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Fair Warning


This text includes approximately the first 20% of The
Sick and the Dead.  It is the fourth episode in the
Zombies! series.  The first episode, Shawn of the
Dead, can be downloaded in its entirety for free here on
feedbooks.  If you'd like the complete manuscript
for The Sick and the Dead or any of the other
episodes, you can download them for any of several reading devices
via smashwords.com or for your nook or kindle.  They are 99
cents apiece.

 

Thanks for giving this a try.  Feedback is always
welcome.

 

Ivan Turner

gnrlwoundwort@gmail.com

 










What Has Come Before


What has come before.

 

While investigating what they anticipated to be a routine
homicide, Detectives Johan Stemmy and Anthony Heron discovered that
their world had been invaded by zombies.  Stemmy was bitten
and subsequently died from the infection.

 

A week later, while being evaluated for cancer treatment,
Heron was forced into action when the ER was besieged by zombies
and forced into lockdown.  The incident sparked the
authorities into action.  Heron was named chief of the Zombie
Task force and he chose Francis Culph as his second in
command.  Culph was a brash young officer whose personal life
was far more checkered than his professional life.  While
fighting zombies exhilarated him, the job poured venom into his
soul.  He brought that venom home and doled it out on his
girlfriend.  Afraid for her safety, she left him.

 

Shawn Rudd, a high school senior, had discovered the first
zombie and been arrested for destroying it and murdering its bite
victim.  Heron had been able to get Shawn released from jail
under questionable circumstances.  He had made Shawn promise
to investigate and report anything that included both teenagers and
zombies.  Though Shawn had made the promise, his boyfriend, a
twenty three year old man named Marcus, was suspicious of the
deal.

 

Marcus, though he did love Shawn, was lying to him about his
own life.  Since learning of the zombie plague, he had come up
with his own idea for making money.  He had secured an
abandoned warehouse in a desolate portion of the Bronx and
recruited some men to help him collect zombies as part of the
plan.

 










The Church


"I know why you're here," Father Ohara said to Michael
Higgins.

 

"Is it true then?" Michael asked, desperation creeping into his
voice.

 

Father Ohara didn't answer right away.  True, he had known
Michael for a long time.  Twenty years, in fact.  Michael
was a church regular, a good Catholic.  But the times were
trying.  Even someone as close to the church as Michael needed
to be handled with care.  But Father Ohara had performed the
Christening for Michael's son.  He'd delivered his
Communion.  He knew the boy even better than he knew the
father.  And, after all, the boy was the crux of the
matter.

 

After a moment, the priest nodded ever so slightly.

 

This was all that Michael needed.  The bit of encouragement
had him looking around the room, trying to get answers without
asking the questions.

 

"Michael," Father Ohara said.

 

Michael stopped looking around, but not without delay and not
without a strong surge of will power.  "I need this,
Father.  Tim… please."

 

Ohara sighed, knowing what he had always known.  That he
would acquiesce.  "Follow me."

 

He turned away, marching out of the gathering area and into the
back behind the stage.  Michael waited, suddenly unsure of
himself.  But the Father did not return so he followed. 
As he stepped into the back, a familiar area to him as a member of
the church for so long, he caught sight of Father Ohara heading
toward the basement.  He was talking, orating.

 

"…since I was a boy," he was saying.  "Do you know how old
I am, Michael?"  Michael shook his head but the priest had his
back to him and didn't see.  It didn't seem to matter. 
"I'm fifty two years old.  Not an old man by any
stretch.  But not a young man either.  I've been leading
this congregation for twenty two years now and I've had to make
some difficult choices.  Choices that stretched the fabric of
my duties as a clergyman.  Choices that stretched even the
fabric of my own beliefs.  But never anything like this. 
I don't know what to make of this."

 

"What do you make of it, Father?" Michael whispered,
his voice gone hoarse.  Father Ohara opened the basement door
and led Michael down a flight of stairs.  The stairs were
uncovered wood, creaky and old.  But the lighting was
good.  This basement was heavily used.  There was a
kitchen down there and two bathrooms.  They used other rooms
for socials and child care.  Along the walls downstairs were
pictures that were drawn by some of the younger parishioners. 
There were bulletin boards with notices and photos.  Michael
had noticed church involvement dwindling over the last few
years.  And while it had saddened him that so many people were
losing touch with their faith, it buoyed his spirits to realize
that those who still believed did so strongly.

