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Fair Warning


This text includes approximately the first 20%
of Barriers Collapse.  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 Barriers Collapse 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


Investigating an alleged murder on streets of Brooklyn,
Detectives Johan Stemmy and Anthony Heron encounter zombies. 
Detective Stemmy is bitten and dies from the resulting
illness.  As a last request, he charges Heron with making sure
he himself doesn’t become a zombie.  After his death, Heron
shoots him in the head.

 

Shawn Rudd, accused of the murder, is released from
jail.  He goes quickly to meet with his secret boyfriend,
Marcus.

 

A week later, Abby Benjamin, a clerk at a local gym, takes a
sick customer to Sisters of Charity Hospital.  The customer
dies and becomes a zombie infecting several others.  Peter
Ventura, a young ER doctor, locks down the room, trapping himself,
Abby, and several others in with the zombies.  After a
harrowing experience, they are freed and cleared of
infection.  The events, however, create a panic which empties
every major city.  Peter Ventura locks himself in his
apartment for a week, dealing with the trauma.

 

Suzanna DeForest, a customer at Push Ups Gym where Abby
works, also contracts the infection.  She convinces her
boyfriend, John Arrick, to sit with her while she is ill.  She
dies in the middle of the night and attacks him, biting him on the
thigh.  Arrick comes down with the plague but miraculously
survives.

 

Dr. Denise Luco, who is in charge of trying to find a cure
for the infection, receives a call several weeks after the first
cases from a geneticist overseas.  He claims to have created
the bacterium which causes the infection.

 

At the same time, Detective Heron, now in charge of the
NYPD’s Zombie Task Force deploys several squads to a church in
queens where numerous zombies have been sighted.  His deputy,
Francis Culph, already teetering on the edge, is sent over when he
shoots an infected child that has not yet died.  Later that
evening, Culph is picked up by a woman in a bar and ends up
strangling her in an irrational rage.

 

Discovering that Marcus has been running zombie fights,
Shawn goes to confront him.  They argue and Shawn tries to
shoot Marcus.  Marcus, however, is a much better
shot.










Press Conference


"LIEUTENANT Heron, Justin Mullen with the
News.  Just how many zombies were there inside
Saint Francis' church on Saturday morning?"

 

"It's hard to say.  We estimate there were close to forty
zombies there before anyone showed up that morning.  When you
add the victims to that list, well…"

 

"And how many of them did you arrest?"

 

"I'm sorry.  Arrest?"

 

"Yes, surely you didn't just go in there and slaughter
them?"

 

"I take exception at the use of the word, slaughter. 
Zombies are already deceased people.  They can't be cured or
helped in any way.  Attempting to arrest them would present an
unnecessary danger to both the officers involved and the
public."

 

"Dr. Luco, Brittany DeWitt with the Times.  What
do you have to say about this?"

 

"Lieutenant Heron is one hundred percent correct.  We've
been studying zombies now for almost three months and there's never
been any indication of life, let alone intellect."

 

"How do you respond to the allegations by the Zombie Rights
Association that you're fabricating your results?"

 

"Of course, I deny it.  There's no motivation for me to
lie."

 

"Dr. Luco, Colin Jones with the Voice.  What about
funding?  Money is often the strongest motivation for
researchers to lie."

 

"Mr. Jones, I am well funded already.  Let's not forget
that the goal of my research is stopping a deadly disease.  In
fact, if I felt there was a way to bring back the people who've
turned, I'd probably receive even more money."

 

"But, still, how do you answer to rumors that a zombie, while
undergoing a surgical procedure at your facility, started screaming
as your surgeons cut into him."

 

"Ahem.  That story is the product of sensationalist
nonsense."

 

"Lieutenant Heron, Joshua Hu from the Herald. 
What's your take on the events in Africa?"

 

"That's a little out of my jurisdiction."

 

"Ha, ha.  Yes, sir, but I was wondering how the police
force uses an event like that to better protect the city."

 

"I see.  We, of course, run many different types of
scenarios both computer simulated and live.  I've coordinated
with law enforcement all over the country and we've exchanged
viable strategies for dealing with outbreaks.  Saturday's
event at St. Francis was the largest such outbreak we've
had here in the city and we're hoping it's unique.  To answer
your question, the outbreak in Africa happened under much the same
circumstances as the outbreak in Bucksburg, West Virginia. 
Secrecy, attempting to hide the outbreak, is very dangerous.
 Since the very beginning, the authorities here in the city
have been very intent on educating the public."

