spending the night then?” 
 
    Suddenly I was thrust into a paternal role, he may as well have asked if they could have ice-cream while the other kids waited silently and impatiently, hanging for their father’s response.  
 
    But what the children don’t know is that sometimes daddy wants ice-cream too… That does not sound alright in any way, shape or form. I apologise.  
 
    “Sounds good to me.” 
 
    The group practically whooped in excitement at the idea of a good night’s sleep while Wolf and I managed to get the truck tucked into the garage. 
 
    It was barely ten but the group were all well past tired. While Mark and I made sure that the truck was propped up and secured the others rushed into the house, claiming rooms and getting comfortable without bothering to check that the house was well and truly empty.  
 
    I didn’t want to get in the way of their fun though, after Mark and I shut the garage door I went from room to pristine room and let out a sigh of relief as it proved to be safe. ‘We deserve this.’ I told myself. 
 
    “There’s gas hot water!” Harry cried out from somewhere on the top floor. 
 
    I couldn’t help but smile at the ecstatic screeches and overwhelming joy that was flooding the house. There weren’t zeds for miles around and we were finally in a place we could truly feel safe. 
 
    I kicked off my worn out shoes next to the entrance and just how bone-dead exhausted I was hit me. I’m honestly unsure as to how I got to the soft brown couch in the living-dining room combo with my pants, shirt and socks off.  
 
    I drifted off into a truly magnificent sleep, only waking twice, once as Kate threw a blue knitted blanket over me and gave me a soft kiss on the head, and another time when I heard someone moan from upstairs.  
 
    I almost jumped straight into panic mode, but before I could even throw the blanket off the moaning person gasped out “Harry…” It took me a second to realise what it was. 
 
    Honestly? Before I fell asleep again I wasn’t uncomfortable, I was just glad that Clara and Harry were becoming better acquainted. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    River Angel 
 
      
 
    It had barely been ten minutes since John had left before it had happened. Gabriel struggled to ease his pounding heart as he watched from the safety of the crashed helicopter.  
 
    It was all over in a matter of seconds.  
 
    The four massive alien troopers had mowed through the survivors before they could so much as let off a round and the leader, dressed in a loose-fitting red jumper and black slacks, had Warren on his knees and was demanding something from him. 
 
    Gabriel wanted nothing more than to pull the trigger, kill the leader and hope to God that the others would frenzy, but something held him back. The sniper’s gut had always had a slight, but incredibly accurate, foresight, so he continued to watch on and wait with his rifle’s scope locked on the poorly dressed leader. 
 
    Then the leader gave up, growling something loud and foreign before turning back to the broken man who sat as straight as he could, each breath a battle.  
 
    Clearly Warren hadn’t had the information the alien wanted, he grabbed him up by the throat in one hand, regarded the mostly limp shell of a man at his mercy and cast him toward the river a good fifty metres from where he stood. 
 
    That’s when Gabriel activated his internal stopwatch, giving himself sixty seconds to get Warren back to the surface.  
 
    He waited, each breath coming exactly five seconds after the other, “Move…” he muttered to the aliens through his scope, “Move…” 
 
    “Kalshur alvet!” The leader bellowed and the others began to shuffle and Gabriel sighed with relief. But then he saw that they weren’t leaving, they were clearing room for two more aliens, one obviously pregnant and the other playing the role of midwife. 
 
    Gabriel didn’t have time to waste, he checked he had a round in the chamber, lined up his shot and stood, “Hey!” 
 
    The soldiers all spun to face him, their weapons at the ready while their leader stood snarling, “Batur fel-” 
 
    “Hold the Hell up fuck-face! Unless you want your bitch’s brain all over you!” Gabe let out his thirty second breath and tapped his fingers along the handle of his rifle, teasing the trigger. 
 
    The leader looked over the pregnant one and then back at Gabriel, his face even angrier than the first time, “That’s right! Now move on the fuck out of here or I’ll see just how many of your pale heads I can open up!” Forty second breath. 
 
    They still weren’t moving, waiting for their orders, “Five!” 
 
    “Fine!” The alien growled, “Meshot galjun!” and the others left. The leader lingered for a moment though, staring the sniper down as it tracked his love, and then disappeared. 
 
    Gabriel didn’t waste a second, he ran, ditching his rifle, and dove into the murky water and scanned it like a shark, looking for any sign of a body.  
 
    He was running out of air and the water was only getting murkier, but then he saw it, a single piece of lightly billowing bright green fabric illuminated by a stray beam of light. Gabe dove deeper and deeper while blindly grabbing before finally gaining a tight grip on the almost fluoro shirt. 
 
    Tunnels started to close around Gabriel’s vision as he shot up toward the surface, desperately trying to push Warren above him.  
 
    He fought the urge to gasp in a lungful of water for what felt like minutes. 
 
    Then with one final kick and a push Warren broke through the surface. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    People Suck 
 
      
 
    I’m going to skip past my positively amazing shower and how I clippered my beard clean off. I’ll skip the hilariously awkward breakfast at five AM too, by which point Harry and Clara had made the proverbial beast-with-two-backs at least three times according to Kate who’d been next door.  
 
    The meal itself was mostly just two people looking shyly while eating their cereal at a mix of judging faces and those who were stifling a laughing fit.  
 
    I’ll also jump over the overly long and boring shopping trip, Hell, I’m not even going to run through the repairs and modifications which was a whole bunch of Mark yelling at Wolf and I for being incompetent while we did all the work. 
 
    I let the bonnet drop and heard the satisfying click before looking over our masterpiece. We’d replaced and resealed the windshield as well as added some heavy duty metal stripping to prevent further destruction. Sure it restricted vision a bit, but with the new titanium bull-bar not much would get in the way. We even got a completely new set of wheels, tires and axles.  
 
    And while we’d been doing that and more, Harry wouldn’t stop talking about how he’d helped. Here’s the full list of what Harry did, refilled the coolant and the wiper-fluid.  
 
    But enough on how great Wolf and I are. 
 
    “It’s beautiful…” Kate whispered as she approached us with Clara in tow. They’d raided the lady of the house’s wardrobe and come out looking like shoeless soccer moms, high waisted full length jeans and silky buttoned light blue shirts. 
 
    I was interested in how many of the exact same outfit the woman had had and then realised that it was probably the same amount of flannel shirts and blue jeans that the man had which Wolf and I had taken.  
 
    Harry and Mark, however, had had to raid the teenage boy’s room for clothes which seemed to be fitting them quite well, Harry in black sweat-pants and a long sleeve black shirt, while Mark had taken a pair of khaki cargo shorts and a ridiculously baggy red t-shirt. 
 
    “You girls wanna give it a clean?” I said jokingly. 
 
    Kate rolled her eyes, “Sure, let’s clean our carnage machine.” I did like that name, and I was starting to really like her again. The spark had been re-lit inside me and it felt good. 
 