 

Father Ohara didn't answer Michael's question.  What could
he say?  With a left turn, he just moved on.  And Michael
just followed.  They moved through the kitchen and into the
storage room at the back of the church.  It was cold
here.  It was November and the chilly weather was there to
stay.  At this time of night, it wasn't more than forty
degrees outside.  The storage room was in an older part of the
church, walled in brick and free of heating.  The cold seeped
into the stone and stayed there.  It even somehow stayed cool
in the hottest days of summer.  In the back of the room was a
door which led to a staircase which led up to the courtyard. 
Father Ohara went straight for this door but, instead of opening
it, he pulled aside the mat that was laid out on the floor in front
of it.

 

"Did you know that this church was used as a safe house for
runaway slaves before the Emancipation?" he asked Michael.

 

Michael was stunned to see a trap door hidden under the
matt.  "No, Father."

 

Father Ohara nodded sadly.  "Men hid and lived down in that
subbasement," he said, indicating the trap door.  "During
prohibition, the church stored liquor down there for the
gangsters.  Well, many of them were Catholics and very
generous with the church.  This was a very safe place to store
the alcohol."

 

"I had no idea."

 

"Neither did I until about a month ago."  Father Ohara
pulled a ring of keys from his pocket and unlocked the padlock on
the door.  Setting the lock on a storage bench, he pulled open
the door.  There was no creak and no dust.  The door was
well oiled and well used.  "Do you remember Esteban
Estrella?"

 

Michael thought for a moment.  The name was familiar but he
hadn't known him that well.  "He was a member, right?"

 

"He stopped coming to church almost a year ago.  His wife
had died of cancer and his faith had died along with her."" 
Father Ohara took two steps down into the hole beneath the trap
door and sat down on the ledge.  Michael didn't move. 
"He came to me a month ago and he was very sick.  He said he
had fought a man on the street and the man had bitten him.  He
called the man a ghoul but we know the truth now, don't we?"

 

Michael swallowed.

 

"I wanted to call a doctor, but Esteban made me promise I
wouldn't."  Father Ohara shook his head.  "Tough
choices," he muttered.

 

"Did he die, father?" Michael asked.  "Did he turn?"

 

Father Ohara looked him squarely in the eye, then.  "Are
you sure you want to see this, Michael?  Are you really
sure?"

 

"I have to," Michael whispered, knowing it was true but wishing
it wasn't.

 

Father Ohara motioned toward one of the shelves.  "Grab
those two flashlights, would you?  There's no electric down
there."

 

It was almost like adding insult to injury, piling fears one on
top of another like that.  But, as he'd said, Michael didn't
really feel as if he had a choice.  He grabbed the two lights
and, passing one forward to the priest, started his descent.

 

The staircase leading into the subbasement was brick underneath
but had been overlaid with wood as reinforcement.  The steps
were slick with the damp and Michael felt his foot slide a couple
of times while his guide was completely sure in his motion. 
Father Ohara had taken this route many times.

 

The stairs ended in a short alcove that led into a much wider
room.  They had gone down at least two stories, the
light from above fading quickly away.  The flashlights
provided good, if not great, light.  Michael was able to see
that the staircase didn't wind and took them back toward the front
of the church.  Still, based on the direction and perceived
distance ahead, the subbasement clearly ran on well past the
property line.

 

Without hesitation, Father Ohara led him forward.  The
darkness closed about them.  Even the flashlights couldn't
penetrate the gloom.  Michael grew more and more apprehensive
as they went.  The wide room fell away and they were
surrounded by a narrow stone passage.  The Father led on,
silent now.

 

At last they reached the end of the passage.  There was a
bend to the left which became a short hall that ended in a
reinforced wooden door.  A sturdy chain ran through three
eyelets on the door, through the handle, and through three more
eyelets fastened into the wall.  A padlock, much larger than
the one on the trapdoor, secured the chain.  Along the wall
opposite the eyelets was a row of short slots.  Each slot had
a knob so that the cover could be slid to the side.  Father
Ohara motioned to these.