 

"Lieutenant Heron, Sally Maxwell with the Daily. 
Is there any hope that Saturday's incident was unique and not just
the beginning of something much worse?"

 

"Three members of the church have come forward to help us with
the investigation.  It seems that Father Ohara, who ran the
church, had collected the zombies in a room in a subbasement and
was holding them until their souls could be saved.  While I
don't question the Father's intentions, his actions cost the lives,
and souls, of many of his parishioners.  Again, I
would strongly urge the public to report any such collecting of
zombies in one area.  Of all of the threats posed to society
since the introduction of the zombie infection, the gathering of
large numbers of zombies in secret is by far the most
dangerous."

 

"Dr. Luco, Wayne Britton of the City Life.  How
close are you to finding an effective treatment for the
infection?"

 

"As many of you have heard, we've brought in some help from
overseas.  Most of our antibiotic treatments have been
ineffective but we've had some success with radiation and even
chemotherapy."

 

"Chemotherapy?  Is it a cancer?"

 

"Not as such, no.  But chemotherapy does seem to slow it
down."

 

"And when will there be a cure?"

 

"I wish I knew, Mr. Britton.  I wish I knew."










But Are They Dead?


THE press conference was held in the lobby of
Arthur Conroy Memorial Hospital the Monday morning after
raiding the infested church in Queens.  Dr. Luco had insisted
on it so that she could get quickly back to work after what she
deemed an exercise in frivolity.  Heron didn't care where the
press conference was.  He was just happy to have been able to
stall it two days.  Since the episode at St. Francis,
everyone with a pen or camera had been on his back.

 

As they left the podium, Luco tried to avoid him, making a bee
line for the back of the room.  She was heading toward her
lab, but he caught up to her and followed her into the
stairwell.  She looked up at him, worried by the look on his
face.  She wasn't sure what she'd said during the conference
that had upset him.

 

"I saw you hesitate when they asked you about the scream."

 

"I didn't hesitate," she said.

 

"Yes, you did.  I saw it and I bet they saw it as
well."

 

She turned away and went down two steps, saying, "You're
mistaken," as she did so.  But he grabbed her arm and pulled
her back, almost tripping her up.

 

Snatching her arm away from him, she yelled, "Keep your hands to
yourself, Lieutenant.  I don't answer to you."

 

"Is it true?" he asked.  "Did one of them scream?"

 

"No."

 

"You're lying.  Oh, my God.  You're lying to me!"

 

Luco breathed in and breathed out.  She was trying to calm
herself.  "I wasn't there."

 

"But it happened?"

 

"Yes.  The surgeon said he cut into the zombie's belly and
it let out a scream."

 

"Don't you knock them out, first?"

 

She threw her arms in the air.  "Why would we think to
anesthetize a corpse?"

 

"So what does it mean?" Heron pressed.  "If a zombie can
feel pain, what does that mean?"

 

"It doesn't mean anything.  The bacteria reactivate certain
portions of the brain.  In this particular case, they
reactivated the pain centers."

 

"And what about the one from Saturday?  The one who opened
fire on my men?"

 

Luco shrugged.  "He was probably holding the gun when he
died.  Maybe he held some sort of biological memory or had a
muscle spasm.  The tests on his body showed no difference
between him and the other victims.  Lieutenant, you're going
to see all sorts of zombie anomalies as this thing spreads. 
Each and every one will seem like they're more than what they are,
which is just dead flesh."

 

"You're sure?" he said, a bit more calmly.

 

"Of course I'm sure," she answered him.  "What are you so
worried about?"

 

He shook his head back and forth, turned, and took two steps
back up the stairs.  He hesitated, not turning back but just
standing still.

 

She looked at his back.  "What is it?"

 

"It's Stemmy," he answered.  "I shot him and now I wonder
if I could have saved him."

 

She began to answer, but he took several quick steps and went
through the outer door.  Naughton was coming in as he was
going out.  Heron barely noticed him.  When he was gone,
Naughton looked reprovingly at Luco.

 

"Don't blame me," she said.

 

He came down to her level and kissed her quickly on the
lips.  "So what happened?"