    Harry smiled around at all of us, pausing for a long while on Clara before nearly jumping out of his skin, “Oh! I remember seeing a few bottles of lemonade in the deep-freezer in the house, hold on!” He disappeared from view and we waited. 
 
    I drummed on the metal panelling and glass as I walked around to the back of the truck, “What do you guys think? Should get us a fair way from here, definitely to the Coast.” 
 
    Mark nodded and leant against the back door next to me, “This thing’d get us to Toronto and back if we needed it to.”  
 
    For the first time in a long time I felt like we’d accomplished something. It was amazing to be able to feel that way. 
 
    Harry came screeching to the front of the shed, three dripping glass bottles of lemonade between his fingers in both of his high raised hands, “Icy goodness. And still in date!” He said proudly. 
 
    Then there was a bang and one of the bottles smashed, a full three seconds passing before blood started to build up around Harry’s right shoulder. But instead of collapsing he tossed Clara the other bottles, spun on his feet, searched for his attacker and cast the broken glass at the hedge resulting in a high-pitched “Billy!” to screech out. 
 
    The pain finally registered in Harry’s brain, “Fucking ow! CLARA!” He bellowed as he ran for the house. 
 
    I took his idea, running hard and fast from the truck, last thing we needed was our getaway riddled with bullets in the crossfire. 
 
     Dirt shot up around myself and the others as we stumbled and ran in a serpentine fashion, trying to dodge the poorly aiming Joe.  
 
    That’s right.  
 
    It was that mother-fucking arsehat, took me a minute to realise that it was his voice, didn’t even register until we were in the house with the door shut behind us.  
 
    Shooting at us with a gun we gave him?  
 
    Talk about ungrateful. 
 
    “We’re here for our truck!” 
 
    Harry, who was currently being forced to lay down by Clara on the couch, shot up, “Oh yeah!? Show us your fuckin rego then!” 
 
    I planted my back to the door frame and looked into the lounge room, “You ok Har?” 
 
    “I’ve been shot! What do you think!?” 
 
    Kate shouted from the kitchen on the other side of the house, “Calm down Harry, you could be dying and the last thing you ne-” 
 
    “Do I sound like I’m dying!?” 
 
    Harry’s last words got drowned out by the sound of Joe taking a few more shots into the house. 
 
    I waited for a second after he finished and let the door swing open, a single bullet ripping through the open passage and hitting the stairs, “Jo-! Louis, mate, look. We can talk about this, you come out and we’ll give your boy the help he needs!” I looked at Mark standing on the other side of the doorway and pointed at the duffel bag at the base of the stairs and waited until he nodded. 
 
    “You can help Billy!?” Joe shouted back over after a few silent seconds. 
 
    “Not from all the way over here! Bring him over and we’ll have Clara have a look! Make sure you keep that gun above your head though!” I got into a catching position and waited, “Haven’t got all day mate!” 
 
    “Alright! Alright, we’re coming out!” 
 
    Mark waited a few more seconds so they could come out to the middle of the yard. He dove for the bag, grabbed something small and only barely familiar and tossed it to me.  
 
    I caught it, popped around the door frame, levelled my shot and put a green bolt between Joe’s shocked eyes. His head melted before he hit the ground, dragging his barely there son along with him. 
 
    “Woah! What the Hell have you done with my gun Marcus?” I said as I turned to see him standing up and dusting himself off. “This was my favourite gun and now it looks like a water pistol!” It really did, it had a spherical green glowing ball where the slide had once been and the muzzle was all white and… weird. 
 
    “That alien rifle? It was a dead end. I couldn’t get it to work so I spent last night with the ‘two birds, one stone’ proverb rattling around and that’s what I got out. Infinite ammo I believe, it appears to use solar energy and fires the corrosive round. Well, mostly corrosive… Doesn’t appear to do metal or glass.” 
 
    “So… you took my gun, tore it apart and now it does less? How does that help me Mark?” I was probably more upset about it than I needed to be, he’d done well with what he had, but a gun that can’t shoot through glass? 
 
    “I think it was a measure to prevent hull breaches during interstellar travel.” 
 
    I spun around with my arms outstretched, “Are we in space mate? Am I not seeing all the pretty stars?” 
 
    “Oh fuck off Joh-” 
 
    “Can I please get a hand in here!?” Clara shouted scoldingly at us while leaning hard on Harry’s wound. 
 
    Harry laughed, “Let them keep going, it’s funny…” He slurred. I was surprised that he hadn’t gone into shock yet, pleasantly surprised, but surprised nonetheless. 
 
    I tucked away my new gross abomination in my pocket and ran over with Mark. We both looked over my pale friend, blood pooling around Clara’s splayed fingers and palm. 
 
     It probably wasn’t as bad as I thought, but at the time it looked like it was absolutely gushing, his life-force running out in the form of a thick red amalgamation of cells.   
 
    I went to ask what she needed me to do but then I saw Kate and Wolf coming out of the kitchen, pointing to something in the kitchen just out of sight, “What?” The response that met me was the low growling group that were shuffling their way through the kitchen and a severe look from Kate. 
 
    I snapped back to Clara, “What needs to be done?” 
 
    Clearly neither of Clara or Mark had heard the sounds, “We need to make sure there’s no fragments and then we need to-” 
 
    “The rest can wait. Go.” 
 
    “The rest canno-” 
 
    “Mark, get her and yourself out of here and into the truck, I’ll meet you out the front.” I was quiet and flat and Mark immediately drew that something was wrong from that. 
 
    He grabbed her by the shirt and pulled her away, “Zeds Clara. John’s got this.” 
 
    She shot me a few looks and said without words that I’d better take care of him before letting herself get dragged away and out the door, Mark scooping up the bag in the process while the others took point. 
 
    I dropped to my knees and put my hand firmly on Harry’s wound, “Hey, hey buddy, I need you to wake up for a second.” 
 
    “Go away… Sleepy…” He mumbled while trying to swat me away. 
 
    The growling was getting closer, they hadn’t spotted us yet, but they were close, I had to do something… nasty. I shook the discomfort from my body, got my middle finger into position and, as fast as I could, pushed inside the wound.  
 
    Oh did he scream while I kept him pinned, it sucked that I had to do that, but that was just it, I had to. And then I could feel the couch, no metal anywhere to be felt.  
 
    A good, clean wound. 
 
    Zeds entered the hallway, the screaming obviously catching their attention, but there was another sound under the zed’s growls and Harry’s seething. “Is that... Polka?” I asked the wall as it caved in under the reversing truck, burying a few of the zeds in the process. 
 
    The back door flew open and then Clara popped out a rifle shouldered. She didn’t have to say anything to get me to move. I got into the back of the truck and laid Harry on the ground, my finger still inside him.  
 
    Don’t be gross. 
 
    Clara followed me, slamming the door behind her. Wolf took that as his cue to get the Hell outta Dodge. With a bump, screech and a rev we were on the road and on our way to a better place. Clara took my position over Harry and begun giving him some much needed medical attention.  
 
