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   You know, the concept of zombies is a fascinating one. Could they actually exist and in what form? Why of course! The technology has been in routine use for at least five decades perhaps six and in this day and age of biotechnology and DNA sequencing, it would be relatively simple. A man made virus killing off most of the population is more credible but zombies do take all forms. Of the hundreds of zombie books I've read, they have resembled vampires, demons, slow walkers, fast walkers, DNA changers, and literally everything in between. At least I tried to keep mine within the realms of real science. Consultation with a close friend who happens to also be a Medical Doctor kept me on the straight and narrow. I also made a conscious effort too not include esoteric medical terminology, mainly because I do not understand all that stuff myself.
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   I will also say that the strategies and techniques in my book will work in real life and is the product of countless ‘BS’ sessions between myself and select others over more than a few beers or Red Stag on the rocks. Those select others do include a Medical Doctor, Psychologist, various Law Enforcement personnel and some others. Through their urging to actually keep a semblance of reality in this story, I also made the survivors within my novel a normal, real survival mix of some men, but mostly women and children. I'm not even interested if you disagree. Instead, I suggest you simply read world history of every single recorded crises event throughout the ages
 
   I have read a great many apocalyptic books and found something useful in every single one, so kudos to all those authors. That genre fascinates me, whether I actually believe it will happen or not. The fact is that it 'could' happen. So do me a favor and stay prepared.
 
   But most of this entire book is dedicated to all those children and heroes of the Newtown, CT. Massacre. I cried like a baby for hours as I watched it unfold. Totally un-cool, and I'm positive God has already embraced those wonderful souls.
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   Prologue
 
    
 
   Breathing in ragged gasps, my back pressed against the side of the convenience store rack I had taken refuge against I quickly checked the mag in my Beretta. Damn, only four rounds left in this one. That left only one spare. Shaking my head at my obvious lack of planning, I holstered it and quickly drew my machete; its cold razor sharp steel hissed as it exited the leather sheath strapped to my back. What the fuck was I thinking coming here with only two extra mags and a machete, I thought to myself; as I crouched lower, the machete angled backward and upraised  alongside my head in a classic Prime katana position with the edge up and blade tilted slightly downward. Who would have ever thought trying to get laid would be this complicated or dangerous? 
 
   I could hear their growling from the other side of the aisle along with the shuffling of feet. Worse, I could smell them. I crouched lower, but they were waiting instead of moving around the corner in search of me, cunning zombies now? Christ! Did they not realize they were supposed to shamble aimlessly around in slow motion and present themselves as easy targets for slaughter? I had seen all the zombie movies and this wasn't in them! Okay, there were a couple books where zombies moved fast but that was just unnatural and nontraditional. 
 
   My breath billowed out in giant plumes from the cold, visible even in the flickering lights of the emergency overheads and I tried to keep my head tilted, angling it downward. No sense in letting them know exactly where I was, I thought uselessly. The store's emergency generator was still running out back, obviously only powering a few lights, and perhaps the refrigerators and freezers, because it was cold as a witch's tit in here.
 
   Again, feet shuffled from just around the corner. I could actually feel it moving closer to me, the stench of its presence was just ... wrong, and all pervasive. I tensed, then in a single fluid motion slid forward as my wrists twisted the blade ninety degrees sideways while automatically swinging, as I smoothly rounded the corner, in a semblance of a half remembered strike Kata, from days long gone. My eyes widened as they, yes they! Two of the bastards were hunched together shambling around the corner far quicker than I had anticipated. My body instinctively tried to pull back but my swing was already dedicated-- all or nothing--as I lifted my elbows automatically moving the blade into a horizontal position as I watched it arc through the air. Vaguely I noticed the zombie in front had once been a well-endowed female with an impressive display of cleavage showing. Her blouse had evidently been torn to shreds at some point and the view her two sizes too small bra showed, was simply breathtaking. I blinked. Reality check! I thought, refocusing on the task at hand, and its implications.
 
   "Son of a bitch!" I shouted hoarsely, as the razor edge of my heavy machete cleaved through both necks just below their heads and embedded itself in the chromed steel rack, holding what looked like beef jerky. I barely felt the slight hesitation as it sheared through their spinal cords, for my swing had been full force. "Fuck! Fuck!" I shouted, as the heads arced through the air while two more of the undead quickly rounded the corner following their fellows, or whatever it was they called themselves. Time slowed with adrenal temporal distortion as I fell backward, my machete stuck in the steel rack. I released its handle, my hand flying to my side drawing my Beretta PX4, arm snapping up fist extended, as my brain tried to shut down. My mind was thinking, bowling pins, just bowling pins, as the Tritium luminous sites centered on the first creature and my finger convulsively squeezed off a round. Crack! The rounds trajectory flew short and sweet, hitting this former elderly Wesco customer in the forehead, exiting out the back of its head in a spray of blood, bone and brains. My hand was coming back down from the slight recoil as my body continued to fall in a seemingly slow motion, my aim automatically tracking on the other. This one was a slightly younger male, I thought. Who cares actually? I fired again, watching with surreal fascination as my third to last round in the clip hit this one just above its mouth below the nose, but my angle being high sent its trajectory through the top of the creatures head. The roar of my .40 washed over me with a pressure like a hard buffet of wind.
 
   Like the others, this creature fell limply to the ground once its brain was destroyed. My shoulders and back hit the floor and time sped up as I huffed from the impact. I faintly heard the two shell casings tinkle, as they bounced on the tile floor beside me. My eyes were wide and red with fright and rage at the cunning of the half-dead bastards. One zombie was shuffling its feet while the other was moving quietly, and two more of the creatures were behind them as backup. What the hell? Are zombies using tactics? Still not too smart but amazingly cunning. With the damn undead bunching together earlier while making easy targets for me, I had almost become complacent, until I started running low on ammunition. I had been responding to the "help flag" waving in the air above Wesco. Okay, I was horny and seeing a white bra waving on the end of a shiny pole had attracted my attention and started my mind thinking. Jesus, so typically male I admit. 
 
   A damn bra on a pole sticking out of the air-conditioning duct above my local Wesco was obviously a sign for help, but holy fuck almighty, I never thought it would also make the assholes show up in droves. Well, the pole had been moving, so I suppose and from the way they arrowed in on me, movement obviously attracted them. Actually, Michael and I already knew that about them though, I simply had to remind myself not to get stupid.
 
   I chuckled to myself as I slowly sat up, then shuffled my feet under me and rose from the floor in a crouch, very alert for any sounds or movement. They must have been after the same thing I was, only for different reasons. The hilarity of the thought was bringing tears to my eyes. Okay well, it had been awhile since I last had sex, but saving people was important also. Very important if any children were in here somewhere. Children seemed to be immune or while not completely immune, at least more resistant to the virus. I glanced up, then sheathed my Beretta, reaching for the handle of my machete, wrenching it from the tangle of racking it had made. 
 
   I smoothly moved into the next isle looking for more of the bastards as if the ten outside and eight in the store were not enough. Not bad, I thought to myself but not good either.  Thirty rounds and only eighteen dead zombies did not bode well for my ammunition supply no matter how large it was.  I stopped my thinking before I became distracted in tallying up my inventory back home. I needed to stay focused. The machete was raised in Prime position again, as I looked both ways not seeing, hearing, or sensing anything.  I was now at the end of the racks and I spun in place, placing my back to the glass refrigerator doors.  I glanced over my shoulder noticing the racks inside were empty and someone had placed cardboard behind them, obscuring any view of the inside.  
 
   Well, it made sense: any survivors would be in the freezer or refrigerator compartments. I had already checked the office for survivors without success. Well, that was not exactly true. What I had found was the manager. You know the one that always hired the young sexy women for store clerks? Well, it wasn't just him in there. Sandi was in there also, and both were naked from the waist down. Now, I had originally thought that maybe someone alive was hiding in there since the blinds were drawn but not so in fact. Upon the sight of them in their undressed condition my mind instantly visualized two naked, about to rot zombies doing the thrust and grab. I couldn't help myself as my mind betrayed me. But Sandi? She was much older and had been an employee well before the new younger male manager took over. I guess she was job scared. I had shrugged and blasted them apart as I had the two staffing the counter, as if they were still on the clock when I first walked in. 
 
   I slid sideways to the right until I was beside the backroom door, my eyes wary for any movement.  Slowly I pushed it open, the door swinging inward as my blade lowered ready to stab any of the fuckers in the eye.  Nobody alive was in sight, just two dead bodies on the floor in front of the big stainless steel door to the refrigerator compartment. I gave it a hefty thump with my right fist. The one holding the machete and its solid steel shank rang against the stainless steel door.
 
   "Is anybody in there alive, dead, or almost dead?" I called out, my voice echoing through the large storage room.  I kept my gaze fastened on the back door leading into the general convenience store area as I listened for a reply. I would have really freaked out if I had gotten a reply from a dead person.
 
   "Oh my God, is that you, Jay? We heard all the shooting." I heard a muffled voice that sounded like Danielle's coming from within.
 
   "Danielle?  Is that you?"
 
   I heard something click within the door and it slowly opened outward.  I edged back prepared for anything.  In the narrow opening that appeared, I saw Danielle's tiny face peer out at me and I quickly lowered my blade and smiled holding out my left hand to her. 
 
   Not one but two girls rushed out of the cold storage room as the door swung fully open. As it did a blast of hot air hit me in the face. My left arm and side were engulfed, as the two girls pressed themselves against me, both shaking and crying. Then the stench hit me. Then I noticed they were in their underwear. Correction, only Bridget was. Danielle was topless. Her bra I guess...
 
   "Oh my god, you girls stink!" I try to step back but they wouldn’t let go.  They clung like limpets, and boy did they stink like bad B.O, spoiled food, and with the smell of vomit thrown in. "And why are you in your underwear? Where are your clothes?" I asked.
 
   "We've been in that oven for days what do you expect?" Bridget, the other girl, slurred without letting go and if anything clung tighter to me, her almost naked body molding itself against mine. Well normally, this would turn me on as you wouldn’t believe, especially with Bridget. She was HOT with a capital H.O.T: a raven-haired petite beauty, about 5'6" with a body that wouldn't stop. I was always trying to guess if she was a large C-cup or a small D. Hard to tell on some women but, Oh my God, the ass she had! It was still hard to tell her cup size with her tits squashed against my side. Wow, my tongue was numb. Still, something was wrong as Danielle started singing softly under her breath.
 
   "What is wrong with you girls?  Have you gone crazy? Where are your clothes?" I muttered, as I tried unsuccessfully to turn off my olfactory senses. Danielle stopped singing while Bridget burrowed her face in my neck. 
 
   "You try living in a six by sixteen foot refrigerator for days with nothing to drink but beer and nothing to eat but rotting burritos and cheese." Danielle paused.  "I broke the thermostat trying to make it warmer. But it just got really hot and we couldn't come out because the monsters were out here. But we were able to push a pole we found up through a vent in the ceiling to let out some of the heat."
 
   "And the smell?" but I guessed the pole through the ceiling had given them the bra help flag idea.
 
   "Sometimes at first we drank too much beer. It's all we had to drink. We sold out of everything else but beer before things went bad and the monsters started coming in." She smiled meekly and again started singing softly, as Bridget continued her full body wrap hug thing she currently had going on. A sweet warm breath filled my ear as Bridget's head tilted upward next to mine, her lips by my ear. "At first we kept warm by holding each other. Then it got too hot to even stay dressed." she murmured. My mind swirled and of course, the usual thoughts filled it. I couldn't help myself. My hand slide down her lower back and cupped her ass giving it a good squeeze. She was wearing black boy-short briefs, which accentuated her hair wonderfully, and that ass was firm. I swear to God my hand sizzled when it touched that ass, she was that HOT. Yes, I fully took advantage of the life and death situation we found ourselves in and without any shame whatsoever. She did not pull away. Woo-Hoo!
 
   "Wow. Two drunk sexy girls and one horny guy. God really loves me!" I raised my head and nodded in respect to the creator of all things. 
 
   Danielle stopped singing and looked at me. "Jay, you know I'm married. I need to go home to my husband now."  She pulled away and started to turn towards the door leading into the convenience store, her naked tits bouncing with the movement.
 
   "Whoa girl, get back here. You're in no shape to go anywhere but my place, if we can even get there." I growled, turning my attention back to her and moving forward clumsily, I grabbed her arm. Bridget's weight was impeding me slightly as she still had me in a full body, death grip hug. I found I was already responding to Bridget's softness, my jeans growing a lot tighter and obviously my distaste for the smell had not affected my body's natural responses. Something about having a mind of its own briefly flitted through my head. "Besides, I don't know who's alive yet in town," I continued. "Now go get your clothes girls; it's barely above freezing outside. You'll be popsicles before we get to safety.” 
 
   Danielle stopped moving as my hand checked her progress while Bridget started crying.  
 
   "I don't want to go back in there. It’s a hundred degrees," she sobbed.
 
   "Shhhhh," I muttered.  "We just don't have time for this shit!" I rolled my eyes. "Cry later when we're naked back at my place. Right now, just focus on what I tell you. Don't move, I'll get your clothes."
 
   I slipped through the half open door holding my breath. A wall of intense heat hit me like a poleax between the eyes. Jesus, I never knew those commercial heating and cooling units could get this hot. Squinting, I found their clothes piled together in the form of a makeshift bed. I scooped them up running back outside.
 
   The girls then quieted, looking at me after they both got dressed. Quickly, I told them to keep their heads down and follow me out. Danielle would stay right behind holding onto my tactical vest and Bridget holding onto the back of Danielle's belt as I judged that Danielle was the drunker of the two, if that were possible. They were both shitfaced so it was not an easy thing to judge. We would single file out of here as quiet as mice. No peeps, no screams and no running off or they were dead. It took effort to pry Bridget's hands from around my waist, but we were ready to go in a moment and slowly I negotiated the interior of the store with the girls in tow. I felt the solid weight of Danielle's hand as I reached the entrance glancing back to ensure Bridget was still with us. Two young drunk sexy girls. Hell almighty! God really did love me but his love had major challenges.
 
   Outside it was still surprisingly clear of moving undead from my earlier shooting. I had left dead bodies everywhere and they still lay on the asphalt where they had fallen. I had known only headshots would truly take them out, but the instinct to shoot center body mass was still strong and took a bit to knock the habit out of me. The head being a smaller target but definitely doable as was obvious as I surveyed all the bodies with gooey punctured heads lying everywhere. I crouched down drawing the girls with me at the double glass doors that were still half-open. I was glad the emergency generator wasn't tied into them. The swish they made opening and closing would have given us away to any of the undead that still remained in the area.
 
   "Okay. This is the plan. We're going to run across the parking lot to that field in front of us there," I pointed. "Then we'll crawl to the next house which is empty, and then cross the street fast to my place if no one is in sight. We'll be safe there. Got it?" I whispered to them pointing as I have instructions, watching them nod in return and prepared myself for the run.
 
   Just as I eased through the doors, two of the bastards suddenly came around the outside front corner walking fast. Damn! So much for the coast is clear, I thought. I leaned out between the glass doors and fired off my last two rounds left handed, hitting the first one in the head with my second shot, the first round having ripped through its cheek. I hit the magazine ejector on the .40 and slapped in my last magazine. Quickly thumbing the slide release in the time it took the previous magazine to hit the ground, I quickly took out the last one at eight feet, with a shot through the forehead. Her head snapped backward, her body stopping in mid power stride and collapsed before me. Whew! Fuckers! Another woman, but this one not so well endowed unfortunately. Or fortunately, depending on your point of view. Okay, so I checked them out. So sue me! 
 
   Quickly, I scooped up and pocketed the empty magazine while moving out under the awning. My head tried like hell to give me whiplash, as it rotated left and right quickly checking my surroundings. Clear so far. I beckoned the girls to follow me. 
 
   We made it. I'm not sure how, but we did. No, they did not keep their heads down. Yes, they both squealed at the bodies they had to run over. No, they did not have any kind of situational awareness and the worst part of it was they were so obviously drunk, they staggered everywhere and were hard to control. It was all I could do to keep them with me, but we made it across the street to my place in the end. They wanted to head down the driveway to the house, but I grabbed them both and shook my head motioning for silence again, in a futile hope they would actually obey and led them through the woods that surrounded my abode to the back entrance of the retreat. Next time I would also remember earplugs! 
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   The crouched figure watched through his high-powered scope as the male figure exited the Wesco convenience store and took down two more of the walkers before motioning towards the open doorway. With amazement, he saw two girls follow him as they quickly made their way across the parking lot to the scrub field next to the store, then they made a half ass attempt to disappear into the brush. He centered the crosshairs on the man's skull, his finger caressing the trigger of his Remington 700 .308 and watched as they moved through its dense mass. He shifted aim and examined each of the two women. Both were young, one cute and the other amazingly pretty even with matted hair. 
 
   The sun was bright overhead and he reached up with his free hand to tilt his leather boonie hat forward a bit more to cut off its rays from hitting his eyes. He tried shifting focus to the man again only to see that he had disappeared completely. He could end this man's pain and his hope. There was no point in living anymore, anyways. Slowly his finger tightened on the trigger easing it back while looking for the man's figure again. There he was. He obviously had some skill as the bodies littered everywhere were a testament to that, then he had dropped from sight but had reappeared because the women were all but hopeless at the craft. With a sigh, he released the trigger and decided to keep an eye on them for now. Maybe take care of them later, maybe not. Well, the day wasn't over and he had a mission to fulfill. Still plenty of light left to add a few score more to purgatory's roster. Quickly, he melted backwards through the wood line like a ghost, making no sound and little visible movement, then was gone.
 
    
 
   *****
 
   

 
   

 
 
   Chapter 1
 
    
 
   Day 1: 0905 ET
 
    
 
   It was a perfect fall day. Typical of Michigan this time of year at a crisp thirty-five degrees, with a slight wind out of the northwest at a steady three-four mph gusting slightly. Light fluffy clouds gently grazed the troposphere and the sun was very bright overhead as it shown down through the light blue morning sky. I turned my attention back to topping off the tank of my new Toyota Highlander, my ear tuned to the radio I had turned up while pumping, waiting for the Dean Stein program to start. There were already reports of civil unrest in many of the major cities in battleground states as the election counted down with only a few days left. Portman leading by six percent over Johnson was wonderful news to me. Not so wonderful to all those that needed the current president’s newly enacted welfare programs to continue living off the government teat. I shook my head subconsciously wishing more people could take responsibility for their own lives instead of being entirely dependent on others. I really hoped my own children did not fall into that seductive trap and was glad they were great kids and still trainable at the young ages of nine, six, and two. 
 
   Clarissa was all girl, having acquired more purses and shoes than even her mom. Her long golden hair and amber eyes surrounded by a flawless complexion of milky white skin made her a beauty even among her peers at the upper elementary. Thank God cheerleading was over, I thought, then sighed knowing she would very quickly find another after school program to enroll in. I just needed to get used to my afternoons and evenings being busy for the next dozen years. 
 
   Paul was, as grandpa claimed, a fart in a windstorm and all boy, tough and smart. They were all intelligent kids. Paul hated school but could do the homework when he needed too, even in the first grade. Even though he was a typical six year old, he did not really like sharing at all, or getting less attention than others did around him. Nevertheless, he was at most moments somewhat introspective, with a heart of gold. I remembered last weekend at my parents, we were out back shooting a new Ruger 10/22 .22 caliber Rifle I had purchased just for him and Clarissa. They wound up chastising each other on range safety even though they both had it right. They were each just saying it differently and through all that were great kids that fought like a brother and sister should!
 
   Then there was little Emma, the youngest. At two years of age, she had supplanted Clarissa as being the light of my life. Always happy and smiling, her laughter and bright blue eyes with that crazy mop of curly hair filled the house all day long when I had them, except during nap time. I smiled softly to myself, thinking that even sick she was a happy little girl who loved her daddy, and boy was she sick right now. Emma had received the new flu shot ahead of many others because of my ex-wife's position as a surgeon. As usual with my family, flu shots did not go over well, which is why I never got the damn things. They always made me sick as a dog. Having received it almost three weeks ago, it was no surprise that Emma was now sick. Poor little thing, I sighed. Still, we would make her better and I was happy because I had the kids for almost a week. 
 
   The flu virus was so bad this year, schools across the nation had shut down so the children could get their vaccinations at the overwhelmed local clinics. An emergency national mandate signed by the president declared that no school would reopen until everyone had the opportunity to get their vaccinations. Emma had gotten sick right after receiving hers and the fever had been dragging on for two weeks. I will be damned if I would get the shots for my other two children. The seasonal virus was simply out of control this year.
 
   The flu was at epidemic proportions. A sudden outbreak out of the Middle East and China, which of course quickly spread through all of Europe, then the United States, and lastly through Central America at an amazing pace. From the number of deaths reported worldwide, they were estimating a mortality rate upwards of ten percent. That almost rivaled the Black Plague in the thirteen hundreds, which had a mortality rate between thirty and sixty percent. My thought was to keep the kids at home and isolated and the flu would burn itself out like it always did, and the kids would be fine. True, a lot of deaths had been reported recently but by paying attention to the news I noticed that most were older people, retirees mostly who were doing the dying, not the young. 
 
   First reported almost two months ago, the virus was now a worldwide epidemic. There were already tens of thousands dead in Europe and Middle East but only a few hundred so far in the U.S. My ex-wife had left it to me to get them the vaccine or not. I knew for sure she would not get one. She was a descendent of South American emigrants and because of this had a deep distrust of government immunizations for solid sane reasons of course. It has been widely suspected by most western governments with some factual support that this was how many of the South American governments tested their latest military bio stuff after all. Who in their government cared if a small village or three disappeared in the deep jungle? The locals never reported these acts, of course, for fear of reprisal. At least that was the belief of your average citizen.
 
   When the first waves of outbreak had made the news, major pharmaceutical companies in the U.S. and Europe had instantly started a crash vaccination program coupled with the combined research efforts of dozens of the major players in that industry. Somehow, they had perfected a vaccine within mere weeks. This was surprising because I always thought that biomedical immune vaccination stuff took time to figure out and make. Like months not weeks. I was suspicious of how thorough the testing phase could have been in such a short period of time and there was no way I wanted Clarissa or Paul getting cancer or something equally bad thirty years down the road from untested medicines. 
 
   Within days, they had distributed the first batch of immunizations to the armed forces, emergency and medical personnel in the developed world. A few weeks later, the next batch had inoculated the peoples of all third world countries, and the batch after that was finally hitting the clinics now in the United States and Europe. As a Surgeon, my ex-wife had been the recipient of the first batch but had given her vaccination to Emma as a precaution on the advice from co-workers. This of course resulted in a predictable adverse reaction, which was why my little princess was currently sick. Most who received it became sick, but the CDC claimed that was a normal reaction. Yeah right, which is why I won’t get one or let my other two children have one.
 
   My ex-wife is a General Surgeon and to say her schedule was chaotic is a vast understatement. The kids stayed with me full time. She moved to Grand Rapids immediately after our divorce to be closer to her work as there was no telling at what time of day or night she would be called in and I do know it happened frequently. As a web developer, I worked out of our home, which was my home now. That was also a bone of contention between us. It wasn’t the fact that I was a programmer, but that I made as much, or perhaps more than she did, while staying at home. But what the hell, it worked out great because I had more time for the kids and boy oh boy were they daddy’s kids. The ex-wife really hated that too. Actually, she hated many things, and boy, she could be mean about them. 
 
   I was both relieved and sad when we finally broke up less than a year ago. Her in Grand Rapids near her employment at Butterworth Hospital and me in the small town of Newaygo but connected worldwide to clients via the web. All were only a Skype away. 
 
   As my second wife, she had been my last hope at a sound equal relationship with a woman vs. a relationship that was one sided in their favor. Too bad it had not worked out that way, but it did teach me that women were universal in their thinking patterns. They all have photographic memories for every slight; every bad thing that ever happened, along with every mistake you ever made going back decades before they even met you. Then, they not only will not ever let their man ever forget these things, they will also develop extreme memory loss on all the good things that ever happened in their relationship with him. Like selective dementia. For some reason God made them this way. I have my guesses as to his motives and designs but women's lib is not one of them. I look at other species in the animal kingdom and have to wonder if humans are off track, but who am I to judge his greater plan or my interpretation of it. I just hope that when my time arrives to pass into the big beyond, some sexy female angels will be there to greet me.
 
   Emma was the only one who knew all my secrets. She was my little princess. I was safe until she learned to talk better. I supposed then I would have to start cutting back on where I take her and what I do with her around. I sighed again. There were so many things to remember as they grew up. 
 
   The kids were at home all hunkered down watching cartoons and munching out as I did my morning chores, which included my errands. The older two were watching little Emma whose fever while still high, was slowly dropping. I figured by tomorrow or the next day she would be fine. In the meantime, the kids could call whomever they wished but they had to stay in the house and away from their friends until things were cool with this outbreak. "Just normal parental protectionism kicking in," I told myself.
 
   I stretched slightly as I leaned against the side of my charcoal grey SUV. Stretching relieved the pressure on the small of my back that the Galco Combat Storm holster created as it rode on the inside of my belt behind my jacket. My compact Beretta PX4 Storm .40 cal. sat there butt forward for a reverse draw that I personally found was the optimal setup for quickness and concealment. Having a concealed carry permit was worth it even with this occasional discomfort. I never went anywhere without it anymore and was careful to gas up and shop at stores that allowed concealed carry permit holders. It was a crazy world out there. It scared me sometimes thinking about it even though I knew I was more equipped than many to handle most emergencies. At least I lived in a small Michigan town like Newaygo instead of a high crime city like Grand Rapids or Detroit. I had been reliably informed that finding places in those larger cities where you could shop and carry concealed weapons were almost nonexistent. Of course, the thugs and criminals knew that also.
 
   The Wesco pump chimed, the handle jerking as it signaled a full tank. I squeezed off another .34 cents to make it an even eighty-one dollars in total and replaced the handle as I heard Dean Stein's voice fill the air. As one of my favorite talk show hosts, Dean Stein had been around for quite some time and was just getting started on his daily diatribe of conservatism. I smiled as I wondered what Dean would talk about today. He was always wound up and crying about something, usually with good reason. Pulling the door open and sliding in behind the wheel, Dean Stein's voice came in clearly albeit a bit loudly. Quickly turning the volume down, I started the big SUV hearing the deep rumbling purr of the high performance V6 come to life. “Oh shit,” I muttered and jumped out racing in to pay for my gas. I hated it when I almost forget to do something, but hated even worse the possibility of giving up a view of the eye candy that worked my local Wesco. As always when I came in to pay they gave as good as they got to my ever-ready leers and trash talk. I really like to think I am providing a public service in these instances. I was quite positive I brightened their otherwise dull minimum wage lives.
 
   "Hey, hey Ashley!" I hollered at the petite brunette operating the first register on my left as I dodged through the still opening sliding glass doors.
 
   "Hey, Jay!"
 
   "How's my favorite sexy Wesco babe today? You get tired of that new boyfriend yet?" smiling and leering were my trademarks, as I said. I gave her my best leer making an obvious attempt to see her ass behind the counter. She smiled back mostly ignoring me as usual.
 
   "Great and no. We've only been together a month. It usually takes me two months to tire of a guy," she joked back at me. I handed her my debit card, she handed it back pointing at the swiping machine in front of me. Whatever. I swiped it and let it do its magic of account depletion. I eyed these machines with distrust. Right now big brother knew I was in Wesco talking trash.
 
   "Hey, Jay. I thought I was your favorite sexy Wesco babe." That from Bridget who was operating the cash register next to Ashley's. A glass divider of donuts separated them.
 
   "You're all my favorite sexy Wesco babes, Bridget." I smiled and leered at her too. "Hey, is that a new pair of jeans you're wearing? Turn around so I can get a better look."
 
   "Ha ha very funny and no way." But I had her laughing. Bridget had been recently engaged, but now was no longer. She caught her fiancé dipping into too much of the good stuff. Unfortunately, the good stuff he was dipping in was not her good stuff. That was the crazy thing because she was smoking hot with a capital H. Hell maybe he was gay. Therefore, I made it a practice to make her laugh as much as possible lately. Eventually, she would get over him and then, hell you never know.
 
   Ashley handed me my receipt and as I reached for it I gently clasped her fingers with mine giving her the old deep soulful look in the eyes trick. She shook her head giggling and snatched her hand back, but slower this time than she had the last. I grinned and she wiggled her ass but did not turn around so I could get a better look. Damn it to hell, I left the store rolling my eyes to giggles.
 
   When I bought my place five years ago, my original idea was a nice little homestead just out of city limits with an equally nice stand of timber for firewood, while still being large enough that my wife and I could later subdivide for the kids as starter homes, if and when the economy ever took a major shit. I had no idea they would build a Wesco across the street and down a block a year after the sale. Since then a long trail of other businesses had opened up south of the Wesco taking advantage of the traffic a Wesco and Highway 37 can give them.
 
   Well, the wife was now an ex-wife, the city had tried twice to annex us and we barely held out both times. My property was now worth quite a bit if I ever decided to get it rezoned as commercial. My lawyer can attest to the figure when we had it appraised for the divorce proceedings. Ouch! What the hell? You deal with what the gods give you. It was only twenty-one acres but all hardwoods and big ones. I was careful not to cut down any of the frontage trees. They were my cover. In the limited time it was mine, I had added a shooting range and an underground shelter. 
 
   Do not ask me why my ex-wife doesn't know about the shelter. She does not. I had built it during the three months she was in South America two years ago with the kids. Then finished the interior and stocked it mostly while she was at work or in Maryland visiting friends. I did not really see a need to bring it up during the divorce. After all, she was already getting the lion's share of our combined estate. It was totally hidden and had escaped her detection. An evil laugh escaped me.
 
   This new Wesco had the best looking female staff in the area. Definitely selective hiring by the manager, God bless him. I enjoyed going in to do a bit of light flirting even though they were all twenty years younger or more than my mid forties. Hey, what the ex-wife didn't know wouldn't hurt her I figured, besides they all had boyfriends or husbands. Well not all of them did now. Another evil laugh escaped me.
 
   "Hear me my friends! This is an election that will go down in history." Dean's voice lowered and gained emphasis with his next comments. "Never before except at the founding of this great nation. This great God Fearing Nation! Given to us by God! Never before have so many different peoples of faith and ideology come together to oust that Marxist Communist would be dictator in the White House." His voice suddenly rises sharply. "YES! You are sending a message to all those left wing radicals out there! God IS among us! His faithful have put aside their differences great and small to come together with one voice. As one people!"  Dean's melodious voice carried on...
 
   I grinned to myself as I heard the tears in Dean's voice. I was quite sure if I had been tuned into DSTV online and watching, he would be removing his glasses to wipe his eyes. He was most definitely on a roll this morning. Good for him. Since they repealed the twenty-second amendment to the constitution last year, in a rare show of crooked bipartisan support, it was looking more and more like it would soon be King Johnson instead of mere President. I sighed, putting the SUV into drive as I headed south to Pete's Convenience store.
 
   Pete was my man. Well, actually he owned and ran a convenience liquor store along with his wife Sandy. They were the greatest, friendliest down to earth people you ever met. Pete and I were best friends or thereabouts. We shot together and occasionally I went to their church on Sundays with them. Our kids were in the same school and best of all we had the same conservative values and work ethics. Not to mention Sandy had a very nice rack on her for a middle-aged woman, not that I would tap that thing if ever offered it, however she was nice to look at even if a bit older. Yeah, that's my chauvinism poking out. I can’t help judging women by their looks first, then personality, and then brains.  That's how God made man I like to believe, because it gets us in trouble an awful lot and I live for trouble.
 
   The program interrupted for a special news alert. "We interrupt this broadcast to bring you news live from Washington D.C. where the Secretary of Homeland Security is addressing the nation." Another voice immediately followed the announcers. "The Department of Homeland Security is issuing a national advisory warning. The flu virus had officially reached epidemic proportions within the continental United States and there are widespread reports of looting and vandalism going on in most major cities and some smaller rural communities. We are issuing an advisory warning for all individuals to stay in their homes during the current crises. This applies to everyone not associated with civil law enforcement, emergency and crises workers or medical personnel. If you must report to work, do so cautiously, as we have received reports of roving bands and some of the encounters with these criminals have been quite deadly. Please wear facial protection when going outdoors and communicating with other individuals. The CDC has also issued a report that the flu has now infected over a third of the population of the United States. There are also reports of some mutations of the flu virus causing an increase in mortality rates. We strongly urge all citizens to stay indoors until authorities have brought this contagion under control. Please my friends, this is for your safety. Stay indoors." The announcer came back on when the Homeland Security Secretary was finished and said the normal broadcast would resume. I turned it off since I was already parked at Pete's and needed to get moving.
 
   "Pete!" I hollered, as I breezed through the door into the warmth of the store. Sandy was operating the register. She smiled at me and gave a short wave. Yeah, pretty sure, she wanted the big Jay tube steak but no way I’m doing that to the wife of one of my best buds. I winked at her. Staying focused on the main priorities of kids, job, sex and friends in that order kept me sane. Or was it friends then sex? Or maybe sex then job? I don’t know, but I had tons of fun with it, let me tell you. 
 
   "Hi, Jay!" She said shyly, dropping her gaze. For a chick in her forties, she was a fine looking woman.
 
   I smiled back and headed towards the back, as Paul not being up front by his wife, indicated he was in the stock room. I barged in seeing him stacking boxes of liquor against the cooler wall. What the hell, I gave him a hand and grabbed the next obvious box and started stacking with him. He also smiled at me but in a very different way than his wife had and said, "Hi Jay!" Obviously, they read each other's scripts. Good friends are very hard to find and even though I reluctantly realized deep down his wife craved what only God had gifted Jay, I knew it was not going to happen. Like I said, I lived for this inane juvenile shit and it kept my mind crisp and sane. Whether or not there was any truth to it, was beside the point. 
 
   "What up Pete?!" I exclaimed, grunting under a case of Jack Daniel’s and carefully placed it on top of the next box along the wall. This was normal, helping Paul. Whether an electrical problem or software problem or even stocking I had done it all for him. Our kids shot together at the Sportsman's Club and we were most definitely very good friends. In return for my occasional help he sold me liquor at wholesale prices, which were roughly half retail. I'm pretty sure what he sold me for cash ended up as a mark off to five fingered discount goods but what the hell, who cared anyways, as taxes had been sucking the life out of all of us since the election before last. Don't get me started; it's hard to stop on that subject.
 
   "You better gas up, Jay. We heard there would be another big price increase today." I groaned thinking not another one.  At over seven bucks a gallon, gas was too expensive already and ever since the last election, the price of gas had been steadily rising.  Our dependence on foreign oil was increasing daily, and boy, were they taking advantage of it. Yeah, I know I am repeating myself on, 'ever since the last election', but everybody did that and nothing changed.
 
   "Not to worry Pete. I gassed up at Wesco like I normally do. You know I can't pass up a chance to say hi to the girls over there." Pete also sold gas but his was a penny more a gallon.  Not that at its current price it made much of a difference, but by gassing up at Pete's I would miss an opportunity to flirt with those cute younger girls at Wesco.
 
   Pete paused in mid lift and gave me the eye. "Those young girls over there will get you shot or give ya a heart attack." Having said his moral piece, he placed the box on the others and reached for another without losing stride.
 
   "Hey! I'm innocent." I held up both hands in mock protest. "I'm not sampling the menu, but I am trying to read it in Braille." I grinned at him. He gave up with a roll of the eyes and a shrug. He was much more Christian than I was. I liked my kids being around his, the good morals and all that.
 
   "Hey, are we still on for Thursday, buddy?" We normally went shooting Thursday late mornings. He was actually starting to get good with that .22 of his. He still sucked at the pistol but we were working on it. I was hoping he would qualify to be on my team for the pistol competitions next spring. I had worked with him until he could hit the bowling pins almost every time. At only fifteen feet, many people found hitting them with a pistol to be an extreme challenge. I could almost do it blindfolded. Not sure why some men like me were good with guns and most were not. I had found the same thing to be true in the USMC. Qualifying with the rifle was mandatory or you stayed at that week in remedial boot camp until you did, or eventually they kicked you out. The pistol was optional and only 'familiarization’ was required in boot camp. I found there was a reason for that. Oh, I didn't mean myself. I was deadeye dick with all my pistols so I found it amazing how many people literally could not hit the broad side of a barn. Not even if they were leaning up against it, which was weird in a kind of supernatural way.
 
   "You bet Jay. Looking forward to it!" He replied. I used logs cut to the height of a bowling pin and with the thickness of the neck, which made them skinny, by most standards. Painted white they made great practice pins at my home range. I made up some special ones for Pete that were overall the thickness of the main body of a bowling pin from top to bottom. He was still having trouble. We would get through it I was sure. Practice was all it took.
 
   "By the way, did you hear the latest news? A special report just came over the radio that doesn't sound good."
 