 

She started back down the stairs and Naughton followed. 
"He's worried that the zombies can be saved."

 

"Can they?"

 

"Don't you start with me, too."

 

They went straight to the lab, saying hello to a few people on
the way.  Naughton's face was becoming a familiar one down
there.  Nobody even questioned the officer's presence.

 

Waiting for them inside the lab was Rudolph Ludlow.

 

Ludlow was fiendishly handsome.  He was a middle aged man,
perhaps in his upper forties, with brown hair that showed just a
hint of grey.  The lines on his face were few and
distinguished.  He was tall.  He was not thin but he was
in fantastic shape, as if the best thing he could ever find to do
was take care of his body.  He would have put the best of the
best at Push Ups gym to shame.  Over the phone he had
sounded pompous, though not arrogant.  He was too enthusiastic
to seem arrogant.  After his bold confession, Denise Luco
decided that she had to have him where she could pick his
brain.  And he wanted nothing more himself.  So he and
she had managed to get him on a restricted flight from London to
the New York where she had met him in an official vehicle.  It
had taken two weeks.  Ten minutes after his arrival, he had
confirmed that the bacterium that caused the zombie infection was,
in fact, his invention.

 

But even after that revelation, there were many unanswered
questions.  Ludlow had received a grant from the British
government two years before so that he could conduct his
research.  The focus of the project was on developing a
bacterium that would work in concert with the human immune system,
giving people the natural ability to fight off viruses and
infections that were otherwise incurable.  It would have made
the common cold a thing of the past.

 

Of course, the tests on animals produced the zombie
result.  For six months, Ludlow had worked hard to counteract
the effect but to no avail.  Every month, he reported to his
government, but hid the fact that he had produced undead. 
Though his superiors had never given him a reason to believe that
they would take his creation and use it as a weapon, he was
naturally paranoid.  After the half year was up, he worked up
a detailed report, excluding large pieces of information, and
declared the project a failure.  He destroyed all of the
samples personally, accounting for each one, and closed up shop
with no one any the wiser.

 

So how had it gotten out?

 

And why had it started in the United States as opposed to the
United Kingdom?

 

It didn't take them long to find out the answers to both of
those questions.  The day after Ludlow arrived, Luco took him
on a tour of the facility, including the Zoo.  She
introduced him to their most famous zombies, including Zoe
Koplowitz.  It struck Ludlow a blow as he stared in at the
little zombie girl, huddled under the bed.

 

Is there any relation to Lucy Koplowitz?

 

That was her mother.  Larry, the father, was first
zombie encountered.  He was killed on the street.

 

Larry was not the first.  Lucy was.  Over the summer,
Ludlow had met and had an affair with Lucy Koplowitz.  He'd
known she was married but she'd told him that her husband was
cheating on her and their marriage was dead.  He and she had
gotten on very well very quickly and spent a week together. 
Then she'd gone back to the States and he hadn't heard from her
again.  Luco had tested Ludlow's blood immediately after that
and discovered small traces of the bacterium.  It seemed to be
dormant.  Daily tests showed the same thing.  Three weeks
later they still didn't know why.

 

Naughton and Ludlow shook hands and exchanged greetings. 
Luco was amazed at how at ease Naughton was with Ludlow, knowing
that the two of them spent hours alone together in the lab. 
Sometimes over night.  Silly things like that didn't seem to
faze the police captain.  He was just too good for something
as petty as jealousy.  And that was exactly one of the
qualities that insured Luco's fidelity.  His confidence in
both himself and her was one of the things she loved about him.

 

"Anything?" Naughton asked Ludlow.

 

Ludlow shook his head.  Normally a very enthusiastic and
cheerful person, the weeks of testing and seeing the results of his
work had taken their toll on the English doctor.  He tried not
to visit the Zoo.  Now that he knew that Zoe and Lucy
were related, he couldn't stand to look at her.  He saw the
mother in the child and it brought him a sadness with which he
couldn't yet cope.

 

"What about Anthony?" he asked Luco.

 

"I told you not to start," she said.

 

"What is it?" Ludlow asked.

 

Naughton said, "Anthony Heron is the officer in charge of the
zombie task force.  Based on some recent events, he's worried
that the zombie effect might be…reversible."

 

"Recent events?" Ludlow asked.  "Like the scream?"