    Who knew how useful vodka and dental floss could be? 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Free and Clear 
 
      
 
    The duffel rolled off of Mark’s lap as Wolf took another corner a little sharper than he should’ve, Harry gripping his seatbelt tighter all the way through, “Soft edges!” he screamed  drunkenly while Clara tried to keep him still. 
 
     She was applying a small amount of pressure through a folded shirt she’d grabbed on his still seeping wound while the truck rocked from side-to-side. 
 
    “You sound like you’ve lost your fair share of blood Har, how are you even still conscious?” I asked Clara more than Harry. 
 
    She half-laughed, “Blood-loss wise he’s fine, less than a pint. It’s the horse tranq I hit him before that’s got him.” She lifted the bloody shirt from his wound, checked it and then reapplied pressure, “Looks better at least.” 
 
    Mark shifted from his seat close to the driver’s, leaving the bag behind, to the one beside me and then grabbed her backpack from between us, “Why the Hell do you have horse tranquiliser?” 
 
    “I’m a… was a nurse, I’ve got a whole bunch of-” 
 
    Mark pulled out a fishing tackle box from her backpack and popped it open, “Alcohol, narcotics, dental floss, syringes, sewing needles, laptop batteries, tampons and… a single apple.” He sniffed the apple and immediately retreated, “Correction, a single rotten apple.” He declared as he threw it out the window behind him. 
 
    She shrugged, “I carry what I need, food was always around in the city. Pantry raider’s paradise.” 
 
    “Yeah, that doesn’t explain why you shot him up with stallion knock-out juice.” Mark said with actual concern. 
 
    “He wouldn’t quit fidgeting and bitching, kept saying something about John fingering him.” 
 
      
 
    Sexual assault is not funny and if you so much as smiled you are… You’re just as bad as me and should be ashamed. 
 
      
 
     “Besides, he’s fine, I know how much to give him. It’s what I used to use to get to sleep in the first few days.” She said with an almost cheerful amount of nostalgia. 
 
    Mark went to argue a few more times but decided it was either futile or that he agreed with her, either way I was happy for the chance for some peace and quiet. 
 
    I was in a weird state of flux between unadulterated happiness and an almost uncontrollable amount of paranoia. It’s not that I’m a pessimist, that amount of luck just didn’t seem natural. Sure Harry was shot and we’d lost people along the way, but we were on the road to bigger and better things.  
 
    Suddenly though, and without warning, something hit me, something that I didn’t expect to hit me ever again.  
 
    I was bored out of my bloody mind. 
 
    “Hey Wolf, should we pull over? Stretch our legs?” I asked hopefully. 
 
    He shook his head, “We’ll be at the Caboolture airfield in less than half an hour. We don’t know what’s waiting around here and I’d like to keep this.” A rumble rolled from the engine through the whole truck as he knocked it up a gear and, judging from the smile that I caught glinting in the rear-view, there wasn’t much that could get him to stop. 
 
    As bored as I was, I was happy that my team was doing well, Mark had worked through his issues and was napping in a stray sun-beam, Harry was going to pull through, Kate and Wolf seemed to be enjoying the drive, and Clara… I actually hadn’t gotten much of a read on her.  
 
    Everyone else had seemed to grow an attachment with her, something I must’ve missed out on while she was subtly using me like an RC car. 
 
    “So what’s your story love?” 
 
    She roused from her semi-coma, looked at me dazedly for a second. For some reason she turned back to Harry and checked if his wound was still seeping before pulling away the shirt, tossing it out the window behind her, “He’s fine, the bleeding’s stopped.” 
 
    It took me a moment to realise that she genuinely hadn’t understood what I’d said, “Good, very good, but I was asking about you.” 
 
    She regarded me with her head on a slight angle and then it clicked, “Oh! Oh, sorry, off with the fairies,” it was in that moment that I knew why everyone liked her so much, she was real and caring, “um… Bit of broad question…” 
 
    “Ok, what were you before? Your profession, I mean.” I’d already gathered that she was a nurse, you know, because she said it, but you’d be surprised how easy it makes people open up about who they really are. 
 
    “Well, I’m a… I was a nurse, and so was my sister, and my mother, and… pretty much everyone else in my family.” She smiled at some memory or another before continuing on, “All I ever wanted to be was a writer. ‘There’s no money in it’ is what they said, so I got pushed into nursing and I hated it, I hated the study, I hated the hours, I hated the pressure, but you know what the worst part was?” She asked, waiting for me to guess. 
 
    “The pus and blood?” I replied jokingly. 
 
    She scrunched up her nose and shook her head, “No, that was bad, but no. They all loved it! They all got to do what they wanted. Me? I couldn’t even make friends, let alone hold down a relationship. It wasn’t all bad though, got to fill the void with video games, collectables and writing fanfiction without the annoyance of making time for another person.” 
 
    I smiled, I knew exactly what she meant, “Yeah, it is pretty great. But when you find the right one all that stuff sort of drifts away.” We both took a moment and looked at our specific others, “Anyway! What about your sister and whatnot? They survive?” 
 
    Clara almost painfully forced herself back to our conversation from her happy moment of looking at Harry, “I don’t know, haven’t seen them around.” 
 
    That threw me, “You didn’t look for them?” 
 
    She shrugged and looked back to Harry, “Sorta… My father was the abusive type. Not physically or anything, he was just angry all the time, punching holes in walls, throwing plates around, and I knew they’d go straight to him for protection. I mean, don’t get me wrong they’re lovely people but they didn’t like me. So I grabbed my laptop and charger and went my own way.”  
 
    Her words drifted off as she started to stroke Harry’s hair and I swear I heard him purr, even unconscious she made him happy. 
 
    I got the gravitation with her, she was cool, she was one of those people that you could just sit with and talk to for hours about anything.  
 
    I hoped that one day I’d be given the opportunity to confirm that, but it was clear that she was happy patting her partner and I didn’t want to mess with that. 
 
      
 
    But I was still bored. 
 
     
 
    I nudged Mark with my shoulder, “Hey, Mark, entertain me.” 
 
    He shot up “Are we being attacked cap’n!?” 
 
    “Um… no… matey? What were you dreaming about?” 
 
    He let out a sigh of disappointment and slumped into his seat, “Space cowboys…” 
 
    “Oooh… Shiny.”  
 
    Clara chuckled at the exchange before returning to her silent patting. 
 
    My feet involuntarily tapped on the metal floor until I thought of a subject of conversation, “Hey!” My shout jolted Mark back to life before he could drift off again, “What was with you in the tunnel? You’re all… not dead. How’d you manage that?” 
 
    No questioning that Mark was awake now, uncomfortable too. He straightened up and worked through several facial expressions, like he’d been waiting for the questions, both wanting to get it over with and hoping that it’d never come up. “It started when we first founded back in the day, I was ecstatic with the opportunity to work with the things that went bump in the night. But it wasn’t the first time…” 
 
    I felt a flash-back coming on, “No. No harp sit-com back in time thing, just tell me.”  
 