 

Sweating despite the chill, Michael stepped forward and opened
up one of the slots.  Behind the cover he was presented with a
rectangular opening about eight inches wide and three inches
tall.  Even before he leaned in, he was assaulted by the most
offensive odor.  It smelled of rot and excrement, worse than
the oldest curdled milk he had ever had the misfortune to dig out
of the back of his refrigerator.  He recoiled.  Pulling a
handkerchief from his pocket, he covered his nose and mouth and
leaned in to view the room beyond.

 

It was worse than he had imagined.  Of course, it would
have had to have been.  In his experience, Michael had never
dreamed of anything like what he was seeing and there was no film
in existence that did it justice.  It was death.  Only
death.  There were dozens of zombies inside.  The room
was large but still crowded enough so that they were bumping into
each other.  Some were damaged, having fought zombies and been
bitten.  Others seemed unmarked and yet they were splattered
with gore here and there.  Their clothing was visibly dirty,
their hair matted.  It was hard to tell where the filth ended
and the person, what was left of the person, began.  But the
worst part about it was that the majority of them were teens. 
Just like Michael's son.  These idiots had gone out
hunting zombies as if it was some glorious sport. 
And look what had happened to them.

 

"Do you see your son?"

 

It was difficult to angle the flashlight so that he could see
the whole room, but he managed.  Kyle was at the far end of
the room, slouched as he shuffled about.  Michael's opening of
the view slot had disturbed them.  Some of them had sort of
homed in on the source and were milling around close or moving in
his direction.  Others, like Kyle, were just meandering
about.  Kyle was stuck in a loop where he would walk face
first into the wall, bounce back a few inches, and then do it
again.  Michael began to cry.  He was overtaken by
shuddering sobs and sank to the floor with his back against the
wall.  The handkerchief dropped from his grasp.

 

Father Ohara knelt beside him and took his hand.  "When
Esteban came to me, he told me that he understood the
disease.  He said he'd been foolish to give up his faith and
that this disease had reopened his eyes.  It was not a
sickness of the body but of the soul, which is why the body withers
from within.  He didn't call it Judgment Day but he didn't
have to.  Michael, he said that he would find a way to free
his soul, cure it so that he could move on.  Only then would
the body just lay down and properly die.  But he needed me to
protect his body while he did so.  He begged me,
Michael, and he was so sure.

 

"You're the sixth person I've brought down here, the sixth
parent.  That's how you knew, isn't it?  Other
parishioners told you?  When Kyle disappeared, you went
looking for answers and found them.  I'm so sorry, Michael,
but I promise to protect his soul until he and Esteban and all of
the others can find a way to free themselves."

 

Michael calmed, letting the sobs work their way out of his
body.  It took a long time, several minutes, but his breathing
eventually normalized.  Though he did not pull his hands from
his face, Father Ohara could tell that his muscles were
relaxing.  He was finding his peace.

 

When he finally did look up there was a look in his eyes that
had been shared by the other parents.  It was the look of
understanding.  The look of acceptance.  Michael had
chosen his path.

 

"Open the door, please, Father."

 

Confused, Father Ohara stood up and backed away a step. 
"Why would you ever want me to do that?"

 

Though he remained seated, Michael's demeanor changed to one of
an imposing shadow.  He looked up at the priest and answered,
"Because I don't believe, Father.  That's not my son in
there.  My son has left that body and the thing
inside has no right to it."

 

Father Ohara reached out a hand and Michael took it.  One
helped the other to his feet and the stood together looking eye to
eye.  "If you go in there, they will kill you."

 

Michael nodded.  "But not before I can get to Kyle and
pound that thing out of him."

 

"I can't allow it."

 

"I'm not asking."

 

Stepping away from the distraught father, Ohara positioned
himself with his back against the door.  Despite his age, he
was in peak physical condition.  Michael's determination did
not frighten him.  He had encountered the irate and determined
before and had bested them all.

 

"This door only opens when a new lost soul goes inside.  It
takes preparation and it's become harder every time I add one to
the mix.  If I open that door now, I'm not sure I'll be able
to keep them from getting out."