 

Naughton nodded.  "He's out there every day and he's
personally responsible for the destruction of every zombie we
find.  That'd be too much for him to bear if he suddenly found
out they could be saved."

 

Luco threw her hands in the air.  "No offense, Lance, but
you and Heron are cops.  Do your jobs and not ours.  The
zombies don't feel pain and they don't know how to shoot a
gun."

 

Ludlow was nodding.  "I must concur.  My original
research supports it."

 

"You'd better be right," Naughton said, then brightened.
 "Now who wants to go for lunch?"










Investigation


THE day went from bad to worse when Heron
arrived at the office.  He went first to Gregory Smith to see
if there were any developments on his end.  It had been
Saturday evening when they'd responded to a text from Shawn Rudd
informing him about a zombie hunt.  He had found several
zombies dead at the site as well as Shawn's cell phone.  Shawn
himself was missing.  Heron had spoken to Shawn's parents that
evening.  That had gone badly.  He had told them all that
he knew, which was that Shawn had sent him an urgent text and he
had responded as quickly as possible, dispatching units to the
scene as well.  Upon arrival, he'd found the scene of a battle
with zombies.  The only sign of Shawn had been his cell phone,
left behind.

 

Shawn's parents had blamed him.  He expected no less, but
it was still difficult to have to withstand their venom.

 

Smith had nothing to report.  Over the last two days, the
Angus Construction yard had remained inactive. 
They'd caught sight of a couple of zombies stumbling across the
grounds but none of them matched Shawn's description.  That,
at least, was good news.  The other portion of Smith's
assignment was to investigate any other sites that might house
scores of the undead.  He had teams going from abandoned
warehouses to unused dock sites.  There was nothing so
far.

 

Satisfied with the report if not the results, Heron left Smith
and went in search of Culph.  The press conference had left
him with the bitter taste of doubt in his mouth.  His mind
kept going back to the policeman zombie that had taken shots at
Culph and his squad in the basement of Saint Francis
church Saturday morning.  It wasn't just the fact that the
thing had had the wherewithal to pull the trigger.  According
to Culph, and according to what Heron had witnessed on Culph's
shoulder camera, the other zombies had fallen in behind the
cop.  It looked very much to witnesses as if they were waiting
for him to do the most damage so that they could then swarm
forward.  This troubled Heron.  The first was
Stemmy.  It had been three months since his partner had been
bitten by Zoe Koplowitz and had subsequently died from the
infection.  Three months since Heron had fulfilled his promise
to prevent Stemmy from becoming a zombie himself by shooting
Stemmy's lifeless body in the head.  If there was a measure of
intelligence inside those zombie brains, then perhaps he was guilty
of murder.  He wasn't sure he could live with that.  Then
again, an alleged intelligence didn't seem to stop them from
killing and eating live human beings.  It would have been much
worse to have to face Stemmy under those circumstances.

 

Culph wasn't at his desk.  He hadn't been in the day before
but Heron hadn't thought twice about it.  Though he saw Culph
almost every day, Heron was the only one required to work
seven days a week.  Everyone else got to take a break from the
zombie menace, spend time with their families and friends, and
forget the danger for a little while.  With Culph, though, the
danger was his family.  It was his best friend. 
For him to take two days off despite being sent home Saturday after
the church incident, seemed odd.

 

Heron checked the basement next.  There were sixteen men
down there running drills.  Al Henry, one of the first men to
accept assignment to the zombie squad, was in charge.  They'd
set up sort of a Hogan's Alley area where they could move between
obstacles and identify zombies from civilians.  Despite all of
the differences, it was sometimes hard to identify the living from
the dead in the heat of the moment.  Though no trigger happy
cop had yet shot an uninfected person, there had been a few close
calls.  The Hogan's Alley exercise was an attempt to forestall
that eventuality.

 

"Any sign of Culph?" Heron asked, pulling Henry aside. 
They could hardly hear with all of the shooting.

 

Henry shook his head.  "Haven't seen him all day."

 

Heron scratched at his smooth head.  His chemotherapy was
coming to an end.  Soon he would go for his evaluation, a
formality at this point; the doctors said he was doing great. 
Then he'd have to start shaving again.  Patting Henry on the
shoulder, he turned to go.  He'd taken four steps when Henry
called him back.

 

"I almost forgot," Henry said.  "A couple of detectives
from homicide were looking for you.  Swanson
and…Mijaro?"