   "No. What do you mean doesn't sound good?" I filled him in and told him to be careful. Great friends are hard to find. Know what I mean?
 
   "Look I gotta scoot. My baby's still sick and I don't want to be gone long.”  I grinned as I left the back room to his wave. I heard Pete holler behind me that he hoped she was better soon and I winked again as I walked past Sandy by the front door, then paused cocking an eyebrow holding out my arms for a possible hug. She smiled again waving the forefinger of her right hand back and forth at me and mouthed 'never!’. I shrugged. Way back, she had let me hug her during a moment of excitement when Pete and I came in third place in a rifle match. While she had intended that whole arms shoulder hug thingy that women do with just friends, I had taken full advantage of the situation and gotten in a lightening quick full body breast to belly mash hug before she could escape my clutches. Obviously, she had not forgotten and made damn sure I kept my distance. She did push a large box that was on the counter towards me and pointed at it indicating it was my stuff. I grabbed it and out the door I went, theatrically sighing at her lack of hug trust.
 
   My booze safely tucked in the back I swung by Save-A-Lot, which I do several times a week to buy food. People think you are weird when you buy a month's worth of groceries at one time, so I paced myself. My Wednesday routine was grabbing two twenty-pound bags of rice, four cans of coffee, two gallons of milk and other miscellaneous items including another case of tuna, and after paying for them headed home. No flirting with the female clerks here, as they all needed massive makeovers for sure. Well, actually a full makeover after being locked in a weight loss center for six months. Okay, I’ll be honest, perhaps a year and six months at the weight loss center. 
 
   Fearing the flu and wondering how long we would be sequestered at my place, I decided to screw convention and loaded up with a bunch of juice, bread, eggs and quite a few other things including a case of canned hams. I swear my cart was piled two-feet over the top. Actually more, and I was almost afraid to move it. For some reason the cashiers did not give me any grief over it either. That was when I noticed quite a few people were really stocking up. I guess the flu was scaring everyone.
 
   On the way back to my place, I stopped at the local small engine repair shop. They also sharpened chainsaw blades and I had five to pick up. I had dropped them off two days earlier and Paul got cranky on unpaid bills. Even bills two days old.
 
   "Hi Cathy, you need some help? Here let me give you a hand." Walking in I found Paul's one helper Cathy standing on a four foot ladder reaching for overhead stock. I started towards her with an eager smile on my face.
 
   She twisted around and suddenly I was staring at a finger in my face. I backed off slightly. "Hell no, Jay! No way am I letting you help me. The last time I let you help, my ass got grabbed." 
 
   "Hey. My hand slipped. How long are you going to hold that against me?" I said in a plaintive voice. She has a great ass.
 
   She placed her hands on her hips giving me a mock glare. "It wasn't the plural hands on my ass, it was you squeezing them several times," she winked, "And the answer to your question is a very long time. I'm married."
 
   “Oh My God!" I exclaimed in shock. Throwing my hand up to my chest in a semblance of righteous indignation, I continued, "There I was gripping the only thing available to me, keeping you safe from a bad fall and probable death or dismemberment and I'm slandered, absolutely slandered. You're a mean woman, Cathy." I’m telling you, I seriously put some emotion into my plea or tried too.
 
   She stated laughing and got my blades. I paid with cash, as Paul preferred it. No comment there on that cash only practice.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   My daughter has the TV on too loud when I walk in the house, arms loaded down with groceries. It takes me a number of trips to get everything in the house this time. Maybe I got carried away. I hear some announcer coming over the TV, just the sound, not making out many words. Then the emergency warning sound came over the voice. Like the kind you get during a tornado warning. That emergency broadcast warning tone. All three kids are in the living room and I glance at the receiver seeing the channel set to sixty-six, which was Disney. What I see instead is red bands across the top and bottom of the screen and a typical news announcer waiting for the warning to end so he can speak again. I say ‘Hi’ to the kids and they started complaining about the interruptions to their cartoons when the warning sounds stop and the announcer’s voice picks up again. I hush them so I can hear.
 
   "For those of you just tuning in let me repeat. It is imperative that all citizens stay inside their homes until further notice. Do not travel or leave your homes unless it is a medical emergency. Anyone with flu like symptoms should immediately go to your nearest hospital or medical facility and seek treatment. I repeat. Stay in your homes unless you have a medical emergency. There have been reports of large numbers of deaths associated to the flu virus and the President of the United States has declared the country in a state of National Emergency until further notice." 
 
   Holy shit, I thought. I had never heard of that happening before and it had only been a half hour since the last warning. I kept listening. 
 
   "Do not under any circumstances let strangers into your home, especially if they look sick or have any noticeable fluids on their clothing or skin. There are facilities being prepared to handle refugees. Reports coming in from some of the major cities tell of widespread violence as feverish flu victims attack their fellow citizens. There have also been reports of some deaths associated with the vaccinations but everyone is to stay calm. Lock your doors and stay inside. Law enforcement is responding to emergencies and the President has signed an executive order calling up the National Guard to maintain order during this crisis." 
 
   He started to repeat himself, reading from the paper in front of him and I tuned him out. I grabbed the remote and switched it to FOX seeing a variation of the same thing being broadcast. Then to NBC, ABC, CNN but it didn't matter. The emergency broadcast was on every channel.
 
   There was a pounding at my back door. What the fuck?! I about jumped out of my skin at the sound and then felt like slapping myself when rounding the corner to the back room; I saw that it was just Michael, my cop neighbor from the house next door. Actually, Michael was practically my only neighbor within shouting distance. He looked frantic and he opened the door and came in when he saw me.
 
   "Brother, grab your guns. This is it and no joke." He not only looked scared but also like he was about to cry. I noticed he had his bulletproof vest on and was wearing his service automatic and yet I knew he had the day off.
 
   "What?" I was bewildered. What in hell was he talking about?
 
   "Zombies!" He deadpanned. My jaw dropped.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Day 1: 1020 ET
 
    
 
   Jean gave the man behind the counter her best frown as he took his time ringing up her purchases. She was ticked off, as you would not believe. If she had not been in a hurry, she would have called the manager of this Wal-Mart to complain. First, he started with the stupid male chauvinistic comments, such as was the ammunition for her husband, and should he be called to verify it was the correct caliber. Then when the clerk found out they were for her, the sexist comments appeared, expressing mock disbelief that she could control the recoil on a .40 automatic. What a loser the clerk was. She may be only 5'3" and barely over a hundred-ten pounds but she was strong. Hard work on the farm did that for a girl. As a little girl, she dragged single bales of hay to help her daddy. Then as a teen, she was lugging two at a time, one with each hand. Barely to be sure, but she was doing it just the same. She narrowed her eyes as she watched the clerk ring up her items.
 
   Then he started with the asinine come on statement about how maybe they should go shooting together sometime so he could give her tips. Tips on what? she thought. How to be a loser? She smiled to herself, eyes lighting up amusement at her own internal wit. The clerk looking up at that moment saw her smile and grimaced sourly working slightly faster, anything to get this woman with her suddenly evil smile and bad attitude away from him. His eyes left her face to fasten again on her chest as he continued sliding her purchases across the infrared bar code reader. Her frown deepened. This was probably the one thing that irritated her most about looks men gave her. He could not seem to take his eyes off her chest. As a solid double d-cup, she was used to stares. However, most had been the flitting glances that just about all men gave her. She was used to it and had no qualms about using her sexuality to further her needs if she had to though she was very meticulous on the men she slept with.
 
   She shrugged. He wasn’t her type anyways. She preferred men slightly older than her thirty-four years and not younger less mature boys. Besides, he was fat. The one thing she really hated in a man besides bad hygiene was that well fed, never done a hard day's work in his life look, and he had soft clammy hands. They had made her skin crawl when he touched her hands to hand her the ammunition. He probably had a small dick too. A girlfriend she used to club with told her once that fat men seemed to have small dicks. Why her girlfriend was screwing fat men Jean would never know nor ask. Many had money though and Deb had been all about that.
 
   She quickly lost her humor remembering the announcements that were all over the radio. After hearing the broadcasts on every radio channel, it had been a spontaneous decision to stop at the Wal-Mart she just happened to be passing by to pick up more ammunition. She had her three-month emergency supply of food at home, along with plenty of batteries, lanterns, and lamp oil. However, she was seriously lacking in ammunition. They were sold out of 4/10 shotgun shells but she was able to get eight boxes each of .40 MagTech Hollow points and American Eagle .22's. Wal-Mart was limiting customers to eight boxes of each caliber and they were selling out fast.
 
   She handed the clerk her Discover Card when the last item was placed in the plastic bag, watching as he swiped it, which completed her purchase then handed it back along with her receipt. She was forced to touch his clammy pudgy digits again as she accepted it and shuddered but tucked both in her purse while grabbing the bag. As she left his counter, the urge could not be resisted. With an extra evil smile at him she turned, her back arched and chest thrust out, and put a little extra sway into her hips as she walked off. She had the boobs and ass for it she knew. Boobs were not the only thing she was known for. She did not look back. Now she felt a little better as she turned the key in the ignition, listening as her old Jeep Wrangler fired up with a soft purr. Her two children Eric and Beverly were waiting for her and momma was on her way.
 
   Turning onto 131 again just north of Kalamazoo, she berated herself for not grabbing a couple gas cans and filling up. She had almost a full tank of gas, but with this bumper-to-bumper traffic she was not sure if even that would be enough to get to her parents in Newaygo. She would get her kids and take everyone back to her house in Fort Wayne, Indiana. Well, her apartment but it was a nice one. She worked her ass off as a teacher, taking on extra jobs when she could to provide a little extra for her kids and their nicer apartment. It was all worth it. 
 
   She wished her ex-boyfriend were here with her. She was sure he would have thought of the extra gas before leaving town. That was one of his good qualities. The rest were mostly bad. She really had to stop dating the great looking muscular types. Mostly they turned out to be pieces of shit wearing pants. Don was all that though. Handsome. Muscular. Older. Dressed great! He worked for a major private protection firm that did a lot of work for the government. He was gone a lot though. He was also a piece of shit wearing pants.
 
   He was also great in bed but only when he wanted to be. She had forgotten to mention conceited in his list of faults. She did not find that out at first though. Their last night together had been the proverbial straw that broke the camel's back, and she remembered it clearly.
 
   Jean moaned as his weight descended on her, his hands mashing her full breasts, his thighs pushing hers apart. She could feel his hard cock sliding along her belly as his mass lowered itself. Her body ached for him. She was so ready. Her pussy was sopping wet and her fingers dug themselves into the muscles of his shoulders with need. She wanted him and badly. She felt his lips on her neck then her breast. Her hand reached down to grasp his large shaft and guided it to the opening of her vagina.
 
   "Ahhhh!" she panted, as his large cock parted her pussy lips, and smiled down at the top of his head. She really liked it when he sucked on her nipples hard and moved the head of his cock up and down along her slit. She felt his body tense. Oh no. NO! "Ohhh. Oww!" she gasped. He had shoved the whole thing inside her in one push. She was not ready for that much cock at once. 
 
   "Oh my God lover, take it easy that hurts! It's too much too fast." She moaned trying to crawl backwards on the bed in an effort to get some of him out of her. The pain was intense and not in a good way either. It felt like he was shoving a spear up into her belly.
 
   "This is how those bitches in Afghanistan take it baby, and they don't bitch about it," he grunted and if anything drove deeper, his hands on her shoulders allowing no escape. His hips mashed into Jean’s thighs driving her legs up against her will. She tried lowering them but could not. Her hands tried to push him away but he was too strong. Jean cried out again, almost fainting. This was not how it was supposed to be after a three-week absence. She didn't care how the women in Afghanistan took it. She only cared about not hurting.
 
   It was soon over. Way soon. Thank God for that anyways. Jean fully felt like she had been raped. Her body was on fire. Red lines indented her skin where his fingernails had clawed her. Her nipples were painfully swollen, and her belly was on fire. He had been like a wild animal and not in a good way. She moaned as she curled into a fetal position when his weight finally rolled off her. This was not a relationship. This was one way. She watched him get dressed through the tears in her eyes. She didn't say anything. She was in shock. Although it had seemed an eternity, it had probably only lasted a few minutes. A new record for fast, she absently thought.
 
   He glanced at her then started putting on his tie in front of her dresser mirror. He was leaving. No snuggling this time obviously. He always snuggled. She did not understand as she watched him.
 
   "Jean." He had finished and was drawing on his wool coat. He stood and turned looking down at her hurting form. "Listen woman, I like you." She had thought he loved her! "But the reality is times are changing," he continued, "There are things going on you couldn't possibly understand. A new world order is taking place. You will be my woman and I will use you as I see fit. That's how God intended it!" Jean started to growl."Stop that!" he laughed.
 
   "You can take your God intended new world order and go fuck yourself with it. In the ASS!" Jean screamed. She was upset. No. She was hurting in multiple ways, both physically and mentally. This was not Don. This could not be him.
 
   "If I hadn't just cum, I would take the new world order and fuck you in the ass with it. In fact, mark it on your calendar for the next time I come over. I will take that ass and prove it. Just hope I don't bring friends because soon you'll be property." He grinned as he leaned over and kissed her sweat soaked hair then turned and walked away. She heard the front door to her apartment close. Fuck him. She didn't need this shit.
 
   Slowly, Jean crawled off the bed making her way to the bathroom. She lay in the tub as it slowly filled with warm water. Oh my god, her body hurt. Her pussy was on fire. Her lips were swollen and almost translucent from the savage force that had abused them. She cried softly.
 
   Jean shook her head from the memories. It was over, and time to move on. Traffic had slowed to a crawl. She thumped her steering wheel in frustration. At this rate, it would take days to get there. Why was it so busy? She had been seeing less and less traffic as sick people went home and workers left because of the virus. There was some kind of commotion up ahead. She reached in her glove box for her Zeiss binoculars and leaning out the open window peered up ahead. There was a roadblock being set up. She could faintly make out the uniforms of soldiers and large concrete barriers. She slumped back in her seat while grabbing her cell phone to call her dad.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Day 1: 1350 ET
 
    
 
   Michael had brought me up to speed on current events. Police chat was saying zombies, and they were killing people. I armed up immediately with my .40 in its usual resting place behind my belt and the shoulder rig with my dual Taurus PT 24/7 OSS Tactical .45's nestled comfortably across my shoulders. I loved those .45's more than my ex-wife that was for sure. Rounding it off for now, I grabbed my Mossberg Model 590 Tactical 12 gauge shotgun. Bastard held nine rounds with one in the chamber and I had it loaded with alternating slugs and 2/0 buckshot. I am a firm believer in being prepared for anything, with the possible exception of a direct meteor strike on my head. Nothing I could do about that scenario and I did not own a weapon I wasn't deadly with. 
 
   In addition, I owned quite a few weapons let me tell you, which was another bone of contention between the ex and I. If only she had known exactly how many. A lot of cash had left my hands at many gun shows over the years. Hush now.
 
   Michael had his portable police radio with him and we were listening to the chaos. Things had gone from bad to way worse in practically minutes. People were dying out there. My knuckles were white as they gripped the edge of the table, my form hunched over listening intently. Michael was on the phone with his wife telling her what to grab. Christ, they lived right next door. He could walk over there in three minutes. I shoved him out the door to go help her but kept his radio. He would be back shortly.
 
   I had already made all the calls I needed. First my mom and dad and told them what was up, lock all the doors and to be careful. My dad is well armed. My brother was currently at work but was leaving shortly. My on again and off again girlfriend I could not reach, but I did reach my ex-wife who told me she was okay and still at the hospital. The hospital had police protection and she could not leave yet but would come straight to my place and stay with us until this was over. Well, just as soon as more help arrived that is. She claimed it had been ‘promised’ to them. I passed on her message of hugs and kisses to the kids. Pete and Sandy had closed up the convenience store and were currently locked in their house, safe with their kids. They declined my offer of refuge for now, but if things became worse, they would get down in the basement. If things went from bad to very bad, they would head over. I had plenty of food. Enough for all of our families for maybe a year or two give or take. Being a survivalist was addictive. You can never have too much stuff is the motto.
 
   I settled in and waited for Michael, Becky and their kids. I was growing more scared by the minute. I had the TV set to FOX and the police radio going at the same time. Word was the National Guard was setting up roadblocks on the major transportation arteries to keep people in place. Nothing spread a disease faster than open travel that's for sure. It wouldn’t affect us up here in Newaygo but I had a feeling things had just gone to hell in a hand basket.
 
    
 
   

 
   

Chapter 2
 
    
 
   Day 1: 1420 ET
 
    
 
   Michael, plus wife Becky, finally arrived with their two sons David and Chas along with a crap load of stuff in a trailer. All the kids were watching a movie now in the playroom with its 32" LCD screen. Yeah, I am a bastard reserving the 60" plasma for myself. I put in The Man from Snowy River for them. It's a great semi classic movie my kids love because of the horses, which they were always trying to get me to buy for them. They had popcorn and Emma her bottle and all were sprawled out on the couch and carpeted floor watching avidly. Thank God for the innocence of children. Too bad it was only temporary.
 
   I felt like I was coming apart. It's one thing to talk and plan for this stuff as a harmless exercise, it's quite another for it to actually happen. Then I remembered my neighbor on the north side. Wayne and Jean Cheney were a nice retired couple and the decent thing would be to check on them. I had seen a couple young kids playing outside earlier today as I drove past on my way back from my morning rounds. I tried calling but no one answered, just a busy signal. I tried again a few minutes later. Still busy.
 
   "Look guys, since you're both here, I'm going to check on the Cheney's real quick. I saw a couple kids out front earlier. I think their grandkids are staying with them, and their phone’s been busy for a while. I want to make sure they're all right," I said, after getting their attention.
 
   "I'll go with you bro," Michael replied starting to get up.
 
   "Oh hell no, you're won't. You're staying here with Becky and our five kids and holding down the fort. I will only be gone ten minutes.” He nodded, and after reluctantly shucking off my shoulder harness and caressing my .45's, like the lover I was one last time, I threw a jacket on and took off out the door at a jog.
 
    It took only a minute to get there at my brisk pace. I knocked on their door. Wayne opened it right away and looked at me with a happy but wary expression. We were great friends after all. He was wearing his usual, jeans and a flannel shirt, with white t-shirt underneath. This time the shirt was un-tucked and I could tell he was worried.
 
   "Hi Wayne!" He nodded. "You hear the news?" He nodded again. I nodded back; quite sure we looked like a couple of bobble head twins. "I just wanted to make sure you and Jean were alright because your phone’s been busy. I also wanted to offer my place as being a bit safer than yours, exposed out here like it is," I continued, for they did live right on the road after all. He sighed and motioned me inside.
 
   "We appreciate it, Jay. We do. We just can't right now and I was probably on the phone with Jean our daughter." He nodded at the small boy and girl playing a video game on the TV. I had seen them earlier. About six and eight would be my guess. "Our daughter Jean is on her way to pick them up and we are going back with her to Fort Wayne." I frowned at that. Daughter Jean? Mother named Jean also. Why in hell did people do that to their daughters? You cannot exactly call them "Junior" for short. In addition, do you call mom big Jean and the other little Jean? Well, big Jean was big but not that big and it would be an insult as would old Jean and young Jean. The whole double naming thing was completely wrong for girls. I shook my head. He had probably mentioned this a dozen times to me, but it was one of those things that you instinctively forget because it makes absolutely no sense.
 
   "Look, Wayne. Word Michael and I are getting is the National Guard is setting up roadblocks on all the main roads. She might not be able to get here. People are getting placed in ‘temporary’ refugee camps." I replied making the heavy quotation mark emphasis gesture with the fingers of both hands at the mention of 'temporary'.
 
   "Yeah we know. We saw it on the news. She just called though. She has a jeep and is going to try to get off the Highway and work her way here by the back roads." he gave a weak hopeful grin. Personally, I was not holding out much hope for that idea at all. If the National Guard were blocking off major cities and transportation arteries then they would be on the side roads as well. Their officers were not completely stupid. I figured possibly a one in four chance that she would make it, maybe less. When I asked if she knew the back roads to Newaygo. He said she did not. The odds went to one in forty that quick. Maybe even one in four-hundred.
 
   "Okay Wayne, I understand but listen. You're armed right?" he lifted his flannel shirt to reveal an old colt .45 automatic from his Navy days. Wayne was a man after my own heart. "Anything else? I can loan you a long gun if you don't have one." Wayne mentioned a shotgun he had in the bedroom and plenty of buckshot for it. "I really don't feel good about this, Wayne. It's really getting ugly out there." I frowned again. He smiled wearily.
 
   "Jay, it's okay. We will be okay. You know we have the small cabin out back near your place." Damn, I had forgotten about that but kept listening. "Well it has a cellar under it. It used to be a smoke house. Bet you didn't know that. If things get bad, we'll be there. I'm just afraid Jean won't be able to find us if we're at your place." 
 
   I thought quickly. "Okay Wayne, but listen to me. Call your daughter right now. Tell her that if she makes it up here and you are not in either place here, to come to mine. Just come in the front door. If it's not broken in, tell her the spare key is under the steps leading up to the deck on a nail in the header below the third step on the right side. She can't miss it. Just walk in. I will know and we will come get her. I also have a cellar, a big one. It's well protected," I finished. He nodded, and as I left, was picking up the house phone. I hoped he reached her. I shagged it back staying in the woods deep enough I would not be seen by anyone on the road. I was startled when a nice little four-point buck and two doe ran across the trail just in front of me. I could almost have reached out and touched them. The deer noticed my presence but just kept running. They were moving fast, really fast.
 
   Boy, were Michael and Becky glad to see me. I was only gone ten minutes because a man has to do what a man has to do. You know how it is. I had gotten back just in time because Michael had to leave. That is really why they were so glad to see me. He had been called into work and was scared shitless about going, especially after listening to the reports over the last hour. He hugged me before he left and asked me to protect his family. What a stupid request. He knows I will with my life. He would not hesitate to do the same with mine. We watched him leave from the front door. Becky was in tears, so I put my arm around her. She hugged me tightly, more worried than I. 
 
   Becky and I were now camped out at the dining room table. I had retrieved my portable shortwave receiver from the bedroom when Michael packed up his police radio and we were tuning into various stations across the continent. Reception helped after I fit the external loop antenna to it and ran it out the nearby window tossing it as high as I could in the closest tree. We then had great reception and in no time were catching news reports from all over the world. 
 
   Michael was right. It was an outbreak and much worse than anyone could have imagined. Some might call it attack of the zombies. Some might call it judgment day, as some were. Some might say you were still asleep and it was time to wake up. The short of it was the flu killed some people, maybe ten percent, and mostly older people. The vaccinations on the other hand killed most people over the age of twelve or so. I breathed a sigh of relief thinking of Emma. Her fever was down to a little over a hundred degrees and steadily decreasing, she would be fine I felt. However, those that died from the vaccinations did not stay dead. Or rather, they did not really die. They went into a high fever coma of a hundred-ten to a hundred-fifteen degrees for a few hours. Then they died, or some semblance of it. Shortly after that appearance of death, their bodies cooled to room temperature very quickly. Too quickly, and they appeared clinically dead. Then they woke. Then went into a murderous rage and tried to eat the people around them, or anything alive from what we heard. Dogs, cats, pet fish. No source of live meat was sacred to the newly risen. 
 
   The airwaves were wild with speculation, but the few seeming reliable sources claimed it was some kind of crazy animal rage thing. The intense fever killed off all higher brain functions and what was left operated off lower function animal instincts. They were mad enraged beasts! When they ate, they would eat only flesh and then only living flesh. Like a wild carnivore. They would even eat each other but mostly those not infected yet. They could eat normal food but would not if they did not think it was alive. Weird. What was disturbing also was that they had changed. No longer being warm-blooded humans, but instead some kind of cold-blooded beasts. Not a lot was known, just that it was happening all over the world at once. It was not surprising after all, as America had been the producer and distributor of the vaccine worldwide. Well, actually the pharmaceutical companies in the United States along with a few major ones in Europe. 
 
   There was little from the government on the emergency channels just what FEMA was saying. The usual about staying inside with doors locked. That order would be restored shortly. Yeah right. We listened and drank coffee. I kept going into the living room to kiss all my kids until they complained. I still did it. I could not stop myself. I really needed a beer by this time.
 
   The power went out about midnight. No clue why. I lit lamps. I had plenty of odorless kerosene also along with lamp oil. I had gas and a generator, but I did not feel like firing that up just yet because the kids had fallen asleep by now. Cell towers were still up because we had good signal, but no one I tried calling answered, just a steady beeping resulted. Probably an overloaded line with too many callers was my thought. The portable shortwave receiver ran on batteries so it kept going. We tuned in the local police dispatch. Things were hairy out there with people dying. Some officers were down because a damn car went out of control and hit one of theirs. The injured officers had been taken to the hospital in Fremont, which still appeared to be operating. We prayed one of them was not Michael. Other shouts occasionally came over the radio but we never heard Michaels voice. We worried. I hugged Becky and we sat holding hands. Total friendship is all. She's just not my type as she weighs a bit more than my one-hundred-seventy and is more than a foot shorter than I am. Get the picture? Well maybe if she was the last woman on earth and we had to start the repopulation process. I started thinking about that then gave up. Two hours later the power came back on. No clue. I fell asleep around 4am on the floor next to the kids. I was tired and I would probably need my strength in the morning.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Jack was terrified. He leaned against the locked front door to his house fumbling with the breech lever on his double barrel shotgun. He only had a few shells left. Not that the shells did much good as his last shot had torn half the chest off a man, spinning him to the ground. Then Jack had watched in horror as that same man got back up stumbling towards him again.
 
   "Leave us alone!" he screamed. He was crying. Crying in frustration for their situation and for the ineffectual way he was protecting his family. Erika and their daughters were upstairs in the master bedroom closet. They had no basement as the house had been built on a concrete slab. Behind the door, a few breathy snarls and moans answered his desperate pleas for peace.
 
   The door thumped against his back again and he heard the frame crack. The shells he was holding tumbled from his shaking fingers rolling on the floor in opposite directions. He scrabbled after them grasping both in a swoop and fumbled them into the double chamber. Without his weight against it, the door crashed inward, looming forms only visible in the moonlight. He cocked the old shotgun his dad had left him in his will and fired once, then again, as they shambled into his house towards him. One bastard went down, the others didn’t and they closed on him. He didn’t have time to reload. 
 
   His screams were long and painful. Before he died, he heard Erica and his daughters' scream in response to his. His last vision was of the creatures who weren’t feeding on him, pause looking up, then heading for the stairs climbing them slowly. God was merciful to him that night for he stopped breathing before his family started screaming again.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Monica threw the flimsy deadbolt, locking the door as best she could. Old Alex, her neighbor, in the trailer next to her had just left. He had left her a pistol. She had no idea how to use it. Alex said to point and shoot. It had six bullets in it and he left her half a box with more. Her two boys huddled behind their momma not knowing what to do. They were scared and crying too because momma was scared and crying. People were dying in the trailer park Old Alex had said. He had a big gun hanging over his shoulder and another pistol not like the one he loaned her but much bigger, in his belt. 
 
   Brookside was such a nice place. Why were people killing each other? She and her boys were lucky when a Section Eight home opened up. They filled fast at Brookside with its pool and tennis courts and landscaped lawns. Most of the people were friendly even though she was on welfare. In some places they were not friendly. Her boys would do better than she would and she had always meant for that. They would for sure if she wasn't killed. Alex told her to run, but run to where? She had no place to go.
 
   Her trailer shook as if a strong wind hit it. She had peaked out of the windows seconds before and seen so many people in the streets. All quiet and walking unnaturally. As if they were hurt or something. She just didn't know. She didn't know anything. Alex told her if she saw funny walking people to stay away from them. She huddled against the back wall facing the front door with her boys in her wide lap, her arms wrapped around them. The pistol she held in hands, shaking like a windblown leaf. 
 
   The trailer shook again harder this time. She glanced at the single living room light she had left on for comfort. She was afraid of the dark but maybe she should turn it off? The trailer shook again and the door flew inward. Oh no, these were not people. These things were covered in blood and some had pieces of their body missing. They did not talk, they growled but in a weird way. She couldn't stop herself from firing. She fired all the bullets in the gun until it stopped. The hammer kept falling clicking and clicking. She was out of bullets, but she had a box. Noooooo! It was on the table in the kitchen. She did not think she hit any of them for she saw holes in her walls from the bullets she fired. The creatures advanced reaching for her. She was in shock. Then she noticed the smell. She also noticed the leading creature was holding a half eaten human hand. She screamed emptying her lungs and her boys screamed with her. She sobbed clutching them tighter. My babies, was all her mind could muster in its shock.
 
   CRACK, CRACK, CRACK. Gunshots rang through her tiny mobile home and her ears went numb. Three of the creatures reaching for her fell right at her feet. She heard more shots or felt them, as it was hard to tell for they were so loud. She gasped as more fell. Then even more and out of the corner of her eye, she saw Old Alex advancing towards them from the back hallway, his big gun held to his shoulder firing steadily again and again and again. He reached them.
 
   "Git up woman. No time. No time. Git up stay with me. Shut up and quit crying. They can hear us. Boys. Quiet!" he snapped at them tugging at her fleshy arm with his free hand, the other holding the big long gun ready. There were more of them just outside the door trying to get past the bodies of the fallen. Alex released her arm his hand rising up in swift sure movements steadying his big gun. Three more explosions rang out in her tiny trailer and she saw the ones in the doorway collapse blocking it for the moment. There were even more behind them reaching for them while trying to crawl over the bodies of the others and towards her babies.
 
   Alex startled her by dragging her to her feet. She would not release her boys and she knew she was heavy. They were her everything. He pulled them through the kitchen, snagging the box of bullets off the cheap steel and linoleum table as he went. He'd already taken the empty pistol from her shaking hands. The backdoor was closed but he opened it, pausing to look carefully out. They were in the darkness of the back hallway to the bedrooms, with the closet doors that hid her tiny washer and dryer behind her. 
 
   "Don't make a sound. Keep the boys quiet. If they hear us, we're all dead," Alex said. She whispered instructions to the boys. They were too scared to talk. So was she. 
 
   He tugged on her arm again whispering for her to stay close and keep her boys closer and led them out. He paused as his tall thin form crouched just outside the back door, her larger shorter form pressed up against him with her boys between them. She was glad for his protection. They would be dead without it she was sure. He reached back gripping her wrist with a strong bony hand tugging on her again. They crept to the corner of her trailer. He crouched lower still and slowly looked around the corner. A minute passed, and one of her boys started shivering. No one had thought to grab coats. Her worry intensified. She felt a strong tug again and followed Alex at a fast shuffle to the next trailer, then the next. Then they crossed the street into the woods. 
 
   She was blind and couldn't see anything. Alex never spoke, but he never left them and kept pulling her along. They reached Quarterline Road and quickly ran across the street to one of the buildings there. An old commercial building of some kind and she could barely make out the dirty white concrete blocks. She heard keys being fumbled, then the a lock turning. The door opened and she and her boys were pulled inside. The door closed and she heard it lock.
 
   "Okay, I think we're safe now. Hold on a minute." He left her in the darkness and her fear started returning. A faint hiss filled the air and she jumped emitting a tiny squeak. Then a bright spark and a flame appeared. Small but steady. It moved, then settled pointing slightly upward, but it was enough to illuminate the room. They were in a repair garage of some kind, or maybe storage shed with lots of tools. She barely knew the names of some of them. She saw Alex beckoning to her and went over leading her boys. She wondered when she had started thinking of him as Alex and not Old Alex.
 
   "Let's get them bedded down. Them youngsters are all done in. I have some blankets here," more half-seen movements and she saw him laying two blankets down for a small bed the boys could lay on. They collapsed exhausted and Alex covered them with another thick blanket that smelled very faintly of oil. He made a second bed near the boys and placed a third blanket on top of it. She saw him use the last two blankets for a bed over by the far wall.
 
   "Get some sleep. Tomorrow’s liable to be a bit strenuous." He lay down and covered up, turning his back to her.
 
   She laid down with her boys and held them tightly until they fell asleep. Then she quietly got up and went over to Alex lying down next to him. She pulled his cover aside and moved closer feeling his warmth. Her arms went around him.
 
   "Woman, I'm old enough to be your granddaddy," he whispered out of the dark.
 
   "I haven't thanked you for saving my babies Alex." Her hand slid down his body and found what she was searching for. "And you're not too old at all." she said.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Ben slugged another one of the nightmare creatures in the head with the baseball bat he was holding. Its head dented in on the side and it fell but kept crawling towards him. Damn it.
 
   "Die Mother Fucker!" He raved as he hit it again, then again until it stopped moving. Another was behind it and another behind that one. Behind him Bethany, Amber and Luke, his wife and children crouched, the four of them backing slowly up the hallway leading to the kitchen as he fended them off.
 
   His life had been going perfectly. As a California transplant, he and his family had moved to the Grand Rapids area for work. He'd been laid off in Silicon Valley along with tens of thousands of others. There simply were not any software design jobs available there anymore for anyone with less than a dozen years or more of experience. Beautiful, tanned and blonde his California trophy wife and their two equally blonde children were making a new life. They had made many new friends and within the first year had moved out of the ugly city sprawl that made up almost everything within the city limits and purchased a new home north of the city but within an easy forty-five minute commute. Forty-five minutes was nothing as previously he had driven an hour and twenty minutes each way to his old job. The pay was less but housing was a lot less. It more than evened out.
 
   Perfectly that is, until today. 
 
   "Remember baby, we have to get to Sam's house. If anyone can help us he can." He took another wild swing at the next nightmare facing them and then jerked the bat quickly back as the creature tried to catch it. He aimed lower striking it in one of its knees hearing the bone crunch. It fell over and started a fast crawl towards them. Savagely, he hit it with an overhand swing to the head and felt a satisfying crunch as it stopped moving. 
 
   He wished he had a gun instead of the bat. He did not believe in guns though. Guns were dangerous, if he had one they were more likely to get their house broken into and then hurt by those same guns. He was a firm believer in only law enforcement owning guns and had previously supported every anti-gun legislation on California's ballots. Everyone knew if people were allowed to have guns, they would shoot each other in the streets like the old Wild West over every little thing. Even road rage would take on a whole new level of meaning. Look at the gangs of criminals and felons that were constantly shooting each other left and right. Point made. Here in Newaygo, his neighbor Sam owned many guns and was constantly trying to get him to go shooting and even hunting. Like hunt a wild animal? There should be laws against that. He hated people that hunted when supermarkets contained perfectly healthy and nutritious food and had rebuffed Sam's attempts. Now he was more than having second thoughts. 
 
   He had not believed the crazy reports on TV and thought it was some kind of elaborate scare tactic by uninformed government workers and news crews. When the nightmare creatures had first made their appearance and he saw that nice old neighbor lady across the street dragged down. Then seen these things eat her! It was too much. It was all too much. He wanted to go help her but Bethany wouldn't let him. Not that he could have anyways. They were swarming everywhere and no police were in site. Where were the fucking police? Did he not pay taxes so the police would protect him and his family? But the creatures saw them before he could get inside. These nightmares were not exactly fast but they were quick. They had busted through his front door in no time. Just their repeated slamming against it made it give way quicker then he thought possible. It was a very nice steel door but the frame around it was made of wood, he belatedly realized. Now Sam was their only hope. Sam at least would have guns. 
 
   He had whispered his plan to Bethany just before the door caved in. He and Bethany spoke in whispers as loud noises made the nightmares slam against the door harder. The creatures could hear their prey and wanted them. They would get to Sam's and Sam would help them. He had the means of protecting them until the police arrived. Ben had called 911 but there was only a busy signal. If it meant being nicer to Sam and his wife Dorothy and maybe a couple of barbeques here and there when this was all over, so be it.
 
   They backed into the kitchen and his Bea screamed. Turning he saw two just outside the kitchen door leading out onto the back patio. However, it was only two. There must have been a dozen in the hall. Ben felt the bat ripped from his hands as he let himself be distracted by Bethany's scream. He started kicking the creatures in front of him, then made up his mind. It was suddenly all clear to him. With a feat of almost superhuman strength, he grabbed the small kitchen table and wedged it into the hallway, twisting and jamming it in with everything he had. That bought them maybe a few minutes.
 
   "Bea, we are going to make a run for Sam's house. It's right behind ours. I need you to open the door then I will run out first and distract the ones in back while you and the kids run for it.
 
   "No Ben, you'll be killed. I won't let you."
 
   "We have no choice. We have to get to Sam's. Even if they grab me you need to run and don't look back or stop until you get there."
 
   "No, I'll die with you."
 