 

Michael reached into his coat and Father Ohara knew what was
inside even before he saw it.

 

"I told you I'm not asking."

 

The priest swallowed hard.  "Are you going to shoot
me?"

 

Michael shook his head.  "Don't make me make that
choice.  I didn't think there'd be so many of them but I've
got a spare clip and I won't miss."

 

"Please, Michael, think about what you're doing.  There are
too many of them.  Even with the gun… "

 

"Don't make me ask again.  I know my fate.  Don't let
make me add murder to my list of sins."

 

"If you shoot them, it'll be the worst kind of murder."

 

Michael exhaled and fired.  He'd grown weary of the
conversation, convinced that Father Ohara would keep him talking
just as long as he possibly could.  Well he'd reached that
limit.  From here there was nowhere to go but down.  All
the way down.

 

Ohara slumped to the side.  Despite his claims, Michael did
not shoot to kill.  Of course, once he opened that door, it
wouldn't matter.  The priest was well and truly
disabled.  He tried to fight Michael as he rummaged for the
keys, but he was too weak and he could feel himself going into
shock.  Frustrated, Michael put the gun by his temple and
shouted at him.  Behind the door, the zombies were becoming
more and more agitated.  The gunshot and the shouting was
calling their attention to the door.

 

"Please, Michael," Father Ohara coughed.  "You're…"

 

And this time Michael did the job right.  He was in too
much of a frenzy, too far gone to really feel the impact of his
actions.  In a way, he was also in shock.

 

There were six keys on the ring and four of them looked like
they might fit padlocks.  The first failed and he cursed as he
dropped them to the floor.  It was too awkward, using the keys
and holding the gun.  On the other side of the door, he heard
the thumps and moans.  They wanted out and he wanted in. 
It was a perfect match.

 

"Hold your horses!" he shouted at them, but that only
agitated them more.

 

With the barrel of the gun tucked under his left arm, he tried
another key.  It didn't work but he didn't drop them. 
The third key didn't work and neither did the fourth.  For
good measure, he tried the two long keys but they fit some other
type of lock entirely.

 

"God damnit!" he screamed, reaching down and grabbing the dead
priest by his shirt front.  "Where's the key? 
Where's the key?"  When there was no answer to be
had, he said, "The hell with you, then." and tossed him to the
floor.

 

Taking careful aim, he fired the gun at the padlock.  The
lock bounced in its place but didn't shatter.  He fired
again.  And again.  He kept firing until the gun was
empty of the bullets and the lock was a dented and mangled
thing.  But still it held.  Cursing some more, he popped
the clip and loaded in the spare.  This time he took aim at
the eyelets in the wall.  It took two bullets per eyelet
(three for one of them) but they eventually fell free of the stone
wall.  With a cry of triumph, he turned to the door
again.  He reached for the handle before realizing that he had
hardly any bullets left.  But it was too late.  The
zombies were pushing against the handle and the door came open with
a groan.  He leveled his weapon and fired at the first
zombie.  He didn't miss.  But he didn't hit anything
worthwhile.  In an instant, they were upon him, grabbing at
his arms and legs, tearing at his face and belly.  They were
ripping his clothing away so that they could get to his
flesh.  He fired wildly and without direction, emptying the
gun without effect.  The last thing he saw before his mind
shut down was the face of his son, Kyle, scrabbling through the
pack so that he could have his pound of flesh.

 










Shawn's Conflict


It was getting late by the time Shawn pulled himself up through
the sheets and into the waking world.  Marcus wasn't in the
bed but he could be heard in the other room, clinking plates and
glasses and whatnot.

 

“Good morning,” Marcus said to Shawn as he padded into the
kitchen.  “Brunch?”

 

Shawn shrugged.  He'd been spending most of his weekends at
Marcus' place over the last few weeks, although Marcus himself had
been out late most Saturday nights and some Fridays..  He was
pretty sure his mom suspected the extent of their relationship but
she'd had the decency not to speculate out loud.  His dad was
clueless, which was better for everyone.  Shawn went to the
table and sat down. There was a newspaper there and he fiddled with
it a moment before deciding it wasn't even worth putting up the
pretense of being interested in it.