      
 
    I’ve done things, you guys know that, but some of it I’d rather leave in the basement of time. And I definitely didn’t want to hear the creepy experimentation shit that Mark had been involved with before Tasmania. 
 
      
 
    Mark looked at me with a sort of grateful knowing, “Alright, well, short version is I messed around with genetics and gained the ability to apparently live forever. It wasn’t until the gassing that I gained the healing factor, Steve and I were kind of confused by it and, truth be told, before you showed up we were scared. We’d been waiting for any other mutations to surface, impaired cognitive function, psychosis-” 
 
    “Sudden desire to eat people.” I joked. 
 
    He smiled and nodded, clearly appreciating the fact that I wasn’t freaking out, “Yeah, that too, but so far it’s just been benefits, take a nap, wake up fit as a fiddle.” 
 
    I didn’t notice it at first, but Clara had become rather engrossed in our conversation, no doubt upset that I’d told him to keep it short and sweet.  
 
    I silently wondered if she was mentally writing a story about us and I was particularly curious as to how she’d write me.  
 
      
 
    Can you imagine that? A writer describing you? Let alone being the creation of some weirdo’s idealised version of themselves after a caffeine binge and half-a-dozen sleepless nights.  
 
    I shudder at the thought. 
 
      
 
    “Why so quiet about it then?” 
 
    He shrugged, “Life hasn’t really slowed down recently, besides, didn’t seem important.” It made sense, up until then we’d had enough difficulty getting people to trust us with three vampires in our clan, I couldn’t imagine a genetic oddity would go down well. 
 
    “I’m just glad I know now. And I’m sure we’ll get to talk all about that other stuff when we get back to Tazzy, so relax Clara.” I said as I looked at her on the edge of her seat, having abandoned Harry to his unstoppable horse tranquiliser fuelled nightmares for the opportunity to hear a good story.  
 
      
 
    It was incredible to think about how she trusted us with her life yet knew almost nothing about who we once were. You’d be surprised how hard it is to find trust-worthy people in the middle of Hell, let alone trusting ones. And it was about to get a whole lot harder. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    FMR?  
 
      
 
    Suddenly we ground to a halt and immediately I went into survey mode with my new and ‘improved’ pistol, scanning the area around us through the open windows. 
 
     That’s when I realised where we were with a chuckle, “You said half hour.” I said as I tossed my gun to Mark who promptly looked over it for fear I’d damaged it.  
 
    Wolf gleefully beamed at me through the rear-view, “That was before I remembered that speed cameras were no longer a thing. I’m surprised you didn’t notice.” 
 
    I was too.  
 
    Wolf had somehow managed to half our time and none of us had seemed to notice. I suppose that’s the benefit of conversation.  
 
    Clara pointed at the drooling Harry across her lap and gestured for me to help, which I did happily, scooping him over my shoulder before getting out the back with Clara with her backpack and Mark with the duffel in tow. 
 
    I breathed in the fresh air and stretched out my legs before looking around. There were three closed hangars along the long and lifeless stretch of tarmac, as well as a single propeller two person plane sitting just beside the middle hangar.  
 
    I looked to the empty motorway behind us and was shocked to think that no one had made it so far, not in a car at least. But the lack of aircraft made me feel a bit off, normally there were at least a few choppers scattered around.  
 
    To me it also meant that our truck would stick out like a sore thumb for the filthsy little thievses that lurked about in the night, call me paranoid, “Hey Wolf, park up behind that last hanger, we’ll spend the night and pull the last leg off tomorrow. Har could use the time.” 
 
    He shot me a thumbs up and Kate jumped out of the passenger seat before he drove off down the tarmac with a hearty rumble. 
 
    The rest of us followed him while keeping our eyes on the surrounding area and I could feel Harry starting to come back to the land of the living, “Mark, check that plane, see if you can get it up and running.” I said as I got Harry onto his feet and guided him to Clara like a half-conscious toddler, “You take him to the hangar, I’m going to have a look around, make sure there aren’t any surprises.” Both of them did as they were told without questioning it.  
 
    After a few minutes of wandering and confirming the airfield was clear Kate and I came to a stop in the middle of the tarmac, watching as Mark taxied the barely functional plane into the hangar next to where the others had started to make themselves comfortable, “They’re good people John, really good.” Kate said matter-of-factly, “Do you really think we’ll all make it south?” She asked hopefully and with the slightest hint of pessimism. 
 
    “I really do, from here it’s just a matter of holding on for dear life while the roller-coaster rolls downhill.” I looked up and watched as sunlight fought its way to us through the clouds, “It’s funny. The light also finds a way, doesn’t it?” 
 
    Instead of a verbal response I got pulled to Kate and when I looked down to ask what was going on I got a kiss.  
 
    None of that cheek bullcrap either.  
 
    A proper, on-the-lips kiss.  
 
    My heart fluttered as I wrapped my arms around her, tightening and feeling her own heart thumping against mine. That was it, what I’d been fighting for. 
 
    Then it started to rain.  
 
    Fuck you precipitation!  
 
    Anyway, we broke apart and smiled at each other for a few seconds before making our way hastily to the hangar. I couldn’t for the life of me get my heart to calm down. 
 
    It was magical. 
 
    Once we got into the empty hangar large enough to hold a 747 we were met with stares from everyone who’d huddled in a circle near the centre of the cold and incredibly smooth floors, including the very not-tranqed Harry.  
 
    As we shut the door and made our way over the staring stopped and they returned to their conversations, “… but seriously, how are you up and about?” Wolf asked Harry, “Where did you serve? Afghanistan? I bet it was Afghanistan.” 
 
    “For the last time I’ve never been to the Middle East!” Harry shouted. 
 
    Kate stayed standing as I sat down with the group, “Sure sure, everyone bounces back from bullets. It’s the new common cold. Hey Wolf, can I borrow you for a second? If anyone can get the truth out of him it’s John.” Wolf looked confused for a second and then shrugged before getting up and walking off with her. 
 
      
 
    I honestly have no idea how I didn’t notice how weird that was. Her kisses must’ve had some kind of dazing effect. 
 
      
 
    “Tell ‘em John, tell ‘em I’ve never been to the Middle East.” he pleaded. 
 
    I smiled slyly, “How would I know?” 
 
    His face turned to an only half-genuine devastated look, “How dare you!? After all we’ve been through!” 
 
    The groups shared a laugh for a little while. I could almost feel the love in the air, a tangible cloud of pure joy that had finally started to come down onto us, much like the heavy rain that bounded off the metal roof. 
 
    Mark turned his ear to the ceiling, “You think we’ll get any hail?” 
 