Heron nodded.  He knew both of them.  Thanking Henry,
he left the basement and headed back up to his office.  Once
in his chair and breathing comfortably with a cup of coffee within
reach, he picked up the phone.  First he called Culph's cell
phone.  When there was no answer, he tried the
apartment.  Still no answer.  Now he was worried. 
He was half tempted to go over there.  First, he decided to
call Mijaro.  Pulling the number off of the computer, he
dialed the phone and waited.

 

"Detective Mijaro," came the answer.

 

"Jamie, it's Anthony Heron.  How are you?"

 

Mijaro breathed.  "We miss you over here, Anthony."

 

"I miss the job," Heron answered with a laugh.  Who the
hell misses homicide?  "What's up?"

 

"I wish I had better news."

 

Heron went cold.  Even without any information, he knew it
had something to do with Culph.  The coincidence was too
great.  Culph gone for two days and homicide looking for
him.  He'd always considered the kid invincible.

 

"Have you got a Francis Culph under your command?"

 

Here it comes.  "You know I do, Jamie.  What
happened?"

 

"Is he at work?"

 

"Um…no.  You're looking for him?"

 

"He's a suspect in a murder investigation."

 

Heron shook his head sadly.  "Jesus, Jamie, I thought you
were going to tell me he's dead.  He hasn't been to work since
Saturday morning."

 

"You mean for that church thing?"

 

"Yeah."

 

"You haven't seen him since?" Mijaro asked.

 

"No."

 

Her voice took on that dubious cop tone.  "Are you
sure?"

 

"Don't treat me like that," Heron told her.  "Do you think
I'd lie to you?  He's not answering his cell or his home phone
either.  I was going to go by there.  What have you
got?"

 

"We've got a strangled woman found in her apartment last
night.  We checked around and got some video surveillance from
outside one of the local bars.  Culph was the last person seen
with her."

 

"Any forensic evidence?"

 

"The lab technicians are working on it.  We'll need a
sample from Culph."

 

If we ever see him again, thought Heron.  "I'll
let you know if I hear anything."

 

"Okay, Anthony.  Thanks.  I wish I could say it was
good talking to you."

 

"Yeah," he answered.  "Me, too."










Veterans


AT Sisters of Charity Hospital, the
chief of emergency medicine signed off on another transfer to
Arthur Conroy Memorial Hospital. It was the third transfer
since he'd been on shift.  As he put his name on the paper,
Peter Ventura, he pondered that fact that he'd rather kill
them all himself.  He supposed that there was some important
work going on at Arthur Conroy.  He expected that the
doctors there would eventually find a cure or at least a viable
treatment for the disease.  It was that expectation that kept
him signing his name.  Otherwise he'd rather just release them
and then show up on their doorsteps when his shift ended.  To
date, he'd only done that once.  The transfer hadn't gone
through and the mother had taken her sick son from the ER. 
Peter had gone there armed with a taser and several surgical
instruments.  After stunning the mother, he'd put the boy out
of his misery.  It had been a defining moment for him. 
Prior to that event, his experience with the zombies had always
been as a victim.  He'd been trapped by them in the hospital,
and then trapped by his own fear of them in his apartment. 
When he'd come back to work, the trauma had lingered for a long
time, eating away at his resolve.  Acting against Jason
Benford had been cathartic.  Somewhere inside, he still
understood that a child had died, but that hadn't been his
responsibility. What was his responsibility was that anyone who
might have been bitten by the resulting zombie, such as his mother,
was now safe.

 

He realized then that he wanted to make more people safe.

 

After stunning Melissa Benford and killing her son before his
time, shortly before his time, he'd expected to be
arrested.  He hadn't hidden his identity and he'd been
unwilling to take measures that would insure Melissa Benford's
silence.  That far, he could not go.  He wasn't built for
running so he'd just gone back to his life, albeit from a very
different perspective.  Now, three weeks had gone by and there
were no police.  No questions and no arrests.