 

“What's on your mind?” Marcus said, placing a plate of eggs and
toast and bacon in front of him and sitting down opposite.

 

“Nothing."

 

“Lies now?” Marcus asked.

 

“It's not about us,” Shawn told him.  “Just some stuff at
school.”

 

“What stuff?”

 

Shawn fiddled with the paper, then went to his fork.  He
managed to put a forkful of eggs into his mouth and chew, stalling
against the inevitable.  “It's Heron.”

 

“The detective?” Marcus asked bitterly.  “Is he giving you
grief?”

 

Shawn shrugged, plowing into his food now.  “It's been a
few weeks since I was let out and I ain't given him nothing
yet.”

 

“Does he expect you to make things up?”

 

Shawn shook his head.  “I don't think so.  He's been
pretty good about giving me my space.  In fact, I'm pretty
sure this whole informant thing was just some bullshit he made up
so that he could get me out of jail.”

 

“Why would he do that?”

 

“'Cause I didn't do nothin' wrong,” Shawn blurted
defensively.

 

“Okay, okay,” Marcus acquiesced.  “Then what's the
problem?”

 

“Nothing,” Shawn said, going back to his food.  “Forget
it.”

 

For a few minutes, Marcus did just that.  He steepled his
hands and rested his chin upon them, just staring at Shawn. 
When he felt that Shawn was just about at his breaking point, he
said, “You've found something, haven't you?  You've got
something to tell the cop?”

 

Eyes down, Shawn nodded.



“What is it?”

 

“It don't matter.”

 

“It does matter.  Are you going to let this cop
control you forever?”

 

“I told you, it ain't about that.”

 

“What then?  What's it about?”

 

“It's about people getting hurt, you know?”  Shawn dropped
his fork onto his plate.  “A bunch of the guys I know are
going out and hunting zombies tonight.  They say there's some
dude who'll pay good money for them.  You know, alive?”

 

Marcus lifted his chin from his hands and wriggled his
fingers.  He was thinking.  Shawn always knew when Marcus
was thinking.  It wasn't a change in expression or anything
physical that could be identified.  It was almost as if his
aura changed.  And the two of them were so in tune
that Shawn could just tell.

 

“Stay out of it, Shawn,” Marcus said finally.

 

“I can't really do that, Marcus.  If Heron finds out about
kids getting involved with zombies and I  haven't tipped him
off… ”

 

“He won't do anything.  That's not why he got you
out.  You said so yourself.”

 

“Yeah, but the guys could… ”

 

“Just don't get involved,” Marcus ordered him.  It was an
actual order and Shawn was inclined to follow it.  Though
Shawn didn't notice it and might not have admitted it if he did,
that was the nature of their relationship.  Marcus didn't
necessarily abuse his power, but he definitely held it.  “I've
been keeping track of all of this zombie nonsense on the
news.  It's dangerous, Shawn, and I don't want you involved in
it.”

 

“You my mom, now?”

 

“No,” Marcus said.  “It's not like that.  Look, Shawn,
I love you, okay?  I love you and I'm afraid that cop is
taking advantage of you because you're a kid and you're afraid of
going back to jail.  He's going to get you killed or
worse.”

 

Though he had no retort, Shawn was no closer to a solution to
his own problem.  He wanted to help Heron because these
zombies scared the hell out of him.  It had been bad enough
when they hadn't been common.  Now there were news stories
every day.  Even someone like Shawn, who avoided current
events as best he could, couldn't steer clear of hearing the latest
zombie tale.  The kids were talking about it in school. 
No one had bugged out like before.  That episode of mass
hysteria had played itself out.  Now that the danger was real,
people were hunkering down and adjusting to the new
environment.  Shawn, though, was beside himself.  He was
in an almost constant state of unease that sometimes bordered on
panic.  He wondered if hiding his head in the sand was just
making his problems worse.  Still, though, Marcus was
right.  If he told Heron about the hunting party, what would
the detective do next?  Would that be enough to clear his
record?  And then there was the matter of the guys going out
to hunt?  They were Shawn's buddies and though they were a bad
lot in general, he didn't feel right snitching on them.  And
if they found out he was a snitch, he'd be better off in a room
full of zombies.