   He had grabbed her then and shaken her very hard. "No love of mine. You have no right to make that decision for Amber and Luke. Get our children to safety. I love you." Then he kissed her softly but quickly, after that he kissed his two children only four and five years of age. "Open the door," he whispered as he prepared himself to run while pulling these walking nightmares away from his family’s escape route. Behind him, he heard the table topple over and he knew they only had moments. Bea opened the door and he rushed out grabbing both of the creatures in his arms. He was strong, worked out with regularity and carried them down to the ground screaming, "Run!" to his wife. He saw her dart past him running all out, both kids held tightly in her arms, and then incredible pain erupted in his upper torso. Jesus they were biting him, tearing him to pieces. He bit his tongue, knowing if he screamed his Bea might turn and come running back. He could not take that chance and channeled his breath into a last shout for her to run.
 
    "Run Bea! Run! I love you!" He saw her running without looking back like he told her. Then the nightmares from the house fell on top of him. Oh my God, the pain and they smelled so bad. Then he saw nothing more as he felt teeth tearing at his throat and darkness descended.
 
   Bethany ran as fast as her toned legs could propel her while carrying her two children. The bushes in front of her parted and Sam stepped out, a rifle in his hands.
 
   "Hurry," he said urgently beckoning to her. Dorothy was with him and another man she did not recognize who also carried a rifle. They ran passed the tree line and Dorothy was there wrapping her arms around the three of them while continuing to guide them forward.
 
   "Dorothy, get them to the basement now. Kurt and I will bring up the rear and hold them off."
 
   "Ben... We have to go back and get Ben," Bethany said.
 
   "No hope there, lady. He's already gone," the stranger finally spoke with a nasal twang to his speech.
 
   "Noooo!" she screamed, stopping, and started to turn back before she felt someone slap her face hard. So hard in fact, she almost lost her hold on her children.
 
   "Stop that now, Bethany." It was Dorothy who looked scared but determined. "Ben sacrificed his life so you and your babies could make it out. Damn it girl, don't throw that away. Give him that much at least." Dorothy was hissing now while dragging them even faster through the trees. In semi shock Bethany could only keep going. Remotely she knew it was what Ben would want. From behind her, she heard gunfire erupt. A lot of gunfire. She kept running as she clutched her children tighter.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Day 1: 2300 ET
 
    
 
   Jean was so tired. She knew she needed to stop but she was on fumes and she did not know if her car would start again if she stopped it. She had been driving on and off all day. Earlier, she had barely escaped a military patrol, for the second time! If not for the Jeep, she would have been screwed as it allowed her to go off road and then hide. 
 
   Now she was stuck again. She did not know where she was and driving across another old plowed field caused her jeep to suddenly rise up and then slowly stop. She rested her forehead against the steering wheel feeling so tired and frustrated. Well no help for it and she turned the vehicle off. Now it was time to get some sleep and after that, see about freeing her Jeep in the morning. Her bladder begged attention. No way could she get any sleep when her body was telling her that it was time to pee. 
 
   She looked out the window at her very black surroundings. The instrument lights had ruined her night vision for sure and she did not want to turn her headlights on again, as those National Guard troops might see them. Other things might see them also. She had been listening to news on the radio nonstop. It was getting violent out there. She cracked the door further destroying her night vision as the windshield light came on. Damn. She slipped out closing the door quickly shutting off the interior lights, and listened to the night. Nothing could be heard: no birds, no crickets...nothing. Well, it was fall after all, and night. Moving a few yards behind the jeep she unsnapped her Levi's shoving them down over her hips. It took a few seconds as she preferred tight black jeans and thick leather belts, then pushed her panties the rest of the way, which were mostly down anyways from the tight fabric. You simply cannot take off tight jeans without your panties going with them, at least part way. She squatted, taking her time while relieving herself. She had too much to think about. Would she make it? Would the National Guard catch her? She didn't know. All she knew was that she must reach her children.
 
   Branches snapped behind her from the tree line sixty-feet away. Their crackling snaps sounded like explosions in an otherwise still night. Her heart threatened to stop as she stood, quickly pulling her pants up. Oh my God, was someone watching her pee? So perverted. Quickly, she clamored back in her Jeep with the window rolled down slightly so she could listen. She heard more branches crackling. Her fear mounted. She kept listening for another ten minutes but nothing more. She was so tired.
 
   Flipping the lever to put the driver's seat into a reclining position, she snugged her coat around her upper body, her legs twisted sideways and pressed together tightly for warmth. She thought back to Don. How he would have been so perfect right here and now. His last words to her though were haunting, with references to this New World Order. He'd been talking about it since his last consultation job and he had not been the same since.
 
   The day so far had been great, with a tour of the new medical facilities where Don was contracted for security setup. He took great delight in showing her the safeguards and other devices he had meshed into a synergetic whole of facility protection against unauthorized entrance and exit. It was amazing how good he was at this sort of thing. The workings of half the devices he showed her were beyond her understanding. He led her into the penthouse offices at the end of their morning long tour, a culmination of the exotic placed amidst the impossible.
 
   "These are the offices for Dr. Lynch and top staff. Notice the Cyberten palm scanners. The scanners on each floor have their own servers, meaning palm scans are performed in a fraction of a second. The delay is nonexistent with these babies." He was grinning proudly at his handiwork. "Each office is its own environment also. Nothing can get in or out if the occupant doesn't want it to." He pointed to rubber seals on the doors and the pneumatic pistons that opened and closed each of them, cleverly hidden in decorative chromed boxes that matched the surrounding steel and stucco decor. Glass was the main theme throughout and moving closer she saw the panes that enclosed the fronts of the offices were inches thick. Gingerly, she held a hand up and touched one.
 
   "That's three inches of Polycarbonate Epoxy Plexiglas. It will stop everything short of an anti-tank missile." His proud voice narrated its strengths from behind her. 
 
   "Wow. Baby this has to be expensive. Why on a simple office?"
 
   He had moved beside her now as she gazed into the stark interior devoid of everything but the simplest of furnishings like a desk and computer station and water cooler near the outside window along the wall. She felt him shrug.
 
   "I don't know but that's how they had it designed. I'm only the security consultant not the architect. Dr. Lynch said it had something to do with the New World Order. Yeah it seems excessive since their not conducting their biomedical gene research up here. Those labs are on the second through fourth floors remember?" She did indeed remember. It was like walking into science fiction. She felt him turn away from her, his voice rising in greeting. 
 
   "Oh, hi, Dr. Lynch. How are you today, Sir?” Don was shaking the hand of an almost elderly man in a white lab coat complete with clipboard under one arm. Almost elderly, yet not elderly, she thought, because it was obvious that even though his years must have numbered at least sixty; his well tanned taut face and sure movements belied a muscular body that was normally out of place on someone his age.
 
   "Very well, thank you Don. Is this the young lady you have been telling me about?" Releasing Don's hand the Doctor reached out again in her direction closing with her as she turned, her hand reaching out to meet his. His grip was strong and firm yet not crushing, and she instantly saw his nails were perfectly manicured. Even better than mine, she thought with a brief stab of inner jealousy.
 
   "Yes Sir. This is Jean. Jean, meet Dr. Lynch, my boss."
 
   "A pleasure, Sir," she murmured smiling brightly at this imposing figure of an older man.
 
   His gaze flickered up and down her form in a lightening quick assessment and yes, she saw his eyes hesitate for a fraction of a second when they reached her chest before moving on. She smiled inwardly. Men were so predictable.
 
   "No my lady, the pleasure is all mine." He bent at the waist and for a second she thought he was going to kiss her hand like they did in those old movies about royalty but no it was only a half bow with his gaze traveling to her chest and back up again fast enough that she almost missed it. She felt like giggling but refrained. He was still holding her hand and talking, "Have you ever given a sample of your DNA before, Jean? I would love to see what makes up a stunning creature such as yourself." His broad smile showed perfect teeth. 
 
   "Thank you Doctor, but no, I don't think I've ever had my DNA looked at before," she politely responded. He released her hand slowly and she stuffed it in her jeans pocket. His stare was starting to unnerve her. At least his gaze was mostly focused on her eyes, she thought.
 
   "Well, have Don make you an appointment, why don't you. I assume Don has told you about his new job and our little program here, correct?" He turned to Don who was smiling, "You are accepting the position right? We simply can't do without you." He turned back slightly to Jean. "Don is the best security consultant we've ever had. He's truly a wizard at his work."
 
   "I still haven't decided, Dr. Lynch. Yes, I realize the pay is twice my regular salary. More actually, but I still want to think about it a little more and no I have not told her about the Order yet. I was planning on telling her that tomorrow." Don seemed embarrassed at the Doctor’s praise.
 
   "Well, don't think too long on it, Don. Things are happening. It's coming together and we'd like to consider you onboard." He smiled one last time at Jean and stalked off. For stalk is the only term she could think of to describe the way he moved...like a hungry leopard approaching its prey.
 
   "What's this Order thing, love?" she asked when the Doctor was safely out of earshot.
 
   "Oh, well, it's like a society of the best and brightest people. Scientists and experts of all disciplines, coming together to promote environmental and social perfection. To co-exist in harmony with everything around us including and especially nature. Their vision of the future is really amazing." his response was enthusiastic and his eyes practically glowed as he continued, "The long term goals are no more pollution. A world population balanced with nature. No more hunger or crime."
 
   "Less population? How would that work?" She knew he strongly felt the people of China and most third world countries bred like flies.
 
   "Through the proper management of their paths of evolution, of course." he responded.
 
   "Eugenics?" she frowned. It was a subject her psychology class had discussed briefly when she was getting her master's degree. She knew that it had to do with the improvement of humans through the breeding in of desirable traits like higher intelligence, physical attributes along with less disease prone genes and the reduction of breeding of those with less desirable traits, race being chief among them. It was a nasty sick movement and made her think of Hitler.
 
   "You say that like the entire concept is dirty. No. They are not talking about rounding people up for mass extermination and genocide." He was scowling at her now, "Just drop it, okay? We'll talk about it later." 
 
   He had then taken her out for a wonderful evening of dinner and a nightclub afterward where they slow danced to oldies but goodies. He had slid his hand under her dress to Barry Manilow, and feeling her breath quicken, had taken her home right afterwards. They made love on the balcony of her small deck and he had been gentle, yet deliciously demanding.
 
   However, the subject of the Order never came up again. That had been two months before their last night together. He had gone on to take the job with this company and she rarely saw him after that. Originally, he claimed they would be able to see more of each other but just the opposite actually occurred. He attended many late night meetings and they were always going on retreat outings on the weekends where she was not invited. 
 
   She felt tears rolling down her cheeks as she hugged her coat trying to get warmer. She dared not start the engine. The Jeep was already on empty. Those memories had been from a distant more innocent and kinder time in her recent past. Right now, she was cold, starving, thirsty, and cramped in the small compartment of her Jeep. Not to mention lost. She had no idea where she was, or even which direction Newaygo was from here. More tears rolled down her cheeks and she quickly wiped them off because they made her face colder. Would she see her children again? Oh, she prayed it would be so. She had nothing else in the world that mattered besides her parents.
 
   These creatures they talked about on the news terrified her. The FEMA warnings had gotten dire by the hour. The latest word said to take no chances with the infected, that some communities were taking the law into their own hands and shooting them on sight. Other communities had been completely overwhelmed by these things, with no word getting out from many of the larger cities. It was chaos of frightening proportions out there and she was scared. 
 
   Would her parents be home or out back in the old canning shed with its cellar? Or would they be at their neighbor’s place. This man Jay was an enigma. Her dad had mentioned him before but only in passing. A programmer, she thought, or web designer. Why would her parents take her children to a programmer's house? Maybe he had a basement. She did not know, and she was too tired to think anymore. With one last shiver, she tucked her head over her arms and fell into a fitful sleep.
 
    
 
   *****
 
   

 
   

Chapter 3
 
    
 
   Day 2: 0730 ET
 
    
 
   Emma woke me early wanting to play. I hugged her tiny body tightly until she squealed, then kept kissing her until she squealed again. “Just daddy giving you your one hundred kisses a day until you get old enough to make me stop,” I murmured to her. She was also hungry, so it was time for her to get up. The kids were all starting to wake up. No sign of Michael yet and I peaked in the dining room. Becky was asleep, her arms and face across the large table, drooling all over its cherry surface. I could hear voices coming over the speaker too low to make out. I didn't turn it up yet. First things first. I had hungry kids.
 
   I grabbed Clarissa to help and soon had fixed oatmeal, flavored and sweetened with honey and a big pitcher of juice. The kids were chowing down all over the living room and watching cartoons Becky had put in for them from the video library I had. Yeah, she had woken up. Damn, I needed a bigger living room for sure, I thought. Paul was wearing his Red Ninja outfit and had his Nerf sword in hand showing off. It was a Power Rangers cartoon. I smiled and hoped he could hold onto his childhood for a little bit longer. I prayed so but it was not looking that way. Becky joined me in the kitchen and we sat on stools eating oatmeal. She had tried waving it away but I insisted.
 
   "You need your energy. I have a feeling we will be a bit busy today. She nodded reluctantly and accepted it. Once she started eating, she ate fast while I waited. She had stayed up much longer than I had and may have only slept minutes. Soon she was finished. She looked at me and I could see the tears beginning their trek down her broad face.
 
   "Oh my God, Jay. It's horrible out there. So many people dying. It's like World War III. I need my Michael and I'm so scared." She broke down and I held her after quickly setting our bowls aside. I let her sob, wetting the shoulder of my sweatshirt. I did not know what to say. I could have told her it would be all right but I honestly did not think it would. Not for a very long time anyways. "There are thousands and thousands dead. More by now I'm sure. Too many to count. The police gave up trying to keep things under control. Most of them are near Fremont. I heard a few National Guardsmen arrived to help. That was the last I heard before I couldn't stay awake any longer." She had gotten herself under control and had resumed talking normally. Then she started blubbering about Michael again and I tuned her out. I had to think. I had to know how bad it was. I patted her shoulder, kissed the top of her head, and looked out my kitchen window. Paul came up and asked if they could go outside and play. I quickly said no. They all had to stay inside and in the living room where we could watch them. He reluctantly agreed and went back to being Red Power Ranger Paul in the living room.
 
   Usually, I can catch a hint of Highway 37 from the window. Sometimes I could see the glint of cars as they drove by but this morning I saw no glints and no cars. I left the kitchen and went out the front door. It was quiet. Too quiet. I could faintly hear a few cars way off in the distance. I could also hear many gunshots, some not so far away. I swiveled my head back and forth, as I moved out into the front yard a short distance from the house. Most of the gunshots appeared to be from the direction of town. I also smelled smoke, quite a bit of it. I frowned and wondered if it was time to head on down to the shelter. One of the car engines I had heard was coming closer. I ran inside and grabbed my shotgun. I will be honest; I can thread a slug through a Dixie cup at a hundred yards. My tree line from the house was only fifty. I was totally unworried about missing anything I shot at. Therefore, I waited.
 
   It was Michael. He was driving fast, his red Ford C-10 almost spun out of control in the driveway as he slid to a halt. The front grill and hood, including the fenders were all dented and I could see a liberal dose of blood, guts, and bits of flesh coating them. Oh, it also smelled like shit. The door opened and Michael almost fell from the cab. By then I was there grabbing him, holding him up. He, like his front grill was covered in dried blood with bits of flesh thrown in and smelled like shit. Literally! 
 
   "Man it's like another world. Like a war zone. There are swarms of zombies everywhere. You cannot get around them. You have to drive through them slowly and hope you do not damage your vehicle too badly running them over or drive too slowly then end up stuck in the bodies, or they break your windows. Oh wow, it’s bad buddy it's really bad. People are shooting them. Shooting each other. Shooting themselves. It's crazy." He stopped talking and I could see he was shaking. Becky came running out of the house full tilt. Didn't think someone that round could run that fast. I was mistaken. They went down in a heap kissing each other madly. I shook my head glad I had been standing to one side. 
 
   I gave them a minute. It did not stop. "All right you two. Don't start screwing on my front lawn. There are five kids watching from the front window damn it." I scowled. Christ we didn’t have time for this. "Guys we don't have time for this shit. I'm guessing we have to do something fast so quit screwing around. They were whispering at this point and kissing occasionally. I jacked a round in my Mossberg, the chambered round flying but I snagged it. I released the safety pointing it into the air. "Five, Four, Three," I started counting down ready to fire when I reached zero. They were actually starting to piss me off because obviously the situation couldn't be that serious if Michael was taking ten minutes to reunite with a wife he had only been gone from for a few hours and if it was that serious they were totally wasting precious time.
 
   "No Stop!" Michael grunted and physically threw Becky off him. I knew he had a good bit of upper body strength. "Chill woman. Jesus! Jay's right we do not have time for this. We can talk later." Becky rolled over and glared at me and I smiled back. I had just relegated her common sense from silly to borderline dangerous. I made a mental note to keep an eye on her.
 
   "If this is bad shit we need to do something now not when you two lovebirds decide to get back to reality." I growled as I re-chambered the ninth shell. I took charge. "Becky make yourself useful. Go get Michael a change of clothes and shoes. He aint coming in the house looking and smelling like that." I had noticed he was missing a shoe. There was a story there I was sure. "Bro. Get those damn clothes off now. You'll scare the hell out of the kids. I hope that shit you’re covered in isn't zombie and contagious because I'm pretty sure your wife licked half of it off your face." He grimaced and shrugged.
 
   "I don't think so, Jay. I think most of it is the Newaygo Police Department, now pretty much deceased." He watched his wife as she took off. "Dang I'm horny too for some reason." He finished speaking and smiled.  I followed his gaze. Becky was moving much slower, more of a waddle than a walk. I shook my head. Different strokes for different folks I guess. From the backside view, I had permanently changed my mind. Not even if we were the last couple on earth. Extinction for the human race.
 
   "Are they headed this way?" I asked getting immediately to the point.
 
   "I don't think so. Not yet, but they will be. It's only a matter of time. They are everywhere, and way more than we imagined. We also noticed their capable of house to house searches for live... food," he gagged, "They can break doors down and barriers. Just by enough of them slamming into one. Oh man, we couldn't stop them. There were too many. They're everywhere. I'm out of bullets. I bet I killed thirty or more. I ran when my ammunition was low. There were only a few of us left. We had just left Fremont and they’re everywhere." I nodded.
 
   "Cat? By chance did you hear from her?" I asked while keeping my emotions down. Caitlin is my ex-wife. Actually, I did not love the blood sucking total bitch of a social climbing ex-wife anymore but she was the mother of my kids.
 
   "Yeah actually we got to talk to her at the hospital. They had a radio set up communicating with Butterworth. She told me to let you know she would be staying down there for a few days helping. They have a detachment of National Guardsmen there. About two or three dozen I think, with some heavy weapons. They're trying to make a difference." I nodded at his words. "Uhm, Jay. Ahhhh, that new doctor friend of hers is there also. She told me," he held his hand to the side and twined the first two fingers together. I nodded again and sighed. Now that totally sounded like her and her list of priorities. The possibility of a richer husband trumps kids every time with a certain class of woman, or some people in general for that matter. Men pulled the same shit. I shook my head as I gave up any hope of my ex-wife showing up.
 
   "Right!" I muttered. "Any idea how long we got?"
 
   "Maybe a couple hours. Maybe less until we start seeing them, but a lot sooner if you fire that gun. They home in on sound and they're not far." He shuddered and started taking his clothes off. Becky had finally shown up with the new clothing and his spare tennis shoes. He changed amazingly fast for such a big guy and after kicking his bloody uniform off to the side of the driveway we went inside and I organized all the kids. Everyone started carrying things down to the basement. Michael went first with a big armload, opening the hidden door to the passageway leading to the shelter. He and two others were the only ones that knew about it. We took everything, all the food, the kid’s clothes, my clothes, and the smaller 32" LCD TV from the kid's playroom. The guns I had here in the house. All the electronics and all the ammunition except what I was carrying in loaded magazines. I started the kids on filling collapsible five-gallon water containers. I had thirty. I hoped to get them all filled. We did.
 
   It took almost two hours but we got it all including the spare blankets I almost forgot about. My shelter is big. I could not help myself and kept adding to it as I had time. There was room for everything, especially when Becky started neatly packing everything away. We had even grabbed most of the shelving units from the basement. Hell, we needed them. The kids were having a blast. It was like camping to them I guess. Of my three, only Emma had seen this place. The other two were thrilled. Oh, they knew it was serious. Well maybe Paul and Emma didn’t, but the rest did. They pitched in and worked hard. I locked up the house, turned off the gas, water, and flipped the main breaker. I set the alarm, which ran off battery power and was good for a week according to the manufacturer. The house was now dead. 
 
   I had run a second line from under the meter to a sub panel that fed my little underground retreat. The well was artesian and heavy in minerals, which is why I stocked up on city water, but it did pump itself, if no power was there to assist. Just slower, a lot slower like it could take all day to get twenty-gallons. Well maybe not all day but it would take awhile. The retreat only had a twenty-gallon pressure tank and an instant hot water heater for showers and cleaning up. That might be a problem. If you ran those instant heaters dry, they could burn out if the safeties ever failed. Maybe I could plumb in the sixty-gallon tank from the house if we had the time. I switched the valves to redirect the water to the retreat. You really had to dig and dig deep to find all my shit. I let Michael and Becky know the deal about lack of water and Michael and I made plans to put the larger tank in if the opportunity presented itself. We settled down and waited.
 
   I guess most would consider my retreat large by typical retreat standards. The main room was sixty feet long and about thirty-two feet wide, but it also had many side rooms and some of those had side rooms. I had initially planned it for three or four families or refugees. Just in case. Originally, it had been the basement of an old farmhouse. Back then, in some cases farmers built their barns with basements for necessities like canned goods, grain and hides. Things like that. Only the basement foundation had remained. It was typical of old Michigan farm basements though as it had side rooms. Four small ones in fact that I had expanded to six and then eight much larger ones. Then I got carried away and built two smaller rooms off the two end rooms. Building a retreat is a lot cheaper and easier than you think if you have something to work with. Well, relatively speaking of course. Some property, a borrowed backhoe, an old basement, $20,000 in steel, block and labor and a bit of backfill to smooth everything out with the excess dirt trucked off. You can always get rid of free fill dirt. Someone always needed to elevate his or her new dream house. It was the rage. Now it was transformed into a nice manicured back yard with lots of goodies underneath.
 
   Miguel, a friend of mine and I had had laid block and set steel I-Beams for three weeks straight. Then backfilled and covered everything up. I was on a deadline after all. I swore him to secrecy and paid him a hefty bonus. He thought I was nuts but I had two rooms stuffed full of food. Another for tools and hardware and a weapons and gear up room, those two rooms sharing their space with tons of blankets and lanterns and other survival supplies I had accumulated. Oh, and four bedrooms, which were kinda bare right now except for blankets and pillows. I had another smaller room off one at the back end, that I called the shack. It contained my radio and communications equipment and on the opposite side a small bathroom and single shower. We had put the drainage straight out the back. My property sloped on the east side, which is the back so it worked. The septic system had to wait on one of my ex-wife's trips and I worked like a maniac to get it done but that was another story. 
 
   Right now, we had to figure out who was still alive out there. What the government was doing, and watch for any friends that made it here. The three of us sat at the long table in the shack. My little communications center in my retreat, with the shortwave turned on again and hooked to an external antenna we listened to the horror erupting around us. I pulled out a notepad and started making plans. I would be busy in the morning. I was starting to get bored.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Day 2: 0930 ET
 
    
 
   Jean was stuck again. She had woken before dawn and when the sun finally rose got her tiny shovel out and dug around the wheels until her Jeep could move forward again. Her Jeep Wrangler was four-wheel drive but the body was so low to the ground it didn’t help a whole lot. Not in these fields or woods she was currently trying to negotiate. 
 
   She opened the door and got out stretching. Dropping to the ground and a look underneath revealed the rear tires completely off the ground. A large hump of earth was under most of the underside holding them up. She felt like crying. After narrowly avoiding a National Guard roadblock and two of their patrols the previous day, getting stuck in a creek bed and having to pave her way out with rocks, and digging herself out this morning, she was now stuck again. This one looked bad for it was not just a loss of traction. The entire rear end of her Jeep was off the ground. How could she dig that out without it falling on top of her?
 
   She slumped down and leaned against the front tire on the driver's side. She started crying, the tears cascading down her cheeks. This was so frustrating. She covered her eyes with her filthy hands and bawled. She had no idea where she even was. She was completely lost. She had no idea how her kids were doing, or even if they were still alive. There was nothing on the radio for the last few hours but FEMA announcements informing them to stay inside, or proceed to government shelters, continuously broadcasting on an endless prerecorded loop. Before that had been crazy reports she could not possibly believe. People eating each other? Insane killing mobs? Crazy talk! In addition, to top it off, her car was below empty with no idea where to get more gas. Moreover, who was this Jay?
 
   The last person she had talked to before her phone stopped working again had been her dad around three in the afternoon yesterday. Dad had called her back and said if they were not home and he meant the back cabin, they would be at Jay’s, a neighbor of his. She did not know this person and her dad had never talked about him much expect the briefest of details. Next property south of dads but all she remembered were woods being there. There were no houses until you went a couple hundreds more yards down the road and got to the stores. Their connection had been bad. Maybe he meant north. She had no idea but was desperately worried about her kids.
 
   She saw something move at the edge of the field. Weakly she rubbed the tears out of her eyes trying to focus. Oh, thank God. It was a farmer. This must be his field she was stuck in so maybe he could help her. She yelled for him and waved her arms but he did not appear to notice her. She quickly gathered her feet under her and started running towards the older man. Maybe he was hard of hearing, she thought.
 
   As she got closer, she saw what appeared to be a very old man. With really bad skin, she noticed. She slowed. Something was wrong. Oh good, he had finally noticed her but he was not responding as she thought he would. His arms were hunched up, hands forward and he was bowled over as if getting ready to fall but instead was now moving fast towards her. She came to a stop and called out again but still no response. He was still coming but making no sound. A shuffling run that was maybe what old men did she guessed. But why was he not answering her? Did he think she was hurt? Actually, he looked hurt. She could see now what she originally thought as dirt was really blood. Oh my God, what was he holding?
 
   She screamed and turned to run. Then tripped, falling forward in the rows of raised earth knocking the breath out of her. "OH HELL NO!" She screamed again in frustration once she could breathe again. "I will not be one of those women in a horror movie. Get it together Jean." She growled under her breath getting up and realizing the farmer was almost upon her, as was the child's arm he was holding. Or, what was left of it. That explained the blood she thought. She felt herself gagging and took a brief half second to slap herself hard. "Get it together Bitch!" She berated herself as she broke into a careful run back to her car.
 
   She vowed never to pick on the women in horror movies again. For some reason she had suddenly lost all her coordination. It was difficult to move in a straight line and all she wanted to do was throw up then wake up in the morning with everything all right in the world. She made it to her car. It took three tries to get the door open but she finally succeeded and threw herself inside slamming it behind her. Her face was still burning from the last slap so she didn't slap herself again but she couldn't help wondering if all women were like the ones in the horror movies she had made so much fun of in the past.
 
   The farmer slammed up against her Jeep rocking it on its mound of earth. He was busy smearing blood and puss all over her driver's side window as she finally remembered to lock the doors, slamming the knobs down. She slid over to the passenger seat and crouched there pushing her belongings and packages down on the floor to make room. Looking out the front windshield, she could see more people coming out of the woods. Dozens of them and they all had that shuffling run the old man had. 
 
   Her guns! Oh my God, she finally remembered her guns. She turned reaching into the back seat and froze. Oh wow, she was so completely screwed. She was looking at the canvas cover that was all the protection three quarters of her Jeep provided. From the way her car was bouncing from just one old man she figured she had less than a minute to live because there was no way the Jeep would keep them out. She closed her eyes and briefly thought of giving up. Then took a deep breath and opened her eyes. She was finally calm. Moving with lightening quick speed she grabbed her Glock 23 and loaded one of her two clips in it. The Jeep did not have a trunk so she had left them in open view on the back seat cargo area in case the police stopped her. She grabbed her purse and dumped everything out. Then stuffed in her small wallet, two bottles of water, her cell phone, the candy bars she still had left and all the ammunition she had just purchased. It barely fit. She then slipped the purse around her neck so she wouldn’t be able to drop it. Leaning back, she tucked the spare clip in the pocket of her tight jeans. She started hyperventilating. She would have to run fast and far and needed all the oxygen she could force into her lungs. She was finally thinking straight.
 
   She crawled in the back and with quick movements hit the four buckle releases and most of the snap rivets holding the canvas shell down, and then grabbing her .40 in one hand, and her .22 in the other she stood straight up. The top resisted for a brief moment then snapped off the body and flew over her head landing near the farmer. She jumped straight out the back and was running fast as she could before she even hit the ground. There was no stumbling this time. No tripping and no gagging. She fired one round into the farmer hitting him in the chest then took off like a sure-footed dear, bounding across the field as fast as her tiny frame would let her. Adrenaline burned through her system as she kept breathing as fast as she could, the ditch was coming up that fronted the paved road she had left almost an hour ago. She took a running leap and almost cleared it. Okay, she stumbled but no fall and she was back up instantly running down the road away from them as her purse thumped heavily into her side with each stride.
 
   The woods on either side of the road closed in just ahead where the pavement curved. She had come from the opposite direction so she wasn’t sure what lay beyond. She started rounding the corner and quickly came to a stop. There were hundreds coming. It was easy to identify them now. They all ran or walked the same way. Her heart was in her throat as she looked for a place to hide. She dived into the ditch on the opposite side of the road almost losing her grip on her guns and rolled over propping her elbows up. Her heart in her throat she opened fire on the nearest.
 
   It was a losing battle. She was already into her second clip and they were almost upon her. She started crying steadily but was not letting it affect her aim. She had learned within the first few shots that only rounds to the head kept them down. Just like the reports on the radio had said. She wanted to curse herself but could only think that she would never see her children again.
 
   Suddenly gunfire erupted out from the woods behind her. It was a lot of guns. The creatures that had once been people started falling all around her. "You better shag it over here missy if you want to get out of this alive." A voice called out from behind her. Turning, she saw a half dozen people at the edge of the wood line with more forms half seen further in and they were all firing except for one older man who was urgently beckoning to her. They also all had beards. Well, at least the older men did. The younger boys or men were all clean-shaven. Then it dawned on her. They were Amish. The Amish had come to her rescue. That explained all the bib overalls and heavy boots too. She ran. Boy did she run, because literally her life did depend on it.
 
   He grabbed her arm with the rifle when she reached him and took off like a shot through the woods dragging her even faster along than she could move on her own. The others followed them running backwards firing as they came. They cleared the stand of trees and reached a clearing where two horse drawn wagons waited. The Amish man picked her up at a dead run and threw her into the back of the furthest. Within seconds all the other men and boys had piled in around her and with a crack of whips, the horses took off running. The man turned to her, his left hand holding his floppy hat down, and his right tightly gripping the shoulder of the man before him, who was holding onto the side rail with both hands.
 
   "My name's Jedediah. Welcome. Save your thanks though because you're not going to like the news," he paused, "We're surrounded and there's no way of getting through them." She broke into sobs as she leaned against him.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   DAY 2: 1525 ET
 
    
 
   Jason leaned against the shovel his body aching and sore. He wiped his face but the tears were all gone for now. His burly five feet-ten inch frame was exhausted and the lines in his face had multiplied, aging him to match his iron-grey short-cropped hair. His wife, son, and daughter in law were dead, as were their children. He refused to speak their names aloud. He would light a candle for them if he could find any on their birthdays. He had been too late. Too late to save them, but not too late to put them to rest. It was God’s turn to watch over them now. He had failed. His shoulders shook but no more tears came. He had cried for a day after finding them, coming home from the midnight shift at the stamping plant. The condition he found them in no longer mattered and he had buried each one gently. He had held and kissed them all, lovingly holding them in his arms while letting past memories wash over him. His son Jack he rocked back and forth remembering when he was but a tiny lad who always had a ready kiss and hug for his Da along with countless questions. His twin granddaughter's tiny corpses he gathered up in both arms and sat on the porch swing for hours holding them. Talking to them as he used to just a day ago and kissing their fragile brows. Tiny little Brea and Heather, who would never see their third birthday. Nor run through the house screaming with laughter ever again. His wife Camille and daughter in law Bethany he had kissed tenderly and held for a long while, whispering his regrets and sorrow. 
 
   The strange undead had not bothered him at all. Perhaps it was because he was holding the dead. Perhaps it was because he was covered in the blood of all the undead he had killed when he arrived. He had killed many when he finally reached home. Using a tire iron then a fence post, then with his bare hands at the last, he took them out. He did not wear their gore as a badge of courage. He wore it as penance. His failure. His shame. His brown eyes closed then opened again. He was a big man but big men sometimes make mistakes, as he had. His chest ached with grief. He knew what he had to do. Slowly he took his weight off the shovel and backed away from their graves. He had already said the eulogy, his bible open to the passages and lying on the ground before their final resting places. He set the shovel to one side and as a last step lovingly outlined their graves with white stone from the driveway. In the simple crosses of wood, he had carved each name in full. 
 
   Inside the house, he briefly remembered the happier times. Those were gone forever. There would be no happiness anymore. Not for him, for he would become the Lord’s avenger until the Lord decided to take him. He was not asking for any favors. His tread was heavy as he climbed the steps to his bedroom. He surveyed the room briefly before heading to the closet. Inside he parted Camille's dresses and his few suits exposing an old U.S. issue wooden footlocker with a large lock securing the metal hasp. He fished in his pocket for his key ring and selecting one special key unlocked the chest flipping the top back on its hinges. Inside at the very top was an old USMC issue Lightweight Alice Backpack that he pulled out and set to the side. Below that was another wooden box slightly smaller than the footlocker. He carefully lifted this out, placing it before him. He took a deep breath and opened it. Disassembled within was his old USMC M40A1 Sniper Rifle. The same one he had last used in Desert Storm back in '91 and a few places before that while in the pay of Uncle Sam. 
 
   With practiced hands, he quickly assembled the high-powered weapon, mounting the scope last. While the USMC had allowed him to buy his rifle as most of his fellow snipers had done, they hadn’t permitted the sale of the military scopes they had used. Those were special USMC proprietary models and not allowed for civilian use. In its place, he had purchased the best he could afford at the time. A sweet 8.5x25 X 50mm Leupold Mark 4 ER/T M1. It was actually slightly better that the one he had used in the Corps. Well, slightly stronger power that is. Not better actually. He carefully mounted it in the quick release rings already centered and sited in at five-hundred yards. It was built extremely rugged but he took his time doing it right, feeling each piece as it went together. This weapon would soon become an extension of his own body and a tool of God's Wrath and Judgment.
 
   The M40A1 was a Remington Model 700 custom made for the USMC Snipers. It had some modifications that only improved on its accuracy from original stock condition. The maximum effective range as listed was a thousand yards or nine-hundred-fifteen meters but Jason knew from experience that he could hit accurately out to 1200 twelve-hundred or further with the right ammunition. It used a 7.62x51mm standard NATO .308 round but like anything these days there was ammunition and then there was good ammunition. He glanced inside the footlocker. Nestled under the box containing his rifle were row upon row of ammunition boxes, all match grade and expensive as hell. Twelve-hundred rounds in all. He had no doubt, when he ran low on ammunition; he would find plenty to replace it. The Winchester .308 round was a very popular choice among hunters. He methodically removed every box packing them in the bottom of the old backpack.
 
   Then he changed his clothes. His work uniform was filthy. Not that he cared about a little dirt or blood at this point but it was not right for his final mission. He opened drawers and started changing. Thick woolen socks over long underwear then sturdy brown work jeans, his best pair. Lastly, a long sleeve undershirt and a padded flannel shirt to finish off his wardrobe. He tightened his belt and sitting on the edge of the their bed leaned over to put his work boots back on tying them slowly, inspecting each lace to make sure it was sound and wouldn't break. Finally, he reached back in his footlocker and pulled out a wrapped gun belt. He unspooled the soft leather, with a flick wrapped it around his hips allowing it to settle it in place. Cinching it down, Jason buckled the thigh strap holding the holster tight against his leg and pulled the Colt Model 45 .45 caliber six shooter out of its oiled home spinning the chamber. Clean and dust free and the wide belt held 32 cartridges for ready use. It was already fully loaded but he carefully pulled each cartridge out for inspection then reseated them one by one. This had once been his father’s gun. His father had been dead for a long time, but this was one of the things Jason honestly cherished most. It was fitting when you thought about it. An avenger of the Lord using the tools of himself and his father to seek vengeance for the deaths of their family. Father and Son back together again. His throat tightened, it was hard to swallow. He had a mission. One last mission.
 