 

Glancing quickly at the televisions in the waiting area, he
caught a glimpse of the news conference from that past Monday
morning.  It was Wednesday and they were still running
it.  Peter was no longer worried about the police coming for
him.  What worried him now was that news conference, or more
specifically that it had been dominated by rhetoric originating
with the Zombie Rights Association.  By Peter's
definition, they were a club full of crackpots who needed a crusade
to fill their days.  Zombie rights!  What a lot of
nonsense.  He knew what would happen, too.  These people
would gain political leverage and force laws into place.  Then
what?  When zombies were actually protected by the
law, they would be unstoppable.  Then they wouldn't need the
law because there'd be no one left and no law at all.

 

Like many of these stupid organizations, the politicians would
bend to the ZRA.  Afraid to turn off prospective
voters, they would institute a world of regulations on the handling
and testing of zombies.  What was needed was a strong opponent
to the ZRA.  Not a political opponent.  Those
who stood for something always tended to gain ground over those who
stood against.  Politics wouldn't work.  Peter had
already decided that he needed to spearhead more decisive
action.  For a week, he'd been planning and
investigating.  What he'd found out had slipped beneath the
noses of the police and those who were supposed to be protecting
the public.

 

When his shift ended, he grabbed his coat, said good day to his
coworkers, and walked out the door.  It was mid morning and
the sun was shining high in the sky.  The cold bit through his
light coat but he tried to ignore it.  He was working a lot of
night shifts now, not normal behavior for the chief.  But
they'd been shorthanded ever since the panic of a couple of months
before.  Having been up all night, he should have been
exhausted but he wasn't.

 

As he strolled down the streets of Brooklyn, he came upon a
fitness center call Push Ups.  The name had been
stuck in his head for a day or so.  He had been thinking about
it because he had been thinking about the woman who worked there,
the one who had brought in Karl Rappaport all those weeks
before.  Together, they had stood off against the
zombies.  When he had moved in to help one of the people in
trouble, she had backed him up.  He remembered her as being
strong, as having a family to fight for.  Looking in the
window, he saw her.  He couldn't remember her name but he
would read it off of her name tag and pretend that he
remembered.

 

Going inside, he looked around.  The gym was small by
franchise standards.  There were a couple of people walking
the treadmills and one body builder type working out with the
weights.  Steam rolled out of the back where the showers were
located.  Peter took in the smell of the place and wondered
just how many of the dead had passed through those doors. 
Then he looked at the woman behind the counter.  She was
pouring over a notebook, a pencil in her hand.  She was tap
tap tapping it on the counter in an annoying rhythm.  He
wasn't even sure she'd noticed him.

 

"Ahem," he said, stepping up to her.

 

She looked up, a bit bleary eyed.  There was a flash of
recognition in her eyes.  She remembered him but she couldn't
place his face.  Considering the circumstances under which
they had met, he thought that weird.  Of course, she may have
unconsciously clouded over many of the details of that day.

 

"Hello, Abby," he said to her with a smile.

 

She stared at his face for a moment, then searched the rest of
him for clues.  There was nothing about him that might
indicate that he was a doctor.  He didn't wear scrubs at work
and even if he had, he'd probably have changed before
leaving.  Even with a coat, the early December wind had a way
of cutting right through scrubs as if you weren't wearing anything
at all.

 

Finally, she gave up.  She must have thought he was a
customer because she put on a customer service face and said, "Good
morning."

 

"You don't remember me, do you?"

 

And now she was nervous.  There was a lot going on inside
this poor woman's head, a lot of what had been going on inside of
Peter's head.  She needed what he had found.  Past his
breakdown and the tense, fear-filled early days of his return to
society, he had found peace through planning.  Peace through
action.

 

"Sorry…" she began.

 

"No sweat," he told her, extending his hand.  "Peter
Ventura.  I'm a doctor over at Sisters of
Charity."

 

Halfway to shaking his hand, she halted and started just
shaking.  He withdrew his hand quickly, allowing her to settle
back into her comfort zone.

 

"It's okay," he said.  "Maybe I shouldn't have come
in."

 

"No," she said tentatively, desperately trying to collect
herself.

 

"Hey, Abby!" the guy using the weights called out.  "You
okay?"

 

She looked up at him, trying to sort through her thoughts and
emotions.  He must have noticed her reaction to Peter. 
"I'm okay," she said.  "Thanks."

 

"You let me know if you need me," he said back to her, eying
Peter warily.

 

"Sorry about that," she said to Peter, lowering her voice. 
The little spark of altercation seemed to settle her a bit. 
Peter wondered what a giant explosion would do.