 

“Your eggs are getting cold,” Marcus said.  There was a
tinge of annoyance in his voice, but Shawn was sure it had nothing
to do with the eggs.

 

He looked down at the plate of food.  He was hardly hungry
but he didn't want to upset Marcus any more than he already had so
he ate and every mouthful dropped into his stomach like a moldy
brick.

 










The Pen


Leron and Toby had the unpopular task of checking the stock this
afternoon.  They had to pick out six or seven of the best and
worst specimens and pull them from the pen so they could be
prepared for the night's show.  Of all of the things that
Leron had to do as part of this enterprise, this was the
worst.  But someone had to do it.

 

The two of them were dressed from head to toe in thick dark
clothing.  They wore at least three layers.  It helped to
hide their scent which seemed to keep the zombies fairly docile
while they were being moved.  Ski masks made breathing a bit
harder but cut down on the smell; oddly enough, Leron didn't mind
the smell so much.  They wore goggles and gloves and high
laced up boots.  In addition, the zombies themselves had their
hands bound behind their backs and rubber balls tied into their
mouths.  No one took any chances.

 

The pen seemed crowded but they knew that they had barely enough
zombies for the night.  They had twenty two, a mixture of
races and genders and ages.  Some of the really sick bastards
liked to get into the ring with children.  From what Leron had
heard, fighting the children was harder because they were kind of
wiry.  And that's what this was all about.  Fighting
zombies.  The Ultimate Zombie Fighting
Championship.  When Marcus had first come up with the
plan, Leron had thought it was stupid.  Of course, he thought
most of Marcus' ideas were stupid.  Then again, Marcus was
wildly successful in just about everything he did while Leron had
pretty much been living in his shadow ever since they'd met.

 

So Marcus had told him to go out and find a zombie, see if it
was all true.  That was weeks ago and Leron had laughed at
him.  What the hell are we gonna do with a
zombie?  But he'd done as Marcus asked because all of
Marcus' stupid plans made money.  Then Marcus had asked him to
find a warehouse.  So he'd done that.  Leron could find
almost anything but never had the money or the knowledge to acquire
it.  Actually, now that he thought about it, he and Marcus
made a decent team.  Yeah, that's what they were!  A
team!

 

Marcus told Leron that he thought morons would want to show off
their bravado and get into the ring with zombies.  It would be
kind of like Fight Club, everyday blue and white collar
nobodies grabbing for a few minutes of glory in vanquishing the
undead.  And for every guy that wanted to get into the ring,
there would be a hundred other guys who would pay just to
watch.  Ticket sales alone would hold up their enterprise, but
the intake from the betting would be more than they'd ever seen
before.

 

Marcus was their chief investor, which spared him from this kind
of work.  Leron didn't really care.  He was more than
happy to do the dirty jobs and collect on the profits.  Well,
he was more than happy to collect on the profits.  These dirty
jobs was dirtier than most and he was finding that he didn't really
have the stomach for it.  Literally.  Every time he had
to go into the pen, he wound up puking afterwards.

 

This was going to be their third weekend.  The first had
seemed like a bust.  They'd managed to drum up some interest
with the gang sect.  It was made into an initiation, which
didn't make Marcus happy.  But the fights were real and as the
word spread, more and more guys showed up with money in their
hands.  That first Friday night had been dead (ha ha). 
They'd taken a huge loss.  But by Saturday night they were
getting people who wouldn't normally even watch stories of that
neighborhood on the news.  Leron took great pleasure in the
guilty expressions on the faces of all of the Wall Street white
guys.  He imagined they had the same looks on their faces
while huddled in the corners of their apartments scrolling through
page after page of internet porn.

 

Toby stood by the door to the cage with a prod while Leron went
inside.  The zombies all looked up as the door squeaked
open.  That awful low moan came from some of them.  It
was muffled by the rubber balls but the combined sounds echoed
about the place like a sorrowful wind.  They were slow to
react to Leron's prodding, the cold affecting them badly. 
That had been an important discovery.  Keeping them cold
didn't harm them, but it did slow their reactions.  It was
much safer moving about a roomful of cold zombies than it was a
roomful of warm ones.  Leron wondered what they would do come
spring.