   He reached in the locker one last time pulling out four boxes of .45 hollow points, a USMC issue K-Bar bayonet, his compass and a few other needed items. He packed everything in the pack carefully with one exception putting different items in different pockets until he was done. He closed the footlocker and without bothering to lock its contents, slid it back into its original resting place. The K-Bar he clipped to his belt. He had a feeling it would be needed soon, and used often. He thought for a moment then grabbed extra socks and underwear, two shirts and his only other brown work jeans and rolling them tightly placed them alongside the equipment in his pack. He walked downstairs pulling his Carhartt dungarees from the foyer closet and packed them. His arctic sleeping bag followed. Then his poncho and a tent liner were placed on top. He went to the kitchen next. A dozen cans of tuna and beans along with a can opener and a bottle of multi-vitamins joined the contents of his pack. He smiled. Camille was always getting on him to take his vitamins. A six-pack of bottled water followed. He turned surveying his home of over twenty years one last time. His chest was still tight from the earlier events but he had no worries of a heart attack. He had little doubt his work was just beginning. The Lord had made it known to him. He had the skills and was equipped, and now ready. He turned walking down the short hallway to the side vest way leading to the garage. He opened and closed each door carefully. Inside the garage, he looked around. 
 
   Carefully organized tools and equipment adorned all the walls. His workbench glistened in its clean polished state. He moved to the metal cabinet on the far wall and opened it. Inside he pulled out his universal gun cleaning kit and packed it away, then after a moment's hesitation reached in and pulled out his climbers. The ultra sharp steel spikes that would allow him to climb a tree with ease. The handspikes followed and he wrapped them in an old oiled rag from the bin beside his workbench. He grabbed two twists of olive drab 550 Para-cord, each a hundred feet long. The stuff was cheap, super strong and had a thousand uses. He was finished here.
 
   Outside he paused. He had one last job to do here before he could leave. His thick leather winter jacket was in his car. It was fleece lined and insulated. It would keep him warm. He set his mostly full pack down along with his rifle and walked to the shed off to the side of the garage. It was twenty-five feet away for good reason. Inside he lifted out a five-gallon plastic jug of gasoline and walked back to the house. He went inside and poured a trail throughout every room, every hallway, dousing the furniture liberally and with the last of its volatile contents left a trail off the front porch. He did not smoke but he always carried a Bic lighter for emergencies and this he pulled out flicking it then setting the trail of gasoline on fire. The house burned but the memories stayed fresh within him. Like the flames, the memories consumed him. The faces of his dead family floated before him as he grabbed his leather coat putting it on and started walking. He had a mission and there was still plenty of daylight out to get started on it.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   DAY 2: 2000 ET
 
    
 
   "We won't be able to hold out here very long, Dorothy." Sam whispered to his wife, as they finished counting the canned goods they had left. "We have too many people here and we never really set aside much food or water." She nodded at his words. They estimated they could hold out for no more than another day or two before the food and water were completely gone. There were almost thirty people in their basement and upstairs in the house. They had grabbed all their closest neighbors and rescued a few others. Even more had been seen running by looking for refuge, and those had been taken in.
 
   Sam and Kurt had made it safely back but by rescuing Bethany and her children, they had finally attracted the attention of the undead. For undead they had to be. Many were missing arms, or legs or parts of their torsos. Peeking through the blinds from upstairs windows showed dozens of them milling around the house. They had not broken in yet but Sam was sure that was because the undead were not positive prey was inside. They had noticed something moving and were now waiting. As soon as they were sure, it would be all over for Sam, Dorothy and the others. Sam was under no illusions that they could shoot their way out with a few rifles against the mob of undead outside. The creatures simply were incapable of feeling pain, fear or anything resembling a human emotion. They would come in wave after wave and not stop until they caught their prey. Sam had seen plenty of that this morning.  
 
   The small portable radio they had was not telling them a whole lot. Mostly pre recorded emergency broadcasts. Bethany and her two little ones were taken under the wing of an older neighbor named Janet who had two sons of her own, both in their very early teens. Janet's husband had also given his life so his wife and sons could make it to safety. She and Bethany had that in common now. Safety is a relative thing though, it was only by chance Janet, and her two boys were running by Sam and Dorothy's right when Dorothy happened to be looking out the window. She had quickly called them over. Now looking over the crowded basement it did not look good. Of the thirty plus people they now had taking refuge with them; well over half were women and children. In fact, he counted quickly, added the two from upstairs on watch, and came up with eight men including him. No, it was not looking good.
 
   "What can we do?" she whispered back.
 
   "I've been thinking. Maybe we can wait a day or two until things calm down a bit then get somewhere safer," he paused again thinking. "It's too late tonight but in the morning I'll climb into the attic with the binoculars and look out the vents on both ends and the back of the house. Maybe I can spot something, see if people are gathering. See how many of the creatures are out there. Maybe I can figure out where to go."
 
   "And what if it doesn't calm down out there? What if it gets worse?" Dorothy's words struck a chill down Sam's spine.
 
   "Then I don't know? I just don't know."
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   DAY 2: 2200 ET
 
    
 
   I finished my list while the three of us listened to the radio all day long. The house and property alarms had tripped often, so often it was wearing us out. It was just the zombies wandering onto the property, then off again when they did not find anything living to eat. I really needed to close the front gate but had deliberately left it open in case anybody came seeking refuge. That is why we had to check the alarm every time it went off. Just in case. So far no luck. 
 
   We learned a little more about these undead. For undead they actually were. Some scientists were conducting experiments in Europe. Probably in the U.S. too but those experiments were not being broadcast on shortwave. The European scientists were holed up in their version of our CDC in Belgium. They had a detachment of Swiss troops guarding them and were working as fast as they could, trying to figure this out. Communications were down worldwide with the exception of shortwave and military communications. The cell phones quit working this afternoon. Not sure why. We were still getting a signal, but just silence then beeping came over the speaker when we tried to dial out.
 
   The zombies were in truth zombies mostly. The Europeans had found out a lot by carefully monitoring several subjects that had gotten sick from the vaccines. By examining the subject’s brainwaves and other vital signs through the super fever, then cool down and subsequent rage, it was determined that there really were no brainwaves left. Not as we know them. Instead, some limited activity at the brain stem or the lower brain as it’s called. This is where all our instinctive responses are located. Like breathing, basic motor skills; like walking and of course the instinct to eat in a most predatory way. Neanderthal I guess or even earlier. They were finding the virus to be an actual parasite that linked itself together like a hive. The scientists speculated that within a human host it had a hive mind that was constantly hungry. That actually made sense in an awful way. The only good news out of Europe was that if you were bitten you would not catch it. Somehow, the virus or parasite bonded with its host almost immediately upon vaccination. Once bonded it could not survive in another vessel. When hearing that I would not become like them if bitten, you have no idea how relieved I was. With zombie blood and guts everywhere, it would be almost impossible not to become infected if the reverse were true. Hell we would all have to wear HAZMAT suits and those are a major bitch to fight in. This I knew from firsthand experience. 
 
   More disturbing news. Either God was weeding out his creations or this thing was mutating. The people from Europe were saying we had been hit in three different time. First, the original vaccine that they gave to the military and health care workers and that sort had a minimum gestation period of three weeks before people got sick. Then the second vaccination series distributed to the third world countries had a two-week gestation period before people dropped like flies. Then the last round of vaccinations rushed on the public showed that people were succumbing within two to three days after receiving it. 
 
   Now, normally I don’t believe in coincidences.  I still don't. The three rounds of vaccinations resulting in everyone getting sick within the same timeframe. Lab mutations? The scientists that were broadcasting were hesitant but if you read between the lines, the gist was manmade and careful planning. The odds of anything else were mind boggling against it.
 
   It was depressing. Maybe ten percent of the human race was left alive or would be left alive after everyone got sick that was going to get sick. Maybe less. Of the ninety percent that did get sick from the vaccinations and died, about eighty percent of them came back from the dead as zombies. So not all, just most. Factoring in how many safe people that were killed by the zombies by the end of day two of this retched outbreak and my best guess was maybe five percent of the people on this planet were still alive. Maybe less. I would have to get out and look around. Tomorrow I would. I thought a lot about survivors. I knew there were many. People just do not give up and die. I had been topside many times throughout the evening. Every time I had been topside I felt the deep boom from a large caliber gun sounding in the distance. It seemed to be slowly circling around us. I knew someone was out there making a difference. At least I hoped so.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   "Stage three complete, Sir." The technician operating the computer station looked up speaking to the tall lab-coated figure standing beside him. Around the technician, nineteen others sat before their stations. The tall man smiled nodding.
 
   "Initiate stage four, gentlemen," he spoke with satisfaction. 
 
   Immediately the technician's at all twenty stations started issuing commands through their keyboards. Orders were going out. Other assets were being brought into play. Those assets were responding to the new orders. 
 
   It was starting to get interesting, thought the lab-coated figure as he smiled.
 
    
 
   *****
 
   

 
   

Chapter 4
 
    
 
   DAY 3: 0800 ET
 
    
 
   First of all, I woke up really horny! Yeah it was a bitch and took me an extra minute to get dressed. Something was impeding my progress in zipping up my jeans. Now I was only waiting on daylight. The sky was already grey out, a sign of the impending cloud covered sunrise. A cloudy day might be in my favor. Still. I hated being horny. Christ, who knew when I would be laid next, wasn't like any of my old girlfriends would be dropping by for a quickie like they used to. I guess even the end of the world could not curb man’s first survival instinct, that of procreation.
 
   The night had finally passed. Time to get busy. Wayne, Jean, and the kids had set off the alarm in the wee hours of the morning. Things had gotten too hot over there and Wayne made his run when he figured the zombies would be the least active. Smart man. They almost didn't make it. We shot eleven of them undead bastards that were chasing them. I wished for a silencer but there was no help for it. It was also a major bitch for Michael and me to drag them away from the house in the dead of night. No, we didn't invent any new cuss words but we used up our entire inventory of known ones. Wayne said they had overrun his place, and that they were everywhere. The alarm kept going off so often it was seriously getting old. I really wanted to disconnect the damn thing but we needed to know if this other Jean or my ex-wife showed up. I had zero hopes for the ex-wife. As I said, she had her priorities. Knowing me very well, she would rightly assume I would keep our children protected. Yeah okay. We would sneak up into the house and look out the windows. Nothing but zombies looking for a snack. We continued to wait. 
 
   I had wanted to give it more than a day or two, like a week but I needed to see what was going on and I had friends to check on. We also lost power for good last night. I had to fire up the generator. I had roughly a two-month supply of fuel for it. We listened to the chaos and horror happening in the world around us on the shortwave. That was our so-called entertainment. The kids were going nuts and wanted out but we bribed them with hot chocolate, popcorn, and plenty of movies. God they were seriously making a dent in my video library and candy stash. The cell phones started working again sporadically.  I got through to my parents. They were fine along with my brother. Devil's Hole, where they live was holed up, pun intended. Barricaded. Only one-way in or out and they were manning it with plenty of firepower. A bunch of geriatrics mostly resided there who were obviously quite capable of holding their own. Dad said the dead/undead, if that makes sense, were three to four feet deep in places on the other side of their makeshift barrier, yet fresh ones still kept coming. Somehow, they had found Devil's Hole. I think it was smell. Old people have that particular odor and are evidently pretty tasty too. 
 
   They had plenty of ammunition for now. A few down there were ex-military and/or of the survivalist bent like me. I keep telling you it’s addictive - accumulating more and more stuff I mean. Mom said Dad's shoulder hurt from all the shooting but that they were fine as was my brother. We exchanged much love and kisses over the static of the cell phone reception. I missed them terribly.
 
   I couldn't reach Pete. Or anyone else. Michael and Becky had similar luck, which means no luck getting a hold of anyone. I even tried the ex-wife. I got her voicemail. I did not bother leaving a message. She knew where we were and my alarm system would let me know if anyone came down the driveway. I offered up an honest, sincere prayer to God that she was holding off screwing this new doctor boyfriend because the damn bitch got pregnant at all the wrong moments. It was her gift. Not that I had any regrets mind you. 
 
   Wayne tried his daughter again with no luck either. On the bright side I found out they called Wayne's Jean 'Momma Jean' and the daughter just Jean. That actually made sense but was still wrong. Later that second day, I had also came up top to run a second power line to the alarm system. Michael covered me but there were no problems. The generator continued to give it enough juice to keep the ultrasound sensors on the driveway turned on. They more than anything else is what was alerting us when people came onto the property. We were all bored. I wanted to get out and see who was left. The shortwave kept me inside that third day.
 
   Reports were coming in fewer now. Less people alive to talk we figured. An amazing number of dead walking around. Or undead. Or brain dead. Whatever. Millions upon millions. We also caught stories of terror and heroism that kept us riveted in our various postures of sitting or standing. Like the two State Policemen that went down fighting to protect a family of five with small children, screaming for backup into their radios. Backup that never came and was not expected, for they knew they were on their own, and while it didn't look good they refused to leave. They did not make it. Or, the newscaster in Buffalo, Idaho whose crew put their combined weight against the doors holding back the undead, while he got the last reports out. The mass of undead was greater than the crew's, and the doors eventually gave way. His screams were the last thing we heard before switching channels. Becky cried a lot. We guys did too but we hate admitting that shit. This was just wrong in every way imaginable. 
 
   We also caught an amazing amount of encrypted chatter on the military bands and the ultra high frequency channels. That was unusual to say the least. I had no clue what it meant, but it was busy. The ultra high frequencies were usually cellular phone bands. Weird. The bad news though was most of the major cities were dead. Or, nothing was coming out on the airwaves from them. I chatted to a couple hams on the ten meter and forty meter bands that were somewhat close to the major cities. No, I did not have a license but at this point, who cared. The undead were on the move in small waves outward from the major cities already. Wandering around, eating anyone stupid enough to be outside, or stupid enough to let the zombies know they were there inside a home or building. The bastards were relentless and did not give up easily. You really had to kill all within range before any others knew about you, or your ass was history. That alone was enough to keep us in lockdown. 
 
   I broke down and even said one or two prayers. Not that I was positive anyone was listening. I was also getting really horny. Even Becky was sort of starting to look adequate. Not a good sign. My mind was starting to rationalize her looks and figure and I found myself inadvertently thinking, Doable if I drank enough beer. I had dozens of cases stockpiled down here and a whole lot more of hard liquor. I was also starting to drink lightly. That made Michael frown and Becky roll her eyes. God Damn it. Why did everyone always roll their eyes around me? Wayne and Momma Jean didn't say a word about it though. They spent a lot of time with the kids keeping them sidetracked. Thank God for Grandparent types. 
 
   The Middle East and Europe were coming apart fast. We were getting word of some major shit happening over there. Nuclear shit. Not sure how much was left but many were saying the skinny they got was all out war between India, Russia, China and Western Europe. I have no idea if we got into that or not. I do know that nothing landed anywhere near us if we did, and none of the ham operators had seen anything drop. You would know if a nuclear weapon hit anywhere even remotely near you, trust me. Something tells me we didn't but I just didn't know. That is truly scary shit on par with the current shit we were experiencing. We heard the only coherent country left in the area was Israel with wall-to-wall zombies everywhere else. I offered up a sincere prayer for them brave fuckers. I had fought with them in Beirut and my respect knew no bounds. I hoped they made it along with everyone else that was capable of making it through this hell. Best guess at this point was at least ninety percent plus of the population as dead or undead. It was frightening in a surreal unbelievable way. But believe it! 
 
   Michael signaled the sun was up now but behind clouds. We had good visibility. It was time to leave. I was officially bored out of my skull. I was heading out. No TV news, no internet. I'm an information junkie so I was in withdrawals. Time to go get Pete, Sandy, and their kids. I was quite sure his independence streak had worn itself out by now. If he was still alive, that is. I had woken up at six in the morning and started loading up with equipment. I wore my camouflage BDU's over a layer of thermal underwear. Then my tactical vest and equipment, knee, shin, elbow and forearm guards. Swat helmet with visor. On second thought, I unclipped the visor. I rid myself of the helmet also, and instead grabbed a boonie hat. This was a recon not a riot. I calmly laced up my jungle combat boots.
 
   I wanted to travel light so I loaded my .40 in my Velcro chest holster plus two spare magazines. I also loaded six clips for my AR-15 and grabbed my regular colt AR. Not the HBAR sniper model I had built that was good out to seven-hundred yards. After a moment's hesitation I snagged one of my Black Ronin zombie extraordinaire machetes and strapped it across my back with its grip tilted forward over my right shoulder. The handle was wrapped in 550-Para cord and would provide a firm grip if I ever needed to use it. 
 
   I took Michael with me. Becky tried to stop him but our friends needed to be checked on. Wayne and the women would hold down the fort. I gave Wayne his choice of shotgun or AR-15 or both just in case. He took both. Like I said. A man after my own heart. Michael had his 12-gauge pump shotgun and service automatic. A .40 like mine but a Glock. I didn't care for the Glocks. I'd had one way back but got rid of it because it snagged too often on clothing. Too many sharp edges. He brought along plenty of ammo.
 
   I led the way out the back entrance. The morning was sharp and crisp. You could feel the moisture in the air and frost coated much of the ground. Since I had trails going everywhere on my property we were able to head to the south property line on hard packed dirt, which means pretty damn quietly. We followed it westward towards Highway 37 but stopped just before the road was in sight then headed south for a bit until we came to the edge of my property. I looked and found we were behind a house. Not Pete's. His street was two over. As we watched silently, we counted an even forty of the bastards wandering around. I signaled to Michael and we slipped over the fence. He made a bit of noise doing so because of his bulk but with my help, we kept it down to a minimum. At least enough that none of the zombies noticed. Pretty sure anyways. At least none headed in our direction as we low crawled to the corner of the first house. I bent my head to Michael’s ear.
 
   "Try not to fire until we're not coming from the direction of my place, okay?" 
 
   "You’re repeating yourself, bro. You said that like ten times."
 
   Well it was really only six or seven but who's counting. We saw a lot of bodies in the street. Some obviously zombie's with headshots. Some not zombie or I wasn't sure. Some children. Big sigh from me. Instinct made me glance upwards as we traversed the side of the brick home we were skirting. A face peaked down at me. Holy shit! I signaled Michael to stop. "Down boy!" I whispered. He rolled his eyes but nodded when I pointed to the window and made the sign for a friendly. I clutched my throat, which technically means hostage, but in this environment, I figured it meant friendly under duress also. Besides, they were hostages within their home. 
 
   I low crawled to the back again. I had seen a basement window there. There it was. I pecked on it with a finger, peering in, and holding my finger to my lips. I needn't have worried. It slowly, very slowly opened and a female’s voice whispered. 
 
   "Who are you? Are you here to help us? How many of you are there?" I could hear the hope and fear in her voice.
 
   "Jay, your neighbor behind you, and yes, and only two."
 
   "Two? Oh my God, we’re dead aren't we?” Now I heard despair creeping in.
 
   "No stay calm. I'm rescuing a friend. I'll be back shortly. How many of you are there?"
 
   "Four of us. My three children and me. My husband didn't make it home last night. I don't know where he is. Is it as bad as they say? We can't go outside they'll eat us." Yeah, there is that after all.
 
   "Listen. We'll be back. Get ready to leave here. Do not; come outside before we get back. You'll never find my shelter no matter how long you look. We'll collect you on our return. If you hear gunfire, try not to worry. We're trained for this." I whispered with authority. Sure, I had been trained for this but that was twenty years ago.
 
   "Be careful and hurry back. We don't want to die." I heard faint hope there. I'll take what I can get.
 
   "We will. Close the window. Watch. Might be an hour or more or might be fifteen minutes. We'll head through here on our return. Please, be ready." I saw a faint ghostly nod in the darkness and the window closed. I crawled to Michael and explained the situation. He nodded. Good man.
 
   Our destination was two blocks straight ahead but I didn't want to come in at this angle, meaning I didn't want them bastards vectoring in on our home position. So I headed east. We low crawled through the bushes in the front yard. Michael followed me. The instructions were simple. Stop when I stop. Move when I move. And by stop, I meant stop. Stop everything including breathing. If he felt the need to sneeze just jump up and embrace the nearest zombie because I wasn't about to let his body irregularities kill my kids. I meant it and he totally understood this. This was life and death and as sharp as it gets. No bullshit time. If he fucked up by doing something stupid, he was totally on his own. My kids were everything to me. Life had no meaning without them. Jeopardize their lives and I'm instantly one cruel sadistic motherfucker that will turn your life into a nightmare. Okay, I'm going on too long. Moving again.
 
   Three houses east later we still hadn't been spotted but I knew our luck was running out. There was a higher concentration of them going forward, which meant turning south. Well, I guess it would have to do. I could barely see at that distance but it appeared they were concentrated around a small area a few blocks away. Fine by me for now. Probably more survivors I thought. I wasn't stupid after all. I would think about them later and figure something out. 
 
   We made it to the car beside the drive and I shared my plan with Michael. We would sling our weapons and walk in that weird disjointed way pretending to be zombies. No way we could low crawl across pavement and not be noticed. So maybe, just maybe we could fool them for a few seconds. I nodded giving the signal. We slowly stood up and moved jerkily across the street. At least I did.
 
   What the fuck? Michael was passing me. He was walking in some kind of stiff legged Frankenstein walk but his arms were jerking up and down. It reminded me of an old Styx video I once saw of 'domo arigato, Mr. Roboto'. Jesus Christ. They were noticing him. Several immediately started lurching in our direction. I gave it up and started running, grabbing him by the coat and dragging him the rest of the way across the street then alongside the next house there. I could hear them behind us. I spotted a walled in gazebo in the backyard and dragged him inside. So much for my, ‘let him die if he fucks it up’ attitude. I gritted my teeth.
 
   "What the fuck were you doing?" I whispered as softly as I could, hard anger in my voice.
 
   "Walking like a zombie."
 
   "Dude. You looked like a spastic music video from the 80's. What a fucktard you are. How did they let you on the police force?"
 
   "Bro. They never tested me for zombie walk."
 
   Okay, he had me there. I actually smiled. Leave it to Michael to bring me back from the brink. We laid down behind the benches very quietly and let the zombies explore. We had heard movement attracted them, as did the smell of fresh prey. We had also heard kerosene irritated them somehow and I had coated both of us liberally before we left to disguise our fresh hot meat on sale smell. It actually worked. I won't bore you with the details other than to say they can walk fast when they want to but when they’re searching they move slow. It was barely forty degrees out. I swear I was half frozen before the last disappeared around a house headed to the street. I shook it off and we continued. 
 
   We had better luck at the next street. Only a few in sight and they had their backs to us, just standing there. Whatever. Pete's place was ahead. There were quite a few zombies around it. I watched them as they milled around. They weren't leaving. They suspected someone was inside. Damn it! They were too close to us. I needed to make this quick. I signaled to Michael. Stay low and don't move. He nodded, as scared as I was and not afraid to admit it. I drew my zombie machete. 
 
   Rising up behind the first zombie, I gripped that damn machete and swung with all my might in an overhand baseball swing. "Thunk" The head bounded clear and I instantly grabbed the corpse holding it close and upright as the second one turned towards the sound. No blood spurted forth of which I was very thankful but the bastard stunk to high heaven. Oh, interesting. This one looked at me carefully as if something wasn't right. He lurched forward a step coming too close.
 
   "Time to die for good mother fucker." I whispered as I dropped the one I was holding and taking a step back swung upward in a powerful stroke that almost split him in half lengthwise. A quick thrust into the brainpan finished him off. None had noticed us yet. There were four more straight ahead about eighty feet away. I ran towards them flicking my machete like a katana to wring the blood from it and attacked them from right to left. 
 
   Swinging through the first’s neck and feeling the vertebrae sheer as the head flew off like the first one, I continued the arc of my swing turning in a 360 to cleave the second the same way. By now, they had noticed me and the two remaining turned as one while reaching out but I was actually having a good time. No this wasn't a good situation but they were surprisingly easy to kill if you had any skills at all. My old karate weapon's training was doing me in good stead today. I thrust forward piercing the belly of the third in line then jerked it out. Oh hell no, it didn't kill him and I didn't expect it to. I just needed him to pause for a split second as I turned the withdraw into a down and over chop, which split her head in half. Yeah a chick zombie but I didn't hesitate. The fourth was easiest. He stumbled on the body of the third and laid all splayed out on the ground trying to get up. It was really easy to just swing and chop like splitting wood and another head bounced away. 
 
   Yeah I was getting cocky. Damn things were easier to kill than I imagined. Or maybe I was just lucky. I preferred to believe for the moment that I was all that. The epitome of a fighting machine extraordinaire. Of course, the adrenaline rushing through me helped. Two more came around the corner at that time. Holy shit I was standing there gloating. 
 
   Now Michael is a big man. Not fat exactly. But def two-hundred-sixty pounds of muscle and fat. He rushed in without hesitation and took them bastards down. With my second machete in his hands, he pretty much just cut them up into pieces. Leg off the first. Both arms off the second. Then back to the first to get an arm then the head. Then the second to get a leg then the head. He was all over the place. I was proud of him. He was so strong the blade just sheered through muscle and thick bone without slowing. Amazing. I really needed to get him another machete. I was betting he'd be hell on wheels with two. For the second time that day, I smiled. 
 
   Pete had seen us and the back door was opening carefully. Too slowly. Michael and I rushed in quickly pushing him back and I eased the door closed.
 
   "Let's go now!" I said.
 
   "Wait we have to gather our things."
 
   "No you don't. What's more important? Your family and safety or dying with your stuff." I saw Sandy peek around the corner of the hallway into the back foyer where we stood and seeing me rushed straight into my arms hugging me hard. Yay. Full body hug too. I really live for the small pleasures life brings you.
 
   "Jay, you’re here. I knew you would be. I told Pete over and over Jay would be coming," she whispered. I saw two little heads poking around the corner of the hallway.
 
   "Hush and get the kids babe we have to leave now."
 
   "They’re coming around the corner." Michael the lookout was peering through the curtains of the door window.
 
   "Now!" I said urgently. "Drop everything we have to go!" Pete nodded their kids coming into view lugging their guns. Good kids.
 
   "Go Michael. Run to the next house behind this one and to the right. I'll cover from the rear. Nobody fall. Just run like fucking hell."
 
   We ran. We ran fast. Nobody stumbled and we made it but we had over a dozen following us. Now they were really starting to piss me off. I could also see the disadvantage of leading a group. I wanted to fight and kill the bastards instead of playing guard and keeping the group safe. I sprinted around the corner of the house to the east of the one behind Pete's home. Yeah we were headed back to my place but doing that whole half circle thing to lead them off. 
 
   "Head out Michael. Take them the way we came. The next street should be clear.  But won't be when I open up. I'm going to improve the odds a bit for us. I laid down splaying my legs out in a classic rifleman's prone position. It's classic because it works great. That simple. My elbow dug into the almost frozen ground wrist tilted back with two wraps of the sling around it holding both wrist and rifle as one. "Go." I breathed and started firing. Now I'm a really good shot if I must admit. There are those that can shoot and there are those that cannot. Then there are those that are marginal after a lot of training. This is a truism I discovered in the USMC. I'm good. I almost made the West Coast Rifle Team in my time served. Almost. But coming in 9th place out of over thirty-thousand Marines is still pretty damn good. It was paying off.
 
   I was in the zone. Headshots most. I felt my AR buck against my shoulder lightly again and again. I lost count of time. It was only seconds or possibly a minute or two but I was taking them down. The dozen were gone and probably two dozen took their place. They were soon down also as I continued to fire. I now had some coming from the east. Well that was okay by me. Now I understood the theory of spray and pray you hit. Vietnam was a good example. Hit the brush with fifteen-thousand rounds and hope like hell you kill eight jungle bunnies. I get it. Different times different methods. I'm a bit more precise though, having gone through USMC sniper school. Now, that doesn't mean I only fire one round a minute. Hell no. I was firing multiple times a second here and there. A semi-automatic AR15 doesn't mean you can't fire fast. I can fire that bastard almost as fast as a fully automatic M16. And the A2's. Just don't get me started, okay? I hated those three round burst bastards. I hit what I shoot. I don't waste ammo except occasionally and usually only for a reason. Like dropping two in the chest to slow them down for enough time for a headshot. But coming straight in gave me a lot of quality headshots. I was using the semi approved swing technique of a slight rotational swing and fire just before the sites lined up. This is a very effective way of dropping them on the run. Just an FYI.
 
   I had to change magazines frequently. I just shoved them in the right cargo pocket of my camouflage pants and kept shooting. I had cleared out a pretty wide area around me but more were coming from the distance. Those saw me too so I took off fast ducking around the house I was hiding against. I sprinted straight across the street seeing no one. Then I saw my comrades in the distance and heard them open up firing. Jesus on a crutch. A lot of zombies. Too cool. I threw myself down and opened up too. Fresh magazine with thirty. I was good to go and fifty yards aint shit with an AR. Christ, I can thread a needle at that range. It's really impossible to miss at less than a hundred yards. You really have to concentrate hard to do that. Well, for those that can actually shoot that is.
 
   I didn't miss. I shot all around my friends dropping the bastards fast. Like fish in a barrel. A sudden déjà vu struck me. I had read so many books. People dying. People using a ton of ammunition to kill a few. Why can't people simply zone in and just kill the bastards. Don't know. But I was a Marine, and fuck everyone else. I ran up to them crouching and aiming, then firing off two shots dropping two zombies.
 
   "Go, go, go, go!" I hollered. Okay, the lurching sometimes threw me off but most of my shots were dead on. It's not like you can lurch very far from a round traveling at three thousand seven hundred feet per second and I was using the swing technique. Maybe an inch or two? Anyways, my friends ran. I followed and took the bastards down. Wow. I was actually having a blast. I started out scared but now honestly, if it weren't for my kids and my limited supply of ammunition I would stay out here for a while just playing. I made a mental note to give shooting lessons to any zombie book authors I found still alive. I grinned inwardly at my own wit.
 
   We made it back to my property and in the process scooped up Maria and her three kids. They were waiting and scared shitless. I gave her the once over, then the twice over. Okay, in a pinch she would do, otherwise no. The extreme lack of tits and a wide bottom but not excessively wide, just refused to do it for me. What is it with most women these days and that whole ‘five months pregnant fat’ thing look they have going on? Jesus. In instant hindsight, I actually felt that might be a good thing. They could live off themselves for a few weeks until we got around to rescuing them. See. God works in mysterious ways. I'm such an asshole. Yeah, I know.
 
   We headed in and Michael, Pete and I helped everyone over the fence. It was a standard cattle fence of rectangular heavy gauge wire mesh. I thought we were clear. I had killed, no clue how many zombies, and there were still way too many out there. I was down to two magazines though. Actually one and a half. Time to stop screwing around. I led them on a western trail. I didn't want to head straight in. I also wanted a look at the Wesco. I was drooling over that two thousand five hundred gallon propane tank they had. We could really use it. Maybe I could drag it across the road with my tractor. I'd worry about that later.
 
   We hit the corner of my property and I got a good look of the surrounding area. I did a double take when I looked at the Wesco and could only stare. What the hell? Sure, there were eight or ten zombies milling around the parking lot looking def out of place and a few cars, but out of the center of the building near the back, I saw a bright shiny pole sticking up out of an air conditioning duct and on the end? A white bra. Slowly waving back and forth. Survivors!
 
   I was suddenly horny as hell. Don't ask me why. Okay, go ahead and ask but understand, I'm a guy. I had been living on adrenaline for the last two hours or more and I was exhausted. But. First, it had been awhile since I'd had sex. Second, this Wesco had the best-looking babes in the area. I was tired but I wasn't dead yet. My mind was suddenly ultra focused on the babes that worked there and the possibility some might need rescuing. I simply couldn't help myself I swear. I handed my Rifle to Pete and loosened my Beretta in its holster.  Pete only had a Ruger 10/22 in .22 cal. and his 9mm Beretta. I figured if I had to do any fighting inside the store the AR would just get in my way. I'm strange that way. Many people love shotguns and rifles. They think they’re the end all and know all to everything tactical. My thought was if you’re any good at all with guns you’re much better off with a pistol instead of a long gun in tight situations. I told them my plan. Well not the plan on saving some pussy so I could get laid but the cover plan that I would get any survivors out of Wesco and meet them back at the retreat. They knew the way to the back entrance. Michael sure did and Pete had been there a few times. Michael had severe reservations but I overrode them. Get these people to safety. I would be fine. If it got too busy, I would simply head back. Then I ran as if my ass was on fire across the Highway to Wesco. I didn't look back.
 
   A few cars littered the parking lot as I said, and a whole bunch of bodies. It wasn't pretty. I shot the four zombies outside the left entrance with clean headshots after wasting a few center body. Then ran around back circling the building while taking down four more. For some reason they had found the propane shed really interesting even with an open door and no one inside. There was another shed with an emergency generator running. Probably fed off the propane tank but I wasn't sure. Moving slowly around the right side or north to you guys, I spotted two more and took them down with a few shots. Seriously, it's hard to miss with my .40 at this range. I'm not all that like Superman. I can simply shoot straight. On this side, I saw the entranceway was partially open. No power to the doors obviously. I moved closer. Damn noise. Obviously, my shots had attracted attention even with the generator running. Three more of the zombie fuckers came around the back far corner. They immediately focused on yours truly. Fresh 100% Grade A human prime cut meat, just waiting to be ate. God they moved fast. I freaked. I guess they were too far into my comfort zone and all my training went bye-bye. Before I knew it, I had emptied the clip putting two or three rounds in each chest then finally remembering the headshot for all. I switched mags. I saw movement. Another coming around the opposite corner. Two shots. Down. I breathed deeply and tried to calm myself. I turned and could see movement inside. Here we go.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Well you already know what happened from this point on. We made it back of course. 
 
    
 
   

 
   

*****
 
    
 
   Sam watched with fascination as he saw the pitched battle to the west of his home. That had to be Jay. At that distance, his binoculars weren't strong enough to really get in close. Heck it was almost five hundred yards away. He was able to zoom in close enough to see the general characteristics of the man taking down all the undead and guiding that small group to safety. Then he saw them cross the fence onto Jay's property. Well that cinched it. So, Jay was rescuing people. Thank God. 
 
   Sam and Dorothy knew Jay from the Sportsman's Club. While Sam wasn't a competition shooter, he did enjoy the new trap shoot they had set up. It kept him in practice for pheasant season. He loved hunting, and hunting pheasant most of all. They were a challenge he was good at, so was Jay, he remembered. The one time they both shot together, neither missed a clay. He never could get Jay to do it regular. Jay claimed it was too easy. Watching the fight down below reinforced this. Damn that had been good shooting. He needed to figure out a way to signal Jay. If he fired off three rounds in the internationally recognized signal for help, the creatures would be all over them. So far, they had only survived by being quiet and not being seen. It was getting harder to do that though. The kids down in the basement were going nuts cooped up. He'd talk to Dorothy. 
 
   Carefully he climbed down from the attic. Dorothy was in the kitchen quietly preparing a meal for everyone. It wasn't much since there wasn't much left but it would do. Quickly he told her what he saw and how he hoped to signal Jay somehow. Jay was looking like their only hope.
 
   "Any ideas?" he asked his wife.
 
   "Not yet. Does it have to be three shots?"
 
   "Well not exactly. Technically it should be three quick shots then three spaced far apart, then three more quick shots but that's a lot of ammo, so everyone recognizes the three spaced apart shots for help."
 
   "Okay. Does it have to be shots? Could it be a flag or something? Or a sign?"
 
   "Christ Dorothy that's it!" Sam was ecstatic. He could even do one better, use a signal mirror also and they could take turns operating it. He rushed downstairs and was immediately assaulted by the odor of too many people cooped up in too small a place. Currently they were using an upstairs back bedroom to store their waste but it still smelled. He grabbed a half-full can of white paint and a brush from his workbench and a screwdriver. Thinking for a second, he grabbed a leftover bundle of shims for framing and a roll of duct tape.
 
   "Hun. I need your makeup mirror please. The one with the swivel and pedestal."
 
   "Well fine but if this ever ends I want a new one." She joked and for the first time in three days, he saw her smile. She went and got it. A foot high with a wide pedestal base it had an eight-inch mirror you could rotate with the flick of a finger. Perfect. 
 
   He grabbed Zeke, an older teen with too much energy and together they climbed back into the attic. Sam had built the cupolas into the roof for aesthetics but he also made them functional. Every fall his gutters filled up with leaves and on a two-story house that meant they were a bitch to clean out. He had solved that by making the cupola windows movable. Oh, they didn't open exactly. The whole frame actually swung outward and you could unhinge it to remove them, allowing easy exit and entry. 
 
   Moving very slowly and quietly Sam and Zeke removed the window and Sam crawled out painting a huge HELP on the dark brown roof. It took two coats and over an hour moving very slowly so as not to attract attention but he did it. As an afterthought, he wrote a small 'JAY' in the upper corner above the sign. Then they mounted the mirror on the window frame and shimmed the back of the base to point it towards Jay's place. Now they could rotate it back and forth and Jay should see it flash. Sam knew it wasn't perfect and it might not flash brightly but if it flashed at all, Jay should see it. 
 