    Clara followed Mark’s example before shaking her head at the odd angle, “Nah, I reckon it’ll pass by the morning. Wouldn’t surprise me if we got a fair few blue sky days from here on out.” I liked the sound of that, some real time to enjoy the sensation of warm light not bubbling my flesh away sounded positively divine. 
 
    I looked back to Harry, “Don’t go changing the topic guys, we’ve still got to find out the go with Har here.” 
 
    Harry sighed exhaustedly, “You’re really not gonna let it go, are you?” 
 
    “Nope.” I said smugly. 
 
    That’s when Mark shot Harry a look that most wouldn’t notice, giving each other a silent and almost invisible cue, Hell, I’ve been trained to notice those kinds of things and even I barely caught it. Then Harry loosened up and shrugged, “Remember how I told you about Spain? I actually did some work there for the locals, nothing big, just enough to get some money behind me.” 
 
    Mark relaxed as his partner in crime peppered lies with tiny truths, don’t get me wrong, I was intrigued, but I knew better than to press, “Cool, must’ve been interesting.” 
 
    Then Clara jumped in on the conversation, “Hold on…” all three of us held our breath, waiting for some factoid to tear down their web of lies, “The other night when we were… I didn’t notice any scars.” 
 
    We exhaled almost in unison and Harry shrugged, “Never got shot before, just got taught how to handle it.” 
 
    ‘Clever,’ I thought to myself, ‘burying more lies with more truths, very clever.’ 
 
    Everything was quiet for a few seconds, other than the torrential rain which had gotten to deafening levels, and right as I went to initiate a new conversation Kate and Wolf showed up again, visibly uncomfortable about something, “All good you guys?” I asked animatedly, to which they responded with a half-hearted shrug before Wolf sat down. 
 
    “Can I borrow you for a second John?” She asked with a sweet smile on her face. 
 
    I had a feeling I knew where it was going, I shot up dusted myself off and nodded, “Sounds good.” I said with probably a little too much vigour. 
 
    Kate led me away from the group and out the back door and into the barely covered area next to the truck, “Any reason we couldn’t do this inside?” 
 
    She nodded, “I just… I want this to be a moment for us because… Well, I’ve been thinking a lot about you and me and where we’re going.” She was mostly talking to the dirt around my feet, her voice barely coming out over the sound of the rain. 
 
    I almost wanted to scream ‘I love you too!’ so she didn’t have to feel so bloody awkward, but I didn’t want to seem presumptuous either, so instead I just went with barely being able to contain myself and politely nodding. 
 
    I know it seems weird, but I’d been waiting for that moment for so long. A month of searching and killing and running but I’d found her and now, after a few days of putting it off, we were both ready.  
 
     She straightened up and looked me directly in the eyes, the spray of rain shining in tiny droplets on her lightly billowing hair, “John…” 
 
    That was it, the moment of truth.  
 
    The moment that would make everything that had happened become acceptable, it would finally be worth all the pain and the suffering.  
 
    I would be able to justify what had been tearing me up inside. 
 
    Losing Steve and Greg, Harry beating a guy to death and getting shot, finding out that both he and Marcus were much more than they seemed and most importantly Gabriel’s story about how Kate and Wolf had decided that I was dead and left me behind. 
 
    It was all about to be okay. 
 
    “I…” 
 
    ‘Here it comes!’ 
 
    “Love…” 
 
    ‘Don’t interrupt her!’ 
 
    I could barely control the smile that was spreading across my face, I felt fuzzy, trembling under the weight of my ready to explode heart. 
 
    “Wolf.” 
 
    “Oh…”
  
 
    Fuck me, right? 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Feelings 
 
      
 
    “What..? What!?” My emotions had gone into overdrive, speeding right through betrayed and hurt to flat-out rage. 
 
    Kate took in a deep breath and exhaled peacefully. Yeah, like she needed to feel better right now, “I love Wolf.” 
 
    “Yeah, no, I got that.” I said snidely with a sardonic smile. I felt like my gut was being ripped out of my throat. I paced around angrily without direction, all I wanted to do was run away, hide, just be far away from all the crap, but something was pinning me to that spot.  
 
    Was it hubris?  
 
    Was it my friends sitting just inside? Who knows, point is I was stuck stomping around wondering if I was justified in my feelings or just throwing a tantrum.  
 
    It was maddening. 
 
    “Just calm down Joh-” 
 
    “Don’t tell me to calm down!” I almost literally barked, “You could’ve told me this before you bloody kissed me!” 
 
    “I needed to be sure.” She muttered, her gaze returning to the ground as she did so. 
 
    “Sure of what!?” I shouted as I spun to face her, “You see, I was under the impression that if you love someone it’s pretty fucking obvious!” 
 
    Wolf, what with his perfect timing, came outside at the exact moment that Kate looked up with teary eyes and puffy cheeks, “What’s going on out here? Is everything alright?” He asked me. 
 
    I scoffed and pointed at Kate, desperately trying not to look at her for fear that if I saw her crying again I’d burst into tears, “Well I’m sure Kate has something to tell you.” 
 
    His head snapped to face Kate, “You told him?” 
 
    I almost felt the realisation wash over my face, “You knew!?” 
 
    “Yeah… sorry…” He said as he walked over and embraced the sobbing Kate. 
 
    “Oh for..! How long has this been going on!?” 
 
    Kate’s face filled with anger as she pushed away Wolf and started staring me down, “You’re not the only one this hurts! Do you have any idea-!” 
 
    “Don’t! Don’t you dare tell me how hard this is for you!” 
 
    Mark busted through the door, “What the Hell are you guys yelling about!” He hissed, “You’ll bring in the zeds!” A sudden burst of rain nullified his statement and his anger, that or sympathy, “What’s wrong John?” 
 
    “I suppose you knew too!” I shouted unreasonably. 
 
    He looked at me utterly perplexed, “Knew what?” 
 
    I was a fuming, uncontrollable, unpredictable and a completely terrifying sight to behold. Kind of like a spoiled sixteen year old girl, “Just..! Whatever!” I screamed as I stormed off to the next hangar and barged my through the backdoor, knocking it off its hinges and across the hangar. 
 
    I sat in the right corner closest to the large closed doors and wanted to be able to cry, but I couldn’t for the life of me. For ten long minutes I sat in silence and tried to calm my thumping heartbeat and my rapid breathing, giving up on any attempt to actually control my emotions. 
 
    I nearly drifted off for a moment, that probably would’ve been nice, but then Mark came through the door, “Hey. I would’ve knocked but… You have a habit of breaking these things, don’t you?” He said in a vain attempt to lighten the mood. When he saw that that wasn’t going to get a positive response out of me he shrugged and continued his walk toward me before plopping down  few feet in front of me and sighed, “So… They filled me in. I’m sorry buddy.” 
 
    I felt like I was getting the break-up talk from my dad…  
 
    I was getting the break-up talk.  
 