 

“The pickings are slim,” he said to Toby, as he moved through
the pen and inspected the stock.  They were going to need more
zombies.

 

As he continued with his work, the dead became more
agitated.  They were confused by him, this man in motion with
a muffled scent.  They pulled at their bonds and stuck their
noses at him to try and get a better understanding.  He pushed
them away, sometimes aggressively.  To this they had no
reaction.  The zombie sense of self preservation was
nil.  When he finally found one good enough for the Saturday
night game, he directed it through the throng and pushed it towards
Toby.

 

“How we doing?” Toby asked.  He was referring to
time.  Their time with the zombies was always short.  As
docile as they were at the moment, just about anything could spark
them once the warmth of a body reached their senses.  Even
bound and gagged, they were dangerous.  If they swarmed him
and he got scratched, he could become infected.

 

Leron shrugged.  “I gotta get three more.  That ought
to start us off okay.”

 

He went back in.  Toby set to work checking the bindings on
the zombie's hands mouth.  All the work was done when they
were put into the pen but sometimes guys got careless.  Tying
up the hands wasn't really much of a problem but you had to do it
first.  They hated the gag and they'd fight like bobcats if
they had their hands.  A couple of times, some lazy idiot had
done a superficial job with the bonds and just shoved the guy into
the pen.  This particular zombie seemed well restrained. 
He was a ganger from last week, a couple of years younger than
Toby, maybe fourteen or fifteen.  He'd botched the initiation,
a zombie fight, and wound up as stock.  He was pretty fresh so
he was likely to put on a good show.

 

Leron came out with two more a minute after that.  There
was a woman in a police outfit, but the uniform wasn't legit. 
She'd been a stripper who'd taken a bad job.  She wasn't even
hot, really, an older bitch whose time had come and gone.  Now
literally.  The other one was a white guy, dark suit, trimmed
beard, no hair.  Leron always picked one of the white
guys.

 

“One more,” he said as he went back in.

 

“Maybe not,” Toby answered, as he went to work on the
stripper.  “They're shuffling around pretty good in there.

 

“I won't be picky.”

 

Leron moved back inside, determined to keep his promise. 
The first one was an older guy, maybe sixty or even seventy years
old.  The elderly seemed to get stronger as zombies. 
Maybe it's because they weren't so worried about breaking a
hip.  Still, not so good for the show.  An opening
act?  Nah, not tonight.  Not on a Saturday.  He
pushed that one aside and homed in on a beefy guy with one
arm.  The one arm wasn't generally a problem if the zombie was
big enough.  It skewed the bets because people didn't really
understand how little of a handicap it was.  That was
generally good for the house.  It was going to be the one
armed guy for sure.

 

As Leron moved in for the grab, he felt something tug on his
shoulder from behind.  His first instinct was to pull
away.  He knew that a zombie had come up behind him and was
interested now in more than investigation.  He also knew that
its hands were free.  It didn't really concern him because it
would still be gagged.  At this stage, he could pull
away.  In a few minutes, they would be all over him.  But
as he tugged away, he felt something hook under his left elbow and
yank his arm back.  Spinning, he let out a cry and shoved hard
with his right hand.  It was the old man, teeth bared. 
Damn!  Just two minutes before, this thing had been
trussed up like a Christmas pig.  Before he could push the old
man away, those teeth nicked his gloved hand.  It pissed him
off more than anything else and he shoved the old guy hard. 
The hapless zombie stumbled into a middle aged woman and the two of
them went to the ground.  With a curse, Leron turned back to
the one armed zombie, grabbed it by its shirt front and yanked it
out of the pen.  Toby was there to quickly subdue it.

 

“What happened?” Toby asked him when the four zombies were lined
up.

 

“Old fucker got free and twisted my arm back.  If we
weren't so short on stock, I'd bash his brains in.”

 

“You didn't get bit, did you?”