   He showed Zeke how to signal SOS in Morse code and told him he would be back up with a replacement in two hours. God he hoped this worked. Correction. God he hoped this worked -quickly.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   "Stage four is in progress, Sir and proceeding as planned. Twenty percent should be completed by tomorrow with luck." The technician was speaking to the tall lab coated figure again.
 
   "Luck has nothing to do with it young man. Everything is planned out. Science is on our side. No variable has been overlooked."
 
   "Sir. Able is reporting that some Army and National Guard Units are not following their orders."
 
   "All their orders? Or some of them." 
 
   The technician paled at his mistake and rapidly corrected himself. "Sir. Some units are disobeying orders on routes and rounding up refugees for the camps." He hoped his mistake would be forgiven.
 
   "What percentage?" The lab coated figure looked down at the technician for the first time frowning.
 
   "About five percent so far, Sir." The elderly but very fit figure nodded at the numbers.
 
   "As we expected. Nothing to be alarmed about but let me know immediately if that figure reaches twenty percent."
 
   "Yes, Sir!"
 
   The tall older man paused on his way out, turned and watched the technician he had been talking too. Hmmm. Not concise information at all. That disorganized way of thinking was a trait they would be weeding out of the human race. He made a mental note to schedule him for surgery and left for his other duties. Lots to check on and a lot going on. It was all coming together. Over two-hundred years of planning was coming to fruition.
 
    
 
   *****
 
   

 
   

Chapter 5
 
    
 
   DAY 3: 1330 ET
 
    
 
   "Where are we going?" Bridget slurred as she tried ducking an overhanging branch only to get it caught in her hair. With a loud "snap", she broke it off while stumbling against me. Danielle hadn't said a word since I hushed the girls back at Wesco. Well, except for a screech or three getting across the parking lot.
 
   "The back door! And Quiet!" I whispered back. She nodded in that intoxicated exaggerated way and kept walking, well moving forward mostly, but her drunken stumble bouncing her off another tree. I groaned and grabbed her with my left arm and hand, holding her close just so she didn't knock herself out getting to safety. I really didn't want to carry her ass. Guiding two drunken girls through heavy woods and underbrush was a chore. I did notice that my hand cupped around her ribcage was nestled under her full left breast and it's heavy weight was causing a faint stirring within me that even the stench of her odor couldn't stop. I tried to focus on the task-at-hand. Now was not the time to be thinking about that! That chivalrous thought safely behind me I let my hand slide up a bit further, half cupping her breast as I held her tighter against my side negotiating the landscape between trees. I heard a soft intake of breath escape her but she didn't pull away. I tried not to grin, as this was a very serious moment. But in all honesty, her boob made a natural anchor point for gripping her upper body. So I used it. What's the big deal?
 
   My eyes never stopped moving from left to right with occasional glances over my shoulder and my ears were tuned for any unusual sounds. Unusual other than the two drunk girls and one guy trying to keep them quiet that is. I made sure Danielle's hand was gripping my vest from the back and kept a tight grip on Bridget and a tighter grip on her tit. I didn’t intend to lose either of them at this point. Besides I was horny and getting hornier.
 
   We made it to the back entrance and I saw that the brush wall was still pulled out. It actually moved freely. This was part of a dead woodpile. I had carefully tied and cemented all the bits and pieces together then hinged it over the back door, which was really an oval door. A dark brown blanket glued to the back completed it. However, the best part was it worked great and was time well spent. Damn thing was totally hidden and practically invisible. Caitlin had never noticed it. I lived in half dread for a couple years wondering if she would. 
 
   I saw Michael crouched in the opening with my AR-15 held steady in his hands. He jumped when he saw me and immediately raised the muzzle. I breathed a sigh of relief. You never know what might happen when people get jumpy while holding a loaded rifle. He looked so happy I thought he was going to cry again. I'd have to talk to him about that. Real men don't cry. Or when we do, we pray like hell nobody notices.
 
   We entered, walking down the short corridor to the back entrance into the shelter. Michael brought up the rear, closing the door after running a brush over our tracks. We had discussed this several times and Michael knew to blur out any obvious footprints. 
 
   Everyone was there and greeted all of us happily. Then they also recoiled from the smell. The girls were quite aromatic as I said. Well Michael and I were also because of that damn kerosene. I grabbed the girls and turned left. The bathroom with its small shower was very much needed.
 
   "Michael. You go first. Make it quick. Water conservation, dude." He nodded and started stripping. I turned my back so did the girls. Way too much hair on that large body. Quick rinse then scrubs and after that another quick rinse and he was done. I would have shoved one of the girls in with him, Danielle to be exact but Becky was giving all of us the eye as it was. What was wrong with that woman? She knew we had a limited water reservoir. I had carefully explained it.
 
   "Becky could you grab three sets of sweats from my room please? We need to clean up and like right now. Have Momma Jean involve the kids in something and away from here please. I'm sure there's a movie they could be watching." I turned to the girls now.
 
   "Okay strip. Seriously no arguing. You need to get clean." I reached into the shower stall and started the water again, turning the knob to warm and started removing clothing. The girls hesitated. I started stripping them. "No way are you girls coming inside my retreat smelling and looking like that! Especially around the kids." I exclaimed. "Strip and shower." They obeyed and quickly started removing clothing.
 
   Becky showed up at that moment with bundles of clothing from my room.  Her eyes grew really big; as the girls were already half undressed as was I. Bridget was topless having removed her coat. Her bra still hanging from the pole overhead Wesco. Impressive is the only words that came to mind.
 
   "Oh no, no, no, and NO!" She exclaimed. "Jay. The girls first then you. Get out of here now." She ordered. What the hell, I thought? 
 
   "Michael" I hollered. 
 
   "What?" Michael came running in. We were all down to our boxers by then. Well me. The girls were in panties and nothing else and looking cold. Michael slid to a stop. Took a look, glanced at me and my angry expression and then his wife and her angry expression then the girls again. I noticed he didn't turn away. They did have really nice boobs. Did I mention it was a bit chilly? Yeah, it was quite obvious when looking at the them.
 
   I was cold and filthy. I was also furious. "Explain to your wife why the three of us will take a shower together with the last of the water." I growled.
 
   Michael looked at his wife in disbelief. She shook her head, now emphatically, and had that fat chick stance that indicated she wasn't to be moved, then started talking about they were girls I was a guy and all that stupid shit. "Hun," he said. "There is only enough water in the tank for one more shower. It takes hours to refill it. We talked about this yesterday. They can't take separate showers. They all need to get clean. Jesus woman. WAKE UP!" he shouted. Then grabbed her arm and dragged her away. Good. That was twice now she had gotten really stupid on us. I vowed to have a talk with him later about this. That was exactly twice too many right now with all the shit happening. I pulled my briefs off then grabbed Bridget and stripped her boy shorts off with one hand. Danielle got the idea and pulled her panties off quickly. I turned the water up high, hot, and shoved them both under the scalding water. 
 
   We took turns washing each other, and quickly. I kept telling them to hurry. Long hair takes some time to wash and we all had that particular issue. I soaped up both girls while they scrubbed each other and me. I made sure to leave no spot untouched on Bridget. She returned the favor and I found myself getting hard again. Wow, she was sexy as hell when squeaky-clean. Obviously coming down off her buzz but smiling like crazy. They both were, and having fun. Even Danielle was giggling. We did a final rinse and I shoved them out to thick towels Michael or someone must have brought in and dumped on the floor. I was having a slight issue with my half hard-on.
 
   "Damn it girls. Look what you did to me." I joked. I made no effort to hide it. I'm not shy.
 
   "Ha!" Danielle laughed. "I think that was Bridget did that to you." she thought it was extremely funny for some reason but it had been a few weeks since I'd had any sex and control wasn't at the top of my list of priorities right now.
 
   "You know girls; we should continue this conversation in my bedroom. You can thank me properly for saving you." I grinned." Danielle laughed again but I noticed she could not take her eyes off my huge manhood as she toweled herself off.
 
   "I'm married. You know that. Bridget will have to do." She laughed again and started pulling a pair of sweats on quickly, four sizes too big for her. I winked at Bridget and she winked back. Yay. Okay, we got dressed as the sight of their naked flesh made it impossible for my hard on to go down. Wayne and Momma Jean along with Pete and Sandy were waiting outside the bathroom entrance and hugged both girls as they came out. Neither said anything to me nor remarked about the obvious bulge in my sweatpants. Good. 
 
   It was time to do some recon. The way Bridget was staying close to me I figured that old fantasy of mine was about to become reality later in the evening. I went in and played with my kids for a while. They love Yatzee. I really needed to do a recon but it could wait for a couple hours while I spent some time with them. My kids were more important and I simply missed them. Maria and her three were fitting right in with all of us. I noticed she looked my way often, and Michael’s way. Well that was nice. I think. 
 
   The perimeter alarm went off again. Did I tell you I could get fully dressed in under a minute? We headed up.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   DAY 3: 1500
 
    
 
   It had been a very productive morning and afternoon so far. Many hundreds of souls had been reaped that day for the Lord to sort out. His dead eyes surveyed the homes below him from his perch at the top of the cell tower just outside town. He had carefully climbed the tower earlier leaving his backpack hidden away down below. All he needed were his bottles of water, a couple cans of food, and an old tarp he had found to make a comfortable nest between the solar panels. The structure beneath him was alive. An almost subsonic hum permeated the air surrounding it and the metal was warm under his body. He didn't know if the tower was actually transmitting or not as he had never owned a cell phone. Maybe if he had one earlier, then ... He shut that thought down. What if’s no longer mattered. So, he had spent the day up there being the Lords Reaper. He didn't miss. He never missed.
 
   He now had his binoculars out and was watching a survivor paint the top of his roof. 'Jay HELP', was boldly printed in white on its dark surface. Who was Jay? He also saw the clever way they had rigged a mirror in the window opening of the cupola. The angle of the mirror would allow them to reflect the afternoon sun towards the woods bordering the housing district. Earlier he had watched a running gun battle between a couple of men and several groups of the undead. That had been interesting also. Especially when he had climbed down and followed them, then witnessed the man save two more women from the Wesco a short distance up the road. That guy was a busy one for sure. He had almost ended his misery but being the pragmatic sort, he didn't really know if this man was miserable or not. He might also be on a mission for the Lord, so he let him be. 
 
   Peering into the woods, he could vaguely make out a two story home near its center but hidden by the tall oaks that mostly filled the large tract. They had headed there, the man with the girls and the earlier party. The Reaper's dead eyes swiveled back to the home with the ‘HELP’ sign and mirror then back to the home in the woods. Perhaps this was Jay. If the survivors in the subdivision were still alive tomorrow, perhaps he would let this Jay know they were there. He would think on it. In the meantime, he raised the rifle to his shoulder taking careful aim at one of the undead almost a thousand meters away and fired immediately chambering another round. He didn't need his binoculars to see the head erupt in a pink spray of bone and brains. The explosion of undead particles was easily visible from where he lay. He raised his rifle again taking careful aim through the scope. He had a mission to fulfill and it wouldn't hurt anything to reap undead souls for the Lord near where the survivors had taken refuge. He fired.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   DAY 3: 1700
 
    
 
   Jean kneaded the bread dough and sighed. She missed her kids. She was so frustrated. Oh, she was happy the Amish had saved her life. The Elder of the local Amish parish had heard that first shot of hers and come to investigate. She had no idea that while she slept the night in that farmers field the entire area had become surrounded with these creatures. Upon hearing that shot Elder Jedediah had taken his six sons and several of the other men holed up at this farm and come to her rescue, accurately assuming someone was in dire need of help. There were thousands and thousands of the undead surrounding the extended farm now and it had been very carefully fortified with fencing and building materials from other farms around it. This was their stand and they weren't going anywhere anytime soon.
 
   Annie entered behind her lugging a large basket of potatoes. The first batch of bread in the oven was almost done and the smell was mouth watering. The fare here was good but simple. Fresh baked bread, potatoes and some meat, usually beef or jerked venison that had been soaked overnight and put in a stew was the daily staple. Plenty of fresh water hand pumped from a nearby well provided drink.  The people were friendly but not overly so, slightly reserved, though there was a definite welcome air.
 
   "Jean. Is the dough ready?" Annie inquired. Jean gave the large lump of white dough a couple good whacks to relieve a bit more of her frustration and nodded.
 
   "Yes, Annie." Annie took over and with practiced hands, divided the huge mass into five equal parts then quickly shaped them into the traditional loaf form.
 
   "Good because the yeast will be making it rise soon. Now they need to set for a short while before we put them in the oven." Annie smiled at her. Of all the girls here, she was probably the friendliest. As Jedediah's middle daughter, she had lost two older brothers to the creatures during the first day of attacks. Everyone here had lost close relatives. This community that had once been spread out over more than a dozen miles and held literally hundreds of the Amish was reduced to one larger farm with barracks for the men, and women with children quickly thrown up. She had seen many around, all working at various tasks. They never rested and worked from sunup to sundown but their numbers couldn't have been more than fifty. 
 
   The day's events had blended as she became occupied with the routine of chores given her. Jedediah had put her to work right away. He said this virus was God's punishment for the wickedness of man. Maybe so, but she doubted it. She sure wasn't a saint but she knew without a doubt her children were innocent and didn't deserve this. Annie had told her the previous night they'd had a terrible scare. The creatures could always be heard in the distance. After awhile you just sort of tuned them out, but that's not what had scared them. One of the guards had come running in shortly after all the lamps were turned down and they were preparing for sleep. He claimed there were sounds that shouldn't be. The guards name was Samuel and his face was white as the sheets she was getting ready to lay between, according to Annie. The sounds were coming from the graveyard. 
 
   The Amish had their own graveyards. Each family having their own little plot. On this farm, it had become a rather large community plot. The sounds came from within its borders. Lamps had been turned up and more ignited as they clustered around the graves. The sounds were coming from within the ground under one of those freshly dug. Little Sarah rested there. She had been sixteen but had died from acute appendicitis the previous day. They had no doctors, no way to get to a doctor during this emergency and it had been sudden. Two young men with shovels dug the grave up carefully. What they found was a horror.
 
   Sarah had turned after death. The sound emanating from the ground had been the bones of her fingers scratching their way through the simple pine coffin these good folk had constructed out of love and religious respect. When they finally uncovered her, the flesh had been long gone from her fingers. She had been digging for a day and consuming her own flesh in hunger. Annie told Jean she had gotten sick and threw up, as did many of the other women and not a few men. They ended up having to pierce her brain with a shovel to eliminate her struggles to get out. It was a horrible story and experience for them, thought Jean. The scary part of the story was Sarah had been to the doctor just three weeks ago and been given a clean bill of health while receiving the vaccination. Too many clues were starting to add up.
 
   The meal partially prepared, they waited and that was the hardest part for Jean. The Amish ate their dinner when the sun went down during the fall and winter months. The meals were sometimes prepared hours beforehand. They were a very structured and methodical people she had come to realize. She couldn't say she had made many lasting friendships but she was glad she had met them and that they had come to her rescue. It was dusk but not quite nightfall and the men were only now just starting to arrive.
 
   Only here a day and a half and she was already anxious and bored. Boredom was coming in a close second to the anxiety she felt for her children and parents. It was hard not to cry and scream at God for the circumstances of her current situation. Elder Jedediah said they would keep a sharp eye out for any other groups of survivors passing by, not that it would be much help as they were completely surrounded by the turned. But still they kept watch. 
 
   Smoke could be seen in the far distance from several directions. Cities burning? Homes? Nobody knew. Faintly, they could occasionally hear scattered gunshots. Some were automatic weapons but mostly single shots. She took the few moments she had before being called to dinner to check her cell phone again. The battery was getting low so she left it off and only turned it on when trying to get a call out.
 
   It powered up with a decent signal of three bars. She hit redial for her parents. Ringing. Connecting. Then almost silence with a strange background hum. She shook her phone.
 
   "Hello? Hello? Anyone there? Dad? Mom?" she spoke urgently into the phone praying that anyone would answer. Would talk to her from beyond the boundaries of the farm she was trapped in. Nothing. It disconnected. Damn it to hell. Frustrated she turned the phone off again to conserve the battery. She thought of her kids then and held them in her thoughts as she went downstairs for dinner.
 
   An hour and a half of dishes later she was too tired to stay up any longer. She simply wasn't used to a full day of chores every day. Her narrow bed beckoned to her and she collapsed on it trying her cell phone again. Signal yes. Connection no. Not this time. It didn't matter what number she tried dialing all she got was a beeping that usually indicated a disconnected number. She gave up powering it down and fell asleep quickly, and dreamed… 
 
   Eric and Beverly were playing in the living room. Jean was laying on the couch watching a rerun of Desperate Housewives. Her form of punishment was to watch incredibly smart women repeat countless stupid mistakes while making complete asses of themselves. She had to admit the drama was pretty complex though. It was truly amazing how many plots they had going at one time. She stretched out making herself more comfortable as Beverly stopped playing and looked her way. "Momma," her little girl called. "Who are these people?" She didn't understand what Beverly was talking about. No one was here. Eric looked up with a happy face. "Momma can I play with the men?" His voice pleaded with her. "Let me play with the men, momma." Jean was confused. What men? She looked up from her show. Standing in the doorway to the living room was a crowd of the undead. Just standing there. When they saw her eyes fall on them, they finally moved, reaching for the two children playing on the floor. "Nooooooo!" she screamed. 
 
   "Jean wake up please." 
 
   Annie's voice filtered through the air of her living room and a flickering light seemed to be coming from the front window. She was trying to get up but her body would only move sluggishly. She could only watch as the undead reached her children, bending down with hands outstretched, blood dripping from their faces. She screamed again and sat up as Annie's voice came in loud and frantic beside her. Hands were shaking her shoulders. 
 
   "Jean you're having a nightmare. Wake up please." It was Annie. It had all been a bad dream after all. She started sobbing into Annie's shoulder, the younger girl holding her gently as Jean cried.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   "Sir, we have a fix on that cellular signal." Corporal Rider looked up from the brightly lit mapping screen. The CAPC was over crowded with six crew and two extras. Her words were addressed to the black clad figure standing over her shoulder. Thirty seconds previously, he had been standing over Jerry's shoulder. He rarely stopped moving, and was always pacing. Glancing down, his normally expressionless face showing interest for the first time since she had met him.
 
   "Where?!"
 
   “N43 17.55101 W85 4.88568," she paused, "Slightly to our east, Sir. About forty kilometers and slightly north."
 
   "Excellent. Show me the latest update on guard positions."
 
   She hit a few buttons on her keyboard then superimposed another screen over the first from another console, then entered a macro she had created earlier to mesh them together seamlessly. He bent down to look.
 
   To say she was good at her job was an understatement. With an IQ of 170, technically she was a genius. A fact she had received so much grief over she'd rather forget. Like her body. She hated it. All through High School, she had blended in with the geeks. In Pittsburgh, this wasn't necessarily a bad thing. There were enough geeks where she could disappear in their midst. Then in her last year of High School, her body started developing. Really developing. A late growth spurt her mother had called it. Her breasts went from a double A to large C within months and her hips thickened a few inches at the same time filling out her ass. Suddenly she was getting attention. Major unwanted attention, from both the boys, and some of the girls. It wasn't good. 
 
   She had narrowly avoided being raped by a couple of her best male geek friends. Just because they always hung out to do calculus, didn't mean she was suddenly their toy. So she had taken measures to disguise herself. She bought sports bras designed not so much to support and enhance but to support and flatten. She wore heavy skirts even in the summer making her ass look much bigger than it actually was and she never wore makeup. Ever! She kept her hair in a tight bun and tried not to smile. Her lips had filled out also when the rest of her did.
 
   Her mom had been so angry. Well, her mom was angry all the time. Dad had taken off when she was an eight-year-old kid in pigtails and mom had been forced to work two jobs to support them. She had no clue whether her dad was alive or not, only that he never contacted them or sent any support. She hadn't heard from him since the day before he left them in fact. But with her mother having to buy new clothes that fit Corey's new body, and then having to buy more to disguise herself had sent mom over the edge. Corey had been forced to visit all the local Goodwill stores looking for hand-me-downs. That was okay though because she had found many older style pieces and suddenly she was a geek again. She loved puppy dogs and people with common sense, something she found to be in very short supply with most people. Guys? Well, no guys of course. They scared the heck out of her and most were mean or too demanding and pushy. Yes, she was still a virgin. Well, with men that is. She had experimented quite a bit with same sex in her A school after boot camp but she always assumed someday she would get married and have children of her own. Well one child maybe. But it was a distant thought she wasn't too concerned with. Having sex scared the hell out of her. Josie, one of her best friends had gotten pregnant way too young and it ruined her life. Corey wasn't looking forward to that kind of life at all.
 
   She had joined the Marine Corps on her 18th birthday. Oh, there had been plenty of local scholarships offered to one of her intelligence and grade point average but she refused them. It would have meant staying in Pittsburgh. Things were coming apart there as most were starting to see through her disguise. At the testing center after seeing her scores, they had wanted her to go to Officers Candidate School and that meant Annapolis. She wasn't interested in that either. Yet. Maybe after a year or two when she figured out what she wanted to be. Right now, she just wanted to be anonymous. Therefore, she had selected Command and Control Technician. A fancy name for a computer jockey in an Armored Personnel Carrier. Seemed kinda safe yet close to any action. The military was really good at fancy names. Small minds and dicks and big ego's she figured. But it suited her and had been okay for over a year. Then the virus hit them. Now things were really bad and getting worse.
 
   "Mark that unit there." Richards pointed, his finger stretched out selecting one of the green triangles that had appeared. "Contact them through Flash. Use this designator." He handed her a slip of paper indicating the third one down. She saw the paper had quite a few designators on it. The third one down was Atlantic Command. The one above it was JCOS. This was totally wrong.
 
   "Sir. I cannot. That's not only highly illegal and treasonous it's against every regulation we have. We are not Atlantic command. They are in Charleston." She was officially scared. He shouldn't have these designators or the code signals next to them, which changed daily she knew. Some changed hourly, but he always kicked them out of the CAPC for an hour or so every night, and this paper had come from her printer.
 
   "Corporal just do what you’re told. It's above your pay grade." The looming figure snarled down at her. She turned further looking in desperation at her COIC, Lt. Brewer who commanded them. "Sir," she squeaked totally terrified. This was way above her pay grade as the man said.
 
   "Excuse me, Richards." Lieutenant Brewer was a small bookish man but he had guts. He was also an extreme asshole who had given her more than her share of grief. He hated that she was a lot smarter than he was and always gave her extra duties. However, he knew this wasn't regular procedure and as she had indicated, it was actually an act of treason. He was concerned and angry.
 
   "This is treason, Richards. I can't have my people do this. Even in a state of emergency, it's illegal and deceptive to our units and as Cpl Rider said, is punishable as treason.”
 
   The man they called Richards looked at him.
 
   "Do what you’re told Lieutenant. I won't tell you twice. You’re under my command and field protocols apply."
 
   Lieutenant Brewer slowly nodded and turned to Corporal Rider. He was smiling. "Raise command. I need verifica...” 
 
   "CRACK." The sound was deafening as the Lieutenants forehead expanded outward, briefly giving the illusion of Neanderthal heritage. The right side of his head pushing inward and an explosion of blood and brains spewed out the left side of the skull as his body arced over against the console he was standing beside. She felt the spray of blood and matter strike her face with a hot splash as she back peddled out of her chair trying to put distance between herself and the corpse sliding to the floor.
 
   "Oh My God, Oh My God!!" she whimpered as she came to rest against the drivers compartment sliding downward, hugging her knees to her chest. She saw Lance Corporal Jerry Edwards Lurch upright in shock then reach for his M4 nestled in its upright weapons cradle by the door.
 
   "CRACK CRACK!" Two bright red spots appeared on Jerry's back as he was thrown against the bulkhead next to the outside door. He collapsed by the dead Lieutenant as bright red blood spewed from his mouth.
 
   She looked at the man they called Richards and saw the dark maw of his service automatic pointing between her eyes. He grinned coldly at her.
 
   "So, Corporal. Are you going to do as I asked? Or will I have to drag out three bodies instead of two?"
 
   "Yes, Sir. Right away, Sir." Bile rose in her throat but she swallowed it down quickly.
 
   "Good. Flash traffic as follows. Proceed with all haste to given coordinates, STOP. Identify and secure person of interest while securing all other non-combatants in the vicinity and evacuate to nearest refugee center, STOP. Upon completion of objective radio command vehicle for further instructions, STOP. Append our vehicle identification to that and call sign."
 
   "Yes, Sir." She got busy typing.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   DAY 3: 1900
 
    
 
   The alarm had only been more of the creatures. Two in fact that had only wandered down the driveway in search of a meal. I could see the disappointment in Wayne's face as we crouched at the window looking out. I walked out with my machete and dispatched them. No sense in firing off our guns and alerting more. Off in the distance, coming from the direction of Pete's house we heard firing. Single-spaced out shots. Someone was shooting by moonlight. Now that took skill.
 
   The kids were settled down in the main room but most managed to say ‘Hi’, or were talking to the girls when we came back in. All the kids were fitting in well together. It helps to be of similar ages for sure. We had taken longer than expected and down in the retreat we had somewhat settled on an early rise early to bed routine. It was only seven in the evening, yet I was exhausted. Still I followed my nightly routine and went to the kids first. Emma gave me sleepy kisses, as did Clarissa and Paul. God I loved these kids. I really needed to have a talk with Michael about Becky and this whole lack of common sense thing she had going on. I didn't want to die out of the stupidity of someone else and leave my kids defenseless. Momma Jean had given the girls new toothbrushes and they were now brushing their teeth. Good again. I had stockpiled just about everything and it was being put to good use.
 
   Becky had made up two beds for the girls off to one side next to the line of children. Oh hell NO! I swatted Danielle on the ass firmly and pointed her to one of the beds. She was more than happy to go to it lying down. Bridget's hand I grabbed as she started to follow. I had plans for her. "Night everyone!" I grinned and pulled her along with me to my little bedroom. She followed without having to be tugged more than once. God I hoped this wasn't rape. Becky didn't look at me but at least I wasn't getting a dirty look from her. She seemed resigned.
 
   Once Bridget and I were in the side room I was using as my new bedroom I closed the curtain we had rigged up on all the side rooms and turned to her whispering.
 
   "Look Bridget. You don't have to do this. But if you stay in here with me I fully intend to fuck the hell out of you." I said, in a low voice without mincing words. I didn't want the others too exactly overhear us. She smiled and came into my arms her head lifted. I kissed her hard my arms pulling her tight against me. My right hand slid down her back to grab her firm ass hard. She pulled back far enough to whisper "Shhhhh". I pulled her down to the mattress I had made out of two comforters and turned the lamp down.
 
   She was soft in all the right places. Her firm young breasts were full and heavy in my hands as I stripped the sweats off her then holding them. Her nipples hard as tiny buttons. I heard her breath quicken as my callused hands roamed her body. I quickly stripped my clothes off and her naked body lay half under mine. I kissed her again hungrily as my mouth moved to her neck gliding over its velvety softness to the upper slopes of her breasts, then dipping downward as my tongue encircled each nipple in turn. If it was possible for them to get harder they did, I swear. She was obviously turned on. Her legs spread under me as I rolled over covering her body completely with mine as her hands pulled at my lower back trying to draw me into her. Oh, what the hell, I thought and slid my hand down grabbing my cock by its thick shaft while moving it up and down as I rubbed the large head against her tiny slick opening. 
 
   She was already wet and I pushed in, the bulbous head with its thick shaft separating her pussy lips and sliding inward. I rolled back and forth between her thighs thrusting harder, feeling myself sink into her about half way. Damn that was some tight pussy, I thought, feeling it's hot wetness grip me hard as I stretched it out making room for my thick cock. She moaned under me her back arching, head thrashing back and forth, as I started moving in and out, fucking that tight little box she had. God it had a grip from hell. It was all I could do to keep from cumming. It had been too long since the last time I had sex, so my resistance was low. I pushed in another inch and I felt her tense then spasm as she came for me. I covered her mouth with my hand. She was just a bit loud or trying to be. I smiled and continued stroking in and out of this fine piece of ass.
 
   It took awhile but I finally managed to work it all the way in. Damn she was a tiny girl so it took a bit! She squealed under my hand as my eight inches rocked into her hard, again and again her tiny hands fluttering, then beating against my shoulders, as I swear to God she came twice more before I couldn't hold off any longer. With a smothered groan, I dropped my hot load inside her, my hips thrusting hard and fast while hers pushed upward to meet mine. We came together in a final explosion of pleasure.
 
   I lay on top of her catching my breath. Wow! Well any sex is good sex but this stuff was GREAT! I rolled over pulling her on top of me, my length still inside her tight sex and just held her against me. Her arms wrapped around me and her face was against mine as she kissed me over and over again. I glanced at the mechanical travel alarm sitting next to the lantern and frowned seeing that less than forty-five minutes had passed since I stripped her naked. Damn it, I was getting old. What the hell! Only forty-five minutes?
 
   "Hey, no frowning." she whispered grinning down at me. Her hips wiggled and I felt myself move inside her. "That was the best I ever had," she continued. Yeah I get that a lot. No shit, but it was almost funny that many of the girls I knew rarely came or never came with previous lovers or husbands. I had wondered if it was endemic of the male population of our species to suck as lovers on average. 
 
   "Yeah?"
 
   "Yeah. I'm not just saying that, Jay. That was the best! You saved our lives and I would have had sex with you anyways just for that, but this was intense and awesome! I never imagined I could cum three times. I never have before. Sometimes twice but I always have to help myself get that second one with my toy. But you! Jay, you made me and you didn't hurt me. Well, you did but only at the right time. You made me sore. I can't remember the last time I was sore. Baby, I’d do it again.”
 
   I kissed her again grinning. I had heard it before but it was still nice to hear. I held her tightly with my cock still embedded within her tight pussy and we fell asleep like that, her head on my chest. Holding each other. 
 
   I woke up in the middle of the night with another hard-on. I'm not sure at what time. She was still laying on top of me, head nestled between my pectorals but my cock had slipped out of her. My thighs felt sticky but that didn't stop me from rolling her over and shoving it in again. I didn't speak. I didn't ask. I just took it! She only came twice before I did that time. I'd have to work on that, but in my defense I was tired and in a hurry. Damn, I really needed to get some sleep. Still a man had to have priorities. I wished I could light up a cigar to truly enjoy the moment but didn't in the retreat. I hadn't gotten around to installing an air filtration system yet. Oh well, so I did the next best thing and wrapped my arms tightly around her after pulling a blanket over us.
 
    
 
   *****
 
   

 
   

Chapter 6
 
    
 
   DAY 4: 0700 ET
 
    
 
   I awoke bleary eyed to Bridget curled against me. Her soft curves fitting against me in all the right places. She was certainly addictive for I wanted it again and felt my cock stirring to life. I was getting ready to roll her over and wake her up for some morning sex when I heard the curtain swish and a throat cleared itself just on the other side. Rolling over on my back I sat up, the blankets bunched around my waist.
 
   "Enter." I said.
 
   Becky entered looking sheepish. She glanced at Bridget who was trying to wake up and had raised herself up on one elbow, her beautiful tits with their pink nipples poking straight out, but was still more asleep than awake. I didn't bother trying to cover Bridget as I could care less if someone saw her naked, I simply frowned at Becky wondering what time it was.
 
   "It's seven in the morning." Becky said, obviously reading my mind. Damn women. Most had that cursed mind reading gift. Becky smiled as she looked at the two of us. She opened her mouth, closed it then opened it again and continued speaking. "Jay. I'm sorry for the last couple of days. I know I've been acting stupid and putting my own feelings and emotions over everyone else's. Michael helped me realize that. I honestly do realize I got dumb a couple of times. It won't be a habit I promise. This is just almost too much for me but I'm better. Please forgive a woman being a woman." She smiled again and waited. I sighed.
 
   "Okay, Becky. I do understand. I know it's tough right now. Things have gone all to hell and most of the people in America; hell, most of the people on earth are dead. You have a right to fall apart. You’re forgiven. Just please don't let it happen often. Sorry but I'm worried about us surviving and you were starting to scare the hell out of me. With this whole Michael glom thing and puritan outlook that was honestly putting us at risk." I looked at her firmly. "You were becoming a liability and I didn't want that. We've known each other for years but our kids and survival come first. Always," I continued but in a softer voice, "Look. We all need to start thinking about our survival. The old conventions are a thing of the past for now. We can't be worried about individuals, or nudity or anything that was part of our old culture. Our old way of life is over. I really have a feeling that only the strong will survive and maybe not even then. You can lick all the gore you want off your husband's face after our world and kids are protected." I finished, sighing. I was glad she came to me first instead of me going to them and laying out an ultimatum. She really had gotten stupid on us twice. The events caught up to me and my throat tightened. 
 
   "I understand Jay, and no more gore licking." She gave a short laugh then smiled while getting on her knees to hug both of us tightly. The covers were still around Bridget's waist and her glorious tits were displayed for all the faces I saw peering around the curtain. Evidently, my apparent concern over Becky's obvious behavior had alerted everyone. "Okay, I'll leave you two alone." She said, as she left.
 
   I shook my head and swatted Bridget's ass as she rolled over on her belly after the hug, the blanket riding down to her upper thighs. Way too tempting a target. Yeah I have that whole chick’s ass swatting thing going on. For some reason I enjoyed it. It just seemed natural and felt good to my hand. Then again, maybe it was my hand against the velvety skin of her ass I really enjoyed. Hmm, a philosophical question I'd have to explore later. I stood up naked and started pulling on sweats; I motioned for Bridget to do the same. I needed another shower.
 
   Showered again and freshly shaven by lamplight, which is hard and you really have to get used to it, I wandered around the common room finding Michael, Pete and Wayne near the front talking in low tones. I moved in their direction. Bridget headed me off wrapping herself around my back her arms tight and hugged me. I soothed her and shooed her off to get something to eat with the others. They had the small table set up with Sandy distributing bowls of oatmeal and I grabbed mine on my way over to the men. I had stocked a lot of oatmeal. Did I mention that?
 
   Michael smiled at me as I approached but I could tell he was tired. Wayne also. Wayne spoke up. "We had three more alarms last night and one just a few minutes ago. The first three alarms were zombies. The fourth we don't know yet. The driveway sensors tripped and the front door within a minute of each other. I glanced at the panel screwed to the concrete block wall two lights were blinking. They hadn't reset it yet.” I nodded. I took charge. Frankly, I didn't trust anyone else.
 
   "Okay here's the plan. Wayne and I will go out there through the back. We'll circle around and stay low while seeing what's up. Michael, you and Pete gear up with us and be prepared for backup. Now listen and this is really damn important. Do I have all of your attentions?" I said and waited. They all nodded.
 
   "I hate to say this but we are expendable, the kids won't be jeopardized. Sorry Wayne." I remarked in an offhand way. He shrugged and smiled. I could see he was in unspoken agreement. "I'll take one of the 2-way radios with me and you'll have the other Pete." I had grabbed them from their charging cradle by the door and switched them both to channel one before handing Pete his radio. 
 
   "Give us five minutes and then open the front door here, leading to the basement. Do not leave the tunnel." The tunnel was twenty-feet long and ended at my basement and the hidden panel there. "Do NOT go into the basement. Do NOT. If we need you, we'll give a shout on the radio. IF we think, the odds are in our favor that is. If you hear us radio you come running but be careful and assume those things are in the house. If you don't hear us, but instead a bunch of gunfire then you'll know were trying to lead them off. Don't worry about us. Well I hope you do of course but seriously. Stay put! The kids are our future. Don't let my family die by doing something really stupid." I reached out and gripped Michael by the front of his shirt staring into his eyes. He nodded. "Okay, let's gear up."
 
   I got dressed quickly. We were still washing dirty clothes with the washer and dryer in the house while the power had been on so the clothes I threw on were clean. Now that the power was off things were a bit different. The generator I had running didn't give off the juice needed to run a load that heavy along with everything else. We'd figure something out once we ran out of clean clothes or just stay dirty for now. Dirty was better than dead. I finished dressing. The weight of my weapons was reassuring. I hadn't had time to clean my .40 but it had gone a day or three without a cleaning before. Beretta makes a tough son of a bitch gun. I left my AR's with Michael and Pete, grabbed my Mossberg shotgun and strung two bandoliers of shells across my chest. I figured I looked like a Mexican Bandito. This would be semi-close quarters or at least an approximation of it and I had always believed in the right gun for the right job. 
 
   We quietly went out the back. Bridget was almost frantic at my leaving. Obviously, she had attached herself to me physically and mentally. I grinned down at her telling her not to worry. I did not intend to get hurt. Thank God, Sandy was there to calm her down. They held each other as we left while Momma Jean and Maria stayed with the kids. They were worried but Momma Jean had experience. Her man would be back when he was back. 
 