 

"It's okay," he said, eyeing the weight lifter.  "I didn't
mean to upset you."

 

"I remember you now.  You hit the button, the one that
locked us in."

 

This gave him pause.  Her tone was so even that he didn't
really know how to interpret what she had just said.  Though
there wasn't even a hint of blame, neither was there any indication
that she agreed with the decision he'd made.  But he
remembered that day very clearly.  Those times of action had
been his best.  In the moment, with the adrenaline coursing
through his system, he'd been strong and decisive.  Only
afterwards had he collapsed and broken down.  Only afterwards
had he learned to seek the solace of that action.

 

He dropped his head.  "It was meant to save people."

 

"And it probably did," she said.  "Why are you here, Dr.
Ventura?"

 

"Peter.  Please," he said.  "I haven't told anyone
this because there's no one to tell.  The others that were
with us in the ER have all left the city.  After that day,
when we were all released, I went home and locked myself in. 
I stayed in my apartment for a week and I won't tell you what that
week was like.  I only left because I finally realized that
the world hadn't ended."

 

Abby listened with a forced sort of detachment.  What had
buoyed her after the event was the realization that Sammy, her son,
was going to be all right.  He'd been sick that very morning
and she had been worried that he was infected with the zombie
plague.  But his infection had been nothing more than strep
throat.  Ten days of antibiotics had made him well again.

 

"I just…" Peter began and then turned as the door behind him
opened and in walked Martin Benjamin.

 

Abby's husband was a big man with thinning hair.  He didn't
work out, had never set foot in a gym other than to see Abby. 
But a high level of tension and an inability to eat large meals
kept his weight down.  He was in his mid-forties but showed
few of the telltale signs of his years.  Trained as a computer
network technician, he'd seen some good times during the economic
boom of the 1990's and even early in the twenty first
century.  With the economic collapse, however, he'd lost his
job and his livelihood.  Now he was part of Best
Buy's staff and feeling miserable about it.  Underneath
his long winter coat, the bright blue of his shirt was just barely
visible.  He wore the khaki pants that all of the employees
wore.

 

"Hello, love," he said to Abby.

 

Bewildered at his appearance, she came around the counter and
embraced him.  Peter's appearance had put her ill at ease and
seeing Martin brought back some stability to her psyche.  She
squeezed him hard and reached up to give him a kiss on the
cheek.  When she pulled away, he was smiling.

 

"It's nice to be appreciated," he said.  "Who’s the
bloke?"

 

Peter pushed out a hand.  "Peter Ventura."

 

Martin took it.  "You a regular here?"

 

"No.  I actually came by to see Abby.  You must be her
husband."

 

"That's right.  Martin Benjamin."  He was looking at
Peter queerly and then suddenly brightened.  "I remember
you.  You were one of the docs over at that hospital a few
months back."

 

"That's right," Peter said, pleased that Martin had remembered
even if Abby hadn't.

 

"There's not going to be a reunion, is there?"  Martin was
making light of the situation but not really.  He knew how
badly it had affected Abby.  Even his own troubles had faded
into obscurity in light of her resulting frailty.  He tried
not to complain too much about his job and helped out more with
Sammy.  Whenever they needed to borrow money from her parents,
he took it with teeth clenched but no comment.  It was
difficult.  All of those things were difficult for a man like
Martin.  But it would be too much to bear if he alienated and
lost Abby.

 

"It's just us," Peter said, feeling his opportunity for
recruitment slipping away.  "Everyone else left the city and I
just needed to touch base with that day, see the reality after the
nightmare, if you get my meaning."

 

Martin went pensive.  "Makes sense.  How do you feel
about it, Abby?"

 

She was a bit taken aback by the question.  Martin had
always been very direct, though.  "I…I was a little shaken at
first, but…  It does feel better to speak with someone who was
there."

 

Martin grinned wide.  "It's settled then.  Peter,
you'll come along and have lunch with us.  What do you
say?"

 

Surprised, though pleasantly, Peter nodded.
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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 5: Sinners and Saints (2011)
Is the apocalypse a world wide event or is it something that
happens privately to the individual?Zombies have become a part of
society now, the truth of their existence common knowledge. And as
policemen like Anthony Heron and Francis Culph must deal with the
consequences of fighting them, others have embraced their existence
in surprising ways. Their common ground? Lots and lots of
zombies!



	


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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