 

Leron shoved him and made a show of his clothing.  “Through
all this?  Don't be stupid.”  But as they began herding
the night's performers toward the preparation area, his finger
began to throb.
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	Forty
Leap (2006)
SAMPLE ONLY. This is the first 4 chapters of the novel Forty
Leap. Please see inside for details. -- What if you could travel
into the future? What if you couldn’t stop travelling into the
future? You might lose a minute or an hour. You’d get bewildered
stares from your family when it takes you five minutes to retrieve
your sister in-law’s cup of tea from the next room. You’d have to
beg for your job when you missed a week because of jumping into the
future. Blocks of time would suddenly be behind you. And during
those blocks of time, people might leave. People might die. The
world might change around you. What happens then if you start to
lose years? Then people finally start to believe your story? Then
they want to study you. They want to harness your curse as a power.
As the generations pass you by, what does the world become in your
absence? Who are you when you finally emerge into each new era?

I’ll tell you who you are. You’re Mathew Cristian, that’s
who.



	


The
Book of Revelations (2008)
When a psychiatrist discovers a way to see into people’s past
lives he becomes judge and jury. Seeking the advice of clergymen,
he meets Rabbi Guetterman and discovers that, in his past life, he
was of Adolf Hitler. This discovery sparks events that push the
limits of society, test the bounds of faith, and put the rabbi in
mortal danger. Because when the Jury is after you, there is no
escape.



	


Zombies!
Episode 4: The Sick and the Dead (2010)
The coming of the zombies to the world is not necessarily the
coming of the apocalypse. Take a tour of the research facility
where Dr. Denise Luco combats the zombie infection. Anthony Heron
must continuously do battle with his own private demons while
trying to keep the public ones at bay. And what's going on with
Peter Ventura?



	


Life
Broker (2010)
If you're like Mr. Davis, you're unsatisfied with your life. Of
course, if you're like Mr. Davis, you've reached the end of your
life and a none too happy ending it was. Ready for a new life, Mr.
Davis now has the opportunity to make sure everything goes the way
he wants it to go. And with Jimmy as his broker, everything's sure
to turn out just right.



	


Zombies!
Episode 1: Shawn of the Dead (2010)
THE coming of the zombies to the world is not necessarily the
coming of the apocalypse. Shawn of the Dead is the first of a
series of episodes that focuses on the more personal aspects of
people as they face their regular lives against the backdrop of a
zombie infection.



	


Zombies!
Episode 2: Abby's Bad Day (2010)
The coming of the zombies to the world is not necessarily the
coming of the apocalypse. Abby Benjamin is a typical working mom.
But when one of the customers at the gym where she works falls ill,
Abby gets a close up look at a completely different world, a world
that is ever creeping into the lives of normal people. It is a very
bad day.



	


Zombies!
Episode 3: Love Bites (2010)
The coming of the zombies to the world is not necessarily the
coming of the apocalypse. Relationships are hard enough without
having to worry about the undead knocking on your door. Follow John
Arrick, Shawn Rudd, and Denise Luco as they try to put their fears
of the undead aside in order to grapple with the much more
dangerous effects of romance.



	


Zombies!
Episode 6: Barriers Collapse (2011)
Is the apocalypse a world wide event or is it something that
happens privately to the individual? The walls that separate the
characters of Zombies! begin to collapse. Abby and Peter embark on
a crusade to warn people of the threat of zombies while John Arrick
discovers that his miraculous recovery from the zombie infection
does not come without side effects.



	


Zombies!
Episode 8: The Good, the Bad, and the Zombie (2011)
Is the apocalypse a world wide event or is it something that
happens privately to the individual? It's Christmas. While Greg
Smith is reunited with his estranged parents, Anthony Heron must
battle his demons in order to find his way back to the family that
is rapidly slipping away.

After an unprecedented phone call from his mother, Greg Smith
and his wife agree to allow them into their lives despite a prior
conflict. As they are resolving their issues, Smith must deal with
the rapidly deteriorating Anthony Heron and a piece of intelligence
that names all of the Zombie Rights Association officers and the
locations of their safe houses.

When Naughton steps in to help Smith run the operation, they
implement a plan to exterminate hundreds of zombies and take back
control of the city. But, of course, when an operation is spread
out over six locations and involves dozens of people from all
different branches of law enforcement, things are bound to go
wrong.
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