   The back entrance was at the slump pond as I had mentioned before. The storm drainage for the retreat I had converted into a small pond and stocked with bass and perch. They didn't eat each other much and we were hidden by fifty feet of dense hardwoods. Off in the distance, I could hear the faint boom of that large rifle again as the suns morning rays lit the landscape around me. We circled around the house through the woods and came in from the south side. From there I could see a vehicle pulled up in the driveway next to our three. It was an old beat up Dodge pickup. I recognized it instantly. 
 
   I motioned for Wayne to cover me. Damn. I really need to go over more common tactical hand motions with everyone but he got the idea and followed as I slowly eased out of the wood line, my shotgun pointing downward but still very ready to be put into action. As I cleared the brush, I saw a lot of rifles and shotguns pointing up from the windows and bed of the old truck along with rusty pitchforks and more than a few machetes. A picture straight out of the papers reminisce of the drug wars down in Central America, although most of the people I now saw sitting and standing in the back were kids who didn't look older than eight. The driver's door opened when they saw us and a man stepped out.
 
   "Miguel!" I shouted. "Buenos Dias. Como estas!" My Spanish was limited. I had meant to change that, as some of them Mexican chicks I'd seen around town were babes from hell but hadn't gotten around to it yet. He looked fine but worried and scared. He suddenly smiled tiredly. "Why are you speaking Spanish, Jay?" He inquired.
 
   "I have no idea buddy. What's up?" I replied looking sheepish. I saw the passenger door open and another man I vaguely recognized as being his cousin step out, a rifle in his hands. Looked like a Winchester .30-30, and he held it respectfully high. That's what I liked about Miguel and his kin. They are strong hard working people and showed respect where respect was due but didn't take shit from anyone. Like my ancestors, I was sure. He wasn't looking at me directly but was scanning the surrounding tree line and woods. Watchful and prepared. I liked him even better already.
 
   Miguel spread his hands. "My family is in your hands, Jay." He replied. Totally and I mean totally dead serious. "We barely made it here. Out of three trucks only we made it." His face was dirty with a smear of blood and I could now make out the lighter tracks tears had left, as I got closer. I slung my Mossberg and with open arms reached out hugged him tightly. Rosita his wife got out of the cab behind him and hugged us both. They cried. I knew he had lost family. Close family. Seeing all the kids in the back, I was sure they had two outriggers or sentry trucks with guards to protect the main families’ children and it was those trucks that were lost. Probably two to four people or parents in each. A guess but I knew the Spanish race. They’re just like us. It's what I would have done. I loved this man.
 
   I told Wayne to give the all clear to the rest down below, handing him my radio. I hadn't let go of Miguel and he hadn't let go of me. No, we aren't gay. It was just brotherly sorrow and camaraderie.  The Spanish are a hugging race in general. Me too. They touch constantly. Me too. They are dedicated to those they respect and love. Me too. The list is endless. I motioned everyone to get out and led Miguel to the house. The front door was open. He knew where my key was. We sat on the steps and he dried his tears on a grubby sleeve composing himself. 
 
   I had counted twenty-two of them left. Sixteen kids and four adults, well maybe seven. One of the kids looked to be about thirteen or fourteen years of age. A strong looking young boy that stood upright with a determined look on his face. The other two adults were Miguel's cousin Juan and Maria his wife. Two Maria's now, that'll be interesting. I had no clue whose kids were whose. I had a slight sinking feeling that I had just lost my room down below. Behind us, I could hear everyone coming out. Even the kids. So much for operational security. Damn it to hell I was going to chew Michael’s ass over this but later. I quickly instructed Michael to keep an eye on them and not let them off the wraparound porch. In fact, I instructed all the adults with firearms to keep an eye on the kids and the tree line. I turned to Miguel.
 
   "Brother I understand. My sympathies. Tell me what happened." 
 
   Slowly the story came out. They lived on the south side of town just north of me in Newaygo's ‘Mexicanville’ as some referred to it, composed of four half-mile streets of mobile homes and shacks. The police used to patrol it heavily until it became obvious most of the very limited amount of crime in the city was caused by teens from other more affluent areas of town. Mexicanville mostly policed itself and I had no issues with that. 
 
   Mexicanville was now wiped out. Gone! Several hundred of the undead had come through and ravaged the neighborhood, which was in chaos anyways. Mexicans are somewhat followers. If the government tells them to get a flu shot, most will. So most were already dead or turned. Miguel and his family were exceptions, but he was an ex-Federale. In his youth, he had fought in some of the toughest gang wars imaginable and survived. He also knew how crooked governments could be. He trusted few people. I was proud to be among those few. After three days of holding them off and losing more and more people, they had loaded up everyone that was left alive and headed out. All the kids in his truck with its extra large bed and extended king cab. It was a monster of a vehicle. His brother and uncle and their wives with a neighbor in one other truck and five neighbors in the second. The others didn't make it. They had given their lives so the families, their children, could survive and many of these were now orphans. What the hell? It was human and how people should be, protecting the innocent. They had nowhere to go. Zombies were everywhere. They had left in the early morning before light. Evidently, the zombies moved slower in the biting cold. I nodded and made a decision.
 
   "Well obviously you’re staying with us Miguel." He smiled with gratitude. He had been half-scared I would send him and his away. Foolish man. I thought he knew me better than that. I sighed. "Well were not going to all fit in the retreat unless we sleep on top of each other. We could but it would be cramped as I said." I nodded to myself. Time to open it up and get started. "Open it up guys we're staying up top." There were cheers all around, especially from the kids. 
 
   I stood up and dusted myself off. Miguel followed. He turned to me. "My brother." he said. Now that I had taken his family as mine and assumed responsibility for them, I and mine were automatically part of the extended family. It's how the good ones are. I wouldn't have it any other way. He pulled Rosita to him and together they hugged me tighter. "My life and my honor and my family are in your debt." He added dead serious and I mean serious with a capital ‘S’. I was the head of the family but I needed to put this in perspective just in case he tried that Eskimo wife swapping thing. I reached out and hugged them again in return. Him and Rosita. I turned in their embrace and spotted Bridget. "Bridget! Get over here!" I hollered. She came running with a bright smile on her face.
 
   "Miguel, Rosita, meet Bridget. Maybe you know her already." They nodded. She was beside me now and my hand reached back and swung forward swatting that firm ass in those tight jeans, then I reached around and hugged her to me with my right hand cupping her right breast possessively. "My woman. She takes care of me." Bridget had melded herself to me. Obviously, it was more than an act. She was really getting possessive and had no issues with being my woman. The possessiveness was okay for now but mainly; I didn't want was a tiny skinny old Mexican fireball of a wife getting any ideas. I loved Rosita but she had temper issues. She smiled at them while talking in Spanish. They instantly had this 3-way Spanish-speaking thing going on until I called a halt to it. I lifted my head and started hollering. We had more than enough people for what I had planned. I needed to get that front gate fortified and maybe the fence around my property. Then we would plan our move. Michael and I had been thinking about this for days and had war-gamed it over many a late night beer fest after a day's shooting. Our little colony was growing fast and I knew there were more survivors out there. Probably a lot more. They needed saving before they did something stupid out of starvation and became zombie fodder. I still needed more people but I'd get Michael on the planning immediately. I started hollering louder.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   DAY 4: 0730 ET
 
    
 
   Jason's eyes opened in the pre dawn, the only thing exposed in his mummy sleeping bag. For almost three days now, he had been killing the undead creatures that had ripped his family from his life. It had become a ritual. Wake, eat a little, and kill all day long and into the night, sleep. He had long ago used the last of his ammunition but had found plenty in the caliber he needed at Parsley's Gun Shop downtown. The town appeared dead but it wasn't. The demons were everywhere, standing motionless just waiting. When they saw you, they moved. The trick was not to let them see you. He also saw a few survivors. There were more than he thought there would be. They were hiding for good reason. The undead creatures were starting to multiply around town and were walking in from the north and south. He wondered if everyone was dead in White Cloud and Grand Rapids. All the ready meals consumed and now they were after take-out.
 
   He slipped out of his bag and with deft motions rolled it up, tying it to the top of his pack. He hefted his rifle slinging it over his shoulder and carefully climbed down the tree. He slept in the trees. As far as he knew, they couldn't climb objects like trees. He had seen a couple slowly climbing ladders but that was it. Those he took care of right then and there. Something unnatural about a smart dead creature, or a clever one. 
 
   They came in all sizes, colors, genders and state of disrepair. Some crawled missing both legs and an arm. Some almost ran with everything still attached but still obviously not alive. He quietly walked through the woods to the edge of the embankment just outside town where the cell tower lay. Methodically, as the dawn was rising he climbed the tall pillar of shining metal and wire finding his old spot between the two solar panels. Spreading his tarp out, he laid down at the peak, arranging his magazines before him. He had six 10-round magazines arranged neatly and many more twenty round boxes of ammunition along with bottled water and a can of beans in the satchel slung across his back. He slipped that off setting it beside him. The top of the cell tower made a natural shooting platform. It was just the right size. He slipped the first of six magazines into his rifle and chambered a round. He sighted in on the undead group around that home with the ‘HELP’ sign painted on the roof. At roughly nine-hundred yards, it was at the edge of what he considered easy. He figured he might as well help thin out the undead population in case this Jay decided to rescue them. It was going to be an exciting day of reaping undead souls for the Lord. He liked the sound of that. The Lord’s Reaper. The sun broke the Horizon. The Lords glory shown down from the heavens as he started firing
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   DAY 4: 0830 ET
 
    
 
   Zeke had the roof chore again. For a chore it was. Sitting in a cramped space rotating a mirror back and forth for hours in almost freezing temperatures was not fun. He had gotten so stiff he had to ease back into the attic and stretch out several times the afternoon before. This time he had thought to bring a blanket. The sun was behind him so nothing to really flash at the woods but he started rotating the small mirror anyways. He was scared. He figured they were going to die but he hoped not. Diane and he had barely made it to Sam's house. They had been cruising around the neighborhood smoking a joint, delaying when he had to return her home. Her parents thought she was getting her flu shot. His too. They weren't. They'd had sex down by the river, parked in the woods, then came back into town later that afternoon and were delaying the inevitable when he noticed strange people coming out into the streets. Just walking right in front of his car.
 
   He had freaked out and run over two mailboxes before Diane's screams brought him back to reality. Her hand was on his trying to straighten out the car before they hit something worse while screaming at him to stop. He barely brought the car to a sliding stop before hitting a tree beside the road. Those strange people had then approached them. At the time, Zeke didn't know they were undead. Just that they were walking weird and really bloody. All of them. He got out apologizing and one of them came after him. Chased him completely around his dad’s car with Diane got out screaming for him to get back inside and lock the doors. He was totally fried on the weed but actually came to his senses when they started chasing after his girl. He didn't remember much after that. The terrific buzz scrambling his short term memory but he did remember them running between houses being chased by the undead until they came to Sam and Dorothy's house. Sam had ordered him and Diane in the house then killed the two creatures following them with an axe. Talk about bloody nightmares. It was too gross. Then they listened to the radio with the other survivors down in the basement and he came to realize skipping the flu shot might have been the best thing they could have done. So he was happy to help Sam if it would save his Diane. He had his doubts though. He just wanted everything to go back to normal, get a job, and marry Diane and maybe have a little Zeke. That would be cool.
 
   Someone was shooting out there. He heard the deep booms every time the rifle fired but couldn't see who was firing or what they were shooting at. Slowly he rotated the mirror doing his best to catch some of the brightening sky and redirect it to the woods. This Jay guy must be some sombitch for Sam to go to all this trouble, Zeke thought. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw something move. Well, move quicker than the other zombies were moving. But it was a zombie he saw as his eyes flickered over it, catching the form as it fell. Falling? Were they suddenly dying? Would everything be okay now? Suddenly another near the first fell over. A few seconds later, he heard the boom.
 
   He waited. Another fell. Another boom. Holy shit he needed to let Sam know. He jerked on the string they had set up to communicate. One jerk meant I'm bored. Two jerks meant, is my replacement on his/her way up. Three jerks meant come NOW! He kept jerking without stop. Within a minute, Sam was there, terror written all over his face.
 
   "Boy what's up. Are they attacking the house?" Sam's wild eyes looked at him as he came breathless to the cupola. 
 
   "No. Someone's shooting out there!"
 
   "Shooting? Lots of shooting going on. Try to be more specific Zeke!" Now his eyes were squinting and irritated. It was true they had been hearing shots on and off for the last few days but it wasn't what he meant. Christ he needed a doobie. He cleared his throat and tried again.
 
   "No Sam. Someone's shooting our zombies." There that was better. Maybe not though, as Sam's eyes rolled. Zeke could tell he wasn't communicating as well as he should be. Damn, he really needed that joint. If he smoked one, he'd be able to think clearer. Pot made you smarter.
 
   "Our Zombies? Our pet zombies’ maybe? Kid!" He could see Sam's blood pressure was going up fast and tried to collect himself. Jesus why didn't his mind work right.
 
   "Noooo. Someone is shooting the zombies around your house. Down there." He pointed. 
 
   Sam slid up next to Zeke and peered out the window following Zeke's finger. Sure enough another zombie fell, its head erupting like a watermelon hitting the pavement, a second later a deep boom sounded. Sam jerked back in. 
 
   "Jay. It's gotta be Jay. That's good shooting." Another Zombie fell. Sam started counting. "About a thousand feet, give or take. Damn good shooting."
 
   "What does that mean are we being rescued?"
 
   "I don't know kid. Let's wait and see. Better hope so because we're out of food."
 
   They sat there for an hour watching zombies fall all around them. There were a lot less now. In fact, most of the undead had truly died, between where they were and the woods. It had to be this Jay, thought Zeke. They kept watching and zombies kept falling around them.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   The Reaper paused looking down at what was left of the ammunition he'd carried to the top of the cell tower. His shoulder had gone numb quite a while ago but he never stopped. He was down to a little over a hundred rounds. He'd have to climb down soon to get more. He lifted his rifle peering through his scope at the house with the help sign. Most of the zombies around it were reaped for the Lord. Waiting in line for judgment day along with the others he had recently sent there. He felt no emotion other than satisfaction at having started on the Lord’s quest. If he could help others during that process, he decided he would. 
 
   He shifted position slightly fixing his sights down Highway 37 to the south. Not good. Quite a few large groups of the undead were slowly moving north up the road. Well he'd cleared out most of them right here and now. Where was this fella to the rescue? Maybe he needed incentive. He rolled back then over again to his other side. The north. He saw people moving by the fence posts. What were they doing? He dialed in the magnification on his scope to its maximum setting. Stringing barbed wire across the tops of the fence posts. OKAY. And what did that do for the undead coming in on the sides he had no idea as they had only strung down six or seven posts from the front. Carefully sighting in on the post just east of the south corner, he squeezed off a shot.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   

 
   

DAY 4: 1000 ET
 
    
 
   Miguel was helping Juan fasten the double strand of barbed wire on the end post. It only took the men they now had a couple hours to accomplish the stringing. They knew it wouldn't keep the zombies out. It was only to slow them down from the front and hook the bastards if they were attacked. By catching them, they could be dispatched with a spear, axe or machete thus conserving ammunition for when it was most needed.
 
   "Ping!" Both men jerked at the sound of taut wire parting mere yards from where they worked. Then the distant boom of a rifle shot followed a split second later.
 
   "What the hell?" exclaimed Miguel looking down the southern property line to the east seeing the parted ends of the top strand of wire they had just fastened. It had curled backwards and was waving in the light breeze like two lightweight springs.
 
   "Ping!" another strand parted three posts down, similarly followed by a distant boom. Miguel grabbed Juan by the collar yanking him down behind the closest tree. Silence resulted. Several minutes went by.
 
   "I think someone's shooting at us Cousin, or near us. Be careful." Juan nodded and Miguel peeked around the corner. Nothing. He slowly moved from around the tree standing sideways to present a smaller profile just in case someone was indeed shooting at them. Nothing. He approached the second strand of parted wire and fingered the split end. Fantastic shooting he thought.
 
   "Thunk!" an explosion of dirt erupted further down the tree line but closer to the houses about thirty yards away. Okay, Miguel thought. Whoever it was wasn't shooting at us because that shot sucked. As he looked at the fresh divot of half-frozen spray of dirt, another erupted fifty-feet further away up near the houses in a straight line from the second fence post shot. His eyes traveled upward slightly and it hit him.
 
   "Por supuesto!” He exclaimed. Of course. The straight line led, if you looked up a tiny bit, to a distant house where on its dark roof white letters spelled ‘HELP’. He instantly understood. Turning he waved in the direction of gunfire then pointed at the house. He saw a very tiny figure stand up on top of the local cell tower and wave back before disappearing. Well he'd better tell Jay. 
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   The Reaper smiled. His ploy had worked. The two men of Spanish descent were waving at him and pointing at the house in trouble. He rose and waved back before laying down again. He still had almost a hundred rounds to finish before he had to climb back down for more. He got to work.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   "What?" Jay looked up in surprise at the news Miguel brought. A few things were certain. They had a world-class sniper shooting zombies while spotting survivors for them, and they had just gotten a lot busier. A few refugees had wandered in while we were working. Eleven of them. Three men with women and children. My understanding is only two of the guys were spouses or boyfriends. And of course, we made noise. Not a lot but enough to attract those refugees in hiding nearby, and of course a few dozen zombies or so came along with them. The zombies I had dispatched with crossbows. I had finally broken out my two Barnett crossbows along with a score of graphite arrows and was letting the women take down the zombies for us while the men did the dirty strenuous work of stringing temporary wire. That's not chauvinism, it's practicality. Stringing barbed wire is really hard work. I think most of the women were seeking vengeance for the loss of their husbands, boyfriends and other loved ones. I figured it was good therapy. Happy to help. Yeah I'd lose a few arrows but they weren't missing all that much and the savage delight that lit their faces when they hit one was priceless.
 
   "Señor  Jay. It is a sign for help from survivors." Miguel repeated. I waved him off before he could repeat himself a second time and thought for a second. I questioned Miguel further. He described the house and the surrounding neighborhood as best he could remember. What struck me was the damn copper rooster Miguel had seen on the front peek. Like the kind you only see on barns. Only one person I knew had something that ridicules on their house and it made sense.
 
   "Alrighty, we have to go get them. Miguel get Michael for me please and have one of the women run down to the armory in the retreat and get the black plastic case with the red stripes on it. I'll need it." There was really no question of what to do. Go get them and soon. No brainer.
 
   "Si Señor Jay." he ran off. Michael ran up.
 
   "Dude. Grab four guys; take two of the new ones. I don't care who. The best close range shots. We have survivors behind us and were going to get them. Grab my SUV and load up." He nodded running off waving his arms. Actually, he's much more attractive when he runs than his wife is. God! I hoped that was a 'one time' thought. I turned to Miguel.
 
   "Get your boys and girls together, whoever can shoot straight. We're in the rescue business. And get your truck." He nodded running off hollering in Spanish. Man I so needed to learn that language. I wanted SUV's or tall trucks. Regular trucks are fairly low to the ground and I had a feeling that had led to the demise of Miguel's kinfolk and friends. I had a plan to eliminate that problem but we didn't have the right equipment yet.
 
   One of the young girls from Miguel's crew ran up with my rifle case. I thanked her and shooed her off. She smiled at me from under an old camouflage hat and baggy sweats that had seen better days, her white teeth brilliant in the morning sunlight. I hoped the toothpaste didn't run out anytime soon. I'd hate to see that perfect smile deteriorate. Well I did have about ten pounds of baking soda but trust me it wasn't the same. I had a plan for that also though. Later.
 
   Moving quickly I gathered everyone up. The women had eliminated most of the close zombies, so I felt fairly comfortable taking most of the men with us. I left Wayne, Pete and one of the new guys along with several women who claimed they could shoot to hold down the fort while we were gone. The plan was simple. Go out the front gate. Turn left. First road turn left again. Drive to the cul-de-sac at the end. Second house on the left. Had to be Sam's place. I used to joke that I could hit his damn rooster from the corner of my property. There was a clear line of site to it. That was my plan. I told them to give me five minutes to get in position, then I beat feet through my property heading to the southeast corner. Of course, I had my pistols and my machete but I had also had my baby. A sweet little AR-15 HBAR with a 3.5x10x50mm Leopold scope. I had trued it out to seven-hundred yards but was currently sited in at two-hundred. No problem. One-half MOA per gradient line on the scope would adjust for that. Sam's place wasn't more than six-hundred yards away if that. I had six full 30 round clips in the case with match grade ammunition. Those I stuffed in my cargo pockets.
 
   Reaching the back corner, I looked around, spotted a nice thick pine, and rapidly climbed it. I didn't have many pines on the property but the ones I do have are huge. About thirty-five feet up should do it. I climbed. Well, maybe a little closer to forty feet. I had to get above the larger boughs to give myself some sight clearance. I settled in, sitting comfortably between two larger branches and wrapped the sling twice around my wrist while I waited for the truck to appear. Well they were definitely taking longer than five minutes. What the hell? I lifted my binoculars looking for them. No luck yet. I moved the binoculars slightly sighting in on our neighborhood cell tower where Miguel said he saw someone wave. Whoa. A brown clad figure was looking back at me with his own binoculars. Our sniper I figured. I thought and nodded to myself. Holding up one arm in an exaggerated motion I pointed at him then arched it over with my fist just above my head then pointed to the left of Sam's place. Then held my hand up again and made a short-cupped wave to my right. I then pointed at myself and with the same arm motion as before ending it with my hand cupping to the left. I waited. He nodded instantly. Good man. He would cover the right of their retreat and I the left. I turned back as I heard then saw Miguel's truck barreling down the road with my SUV close behind it. They had to swerve around a couple live zombies and a bunch of dead ones but it was obvious our friend had been very busy. Dead bodies lay everywhere. Almost all with headshots. Whoot. I was getting in the mood again. 
 
   Lifting my rifle, I settled it against my shoulder making myself comfortable with my feet held together and braced against the forward branch. I sighted in and adjusted my elevation. Eight clicks and I was in the zone. It took only seconds. I scanned the area. Only a few out. I sited in on one. As I did, another dropped to my right. My sniper friend at work. I fired seeing the puff appear between his shoulder blades at the base of his neck. It was enough to bring him down but I instantly gave the elevation screw two more clicks.
 
   The vehicles must have been parked in Sam's driveway for a whole minute by now. I saw quite a few people coming out. The plan was for them to load up in Sam's car and follow ours. Oh Jesus Christ, there were way too many to all fit! There must have been close to thirty, maybe more and a shitload of kids. How in hell could I have known? Shit! Still they only had a quarter mile to run. We'd cover them. I saw quite a few of the kids pulled up into the back of Miguel’s truck and a bunch more went into my SUV, it will fit seven without crowding and at least that many children were crammed in. Two men jumped out weapons ready to make room. Sam had his car started and some were in there. They were headed back with mostly adults running between the vehicles although a few were carrying small children. 
 
   No, no, no, no, no! What the fuck? My eyes just about popped!
 
   From almost every house along their path doors opened and zombies started running out. I say running but it wasn't quite a run, more like a really damn fast lurching walk, as I had seen at the Wesco, or maybe a lurching run. I didn't bother giving that more thought at this time. I had people that were in desperate need of cover for they were now outnumbered by at least four to one and the damn zombies just kept coming out. I started firing.
 
   Despite the cold sweat that immediately beaded up on my scalp and started running down the back of my neck, I fired. Hit. Fired again. Another hit. I kept firing. I stayed on my side. But I never stopped firing except to load a new magazine. I was on my third now and in the groove. I wasn't missing. Christ, I saw one guy dragged down by the horde converging on them followed a woman. Fuck! Some of the kids on foot were too small to run really fast and there were too many of them for all the adults to pick them up. Miguel and Michael were driving in circles around the running group trying to run over as many of the zombies as they could. I saw some dodge as I shot them. What the hell? I saw another woman dragged down, as she did she handed what looked like a wrapped baby to the woman next to her. I won't swear to it but I'm pretty sure she dived into them, bowling at least three over. Another sacrifice. Fuck Me! I was shaking between shots. Tears streaming down my cheeks. I had to keep wiping my eyes to see clearly. I shot as fast as I could. It wasn't fast enough. I dropped all the safety protocols. I shot between our people, around our people and through our people, to hit them bastards and still they were dragging people down. I wasn't worried about ammo. Sometimes I was using two shots to take one down. Just firing as fast as I could into that deadly maelstrom of dying. Out of the corner of the scope I could see others dying. Our sniper friend at work and the armed men shooting as fast as they could pull their triggers. It was unbelievable how many of the undead there were. How in hell could there be so damn many? And they kept coming.
 
   By now, our group had hit the main road and was turning right. They would be in my place within seconds. We had easily dropped over a hundred of the bastards but I kept shooting until I was empty. Our rescue crew had outpaced the remaining zombies who were turning to the homes closest to them. I watched as they entered the homes and actually closed the doors. I'd def think about that later. Right now, I needed a break. 
 
   I'm not ashamed to say when the last of our bunch drove and ran out of site I sat there for a few minutes and just cried. I let the tears flow. I had seen at least three men, three women, and two children lost to that ravenous horde of undead. It took me a minute to get myself together and I angrily wiped the tears from my eyes. Well. It had just gone from really bad to worse.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   The Reaper slumped closing his eyes and prayed to the Lord. It had been much worse than he expected. He'd never seen so many appear at once. They had somehow hidden even from him. How could that be? He could only think they must have moved in during the night when he was asleep. He'd had no warning of this. He'd been unable to warn this man Jay, his people and the others when they were ambushed by the undead. He knew eight had died. Two of them small children. He prayed for their souls that they would rest in peace. Before he ran out of ammunition, he had put a round through the head of each of the fallen heroes, children included. Just in case. Right now, he rested and prayed. His shoulder hurt like the fires of hell but he embraced the pain. Held it tightly alongside the pain in his heart from those lost before and would be lost in the future.
 
   All his ammunition was expended. How many he reaped for the Lord he had no idea. It had been many. This other guy. Maybe Jay. He had skills also. Together they had taken down well over a hundred and twenty. He still had trouble believing how many there had been. One minute it had been mostly clear and the next there must have been three-hundred in the streets pursuing the survivors. No, maybe more. He cursed himself for not having had more ammunition. The survivors had escaped onto this wooded property before the undead could catch them. He had watched the Satan's Spawn take refuge in nearby homes, escaping from the retribution he and this other man were giving them. They had done it within seconds of realizing their prey had escaped. What worried him was the refuge they had taken was closest to the wooded property. He started climbing down. He had to warn them. He was out of rounds but that didn't matter he had more in his backpack. He also had his KBAR and colt, and if the Lord decided to collect him today, the Lord would. He was okay with that. He had to talk to this Jay.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Sam sat on the wooden porch and held his head in his hands, tears pouring down his cheeks. He had lost his Dorothy. The light of his life. His soul mate. Thirty-four years of bliss along with a few troubles. Never an argument they both didn't get over within minutes. Through good times and bad, they had shared it all. Never would he hold her hand at night as they lay side by side in their queen-sized bed. Many older married couples slept in separate beds or even in separate rooms but they never had. They had shared everything. He sobbed remembering the time they lost their daughter Janie to a drunk driver. She had been walking home from an after school program. Only fourteen but also the light of their lives. She had wanted to be a teacher and the school was only four blocks away. Not like across town. An easy five-minute walk and good exercise. Yet a drunk driver erased her forever from their lives. He had wanted to kill that kid. Actually, a teenager had taken her life. But he and Dorothy had made it through that together. They held each other tightly, both of them bursting into tears at odd moments when the memories became too real, vivid, and painful. Just holding each other and getting enough strength to continue. Now, Dorothy was gone to be with his little Janie. He had seen her depart this earth. Handing the baby she had been carrying as they ran, to another survivor, and then running into the creatures to slow them down. There had been nothing he could do at the time. He had been holding a two year old himself running flat out, trying to get away. He had made it, she hadn't. 
 
   He would join them soon. Maybe today. He didn't care anymore. His tears fell to the wooden boards between his knees. Then a shadow darkened the morning sun and a hand touched his shoulder squeezing hard
 
   "Sam. I know. I saw Dorothy give the baby to another woman and hold back as many as she could. I'm sorry. I couldn't save her. I couldn't hit enough of them fast enough." He felt warm arms wrap around him from behind. He didn't know whose but he recognized Jay's voice in front of him.
 
   "Jay. I can't."
 
   "Yes, you can brother. Yes, you can."
 
   "No. Honestly, I don't want to. I want to be with them. They were my life."
 
    "People depend on you. These people you saved."
 
   "You saved them."
 
   "No brother. You and Dorothy saved them. Each and every one."
 
   "Not good enough. Thanks Jay but my Janie and Dorothy are waiting."
 
   "Then tell them to wait awhile longer God Damn it!" He heard anger in Jay’s voice and looked up seeing tracks in the dirt coating Jay's face. "We all need you." Jay was angry.
 
   "I'm tired. I am."
 
   "Get un-tired. You think I'm not? Question, Mr. Give up and die old man." Jay was almost snarling and Sam sat straighter on the porch step. Others around them were backing off.
 
   "What would Dorothy want you do?!" Jay reached out grabbing his right hand and slammed a gun in it. "If Dorothy says shoot yourself then do so now. If she says get up off your ass and help the survivors and the children who desperately need you then do that, but decide one way or the other." Jay stood and waited. The arms that had been around him, holding him unwrapped from around his shoulders and chest leaving him cold and alone. 
 
   Sam turned the gun in his hand. It was a big gun. A .45. That would do it for sure. He thought of his Dorothy and his Janie. His body shook as he remembered more good times. And he remembered his Dorothy's face as they took in survivor after survivor. The hope, contentment and confidence they could help these people. He nodded at his memory of her with a sigh and extended his hand. The one with Jay's gun. 
 
   "Take it. Dorothy would kick my ass if I gave up when children needed me."
 
   "Exactly what I thought. Now get off your ass and get to work. Miguel can use your help getting your people settled. They’re all our people now, Sam." Jay turned away and Sam finally stood. The sun was bright and as he squinted into its brilliance, for a second he felt he could see his Dorothy and their little Janie holding hands looking down on him smiling. He smiled back nodding to them before moving off to find this Miguel. He was no longer cold and alone.
 
    
 
   *****
 
   

 
   

Chapter 7
 
    
 
   DAY 4: 1100 ET
 
    
 
   I was furious at my own stupidity. Too many books read by people who didn't know shit. Too many late night ‘what if’ scenarios with Michael and other buddies over beer just having fun. Little of that had prepared me for the reality. I had let my people down. They had died. People I loved and cared for were dead. People that had trusted me to do what's right, to help them and save them. Forever gone. I had thought it would be easy. No casualties. A walk in the proverbial park. Son of a Bitch!
 
   I had just finished speaking with Sam. To say he was feeling down was an extreme understatement. I knew Dorothy, and I could see suicide written all over Sam. Bridget helped. She had held him while I talked some sense into him. Wrapped her arms around him in comfort and caring. I think I honestly fell in love with her at that point. That selfless giving of herself.
 
   I felt like screaming my frustration and hate. But to whom? At whom? Not God. I was quite sure at this point; we had brought this on ourselves. I slung my sniped AR over my right shoulder and Miguel handed me my shotgun. He was as shaken as I was and we briefly hugged. He had also been crying. Damn it. Bad day for the male ego. I got another hug from Rosita who also handed me a bag with more magazines scavenged from my retreat. Yeah, I might need them. I also got a zillion hugs and kisses from Bridget. I didn't need all that. I pushed her away. I needed to kill zombies. I stalked towards the front gate slapping a fresh magazine in my rifle after slinging the shotgun over my left shoulder. We had a couple of the new men and a bunch of women guarding the gate and I knew my crossbows would be up ahead. Maybe I would take down a few more silently. They were getting clever. I didn't like that thought at all.
 
   Yeah I got to the front gate all right. No zombies in sight. What the fuck? Then I saw someone approaching. A guy. Dressed in brown with a large rifle cradled in his arms. Our friendly sniper I figured. I opened the gate and strode out to meet him.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   The Reaper approached the gate seeing a man step out to meet him who was carrying a scoped AR rifle in his hands and a shotgun slung over his left shoulder. This man looked mean or mad. It was hard to tell but he definitely looked dangerous. Jason's own near empty Remington was slung over his own shoulder and as he walked closer, he saw the gate had been heavily fortified but he knew that would be useless in the end. 
 
   They approached each other and stopped an arm's length apart. This man had bad written all over him Jason thought. From the set of his legs and shoulders to the expression on his face, Jason, the Reaper for the Lord, saw death written on this kindred spirit. Strong built. Looked to be in his mid 40's. Longish hair in a ponytail. He was dressed in the old style camouflage utilities woodland pattern and matching boonie hat. A black tactical vest adorned his chest and it was fully laden with magazines. Jason saw two automatics in twin shoulder holsters and another in a Velcro belly holster stuck to his vest. His eyes were medium blue, and ice cold. Jason liked what he saw. He could see the other man examining him also.
 
   "You have problems?" Jason spoke first as the other man didn't seem inclined to.
 
   "You think?"
 
   "They surprised me. I had no idea they were hiding in the houses. I did the Lord’s best."
 
   Then the man scowled and looked up, as to the heavens and sighed shaking his head.
 
   "Me too. They're getting smarter. Name’s Jay. And I'm not a happy camper right now." He held out his hand. The Reaper took it. His grip was strong.
 
   "Jason or the Lord’s Reaper. Whichever you prefer."
 
   "Well, welcome Reaper and thank you for your help. We would have lost many more without it." A shadow darkened this man Jay’s face and the Reaper could see him shake it off with a struggle. Memories.
 
   "You reaped your share. You’re taking in refugees then Jay?"
 
   "Only if I can keep them alive and I'm not having a lot of luck in that department recently."
 
   "You saved over thirty. I'd call that the Lord’s Will. Both luck, skill and divine providence."
 
   "Should have been thirty-eight." This man Jay frowned and seemed to shake himself again. "We have major problems with these undead creatures. They’re adapting." He trailed off. Jason nodded.
 
   "Aye. This I saw. You'll have to move soon. They’re hiding in the houses closest to you. I think their coming in at night because I didn't catch that. I would have warned you if I had." Jay nodded at the Reaper’s words.
 
   "Yeah. Well come on in Reaper. I think their getting settled and I saw the girls preparing lunch. Let's eat and talk. I need a damn beer too." Jay paused. "Is the Lord’s Reaper allowed to have a beer?" For the first time since he lost his family, Jason smiled ruefully. 
 
   "Yes, he is."
 
   "Good." Jay eyed his rifle then looked into his eyes. Jason started to describe his rifle, telling him what it was when Jay spoke up.
 
   "Damn me. Marine Corps sniper rifle. Remington 700 right? Semper Fi Jason." Jason was impressed; he nodded and murmured a 'Semper Fi' in return. Well, what do you know? Another Marine. Jay turned and asking him to follow as he started walking slowly down the drive keeping up small talk. Obviously, still feeling him out. Jason approved. They approached a largish farmhouse and Jason saw plenty of men and women guarding a whole passel of kids playing in the front yard. Looking around he glimpsed others barely seen through the trees on perimeter duty. The more he saw the more he approved, but the location. He sighed and turned to Jay. 
 
   "Yeah Jason I know what you're going to say. Wait one." Jay motioned for one of the men and told him to get them a couple beers. The man took off like a shot and was soon running back with a couple Michelob beers in the bottle.  He handed one to Jay and the other to Jason. Jason looked at it as Jay popped his open and took a sip watching him. Jason looked at the beer again then popped the cap off and took a healthy swallow. Jay smiled. "Well, now I know you're not a wuss." He said. The beer spewed from Jason's mouth as he couldn't help himself and laughed. 
 
   "Wuss Marines don't drink beer. They drink martinis." Jay said. Jason couldn't believe he was laughing. Jay lifted his beer and Jason toasted him. "Semper Fi. Lost comrades and brothers." They both murmured.
 
   "Okay, Jason tell me. What's this mission the Lord has you on? But before you do, I know we can't stay here. I also know where I intend to take them. I just didn't think we'd have to go there this quickly." Jay’s expression was open and thoughtful without guile so Jason told him about working the late shift, coming home to a family just recently killed, burying them, and burning the house. He went on about his mission to ‘reap’ as many for Satan's fury as he could before the Lord reunited him with his family. Jay nodded throughout it. 
 
   "Come in, please, Jason before you head out and enjoy a meal with us. I think lunch is about ready. We get up early nowadays." Jay laughed ruefully. Jason responded with a, "Gladly, and thank you." Following him into the house carefully setting his rifle beside the front door where others were leaning. 
 
   Everyone was filling plates from the big dining room table and Jay beckoned him in line. A dark hair girl came up to Jay while they were in line and gave him a hug and kiss. He introduced her as Bridget and there were chuckles from some of the men and women present. Life and death had a tendency to do that. You don't forget those who died, but unless you wanted to give up and die yourself, you moved on. But you did remember, you never forget. Jay shrugged off the comments and filled a plate. 
 