    I know it seems odd for someone over two centuries old, but I was born in a different time, and over the years I hadn’t really been in anything overly serious. And yes, I am aware that it is kind of sad that what Kate and I had was serious in my books, but it’s kind of hard to find someone who you not only have a connection with but is also immortal.  
 
    I stretched my legs out and leaned on my palms, “Do you think I’m being unreasonable Mark?” I said almost weakly. 
 
    He brewed on the question for a moment before shaking his head, “Not really. I mean, I’m sure there were better ways it could’ve been handled, most involving not breaking down doors, but I’ve seen these kinds of things end up worse. At least you haven’t tried to kill anyone.” 
 
    “Day’s not over.” I joked. 
 
    Mark exaggerated his uncomfortable laugh, a bid to try and hide the, what I thought was unreasonable, fear he felt.  
 
      
 
    Maybe it had something to do with me breaking Steven’s spine that one time…  
 
    Eh, can’t please everyone. 
 
      
 
    “Heh… Yeah… how are you feeling now though? Any better?” 
 
    I attempted a smile but I felt that it was something slightly creepier that appeared so I stopped trying and stuck with my emotionally drained huffiness, “Yeah, yeah… Look, I’ll be fine. It was just… After she kissed me I thought everything was finally back to normal. I felt all fuzzy and warm and all that crap.” 
 
    Marcus stood up and reached out for my hand, “We’ll get there, I know it. But for now it’d be best if we got some sleep.” 
 
    I took his waiting hand and let him pull me to my feet, my huffiness replaced with intrigue, “We just got a full night, you really think we need another?” 
 
    He led me toward the door and I faintly remembered the last time he’d led me through a hangar, though I doubted that it was going to end with armour and tears. “I don’t reckon we’ll get a chance to touch down ‘til the base and, unless you think we’re gonna find a jet at the airport, it’ll be at least a few hours of flight-time. And, honestly, I’d prefer to have a pilot without baggage under their eyes.” I silently hoped that puns like that weren’t going to become a regular occurrence.  
 
    Boy was I wrong. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Wake-up Call 
 
      
 
    An explosion ripped through my pitch black dreamscape shortly before Neysor’s voice roared my name. 
 
    “Not this again…” I grumbled, “Won’t even leave me alone when I’m sleeping. Would you just fuck off alrea-!” Mark silenced me with his hand across my mouth. ‘Oh… Not dreaming… Delightful.’ 
 
    “I thought you said you killed him!” Mark hissed as the others groggily got to their feet. 
 
    I pushed his hand off of my mouth and popped up into a standing position, “I thought I did.” I growled in response. I still wasn’t quite awake but luckily my brain was, ‘Think. Think. Think.’ I commanded my other half, ‘That’s it! The-‘ “Truck!” 
 
    Mark gave me a confused look and I remembered the oh so glorious gift of context. 
 
    I clapped him on the shoulder and pointed out the back door, “You take the others with the truck, I’ll meet you a kay north on the highway in fifteen minutes. I’ll hold off gigantor for as long as I can.” 
 
    Harry decided to butt in with a rather obvious question as he and the others all began crowding around Mark and I, “Why don’t we all just go?” 
 
    It took me a second to come up with a reason that wasn’t just wanting to vent some rage, but I got there, “Because I’m operating under the assumption that no-nose out there is after me.” 
 
    “Get out here John!” Neysor bellowed almost in response and the sound of a heavy metal something being dragged along became apparent as it drew closer. 
 
    “Case in point.” I said while gesturing to the source of the voice just beyond the closed doors. 
 
    Kate shook her head, “Doesn’t matter John, he’ll track us anyway, we should stay and fight.” 
 
    “No!” I barked a little harsher than expected, “Look… Just… Just go. It’s safer if I stay behind, I’ve dealt with him before and last time I bought us two days, that’s more than enough to get us to Tasmania and I strongly doubt he’s got wings.” 
 
    Mark picked up the duffel and frowned at me, “He has access to interstellar star-ships John.” 
 
    That’s when Neysor threw the massive hangar doors open like they were nothing more than sliding screens.  
 
    Honestly? I was just thankful that I didn’t have to answer to Mark’s damned logic. The first thing I noticed about Neysor was the clothes, a baggy red jumper and a pair of equally baggy black slacks.  
 
    I probably should’ve suppressed the laugh, “Hey guys! Look! He thinks he’s people!” I mocked as I turned my back on my opponent. 
 
    I only just managed to turn in time to see a propeller flying at me like a massive shuriken. Side-stepping with less than a meter to spare, I watched as it whistled past all my friends and Kate and tore through the back wall like it was paper, “Everyone out. Now.” I said calmly and measuredly, turning back to see the still recovering Neysor.  
 
    The sound of feet bouncing off the smooth floor behind me brought an undeniable calm over me, probably had something to do with tweedle-dick and tweedle-bitch-face leaving the room. 
 
    “So…” I said as I rolled my shoulders and pulled my shirt off, “Let’s do this.” 
 
    Neysor looked at me confusedly for a moment before ripping off all of his clothes and staring me down defiantly.  
 
    To say I was shocked would be a gross understatement, my eyes darting between his face and his… Let’s just say he didn’t have any troubles downstairs.  
 
    I think I made him a bit self-conscious. 
 
    “Fuck me… No! No. Don’t do that… I mean just… Wow…. No shock you’ve got a ship full of women eh?” I said trying to break the weird tension.  
 
    That’s when the truck started up and Neysor appeared to remember what he was doing. 
 
    He shot at me like a bullet but I’d played the game before, I caught him in a sort of Spartan wrestling style and held my ground as best as I could.  
 
    I tried to get better purchase on him so I could turn the tide, but every few inches I would graze past something I really did not want to graze, “This is so unfair… and weird and just… No.” I said as he desperately tried to buck me off. 
 
      
 
    In the story I’ve done my best to make it clear that I’m not racist or misogynistic and I need to make sure you all know that I am not in the least bit homophobic.  
 
    It’s just that when you’re fighting a seven foot alien, one of the last things you want is to have it end up with a happy ending, or, knowing my strength and poor luck with various other knobs, pun very much intended, a very unhappy ending. 
 
      
 
    I gave up on avoiding his junk and gripped him around the mid-section from above, rolled over the top of him and, after landing an inverted-bridge position, used the momentum and my weight to fling him across the room and into the hangar’s awning.  
 
    The Neysor-shaped dent left in the metal along with his delayed forty meter fall to the ground was almost cartoonish, anime-ish if you took into account the nudity. 
 
    “Ok, look, mate. My team is gone, let’s ta-” the end of that last word came out as a grunt as the bastard shot at me and shoulder-barged me in the gut, sending me flying across the room.  
 
    I lost count of how many times I bounced before hitting the metal wall, it was a lot though.  
 
    “Fair enough…” I gasped out as I struggled to my feet, “I deserved that, but just give me one minute to-” I stopped as he darted at me again and prepared for another prolapse-session, but then a woman screamed in pain and Neysor ground to a halt, looking back out into the rainy night. 
 