   Jason soon had a plate full of BBQ beef and some green beans, cornbread and a pile of baked beans. He hadn't eaten this good since... His thoughts trailed off as he refused to remember the past. Sitting down in the living room with some of the others in the only open seat left, he started shoveling down his food. It was very good and he hadn't eaten since yesterday. A cartoon of Phineas and Ferb was playing on the large screen TV. He was well familiar with this cartoon. His... He didn't want to think about it. Didn't want to remember. He felt a tiny tug on his pants at the knee. He looked up from his plate and stopped moving. The world suddenly disappeared around him and all he saw was his little Heather, with her auburn hair puffed out in mad curls like Shirley Temple and her piercing blue eyes set in a cherub face smiling at him. "Man," she said tugging on his pant leg with one hand while the other was reaching for a small piece of leftover cornbread on his plate, her tiny form clothed in a beautiful long sleeved pink dress over pink leggings. He carefully set his plate down beside him and gathered her in his arms. "Heather." He breathed, as tears coursing down his cheeks, he lifted her squealing body and held her tightly as she tried to eat the stolen cornbread she had grabbed. Remotely he heard a hiss of leather and the cold steel barrel of a gun touch the side of his head. Hard.
 
   "Set her down carefully and slowly Jason or you're a dead man. Her name is Emma not Heather and if you hurt my daughter I promise I will keep you alive for weeks torturing you as I slowly strip all the skin off your body." The barrel of the gun pushed in harder and the hammer could be heard clicking back. The entire room had gone deathly quiet. Jay's voice sounded like the cold hiss of death. Jason carefully let ... Emma, down, his hands very gentle. Not for his sake but for hers. She smiled up at him and held her arms out again to be picked up. "Man." She said again. Jason turned to look at Jay, his face filled with agony as tears still coursed down his cheeks. "Please. May I?" He whispered as his voice shook. Jay slowly pulled his gun back from Jason's head and nodded. Jay was starting to understand.
 
   They all watched him carefully but he played and talked too little Emma for over an hour before she got tired and fell asleep in his arms. He gently laid her down in her tiny bed upstairs at the direction of one of the women. Jay had stayed very near but never said a word except when little Emma ran to her father shouting "Da Da!" but she always came back to Jason. The two men watched the little girl sleep for a very long time. She moved slightly in her sleep, her tiny limbs quivering and she was obviously dreaming. Her eyes could be seen moving under their lids and she appeared to be talking although no sound was uttered. Finally, Jason left her even though he didn't want to. The two men stopped in the hallway outside her room. Jay looked at him and Jason looked back. Jay cleared his throat obviously working through something.
 
   "Jason. My guess?" said Jay. Jason nodded willing to hear what this man had to say. "My guess, is little Heather is now an angel and has made friends with little Emma." Jay smiled at him patting him on the shoulder. Jason broke down and like a dam the tears flowed, his shoulders heaving as great sobs wracked his body. The two women that had followed them wrapped their arms around him as he fell to his knees and cried like a baby.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   DAY 4: 1145 ET
 
    
 
   What a day. Well at least our friendly neighborhood sniper was now known and he had taken a shine to my little Emma. From hearing his story and his words, I knew he was confusing her with his granddaughter Heather. Or maybe he wasn't but something - something was there. I couldn't place it but Emma had taken to him. Normally, she was very shy around strangers. Jason appeared to be a very rare exception. This Reaper as he called himself and little Emma were now best buds. 
 
   I slowly wandered down to the front gate musing to myself. We weren't safe here, even with the addition of a couple rows of barbed wire along the front. It might hook the zombies for easier killing but we would be overrun in no time if they ever got serious about us. I now had too many people for everyone to stay in the shelter and the house wasn't safe. The word we were getting on the shortwave was ever larger bands of the things were seen moving out of the major cities and descending on the smaller towns. Like pack animals. My two-year supply of food had quickly dwindled to a two-month supply with the addition of all the newcomers. We'd have to solve that also and quickly. I had some ideas; I just needed to get them straight in my head before I started issuing orders. Right now, I just needed time to think.
 
   A couple men and women were guarding the front gate when I got there. I had two person patrols walking all through my woods making sure no zombies had broken in. I had made it very clear each group was to stay within sight of another group. No exceptions. I had also noticed while I was with Jason and Emma we had received a few more refugees. A few men, more women and even more children. The children were becoming a problem. They were all over the place and it was getting harder to control and guard them. Every group of refugees had come with at least one child and most with many more. Sam's people seemed to be adjusting to their loss. There was no help for it. Either you adjusted or you died.
 
   God I had to piss. Those two beers I'd drank had gone right through me. I eased around a nearby tree near the front but just out of site. No sense in scaring the natives I thought unzipping my pants and dragging the lizard out to relieve myself.
 
   I had just finished and was shaking the last drops off the Gila monster when a stick broke behind me. Too close! I whirled instantly fisting my left holstered, .45 in my right hand, legs spread with my arms already extending to fire at whatever zombie our patrols somehow missed when I realized that the figure before me was only one of the young Mexican girls from Miguel's bunch. Her name was Cara I think. Christ that had scared the shit out of me. My nerves were shot I swear. I instantly tilted the gun up then holstered it and frowned at her. But she wasn't looking at me, or she was, but not at my face. She was staring downward at my crotch. Christ, I just realized I had forgotten to put my stuff away when the twig snapped. I had been pissing remember? Embarrassed, I stuffed myself back inside my jeans and zipped up. It was only then that she looked up and smiled at me.
 
   "Oh, Señor," her voice was lilting and coy; "You did not have to put it away so quickly. I was enjoying the view." A giggle escaped her.
 
   "Jesus girl. It won't be a zombie that gets me killed it'll be the furious father of a twelve-year-old girl that does me in. What the hell are you doing sneaking up on people like that? I could have shot you!" I sputtered at her words, my discomfort growing. She was frowning at me.
 
   "Twelve? Señor Jay do these look twelve to you?" She pulled her four sizes too big sweatshirt all the way up to her chin exposing just about the prettiest tits you ever did see and much larger than I had originally thought. Beautiful flawless brown skin a little lighter near the nipples and the nipples themselves like tiny dark cherries. My mouth instantly watered and the ole snake was stirring for sure. "I am eighteen; Señor Jay and I know what to do with that. I can take care of that very well." Her right hand had released the hem of her sweatshirt although the left was still holding it up quite well and was pointing at my crotch.
 
   "Ahhhh. I bet you do. You sure you’re eighteen?" 
 
   "Yes, Señor Jay. You may ask Miguel or Rosita. I look young, yes, but I am old enough." She smiled. Raven haired with bright amber eyes she was absolutely stunning in this light and clean. When I had met her earlier, she had been filthy and covered in dirt and blood. Now she was clean, dressed in an extra large sweatshirt and very tight tan pants. I reached out with both hands and she leaned forward thrusting her chest out even further. Not sure my eyes could have gotten any bigger but I wasn't reaching to grab her perfect bosom, I was reaching for the hem of her sweatshirt to drag it down, which I did, to her pout.
 
   "All the men are taken except for you Señor Jay and you might be older but you are very strong and a very good shot and protector. I can be a good wife for you," she continued. 
 
   "I'll never get married again." I instantly said, without thinking.
 
   "Then I can be your girlfriend." She paused and smiled even broader. "Or your second novia. I seen that chica, Bridget, watching you and I think you might be sleeping with her, sí?"
 
   I was insane to be thinking what I was thinking. "Ahhhh." was all I could manage. If you took her perfect body out of the equation at four foot eleven probably, from the neck up she looked twelve. Shaking my head, I motioned for her to go back to the house and walk ahead of me while I kept an eye out. "We'll talk about it later." I finally muttered and just because I can't help myself, I swatted her ass to get her going. She giggled, wiggled it and took off jogging. I followed. Did I mention she also had an absolutely perfectly tight tiny ass on her also? Well, she did. Boy, I was in trouble. I decided not to think about it and matched her jog keeping one eye on my surroundings and the other on her ass as it wove between the trees ahead of me.
 
   Most of the others were already back and I saw Miguel putting tools away near the entrance of my pole barn. I loped on over wiping sweat from my face and accepted the water bottle he held out when I got there. He nodded at me letting me catch my breath. I wasn't twenty anymore.
 
   "Ah Miguel, exactly how old is Cara?" I whispered the question out of the corner of my mouth not really looking at him and taking another swig of water. I saw him blink.
 
   "Why she is eighteen Señor Jay. Why do you a..." he paused for a split second and his eyes went big and round. "Oh. I see," now his eyes crinkled as large grin spread across his face, "You will have your hands full with that one Señor." He started chuckling, "I have heard she is very demanding in bed," he was openly laughing now, "And I do not think she is the sharing type." He nodded in Bridget's direction who was standing on the porch watching us with a smile on her face. I noticed Cara was standing beside her watching us also. I groaned then repeated what she had said about Bridget.
 
   "Well anything is possible I suppose Señor." He looked skeptical though.
 
   I shook my head. It wasn't even noon yet and I was already getting tired. I told Miguel to follow me and went in search of Michael and the others. I found them in the back room. Becky was trying to make up a list of names of everyone. It was becoming quite a handful. I pulled up a chair and waved Miguel to another. The others looked at me expectantly.
 
   "We have some problems we need to deal with now. Today. Shelter is one. We have too many people to stay here. I don't trust those zombies and we are too many to fit in the shelter." I paused briefly before continuing. "Safe transportation. Big trucks and SUV's seem to work for now but we need something better, something they can't swamp with bodies." The men were nodding in unison. I tilted my head looking closer at what Michael and Pete had been working on. The guys had been working on a guard schedule since we now numbered too many to stay in the shelter. Some would sleep down there and some up here, while others in my camper or in the pole barn where cots had been set up. They had wanted to finish their schedule then bring it to me for approval but were arguing about how many on each shift and how long the shifts should be. I had somehow become the de facto leader of our little group of renegade survivors that just didn't want to become some zombies’ dietary supplement. Juan and Pete were currently on duty and walking around the house in a continuous circle on opposite sides of each other while others were at the tree line watching carefully as some of the kids were still outside playing. I examined the sheet for a minute, then shook my head, and drew a big ‘X’ through it and flipped it over.
 
   "Okay, what you guys had was great but a bad idea. Two hour shifts not four. Two teams of two. We'll use the women also. That means wives, and no, you husbands can't walk with your wives. They'll be with the other guy but you'll both be on the same shift. I don't want anyone distracted or talking out there or losing their head and completely forgetting were in the middle of survival." I glanced at Michael and I saw him nod firmly with an embarrassed look on his face. I was still worried about Becky, but let it go. "Also. We're not circling the wagons here. This is how we'll patrol." Quickly I drew a representation of the house. Next, I drew two half circles on either side. "These are your patrol lanes. Each team will walk around their half circle until both teams come to one side and see each other. Then you'll turn and walk back around until you get to the other side and see each other. Do it this way, back and forth. The idea is, you’re in each other's sight more and if a team doesn't appear, you can go investigate. Under no circumstances are bathroom breaks allowed. Go before or hold it and don't separate from your partner for any reason. Does everyone understand?" They all nodded. "Good. Now draw up a schedule and put me on the two in the morning shift along with Bridget." I would have preferred four teams so they would always be in sight of each other but I didn't want to stretch the guard duty beyond two hours. I turned to Miguel.
 
   "Miguel. I need you to put a team together and hit the city yard. I want four of those big snowplows they have. The ones with the dump container on the back. Get the ones with the ‘V’ plows, I know they have them." I knew Miguel wouldn't have any trouble getting them. I had already seen them running down the road after our last very light early snowfall. Winter was almost upon us after all. "Michael go with him. Take enough men to drive the bastards," they both nodded again, "Well go now! We need the trucks for our next move." They took off at a run. I needed Momma Jean. I didn't get up. I just hollered. "Momma Jean! Rosita!" They came running Rosita wiping her hands on a dishtowel.
 
   "You two are in charge of domestic affairs." They both stared at me. I rolled my eyes. "Food, cleaning, kids, etc. We need food. We have a lot of women and kids and only a few weeks until winter hits. Rosita some of your people should be familiar with most of the local farms around here that grew potatoes and carrots right?" I hated to stereotype but you couldn't get white boys to box that stuff up. She nodded a thoughtful look appearing on her face. "You two have two jobs, well three. Keep this place sane. Then organize the women and kids into teams. We need to hit the farms before the ground completely freezes over. For instance, there will be a ton of potatoes still in and on the ground at those fields, even the fields already harvested. Same with other vegetables. We can eat potato soup all winter if we need to. Rosita, I have a ton of old newspapers stacked in the pole barn. You can layer the potatoes with them to keep them edible all winter. Keep a bunch set aside for seeding next spring," she was nodding emphatically, "We also need a group to clean and prepare a new place for us. I have one in mind. Where we're at is too small. Three, we need to get my supplies organized and a list made of what we are short of and what he need." Both women were nodding they knew what to do. Becky was looking pissed and left out. I had a job for her too.
 
   "Becky. You have one of the most important jobs of all." A smile blossomed on her face at being needed. Inwardly, I groaned seeing the needy look come across her and downgraded her intelligence by a huge number of points. Fat and willing to satisfy no matter what. Yeah Michael sure picked them. "You’re familiar with all your husband's ammunition and weapons right?" She nodded. "Great! I need a complete, I mean a very complete list of ammunition types and how many of each down to the round. We're not running short yet but we will be. I need that list pronto." I gave her a serious look and she nodded vigorously. Good. It was make work because I knew exactly what I had but it wouldn't hurt to find out what the others brought with them and it would keep her out of my hair. I smiled at them waving my hands to shoo them off. They went. I needed the men back with the snowplows in order to get to the next phase. Christ this was moving too fast. War gaming is one thing, reality is quite another. 
 
   Cara trotted through with a group of kids. I blinked in surprise. She was wearing a camouflage jacket tied above the waist in place of the navy blue oversized sweatshirt I had seen earlier. I noticed it now emphasized her rather large breasts that had been hidden earlier and looked suspiciously like one of my camouflage jackets from my closet upstairs. She gave me a saucy smile and half wave/salute as she started through.
 
   "Hey Cara, wait!" I said. She stopped with a huge smile on her face. I could see her belly button. Hell, it was forty-five degrees outside. To be honest I did notice with pleasure that her belly button didn't have one of those stupid rings in it. God, I hated those. They looked so ignorant on a woman.
 
   "Is that my jacket?"
 
   "Sí, Mi Amor." she was starting to giggle. I knew what those words meant.
 
   "You've been in my closet?"
 
   "Sí. Bridget showed me." That set me back a bit. I hadn't realized Bridget was familiar with my closet having never been in my bedroom upstairs. I totally gave up. Obviously, they were taking over. 
 
   "Okay. Whatever. Stay out of trouble." She flipped me another jaunty wave/salute and pushed the kids out of the room. I was in major trouble for sure."Wait!" I called out. No belly ring but she was Mexican so there had to be tattoos somewhere. "You have any tattoos?" I inquired. Don't ask me why I asked, I was simply curious.
 
   "Oh yes Señor, Jay. Let me show you." She started to undo her belt quickly and I equally quickly raised my hand. "No Cara. Forget I asked. I don't want to see." She was grinning openly now. Her hands at the ready to push her pants down the rest of the way. I cringed. Nope. Miguel was right. She was trouble. "Just go girl!" I commanded regaining my composure.
 
   "Maybe Señor Jay wants to slap my butt again to send me off?" She turned thrusting that tight ass in my face, pants half down. I could see the top of her crack. What the hell, I swatted it. Hard! She squealed! 
 
   "Now Git!" I couldn't help it. I was laughing. Oh My God, she was trouble, but she was funny and I needed the cheering up. Life was getting different for sure.
 
 
   *****
 
    
 
   “Sir! We are near the coordinates of the next tower." Corporal Rider informed Richards. She was scared hell they were all scared. They had dragged out the bodies of Lieutenant Brewer and Lance Corporal Edwards. Most of the blood had been wiped off but a faint sheen covered parts of the consoles and the wall around the back entry door. 
 
   "Good. Get the team ready. We need to convert this tower ASAP and move onto the next." He replied without looking at her. From his earlier remarks to his men, she was very glad she was dowdy looking. She pulled up the grid schematics highlighting the tower they were approaching and cross-referenced it against the new network grid they were conforming too. With a few strokes, her printer started spitting out sheets of paper. She would hand these to PFC Morales when they were complete. He would hard code the boards with the new code sequences. Each chip on the communications interface boards could be removed and programmed with the assistance of a special EPROM reader/writer. It was frustratingly slow because she didn't receive the new code sequences until they reached each destination. The chips had hardwired security protocols. It took time to get through them. A wrong protocol entered and they would shut down erasing themselves. Morales took the flimsy from her and pulled a new card out of its static shield, plugging it in. He got to work.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   DAY 4: 1300 ET
 
    
 
   Miguel and his team finally arrived with the snowplows. In reality they had been gone less than a half hour and I had plenty to do but I was in hyper drive. I actually managed to clean both my AR's during their absence and my .40 but not my .45's yet. I had my whole little thing going on in the back room with solvents and parts everywhere. I'm telling you, clean is only as clean as it can be. If that doesn't make sense run thirty rounds through a rifle and clean it thoroughly, then go back a day later and clean it again. Your patches will be dirty. How it is. I had heard them pull up. I watched them enter. They were eager and I grinned. Okay it was about to get fun and no I wasn't going to say something inane like 'your back'. Obviously they were.
 
   "Men. How many of you have heard of RAC?" Only Michael. Figures. We had war gamed it though. He knew where I was headed with this conversation.
 
   "RAC or Regional Agricultural Commodities is where we're headed." Everyone but Michael looked confused. "The granary across from the post office?" I prompted. Still blank looks. Jesus. "The big white domes across the street from the post office beside the river." A few nods now. I shook my head. "This is the deal. We aren't safe here with so many people. We need to move now. A safer place." Wayne spoke up quickly.
 
   "Jay. You have a great place here. It's fenced in. We've reinforced it. They can't get in. We lost a few people earlier but that won't happen again. You have the underground shelter we can run to if we get in trouble. Why would you want to leave?" I understood his concerns. He was worried about his daughter Jean finding us if we moved. 
 
   "Wayne and everyone else listen up!" I had seen skepticism on Miguel's face also. This shelter of mine was never meant for more than four to six families, and anytime those damn zombies wanted to penetrate our fence they could. They were obviously adapting and getting smarter. "RAC is our only option. It's defendable for quite a few different reasons and it's close to the river and the silo's should be full with upwards of 2-3 million bushels of wheat, soy, corn, etc." I could see Wayne didn't believe me. "Wayne. If we all piled in my shelter right now, we would be standing asshole to elbow. There would be no room to move let alone function. I understand your issue. We'll leave a force here in case Jean shows up." He nodded relieved.
 
   "He's right!" Jason the Reaper had shown up and walked into the room. Evidently, he had been standing just around the corner listening to us. He spoke up. "You can't stay here. Jay's right. There are just too many of you. RAC is a good choice," he looked at me nodding, "I've been there. It's closed up but not locked and you can get into everything but the offices. The towers are over a hundred feet high. Great for snipers to shoot from. You can see all of Newaygo from them. I know as I've used them recently." He smiled a soft deadly smile that woke a chill down my spine.
 
   "Right." I continued. "The zombies are getting smarter. I'm not a genius but neither we nor Jason saw them move in, so logic dictates they came in at night and then hid in the surrounding houses by morning because there shouldn't have been more than sixty or seventy from the number of houses there. Instead, there must have been three-hundred of the bastards or more. Then when you escaped, they went inside the houses closest to us, their prey. That shows intelligence. I don't know how, or even if their communicating with each other but no other explanation fits for the number we encountered." I saw almost everyone look surprised then quickly go into denial. I sighed. Time to get mean about it. 
 
   "I see from some faces were having an outbreak of denial here." My life and the life of my family depend on having smart people around me. Men and women capable of adapting instantly to changing situations. This is life and death, I refuse to be killed or let anyone I love be killed because of someone else's stupidity."Those of you incapable of accepting facts in the face of reality and your own survival please pack your shit up now and leave. I won't stop you." I crossed my arms and waited. Nobody moved. "If anyone here has an intelligent reason why I'm wrong tell me now but remember, I said intelligent reason. The first goofy comment I hear means the door." I waited again. They looked at each other then at me again shaking their heads. I wasn't mad at all; I was simply not tolerating any bullshit when our lives depended on quick thinking and adapting. I heard Jason chuckling behind me.
 
   "They are learning to climb also. I saw that today and yesterday." He added.
 
   "Fuck!" I shouted. Now I was mad. I felt a light hand touch my elbow. I ignored whoever it was.
 
   "Okay, since none of you ignoramuses is leaving I want someone on the shortwave monitoring it. See if anyone else has noticed an increase in intelligence or cleverness of these fuckers. I hate surprises."
 
   "Jay." it was Michael and he was speaking softly. "We understand what you're saying. It's just, this is new to us and it's hard to come to grips with. None of us want to believe it but we know we have to." I looked up into his face.
 
   "And while you're taking your time adapting to the new world their eating your children because you can't adapt fast enough especially when the facts hit you between the eyes with a 2x4." I said in return. He simply nodded. I shrugged and stood again.
 
   "You're a rough one aren't you? How many would you actually throw out?" Jason was speaking again.
 
   "None." I grinned and started laughing. "But they are living in a dream world. I had to wake them up." He nodded chuckling again. I turned around to see whose hand was on my elbow. It was Cara and Bridget. They both looked scared and intent like they were getting ready to tackle me. That made me laugh harder. I just shook my head.
 
   "Danielle's gone." Bridget said. She was scared shitless. She had obviously enlisted Cara in her cause.
 
   "Okay, she's probably gone to find her husband. She's only been married for a month."
 
   "We have to go find her!" Bridget was frantic. I laid both hands on her shoulders.
 
   "No we don't. We'll lose more people doing something stupid like that. She's probably already dead." I turned to the men standing. Most were starting to relax; realizing most of my anger was to shake them up. A couple were still worried that I meant every word. Oh I did and didn't. If I see terminal stupidity, I'll get rid of it, but I'm a happy sort and very forgiving. This new world was a shock to all of us. Some of this was understandable and way beyond the average thought process. 
 
   "How can you say that? How can you just write her off like that?" Bridget was getting mad. I gripped her shoulders tighter shaking her hard.
 
   "Because I'm not stupid. That's why. I want you to survive, my kids to survive, and all of us to make it through this alive. If someone does something so incredibly stupid, their genes shouldn't be passed on then so be it. I will NOT waste a single human life that's left on the terminally stupid." I admit I growled the words out. I pulled out one of my .45's and handed it to her butt first. "Go ahead." I said. "Go try to find her and rescue her. I seriously doubt you'll get three-hundred yards. The zombies are waiting for us to do something stupid." She didn't take it. Just hung her head and started sobbing. "I'm sorry baby. Really, I am, but I can't protect the stupid. The smart have a chance. The stupid are chew toys." I saw heads nodding around me. She ran off crying. I saw Cara give me a last sympathetic look and then she took off after her. I shrugged. "Anyone else want to go off and try to find Danielle in a town of three thousand? Bear in mind, she may not live in Newaygo so it'll be a lot of searching." I had no takers. They were getting smarter. Good, we just might make it after all.
 
   Just then, a group of kids ran though the back room. They had been doing that frequently. I smiled watching them. All five to eight year olds. Such youth and energy. I pointed at them addressing the men one last time.
 
   "They are what's important. They are our future. Don't promote failure. Protect. Conventional wisdom is gone. You see a threat you deal with it permanently now." They nodded again. Christ. Why this had to be explained to adults is totally beyond my understanding.
 
   "How many trucks?" I directed the question at Miguel. He held up four fingers.
 
   "Alrighty. Load up two and head to RAC. Michael knows where it is and what I intend, so he goes with you. Take a bunch of the women. Get the place cleaned up for us and figure out what we need to secure it, and then just do it. This isn't a discussion. I want half our group there by tonight. Anyone who doesn't want to go, boot their stupid ass out my gate. I'm done with stupid today." He nodded. The group all nodded. I frowned. I really hated stupid people. He was still standing there. I straightened up and looked at all of them.
 
   "This isn't a democracy. If you want my leadership then you will do as I ask when I ask it. Not at your convenience. If you don't like it, form your own group, but from what I've seen of your decision-making skills you have maybe two days of life left if you do. Probably less. Miguel why are you still standing here? And, am I going to have to have this conversation with everyone every single time I tell someone to do something?" My hand actually edged to my side for my gun. Miguel took off running. What the fuck? Why do I even have to do that to get people to do things that will save their lives? I turned to Jason.
 
   "Why?" It was a simple question. He knew what I meant and he took his time answering.
 
   "I think because most people are not used to acting quickly. They are from a newer generation than ours or simply still in shock over this. Yes, I realize it's been a few days but a lot of people are like that," he shrugged, "They will either adapt quickly, or die as you pointed out. It's really that simple." I sighed and nodded.
 
   "How's Main Street look downtown?"
 
   "Full of hiding undead." I nodded again and turned to Wayne.
 
   "Wayne. You take the other two trucks. Go to the post office first. Back entrance. Breach the door and take as many stacks of their two-foot mail tubs as you find back there. They’re perfect for carrying things. Then head over to Parsley's and pack up the entire store. All the ammunition, fishing supplies, archery equipment, clothing, everything. Hit Parsley's from the back entrance also and take everything to the RAC complex. You may have to make multiple trips. Obviously, take care of any zombies you come across. Be careful. You got all that?" He nodded and left taking Pete with him. I turned once again to Jason, the Lord's Reaper. 
 
   "Can you stay and help us?" he was already shaking his head reluctantly.
 
   "I cannot. I am on the Lord's mission. I'll help here and there and try to keep them cleaned out in town but no promises." 
 
   Damn, I thought, but he was still talking.
 
   "However, Jay. If it would be all right with you I will visit often and if you don't mind maybe spend a bit of time with ... your little Emma." He stopped and actually looked apprehensive like I would say no. I certainly couldn't have picked a better protector for her. I smiled and held out my hand. He met it with a firm clasp of his own. No words were needed. We both nodded at the other.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   

 
   

Chapter 8
 
    
 
   TWO DAYS AGO: 1700 ET
 
    
 
                 They had been trying to remain hidden. It was very hard for little Jack. He was their miracle child. A gift from God. They had never hoped they'd have a child. Abigail had been diagnosed with ovarian cancer at nineteen. The doctors said she would never conceive after three surgeries and even more chemotherapy. Yet, they had lived their lives happy with each other, only missing the one thing that would fulfill the void within them. A child of their own. A child  Thomas, or Tommy as his friends called him, could pass his small woodworking business too when he retired. Abigail didn't care about passing a business on in retirement; she had grown up as a young girl dressing her stuffed animals in baby clothes waiting the day when she would have a child of her own to care for, to nurture, and to raise as her own.
 
                 That day had come when they least expected it. They'd married at eighteen, against both their parents' wishes. Now twenty-two years later, she had unexpectedly become sick. Throwing up, bloating and her breasts hurt. They were worried it was a new onset of cancer. They had expected the worse when they scheduled the Doctor’s appointment and she went in for a full checkup. 
 
                 They couldn't begin to describe the feeling they experienced, nor the wonder in the doctor’s voice and eyes, when he informed them she was pregnant. It was against all hope. All medical science. A partial ovary and ravaged Fallopian tubes were all she had within her, but the miracle had still happened. A one in a million chance, but it did. She immediately quit her job, and did everything to keep the child within her healthy. Tommy put in fewer hours at his business, regardless of customer requests he received. This baby was more important than they were. He was her triumph. He was their legacy, their little miracle. 
 
                 During the last two months of her pregnancy she rarely got out of bed, for little Jack would be arriving soon so she took no chances. Yes, they had known his name. Because of the rarity of a conception of this type, she was receiving ultrasounds every month from the third month on. They knew it would be a boy. In their youth, they had fantasized about one day having a child, even knowing such a thing would never happen. However, they had to have these fantasies to stay sane. Even so up until that moment of the revelation by an incredulous doctor they had still led fulfilling lives, very much in love and dedicated to each other like few other couples. They were the everything of each, and their love knew no boundaries.
 
                 Then little Jack was born and he was so perfect. So beautiful. So right in their lives. No expense they or their parents could afford was spared. He was after all their miracle. He grew and boy did he grow. All boy, and as anxious parents they dreaded his daily rough activities. Afraid he would be hurt or worse. It took all her willpower to allow him to grow up somewhat normally. Yet now, growing up had suddenly become a live and death issue.
 
                 When their neighbors first started turning strange, they didn't know what to think. Everything was strange. You couldn't turn on the TV, or listen to the radio without hearing the warnings cycling over and over. Something having to do with the flu shot, they had not received theirs yet. Oh, they'd meant to. But little Jack was just getting over a bad cold, and they wanted to give him an extra day or two before they loaded his system down with more immunizations, and they would do it together as a family. 
 
                 But people started walking across their lawn. When Tommy went out to talk to them, to find out what was going on. They had actually attacked him. Tommy and Abigail had immediately locked all of the doors, and it was only then that the TV news was warning to avoid strangers. So, they had hidden within their home. From behind closed blinds and drapery, they had watched the savagery occur within their neighborhood. They were beyond scared, not for themselves, but for their little Jack.
 
                 Now it was over. The creatures, their deranged neighbors, had finally broken in. Abigail and Tommy had nothing to fight them with, nothing to defend themselves from the horrors intruding their home. As devout New Testament Christians, they firmly believed in turning the other cheek. However, this day they had to do more than just turn their cheeks, they could only use the weight of their bodies against the doors trying to keep them out. It had worked for that day. Now the day had ended.
 
                 "Baby, I will try holding them back. But you have to hide him." Tommy was frantic. They had slid the dining room hutch across the floor to block the hallway to the kitchen but it would not hold them long. They knew their time was short, already they could hear boards splintering. He held her hands tenderly, his tears splashing their joined wrists. "We have no time left. I love you baby with all my heart." His voice was breaking. He reached down and caressed his small son's face with the palm of his hand. The last touch he would have in this life. He cherished it and turned to meet their invaders as his beloved Abigail solemnly nodded with her own tears streaming down her cheeks then turning away taking little Jack with her. He watched them retreat, a sad smile on his face as his back pressed tightly against the Cherry wood hutch he had handcrafted from a few boards. He felt the creatures slamming against it. Felt it breaking. There was no more time. No time for more kisses. No time for more of hugs. His only regret that there were not a dozen of him to protect his family. 
 
                 His face clouded up and determination settled in. He turned in place. He braced his wide strong hands against the lovingly created masterpiece he had built for his family. Only moments now were all he had left. His mind went back to their earliest days together. He and Abigail, fantasizing about having a child when they knew they couldn't. But that child had been born. A precious gift from God. The remaining boards splintered around him as he fell back half a step. He lifted his face to the Lord and a firm look countenanced his features as his head tilted downwards directed at the approaching invaders.
 
                 "You will not have my SON." He roared. He stretched his arms out sideways in the narrow hallway. His fingers digging into the painted sheet rock. He didn't even feel the pain when three bones snapped. With almost superhuman strength, he tensed, pulling his arms forward as his hands dug through the plaster, grasping the two by fours within the walls and held on, his face turned to meet them with a snarl. It was the only defiance he had left. His body was the barrier. He would hold them back as long as possible. He would hold them back long enough.
 
                 "Go Abby." He whispered as he started the Lord's Prayer, images of his wife and son filling his mind, a kaleidoscope of memories he cherished. He felt the creatures slam into him. He held. They were biting him now. Still he held. He heard their growls, and he growled back staring their expressionless faces in the eye. They were clawing at his waist and legs now, and the pain was unimaginable. But little Jack filled his mind. And he clung, and held on.
 
                 Abigail pulled little Jack to the kitchen. They had discussed this; she had no idea what to do. She could only think to open the cupboard little Jack was always hiding in when he played hide and seek with her. He went and willingly. He was scared and he knew something was wrong, but he was trusting mommy and daddy to make it right. That this was only a game. He looked up as mommy placed him in his favorite hiding spot and saw her smile down at him. She leaned in and kissed him tenderly, as she always did. A mommy’s kiss, only longer. He could see wetness on her face, he didn't understand. Then she played the game. She told him to pretend he was asleep so she could hide. Pretend for five minutes. Then lay there until she came for him. Do not make a sound. Just like at bedtime. He felt bottles being pressed against him. She was laying bottles of water on top of him. Why was she doing that? A bag of Oreos followed by chips, and then his favorite blanket. The door closed. He remembered her last kiss. Then he heard her last whisper. "Pretend to sleep for five minutes. Then stay quiet until I come back, like always. Be a good boy Jack. We love you. Never forget baby." He was confused but it was a game. It was okay.
 
                 Abigail rose with her shoulders in a set position. There were so many things she wanted to tell her son. No time.  She hoped, if their Jack survived, that he would at least remember her last warm embrace and their love for him. She turned slightly to the muted sounds her husband, her love, was making as he held them back for a few more moments. She could do no less to try to save their son. She reached over and pulled her two largest butchers knives out of the hardwood butcher’s block Tommy had made her, sticking them behind her belt. Then looking up and reaching overhead, pulled two pans from the rack suspended there. She backed to the mudroom door waiting. Oh they came. She did not doubt they would. She saw them look around and immediately started banging the pots together over her head.
 
                 "Hey! Look at me! I'm what you want!" Abigail shouted. Her mind was crystal clear with the knowledge her Tommy was gone but determined to save their son. Instantly, they turned towards her and started forward. She saw what looked like fresh blood on some of their faces. She didn't bother to wonder whose it was; she knew it was Tommy's. She backed through the door leading them. Oh my, they followed her. She opened the back door, dodging the creatures waiting there and continued to lead the others away from the house banging the pans continuously. They soon had her hemmed in with no longer any room to dodge or run, so she dropped the pans and pulled the butcher knives out as they descended on her. What she felt then was transcended by her love for her son. She was giving him the only legacy she had left to give. The legacy of life. She clenched her teeth tightly and started slashing silently.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
                 Little Jack had pretended to be asleep for the five minutes, then five minutes more. Now it had been too long. Mommy was coming back. She was just taking a long time. He had heard the loud noises but sometimes mommy did that in their game at bedtime. She made noises to try to fool him. However, he was a smart boy. Then he heard many other sounds, feet shuffling on the floor and growls. He got scared. After a while, there was silence. Then Tolly came to him. She pushed her nose against the cupboard door crack and forced her way in laying down next to him. He hugged her tight. Now he was really scared but exhausted. He fell asleep.
 
                 The next morning when he woke he was thirsty. He drank from a bottle of water momma had left. She had loosened the tops so he could open them himself. He was afraid to go out. Mommy had not come back yet. Daddy didn't come for him either. Where are mommy and daddy? He thought as he ate Oreo cookies. Tolly was here, he shared his cookies with her. He didn't know what Border Collie meant but he heard collie so she was Tolly. It was simple. It was also cold, and Tolly kept him warm. It was before his naptime but he fell asleep anyways holding her. Where were mommy and daddy?
 
                 He finished the Oreo cookies. He still had two bottles of water. He could count to three after all. Tolly ate the chips. He only got to eat two or three so he shoved her out the cupboard door, he was really mad. But he didn't leave the cupboard. Mommy didn't say to leave. He was getting hungry, really hungry.
 
   Later that day, Tolly dragged her dog food bag to the cupboard door. That was her food, not meant for him. But it didn't taste that bad. It was crunchy and actually tasted pretty good. He hoped mommy and daddy did not see him eating Tolly's food. They would be mean and yell at him but he was hungry so it was okay. He waited. Mommy did not come back. He continued to wait. He had to go to the bathroom but by now, he was scared. He was afraid to leave the kitchen. He peeked out Tolly's dog door into the back yard and saw a lot of strangers. He didn't see mommy or daddy so he did his business in the corner over by the stove. He didn't know where else to go. The refrigerator was still cold inside and he drank some milk, spilling it all over the floor in the process. Mommy would be mad! But he was too small to get a Sippy cup down. He cried a lot. Where were Mommy and Daddy? He called softly for them but they didn't answer and mommy never said he could leave so he hid back in his favorite cupboard with his blanket and Tolly and waited. He slept a lot. 
 
   When he woke this time, it was getting dark again. He was hungry and ate more dog food, then drank some water sharing it with Tolly. Tolly didn't drink too much. She probably had her own water bottle wherever she went too. He saw her push the cupboard door open again and leave the house through her doggie door. He didn't know where she went but she always came back. He played with some Styrofoam cups he found in the back of the cupboard. They could be stacked like his building blocks. He was learning to do it in the dark because there was nothing else to do. After awhile he fell asleep again. Tolly had returned but left again. Maybe next time he would follow her. Where did she go? Did she go to Mommy and Daddy? If so, why didn't mommy come get him? He missed her and daddy so much. Where were they? Then Tolly was back. Jumping up and down but not making a sound. He noticed that Tolly hadn't barked in days. He had his blankie wrapped around him for warmth and Tolly grabbed this with her teeth and started tugging it and him through the cupboard door. Where did she want him to go? 
 