    I probably should’ve taken that as my opportunity to strike, but I needed a more permanent solution, a sort of guarantee that I wouldn’t be hunted by him and his merry band of aliens.  
 
    So instead I just asked “Who’s that?” 
 
    Neysor let a few heavy breaths before answering without looking back at me, “I am unsure of what the equivalent is here, but, in the simplest of terms, she is my wife.” 
 
    “What’s got her havin’ a fit?” I asked a little less sensitively than I could but, to be fair, he had just whooped me, again. 
 
    He snarled, “She’s-..! She’s going into labour.” His words calmed as he turned to face me, a mix of anger and complacency twirled in his slit eyes, “You want to talk Prince? Fine, let’s talk.” 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    There’s Not A Missing Chapter 
 
      
 
    I only just managed to get onto the highway in time to wave the truck down, the high-beams seared my corneas through the light drizzle as it slid to a stop.  
 
    They must’ve been doing circuits instead of waiting around in the middle of the road, the only viable justification for why I was left waiting for ten minutes on the side of the testament to deforestation just eight kilometres from the hangar. 
 
    I can almost guarantee the conversation went something like Kate saying they should leave me behind while the others convinced her to not be such a colossal cun…try music singer.  
 
    But I wasn’t going to bitch and whine about that, not after what I’d just done. 
 
    I climbed in through the backdoor and we were back on the road again, “Hey Wolf! Take us to that beach house!” I shouted through the truck. 
 
    “Huh?” He asked, either bewildered by my immediate orders or confused as to what I meant.  
 
    Either way I didn’t care, I was still pissed. 
 
    “The one from our mission, or do you need me to draw you up a map!? Get a move on!” I barked. 
 
    He didn’t bother responding, instead he shared an uncomfortable look with Kate and then put his foot to the floor. 
 
    “That was quick.” Marcus said with some scepticism, completely avoiding the discomfort the others so clearly felt. 
 
     It took me a moment to realise what he was referring to, “Oh, the fight? Yeah, wasn’t that difficult once I knew how to hit him.” 
 
    “Really?” He said with both words and his raised eyebrow, “Because if I recall correctly, and I do, the last time you got into a one-on-one match with him you had to drop a building on him with a half a cubic shit-ton of C4, and even that didn’t stop him.” 
 
    I shrugged, “Guess I got lucky.” 
 
    Even the still semi-whacked-out Harry saw through my bullcrap, but no one was willing to press me and that’s all I cared about.  
 
      
 
    They’d know what happened soon enough. 
 
      
 
    “Hey John…” Harry said but seemed to immediately regret after. 
 
    “Yeah?” I asked as calmly and fuzzily as I could. I’m pretty sure I grimaced though. 
 
    He struggled for a moment but then said in almost one word, “Why aren’t we heading straight to the airport?” 
 
    “I need a break.” I said less fuzzily. 
 
    “But-” 
 
    “No Harry!” I growled and the tension started to peak in the increasingly claustrophobic space, “I… I’m sorry. I just…” I feigned an exhausted expression, “It really took it out of me. The stuff with… the guys… And the fight, I just need some time to go braindead.”  
 
    And boom goes the dynamite.  
 
    They bought it and I’m not too proud to say that I did a little academy award ceremony in my head for my performance. 
 
    The rest of the half-hour ride was dead quiet, Clara and Harry drifted off to sleep, Wolf and Kate were silent, and Mark and I enjoyed the sereneness of the moment. The stars had come out from behind the passing cloud and the sky was painted in a beautifully enchanting dark blue.  
 
    I’d missed those nights, the brief moments between my walk from work and draining whoever had made the mistake of being in my way, usually some misguided and very drunk soul trying to get his rocks off with some hapless girl. But there was always that one moment where I could look up into the night air and feel like I had an ally. You know, as opposed to that jack-arse Mr Sunshine who had a habit of making me breakout into blisters. 
 
    The final stretch of motorway that led to the house was just as barren as the first time I’d driven through. I guess I hadn’t really thought about it much, but the fact that almost everyone who was going to get turned had had it happen in the first hour had meant that barely anyone had gotten out of the areas which had been crop-dusted.  
 
    Hearing Neysor’s side of the story was a good thing too, knowing that a lot of what had happened was simply an accident, an incredibly efficient and disastrous accident mind you, had made me a bit more open to the idea of the invasion.  
 
    Sorry, ‘re-appropriation’.  
 
    Did hurt to discover that I was one of the sole reasons the human-race hadn’t already been cured because of me trying to save bitch-face. 
 
    Mr bitch-face pulled into the driveway and parked us in the undercover area where the van used to sit. While the two in the front stepped out and the others sleepily stumbled out the back. I grabbed the duffel, rubbing my hands all over it, trying to wipe off whatever the clear liquid was on them off. 
 
    “Want me to take that?” Mark asked as I dropped it onto the shifting gravel ground. 
 
    I shook my head and looked over to the half-staring Wolf, “Let him carry it for once.” I said, tossing it to him angrily, “They are getting the master bedroom. You know, cause they’re the happy couple and all.” I snarled condescendingly. 
 
    And that was it, everyone was done.  
 
    No one said a word as we broke into the house, Kate and Wolf disappearing up the stairs the second they could. Harry and Clara fell asleep again in their adorable way on the white shag rug in the middle of the lounge-room while Mark had taken to the couch. 
 
    Me? I slept on the cold kitchen lino without bothering to find a new shirt, I wanted to feel cold, I wanted to feel guilt or sadness or... something, anything that wasn’t just pure and utter impatience. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    By the Sea 
 
      
 
    After twenty full minutes of tossing and turning I gave up on sleep and decided to go for a walk.  
 
    The tan gravel shifted underneath my bare feet as I walked around to the pool area to look over the crashing ocean. Loud, powerful and absolutely gorgeous, but she was just as deceptive as she was beautiful. 
 
      
 
    Metaphor? What metaphor? Shut up. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t have hoped to be anywhere else that night, even with the knowledge of what was on its way. 
 
    I breathed in the sea air deeply while I enjoyed some time bathing in the pale moonlight. I knew how hard it was going to be to pull off, the worst part though was all the secrecy within my group.  
 
    Not just the stuff I wasn’t sharing, but everything with the others as well, like how did Mark and Harry know each other? How did they meet? When did they meet?  
 
    But all that stuff passed over me like the waves that crashed into the cliff-face, and much like the waves I knew it had to all come down eventually. 
 
    I didn’t care though, as far as I was concerned I’d won. It was a petty and childish victory, but one nonetheless.  
 
    I was the best liar of them all. 
 
    “John? What are you doing out here?” Wolf called out as he crossed over to me from the back door. 
 
    I felt a bit bad about him, after all he was just a man in love, but if I didn’t do as I promised it meant trouble for the rest of us, trouble that I couldn’t afford. “Just enjoying the night air, first place I’ve felt safe to do so that wasn’t on top of a sky-scraper. Why don’t you come over?” I asked genuinely without facing him. 
 
    He rustled some of the gravel around with his bare feet as he did, “You doing alright John? You’ve been a bit… distant since you got back. Are you sure everything’s sorted with Neysor?” 
 
    I nodded, “Sure as I can be.” I said trailing off my last few words as I realised I should probably say something to him, some kind of words that would make him feel more comfortable, “I think you should know. I turned you.”  
 
    Those were not comfort words for anyone, least of all Wolf, “What!?” 
 
    “I… I turned you. I felt like you should know that. I saw something in you and I still do. You’re a good man.” 
 
    He didn’t know what to say, fairly so. I couldn’t imagine what was going through his mind, but all he uttered was, “Alright then.” Before turning his attention to the night sky. 
 
    For a long time we just stood there, admiring the stars in silence. And then we returned to the house, neither of us saying a thing as he disappeared up the stairs and I returned to my lino floor.  
 
    Wouldn’t be long now. 
 
    I actually managed to get some sleep, a solid hour or two, but then I heard Marcus talking to Harry. 
 
    “I’m just going to check on them, make sure they’re alright.” He whispered, undoubtedly thinking both myself and Clara were still fast asleep. 
 
    “Just leave ‘em alone!” Harry hissed back, “It’s quarter to ten and I sincerely doubt they require support!” 
 
    “Keep your voice down! Go back to sleep, I’ll be back in a minute.” 
 
    ‘Wait… did he say quarter to ten?’ I was in a shit position now, reveal the plan prematurely or pretend to keep sleeping and risk losing Mark, who was bounding his way up the stairs. 
 
    My internal struggle was interrupted when I heard a crashing sound and shouting.  
 
    It was time. 
 
    I shot like a bullet from a gun, but not for the source of the screaming, no, I was blocking the way to the stairs, clearing the path as it were. 
 
    I burst into the room where Harry and Clara had just gotten up, “What’s going on?” I asked, distracting with faux-idiocy instead of suspiciously forcing them away. 
 
    “It’s coming from upstairs!” Harry shouted as he pushed past me and I bit my lip in frustration, hopefully the creatures were as efficient as they were terrifying. 
 
    I got out to the stairwell and saw that they were.  
 
    The black creatures were dragging the struggling and screaming bodies of the people I once called friends down while Harry stood bolt-upright in horror at the foot of the stairs. I just managed to push him out of the way in time to make it look like I was saving him, not unblocking the line. 
 
    “Stay back Clara!” I shouted as Harry laid unconscious, having hit his head at some point during the fall.  
 
    Turns out she didn’t need to be told, she was frozen in place and absolutely petrified. 
 
    Something about these things struck terror deep into human souls and refused to relent.  
 
    That was fine with me though. 
 
    I swear Wolf stared at me as he got dragged past, like he knew, but the guilt that was building in me vanished as Kate got dragged out through the door kicking and screaming. 
 
    Then I saw the stragglers as I rose to my feet, one with the wafting bag and three dragging a resisting Mark, “Let go of me ye feckin’ shits!” He barked between steps. 
 
    Save him and reveal that I knew it was going to happen, let him go and lose one of my few friends. 
 
    That choice was easier. 
 
    I waited until the exact moment that the creatures that had his hands were out the door before slamming it shut and punting the black fuzz-ball that was being dragged along by Marcus’ legs. 
 
    After that things got kind of swimmy.  
 
    I remember turning around and there being a lot of blood.  
 
    And Marcus was screaming. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    The Missing Chapter 
 
      
 
    Neysor and I had taken to sitting cross legged on the cold floor. I’d given him my shirt so he could use it as a loin-cloth, primitive-ising him in a way while he tried his best to explain science that I’m sure even Mark would’ve barely been able to keep up with. 
 
    “So… You’re telling me you need me because of..?” 
 
    “Your DNA. My lead scientist has found a way to fix what you destroyed.” 
 
    “Hey! That’s not fair! You’re the twat-waffle that decided to gas an entire planet before testing the stuff!” 
 
    Neysor glared into my soul, clearly he wasn’t happy with being called a twat-waffle, “We didn’t gas the entire planet, only… most of it.” He said abashedly. Hope flushed through me despite his reticence, was there a safe haven?  
 
    “Where didn’t you gas?” I asked almost cheerfully. 
 
    “A small country, very fertile in the terms of… live-stock,” ‘humans then’ I figured, “have you ever heard of Wales?” 
 
    No safe haven then, “Wales? Wales!? Why in the sweet bumbledee-fuck did you spare Wales!?” 
 
    “What’s wrong with Wales?” 
 
    “What’s wrong with Wales!?” 
 
      
 
    I’m going to skip ahead by about two minutes. 
 
      
 
    “And that’s what’s wrong with Wales.” I said confidently, a look of almost horror painted on Neysor’s pale face. 
 
    “So these… Chavs you speak of-” 
 
    “Don’t get me started.” 
 
    I think I’d permanently scarred Neysor at that point, and he was more than eager to get back to the primary reason for our discussion, “Alright. Well, yes. We need your DNA, with it we’ll be able to not only save your pitif- plentiful race, but also ours.” 
 
    I felt like he was hiding something, and I really don’t like it when people hold back when talking about harvesting my DNA… It happens more often than you’d think, “But..?” 
 
    He bit his lip and sucked in for a moment before responding, “But… you won’t survive. We’ll need to harvest almost everything possible or else it won’t work.” 
 
    Silence hung in the air like a dead cat on a powerline, both of us too fearful to prod at it lest we join the thing. 
 
    Uncomfortable silences aren’t my thing though, “So you want me to go under your friend Lai’s knife on the off-chance that it may save a race that spent the majority of its time chasing me with cloves of garlic and fire? Yeah, no, I’m good.” I said as I stood. 
 
    Neysor followed me, his loin-cloth almost coming loose in the process, “You don’t understand. Yes, you will die, but with your life we will be able to save the entire male population of your world and mine, granted there’s only a few of us lef-” 
 
    I raised my hand to silence him, an evil plot working its way through my brain smothering the feelings of hurt and betrayal, “Stop me if I’m wrong, but you’re saying that with me you can save the blokes, yeah? And if you had-”  
 
    He nodded, “Yes, and if we had a female specimen we’d be able to save both, what’s your point?” 
 
    The smile that broke out on my face may have been a bit on the sinister side, “What if I told you I could get you a male and female specimen of my… our species? Get them in one place without any back-up and ensure that no one would go looking for them?” 
 
    Neysor reflected my smile. Things had really taken on a cartoon villain vibe, “Then I’d stop my pursuit of you, let you and your group be.” 
 
    I put my arm out for a handshake, “You get me a map, I’ll get you your specimens.” 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    






END OF BOOK TWO 
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