   The first thing he saw crawling out of the cupboard was the back door was open. The second thing he saw was the large figure silhouetted in the entrance.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   "Sir! Fifty-third Army Infantry Battalion reports contact near the location of the coordinates we sent. That contact being an Amish or farming community. They are requesting confirmation of orders and a visual ID of the subject of interest. They are also reporting heavy forces of the contaminated in the vicinity." Corporal Rider looked up from her screen relaying the message that had just flashed across it to Richards.
 
   "How many of the contaminated?"
 
   "They can't tell exactly but in the thousands."
 
   "What do the satellites show?"
 
   "Sir, those things are cold blooded now. They don't show up on infrared and I can't image down close enough with the ones currently overhead." 
 
   "Right. Tell them to attack and transmit this image to them. This is the subject that command wants at all costs." He handed over a glossy reproduction photograph of a woman. Very beautiful, thought Corey, her second thought, Wow, are those boobs real? This woman was very gifted in that department. Long dark brown hair and slim figure but her upper enhancements made her appear decidedly top heavy. Almost unnatural. Corey decided they were fake. Had to be.
 
   "Aye aye, Sir." She got busy.
 
   "Sir. The CO wants to know why he's risking his unit for this woman." That wasn't exactly what the CO had communicated. He had actually wanted to know why he was risking his unit for somebody's sex toy. Corey smiled inwardly.
 
   "Tell him if he's not attacking within the hour to rescue this woman I'll personally field court martial him and shoot him on the spot for disobeying orders. Also, inform him to dispatch half his forces to guide the refugees to the camp and the other half to bring this woman to our position. We'll handle the transfer to Command."
 
   "Aye aye, Sir." The order went out. Forces attacked.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   DAY 4: 1600 ET
 
    
 
   Once again, the meal was partially prepared. Again, they waited for the men to come in from the fields and their chores. There was really nothing for Jean to do besides help out here and there. Suddenly she heard the soft thump of explosions in the distance. There was shouting from within the house and outside so she ran to the nearest window to look out. The sky was lit up in the distance to the east. Huge flashes of light lit the descending darkness almost making it bright as day.
 
   "Annie, what's happening?" She cried out as she saw the lithe girl dart through the room. "I don't know Jean. Something's happening." Annie yelled from the next room, which she had disappeared into moments ago. Jean ran outside with the others. Huge, terrible bursts of light lit the horizon to the east of the farm. The faint chatter of automatic weapons could be heard. Many more than she could possibly count. The army is here to save us, she thought. Bright spears of fire flashed across the sky. Missiles of some kind, her eyes wide she watched with horrid fascination as the conflagration raged just a mile or less from where they stood. Everyone was outside watching now and the booming sounds of thunder from explosions went on and on, endlessly. 
 
   Two hours later the battle still raged on with no end in sight. Jedediah took charge and commanded everyone in to eat. The last batch of bread had burned a little before someone remembered to take it out of the woodstove oven but it was still edible. They ate in animated conversation. No one had any idea what was going on. A few of the younger men had ridden on horseback to the fence line but quickly turned back as stray rounds came their way. An hour and a half of dishes later the fighting was still lighting up the horizon but she was too tired to stay up and watch anymore. Her narrow bed beckoned to her. She collapsed falling asleep quickly and dreamed. 
 
   She dreamed again of Eric and Beverly playing in the living room. Jean was laying on the couch like before watching another rerun of Desperate Housewives. Just like the last dream, Beverly stopped playing and looked her way. "Momma," her little girl called. "There are men here." She didn't understand what Beverly was talking about. No one was here. Eric looked up with a concerned face. "Momma get up. Momma wake up." His voice deepened "Jean wake up please. It's time to get up. There are soldiers here." Jedediah's voice brought her awake.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   DAY 4: 2000 ET
 
    
 
   It had been a nightmare of a day, from the morning rescue, through the drama here, then a break in of the damn zombies on the north side of the property. Hadn't lost anyone that time but it had been too close. The women got RAC straightened out with the help of Miguel's crews and about half of the group was over there. The place was all concrete and steel, very easy to defend with only a few doors leading in or out. Those silo towers offered great vantage points to survey the area and I had some ideas on more protection later but it could wait until morning.
 
   Sam's crew had raided the State Police Post just up the road in Newaygo while Wayne's crew was raiding Parsley's. Sam had used the simple expediency of backing his truck through the side to gain entry. They stripped it of everything usable. Guns, ammunition and clear plastic riot shields. Now those shields were great news. They would help in cleaning zombies out of buildings and homes. 
 
   I didn't know when I started referring to them as Miguel's crew, Sam's crew, Rosita's crew and Michael and Wayne's crew but I did. It was certainly more convenient than having to figure out which extra man went with whom. I was letting them add new people as they came in; it was simply easier that way. I was also bone tired and it was time for bed. I turned over the lists I had been putting together to Miguel. Miguel was turning into an excellent quartermaster and organizer. His days in the Federales had evidently prepared him well for it.
 
   "Okay gang, I'm going to bed. I'm totally bushed. We have more, a lot more to do but right now, I'm getting some sleep. I'll be in MY bedroom if you need me." I had emphasized the words, my bedroom; because even as packed as we were, I wasn't giving up my only private refuge left.
 
   I climbed the steps slowly. I hadn't seen Bridget in awhile but didn't feel like searching for her. I was just too tired. She had gotten over Danielle taking off. Not easily but she understood. 
 
   I was letting myself in then remembered I had forgotten a lantern for the bedroom as most of the house was still unpowered. It wasn't needed though. Someone had thoughtfully left one here for me turned way down. I could barely see but I was fine, I knew my bedroom. I dropped my holsters in the chair next to the bed. Sitting on the edge, I started on my boots. I decided to leave my long underwear on as it was already down to forty or lower in the room. The nights were getting colder. Winter was coming. 
 
   I heard a soft giggle and the covers stirred behind me as a small female hand reached out and curled itself around my waist as I finished undressing. So, that's where Bridget had gotten off to. I smiled and quickly removed the rest of my clothes including my long underwear sliding under the covers and rolling over her to get to the other side. I had a side I preferred like most men. As I did, my outstretched hand landed on more female flesh and a different sounding giggle erupted from the covers next to Bridget. A black haired head poked up from the blankets. Cara. Holy shit! Both girls sat up and even in the dim light, I could see they were buck-naked. They wasted no time dragging me under the covers where it was warm.
 
   It was actually very warm, almost hot with the girls and the covers wrapped around us. I could also smell the muskiness of their sex and I wondered just how good of friends they had become. "Ahhhh" I started to speak but Bridget's hand rose up and a finger laid itself across my lips. "Shhhhh." she said. "Cara and I talked Jay, and we came to an agreement." She stopped talking, leaned over, and started kissing my chest. I had an arm around each girl and they were both half draped on top of me. Cara continued the conversation. "It's like this Señor Jay. Did you notice the refugees that came in today?" she asked. I nodded, my face moving against her silky hair. "Then you notice maybe that most are female with children. Few men?" I nodded again. Bridget kept kissing my chest moving to my right nipple, I could feel myself harden almost instantly. I tried to concentrate on Cara but she then made it harder because it was her hand that slid over my belly and grabbed my hard cock tightly and possessively. She continued speaking while stroking me. I felt Bridget's hand join hers. 
 
   "We think the men are getting killed protecting their women and children. Or any women and child. It's what most men do." I felt Bridget's head nod but she kept stroking and sucking my nipple gently. "We have decided that if we survive there will be far fewer men and many more women left. I guess we're going to have to share our men. We are not stupid, Señor Jay. I do not hope someday for a big strong man my age or a little older to sweep me off my feet and marry me. I think that's not going to happen now. We are convinced those men are dying because their protecting people. If I do see one my age come in alone I will be suspicious that he is alive. I will want to know why." I heard the tears in her voice. "So you see we will share you. If that is okay, Señor. Even if you bring another chica home. And another. We wish to be with you." She finished and started kissing me passionately then slid on top.
 
   Four hours later when they knocked to get me for guard duty I had Cara in doggie, I think for the third time and she was moaning like a sore bitch in heat. At first, I thought Cara's tiny four foot eleven frame was too small to take all of me but as usual concerning women, I was wrong. She not only took all of it inside her she demanded it over and over again as deep as I could thrust it in that tight little body of hers. Bridget I had already exhausted and was lying beside us asleep and I knew Cara would soon follow her. Me? What sleep? I was also ten minutes late getting downstairs. The grins when I arrived, told me they understood.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   DAY 5: 0200 ET
 
    
 
   My guard duty never happened. Miguel had replaced Bridget and I on the list then forgotten to tell me or the previous guards before my supposed shift started. He was still up working on his lists and schedules when I came downstairs. I made a mental note to get him some help. I decided since I was awake I'd do something that needed doing. I was wired now. Sex does that to me for some reason. I wanted to get an idea of our zombies travel patterns. It had been bugging me all through yesterday afternoon. Yeah, I figured we needed to get a handle on this. Lots of stuff coming over the shortwave but it was all contradictory. Since I was up and not sleepy anymore I figured to do some recon.
 
   Miguel muttered something about being sorry for the mix-up, barely looking up from his writing but I waved the apology away. This was actually the perfect time for what I had planned. I looked around the house moving from room to room silently. I had perfected the silent walk technique years ago while married. It had been the only way I could sneak a couple beers late at night without the ex-wife knowing it. As I said before, I loved my beer. There he was. I had spotted Jason's brown bedroll and squatted beside him. I had meant to wake him gently with a tug on his foot but I found his eyes staring at me.
 
   "Your knees creak when you crouch." he whispered. Was that a grin on his face? Jesus everyone's a comedian. I quickly explained what I intended. He nodded. He was in. We decided on pistols and machetes. Machetes for any dirty work we needed to do. Pistols if we were boxed in and had to make a run for it. I alerted the guards to our little recon. They and many others would come running if they heard us shooting. I hoped it wouldn't come to that.
 
   We made it to the north corner of my property without any trouble. We walked slowly and quietly letting our eyes adjust to the moonlight and darker shadows. Contrary to popular belief, it actually takes several minutes for your pupils too fully dilate. The difference in seeing ability is significant between the first minute in the dark and ten minutes later. With the moon out it was practically like dim daylight by the time we reached my property line and we used it to our advantage, scurrying from tree to bush to house staying as hid as possible. The zombies were definitely out and while not actively looking for prey as close as we could tell, they were pausing before houses and watching. We had to low crawl a few times but made it to the edge of town and kept watching.
 
   What we saw scared us. In ones and twos zombies of all ages and genders were slowly coming from the woods and less settled areas just outside town and converging on the larger buildings. It was almost supernatural. We watched them carefully. Slowly over the course of the next two hours larger groups formed. It must have been close to four in the morning by now. During this time, the zombies stood silently before some of the larger buildings in the town central. Between us in whispers barely above a breath, we discussed the ramifications of their method of communication and intelligence for they appeared to be waiting. Waiting for what, we didn't know.
 
   Without anything to mark the event, most of the groups we were watching slowly shuffled into the buildings. I don't know about Jason but that just freaked me out. I had been doing a scan, my eyes slowly moving up and down the street in front of us slightly out of focus to take it all in and it appeared to me as if they all moved at once. Oh no, this wasn't good at all, I thought as we watched them disappear into the dark interiors. I estimated in two hours at least a few hundred had come out of the woods and nearby rural streets. Where in fuck were they all coming from? But my main theory had been answered. They were indeed moving in during the night. Then hiding. This was scary shit.
 
   Wordlessly Jason and I exchanged glances. I turned to head back and stopped. Directly behind me was a small dog. A Border Collie or miniature Collie I think. All black or brown and white. It was sitting there just watching us. Moving very slowly I held out my hand. It came forward a couple steps and sniffed at my outstretched fingers then licked them quickly before backing up several paces watching us. Then it struck me. I hadn't seen any family pets since the virus outbreak. I had assumed they had been eaten but I simply didn't know. I never asked any of the refugees about their pets. It simply hadn't occurred to me. But where there was one there were more I was sure.
 
   It whined in a very low tone, almost inaudible. Obviously, this dog recognized the need for silence. Then it took off running to the corner of the house disappearing from view. I sighed rising from my crouch and nodding at Jason, we started back. The dog darted out from the corner as we moved away. Huffing at us. Jesus Christ I hoped it didn't bark. I made calming gestures with my hands and it ran to the corner again, then ran to us turning a couple circles and again ran to the corner looking back at us. I was intrigued. It was as if it wanted us to follow. Well I had read all the news stories about this kind of thing. So, we crept to the corner as it backup up. I looked around and saw nothing, but the dog ran another thirty or forty feet, and stopped waiting. I glanced at Jason. He nodded. We followed. 
 
   Carefully, taking advantage of every cover we proceeded further into town. We were now three houses north from where we hid watching the zombies. The dog was at the back of the property at a row of hedges waiting. Shrugging, I ran in a crouch to its edge taking advantage of cover behind some bushes. Another house was behind this one and of course another street. The canine led us to this house. I crept out and was immediately surprised by two of the undead who had been standing motionless. Jesus they were hard to spot in the dark when motionless. They advanced with that weird breathy whispering moan. It took only seconds but Jason and I took them down with machetes to the necks. I had quickly learned to swing just about as hard as possible. I needed the machete’s razor edge to cleanly cleave through the neck and tough vertebrae incased within in a single strike. Two heads bounced away and the bodies slumped boneless to the ground. I noticed one was a woman but it was too dark to see if her tits had been large. God. I am what I am and even though my dick had been in some hot little Mexican only two hours ago, I still couldn't help looking. I made a vow then and there that if things ever got back to normal I would at least consider counseling for a few minutes.
 
   The house was typical and quite unremarkable from the others around it. Well unless you counted the large pile of bodies off to one side in the backyard. Other than that, what made it stand out was the little doggie door inset within the back door. The Border Collie disappeared through the doggie door then poked its head out of the flap seconds later watching us. Waiting. Yeah we get it, were coming, I thought.
 
   Easing the door open and stepping very quietly into the interior I found myself in a small room, another opening leading into a kitchen. A washer and dryer were across from me. A mudroom, as we called them here in Michigan. A place for shaking off the mud during warm months and snow during cold and of course that's where most of us put our washer and dryer if not in the basement. It was a convenient location. 
 
   I saw the Collie at one of the cupboards. It had forced it open and was tugging at something inside. I advanced to the kitchen opening. Then my eyes widened beyond anything I ever thought they could. A small child crawled out. Oh My God, I think it was a boy and had to be all of two years old, maybe three. The child was petting the dog then straightened when he saw me. Moonlight shining through the kitchen windows showed me his scared visage as he quickly crouched behind the dog hugging it tightly. I saw him looking at me not saying a word.
 
   "Hey, little man." I whispered. He hugged the dog-tighter still not saying anything. I moved forward very slowly not making any sudden moves. I crouched mere feet away and held out my arms. Instinctively I knew. I simply knew. It all hit me at once, the cupboard, a blanket a couple bottles of water laying on the ground nearby. His parents had hid him when the zombies attacked, the dog his only companion. I knew we wouldn't find his parents or if we did, they wouldn't be what he was waiting for. I simply knew they had given their lives to protect their offspring. I sighed. It's what we do after all. Who knew how many days he had been alone. Even in the cold, the place smelled and the boy only had a light shirt and pants on. Jesus. I stretched my arms out further and whispered urgently.
 
   "Mommy and Daddy wanted me to come get you little man."  He perked up and mostly released the dog and stood. His hand waved slightly. 
 
   "Mommy?"
 
   "Yes little man. But we have to be quiet. We have to whisper or not talk. Mommy is away and is waiting for you. She sent me to bring you to her. She needs you." I was hoping like crazy.
 
   With a rush, he ran into my arms hugging me tightly. I held him as I hold my own. Tightly until they squirm. He squirmed and I slowly eased off my hug. He smelled of sour milk and dog food.
 
   "Daddy." He whispered, pointing. His tiny finger indicating the opening of a hallway leading away from the kitchen into the interior of the home. I slowly rose moving to the opening and looked. I almost cried at that point. I could easily see what happened. A large shape, what had once been human was in the center of the short hallway its arms outstretched to the sides. I could see where the walls had been gouged in as his daddy dug in; gripping it's supporting members to make a last stand against the horde. My heart and prayers went out to his soul. He had been successful after all. I didn't know where mommy was but I suspected the backyard. It simply fit. You didn't need to be psychic to see some things clearly. I ducked back into the kitchen and held the child against me. A figure loomed before me. It was Jason. He took everything in at a glance. God, I needed at least forty of him. I pointed upstairs and whispered clothes, pointing at the child against my thigh. He didn't bother nodding, just took off.
 
   How we made it back without being seen I'm not sure. I think God had a hand in it, protecting the young and the foolish, but we did. There were a couple narrow escapes as the little guy rode on my back giggling occasionally. No amount of hushing could get him to stop. He was having fun. The first in days I suspected. I estimated he was two and a half and to this day, I'm surprised he survived. Jason had grabbed up a bunch of his warmer clothes from his room upstairs and stuffed them in several pillowcases. I had put his winter coat on him and off we went. Rosita took him from me when we finally arrived. Yeah it was almost five in the freaking morning and she was still up. She cried when I described the scene within the house and just outside and hugged the little guy to her tightly. Miguel didn't get any sleep and I didn't see any coming my way either. Many people were up. I called a meeting. Jason and I had information to impart and our lives just got an order of magnitude busier.
 
   We tried to make the back room work. No go. It was too small. And every room in the house had people sleeping in it. We went outside. God yes it was cold.
 
   Michael had lit two lanterns and we sat around the backyard fire pit, which some thoughtful soul had lit. I stood with my back to it enjoying the warmth it was starting to provide. Sure, I was worried about the light but we were four-hundred feet back from the road surrounded by a dense stand of thick hardwoods and we already knew the creatures were more attracted to movement than lights.
 
   "Alright folks things just got busier but before I explain, Miguel, how many adults do we have?" His answer was almost sixty. Wow. Lots of refugees. I didn't bother asking how many children as I knew it would be twice that at least. I saw earnest faces gazing at me. Waiting for what I had to tell them. Why they trusted me, I don't know.
 
   "Any issues?" I inquired. He shrugged.
 
   "A few Señor, Jay. Mostly some of the men not wanting to help. To guard or do chores. A few of the women also but I showed them the driveway and told them to leave if they didn't and we are okay now." I nodded. I had expected it. Some of these folk had never worked a day in their lives and had no conception of doing anything different. Good that Miguel had taken care of it. I'm positive he had been much nicer than I would have been.
 
   "Okay, we have children out there. Hidden by their parents. Michael and I knew this would happen. We need to get them. This morning Jason and I rescued a 2-year-old boy. You don't want to see the inside of the house trust me. It's obvious his parents died hiding him. But where there's one there's more. We need more food. More Medicine. More everything.  The zombies are much smarter than we thought and we think they have some means of communication. Jason, tell them what we saw tonight."
 
   Jason told the assembled men and women about our excursion. All of it. There was a sharp intake of breath when he related the zombies all walking in at the same time. There were more than a few tears when he got to the rescue of the boy and the description of the hallway and backyard. They understood what we needed to do. Most important the urgency. I relied on Miguel. I had quickly figured out he was much smarter than my main man Michael. I spelled it out for them. I needed as many teams as we could muster. 
 
   We had to empty out the two pharmacies in town. Get those drugs under lock and key at RAC. I had no doubt some of these survivors were or had been drug addicts. They had the look. While they were at it, empty out Pine Medical of anything useful. We needed a second generator. Lakes Energy had a big one that was 120/240 three phase. Perfect for our needs. There was some bitching about that. RAC already had one but I wanted a spare. We would need the additional power later. We also needed to get the fans turned on in the grain storage at RAC. There were upwards of three million bushels of wheat, corn and soybeans stored there. If the ventilation fans quit for any length of time it would quickly rot. 
 
   We had to empty out the grocery stores and restaurants in town like now and we had to start searching for survivors. Later after some sleep, I would lead a team to get fuel. We would need a lot of it to be established. The fuel farm depot south of Grant would supply all our short-term fuel needs. The list went on and on. The supplies would be gathered and the empty rail cars at RAC would store any excess we couldn't fit inside the main buildings.
 
   Of special importance were the twelve feet concrete ‘T’ barriers I wanted assembled around RAC. I knew the Newaygo maintenance yard had a couple hundred of the damn things along with a flatbed truck to haul them and I wanted every single one a quarter mile away at RAC arrayed around the buildings. Years ago, I had seen a movie about a volcano erupting in downtown LA or somewhere. At four feet high and twelve feet wide, weighing two and a half tons each, the things stacked two high had kept the lava away so I knew they could keep zombies at bay. I wanted a double row surrounding the complex. They could use the propane forklifts at RAC to move them. I also wanted every single forty-five foot electric pole from the LE yards. They had hundreds and we would need them along with a line digger and pole truck. I was getting ready to fortify.
 
   Each crew would be accompanied by a snowplow. My reason was simple. If the damn things could shove aside a six foot drift of heavy wet snow in the winter they could for sure move any number of zombies out of  the way no matter how determined the creatures were and with their low prows and rubber skirts we didn't have to worry about the dead mother fuckers getting underneath and jacking the trucks up. Simple really.
 
   My gut told me we would continue to see more and more zombies as they migrated from the major cities. If we were going to get stuff, now was the time. I also dreaded the outbreak of violence or gangs of marauders. Those I also knew were coming to any community that advertised its 'alive' presence, as we were doing. Everything had to be done yesterday. We had no time to relax or we were done for. With a sigh, I passed the meeting onto Michael and Miguel leaving instructions to wake me in four hours. I hoped I got that much sleep but doubted it.
 
   I knew sleep would be elusive when I dragged my tired ass into the bedroom. When I did in the lamplight saw both girls sitting upright in bed still naked with the covers bunched around their waists smiling at me. A man does what a man needs to do I thought as I smiled back.
 
    
 
   *****
 
   

 
   

Chapter 9
 
    
 
   DAY 5: 0600 ET
 
    
 
   Jean got dressed quickly. The sun was still below the horizon but enough light came, from the vehicles she saw sitting outside, through the window that she had no need to turn the lamp up. She had been staying in a bunkroom with the other unwed girls, eight of them in narrow double bunk beds. It was unusual for a male to enter so she hurried. It was important. Exiting the room, she found Jedediah had waited patiently just outside. He led her out the front where several military vehicles were pulled up. Humvees they were called and groups of soldiers were standing there waiting. She looked and saw large guns manned on the tops of the Humvees. Big ugly looking guns with multiple barrels. Each, manned by figures in camouflage clothing, looked quite deadly. In the distance, she could still hear explosions and the rattling of automatic weapons. She was tucking her Glock in the waistband of her jeans the spare magazine already jutting out of a front pocket when they approached.
 
   "Jean. This is Major Weston. Major, this is Jean, the woman I told you about that you appear to be seeking. She can use your help to reach her family." Elder Jedediah was making the introductions and the major turned to her and tilted his head briefly in acknowledgement before turning his attention back to Jedediah. 
 
   "Sir. I implore you. Let us get you and your people out of here and to a safer place. There are camps set up south of here for that purpose. Command has told me that's your safest alternative to trying to survive out here on your own. These things are everywhere and there are hundreds of thousands." But the Amish Elder was already shaking his head.
 
   "No. I'm sorry Major but my answer was firm. We will stay. If the good Lord decides it's time for us to go to our Father in heaven then we shall." Jedediah's voice lowered slightly so most of the other Amish behind them couldn't hear. "Besides you already admitted these camps are on the verge of being overrun as it is. Where would we go then with no guns or tools or our homes?" His arms spread wide and he half turned indicating everything around us.
 
   "No guns?" Jean asked.
 
   Jedediah turned to her, a sad smile on his face and indicated the Major before responding. "The good Major has told me that all privately owned weapons are being confiscated at the camps. For the good of the people he says."
 
   Jean became furious. "That's insane!" Her voice rose slightly, the Major raised conciliatory hands. 
 
   "Please lower your voice, Miss Jean. I agree it doesn't make sense. Many of the orders we've received do not make sense, as do the changes in our chain of command. However, those are the orders we were given. That's what we were told." He looked embarrassed. He held up one hand for silence the other going to the earpiece of the headset he was wearing. He cleared his throat coughing slightly and spoke to the air, his eyes distant.
 
   "Roger that Mike Charlie Six. We are withdrawing and will provide support as we exit. Pull all units from the south side now and be ready for us. Grab all casualties still alive, we'll action a forced retreat when I get there," he blinked wiping his eyes and turned to Jean, "You are a person of interest to command. You will go with us. I'm sorry but that's the way it is. We can't hold them back much longer. Find a place to hang on and pray." He turned once again to Elder Jedediah his hands open in a display of apology. "I'm sorry; sure I thought there would be more time. There isn't. Their coming from everywhere. We'll try to draw as many as possible away from your position as we withdraw." Jedediah nodded his face grave. He started to step back but Jean turned and gave him a fierce hug whispering, "Thank you for everything." as she kissed his cheek before running to the closest Humvee and looking for anything to hold onto. She had filed away, the 'person of interest' comment. She would find out what that meant later.
 
   The soldier riding on top saw her confusion and smiling offered his hand calling her up. "Up here, Miss. There's only wounded inside with the driver." His voice was boyish and she looked up again seeing a very young man who was obviously frightened but glad for this simple task of finding a place for her. Jean grabbed his hand allowing him to pull her upward. There was no place to put her feet and she was being dragged over the top canopy like a bag of rice. His other hand reached down grabbing her around the torso looking for purchase and settled under her left breast yanking her upward. She gasped at the familiarity but was finally high enough to reach a hand out gripping the top of the low shield surrounding his mounted gun. He let go of her as she crawled in beside him moving sideways to give her a bit more room. There wasn't much. She decided not to mention where his hand had been. After all, what else did she have that he could hold onto to pull her up? She shrugged and squeezed in beside him onto the narrow seat. He had been skinny but strong enough to pull her up so there was barely room. She could see down into the front of the vehicle where the driver sat and Major as he climbed into the vehicle, which instantly took off at a very fast pace. She gasped as her back hit the cowling behind her and the soldier next to her shrugged in apology as they raced up Jedediah's driveway.
 
   "We have no time, Miss Jean. We have to get out now. There are too many." The voice came from below above the sound of the racing engine and she looked down seeing the Major looking up at her. She nodded. He grabbed something off the seat next to him and handed it up. A set of earmuffs. "Here, you'll need these. Put them on now." She grabbed the offered hearing protection noticing for the first time that the soldier beside her was already wearing a set. His hands were also gripping the double handgrips of the machine gun in front of them. She agreed, deciding now was indeed a good time to put them on. They careened through the gate which four Amish men were ready to close behind them. Originally, a metal cattle gate it had been reinforced with boards of all shapes and sizes. She waved as they flew past. They didn't.
 
   The soldier turned to her and getting her attention patted the top of his gun shouting to be heard over the muffled roar of the Humvee and their ear protection. "This is an M134 Mini-gun with a maximum four-thousand round per minute rate of fire. Air cooled and electrically driven with this battery pack." He patted an outsized box underneath."It has six barrels and can sustain maximum rates of fire for several minutes between barrel changes. It shoots a 7.62 by 51mm standard NATO round and the linked ammunition is fed from this box here." He patted another larger box attached to the side of the big gun. She saw bright rounds linked together with black clips disappearing into the top and several more of the boxes in a cubby under him to his right. "It is fired by depressing these two switches at the top," he wiggled his thumbs before proceeding, "The safety is here and it's mounted by a three point quick hitch release there." He released the left hand grip and gestured to a switch on the side then three points on the top where pins with rings protruded. "Up is fire on this selector switch here. All you need to know." He smiled pleased at her nods while indicating a small lever on the left side of the enormous gun.
 
   "And you are telling me this why?" she shouted back perplexed.
 
   "Because I can't fire to my right. You'll have to." He shouted back then demonstrated. He swiveled the gun to the right and the handgrips rotated to a position directly in front of her and even slightly to her left. There was no way he could grip the gun and fire with it pointed in that direction. He was right. She would have to. She gulped and nodded in understanding. "Beauty and brains," he hollered back obviously pleased at her response. She restrained the instant impulse to roll her eyes. He was obviously trying, and so eager. She leaned towards him and lifted his left earmuff.
 
   "I'm old enough to be your mother." She said smiling.  His eyes widened then his gaze traveled over her upper body from hair to waist, obviously hesitating at her well-endowed chest, which was fully visible since she hadn't had time to zip her coat up yet. 
 
   "Right." he muttered not believing her. Only then, she rolled her eyes, but she also smiled.
 
   "What's your name? Mine’s Jean," she asked while fighting her smile.
 
   "Dean. Pleased to meet you," he answered smiling back.
 
   They were approaching another group of soldiers. Dozens of vehicles were arrayed in a loose circle. In the distance, she could hear bursts of automatic fire and flashes of light as other obvious groups of soldiers were still fighting. Most of those here were firing to the east.
 
   She turned her head and gasped. There must have been thousands of the turned arrayed against them. The soldiers were mowing them down in waves with their automatic weapons but it was obvious the turned were gaining ground. There were just simply too many of them and they carried the bullet riddled bodies of their fallen in front of them like shields. Her Humvee slid to a halt by the others. Individual soldiers here and there were firing their rifles into the approaching mob, mostly headshots she saw. There were many soldiers on the ground around the vehicles. Most of them appeared to be like the one she was riding with in the Humvees, but there were others like covered wagons and a couple others that looked like boxes and she was positive they held missiles. Each pulled a covered trailer. Must be more missiles, she thought.
 
   Her Humvee was third from the lead when they finally pulled out started off at a measured pace. As the Major had said, they were trying to draw them off. More turned creatures appeared out of the wood line to their right. A great many more and Dean swiveled the gun so the grips were before her. "Fire." He commanded.
 
   She thumbed the right hand switch and nothing happened. She started thumbing it again. Dean saw her dilemma. "Both" he commanded again, fear in his voice. They were getting closer. Too, close. They could move fast. She gripped both handles depressing the switches. With a ROAR, the gun started firing. It sounded like a chainsaw only several magnitudes louder and jumped in her hands. She lost her grip almost instantly. She also saw that most of her rounds had been above the heads of the undead. Dean was making frantic motions beside her and she grabbed the grips again very tight this time and fired again. Empty shells casings in a solid amber stream flew out the side of the weapon cascading over Dean and the top of the Humvee. She redirected her aim holding on for dear life and cut a swath through the creatures that were almost upon them. They were so close she had to stand up on the grating below her feet to angle the gun low enough to hit them. The rounds were so many they cut the creatures in half as the Humvee raced along. It would be close. Dean was supporting her standing form with a hand tightly gripping her ass and waist, which again she would ignore. It was too intense right now although if they made it through this she would chew his ass out about that. She was positive it was intentional even in their current situation. She swiveled the rotating barrels back and forth, as they spun faster than she could see. An incinerating blur that scythed through the monsters with precision. The gun stopped firing; she started hitting the thumb toggles in panic.
 
   "It's empty. Sec!" Dean shouted. Her ears rang but the sound of his voice coming though faint indicated she hadn't lost her hearing yet. He was lifting the ammunition canister off the side, tossing it overboard and grabbing another below him, which he snapped into place feeding the protruding belt into the top of the gun. "Keep firing! But go easy. Were almost out of ammo," he commanded. He slapped the top of the weapon. She assumed that meant it was good to go. She depressed both triggers again and the buzz saw she was becoming accustomed to sounded off again. Remembering his last words, she let go of the triggers watching the barrels rotate into silence.
 
   "Jesus, that was still over a hundred rounds. Like this Jean." Suddenly she had the soldier half across her lap, his back pressed tightly into her chest. He had lunged across her but in the narrow cowling there was little room. It was all she could do to see over his shoulder as he grabbed the handles with deft hands, rotated the barrel slightly depressing it downward and fired immediately releasing the triggers. It sounded like a half dozen rounds in total were fired but she saw two of the undead explode beside their Humvee. "I can't aim like this. You take over again. Watch the ammo damn it!" he lurched back to his side. She thought he did great actually. Much better than she had been doing. Experimenting, she found she could hold one switch and tap the other for brief bursts and did just that, as they started moving faster now that they were finally past the fencing surrounding Jedediah's farm. A long stream of Humvees and other vehicles followed in their wake as they hit a major Highway and turned north. She was finally able to release the gun, rotating it back in front of Dean.
 
   A hand slapped her leg and she felt something pushing her knees apart. She looked down in surprise and semi-shock as a head thrust up between her thighs. It was the Major and he wasn't smiling. It was only then that she realized the cage work she was in was half in the vehicle and half out. She felt his shoulders push up against the bottoms of her legs and started to say something but he cut her off.
 
   "Okay, Miss Jean, we're not going to Newaygo where you wish to be and were not going back to the relocation camp in Greenville either. We have orders to meet up with another team in a few hours where we'll drop you off."
 
   "Yes, you said I was a person of interest earlier. What does that mean exactly?"
 
   "I don't know. Only that we were given your location and description and told to secure you at any cost. Trust me it was not my idea to attack these creatures at night. We lost a lot of good people." He shrugged apologetically and in half anger. She could tell by his expression he really didn't know. But why her? She was nobody. A schoolteacher from Fort Wayne Indiana who had never done anything really important in her life other than give birth to her children. Thoughts of them burned through her and she looked at the Major with tears in her eyes.
 
   "I must get to my children. I must." she pleaded.
 
   "I understand but you'll have to take it up with the team at our current destination." He ducked back down to look through the windshield then was back. "We are headed north on 37. In a short while, we'll cross Highway 48. From there we'll continue north for about five miles then west another two-miles where we'll meet up. You'll be maybe ten miles from Newaygo. Maybe they can take you there? I really have no idea why you’re needed. Were you in biomedical research?"
 
   She shook her head no. With a shrug, he wiggled back down and tugged on her legs. She let herself be guided down into the cab of the Humvee. The driver turned briefly to give her a quick grin before resuming his driving and she settled between them half in the Major’s lap and half on the console between the two men. The Major spread a map out across their legs and pointed to a spot on it. He measured with forefinger and thumb then turned to her. "Newaygo like I said is about ten miles north of where we turn west. Closer to eight really. I can't promise you'll find an easy way to Newaygo as only this other unit can decide that. We have to get to Muskegon after dropping you off. They shellacked us back at that farm. I have to admit it, and everything is totally wrong. We never should have attacked at night like I said. That damn Colonel. They have all the advantage and we had no night vision gear. But orders said to attack at night. We lost a quarter of our forces in the last half day. It's crazy. But I have my orders and I can't disobey them." He looked at her with real concern on his face.
 
   "Can't you please just drive me up to Newaygo? Please!" she begged. She was starting to cry and she hated that weakness but she was scared out of her mind.
 
   "Miss Jean I can't. I'm under strict orders. I'm to proceed directly to the Coast Guard docks in Muskegon after dropping you off. They just changed see." He held up a large device that looked like one of those scanners she had seen in the past. GENERAL DYNAMICS AN/PRC-155 was stamped across the top. This one was a rugged green with black knobs and a largish screen in the center where text could be seen. Touch buttons below it enabled her to scroll up and down but the text was short and simple. A clear direction to proceed to...  by order of the commanding General whose name she didn't recognize not that she new many Generals. She didn't understand and looked up at the Major in confusion.
 
   He pointed with a finger, "Those coordinates are the Muskegon Coast Guard docks. We have to follow all our orders on the threat of immediate punishment by field court martial and firing squad during this emergency. There are no other options left to me." He looked down. She understood his words but had no idea how she would make it. Eight miles seemed like an eternity in this strange new world. The driver said something that she didn't catch because her mind was awhirl. Eight miles. She could walk it easily on a normal day but in this time and place. She wanted to curl up and die but the thought of her children kept her going. The Major said something to her she also didn't catch.
 
   "Sorry. What was that?"
 
   "I said; hold on we’re going off road. There's a large group of them up ahead. We'll head northeast then cross over to 37 after we bypass them." His words filtered through all the thoughts filling her head and she looked up just as the Humvee swerved to the right going off road. She found herself holding on for dear life as the vehicle went careening through a farmer's field after jumping the small drainage ditch in front of it. Looking over the Major’s shoulder, she saw that the other trucks were following them in tightly packed formation. 
 
   The Major shouted above the roar of the engine. "My orders say nothing about not giving you support. I can release five men to escort you TAD and report to us in Muskegon after seeing you safely to your family if the other team okay's it." He said it as if he would not see his men again. She prayed that didn't mean what she thought it meant. If things were as bad as he indicated finding her children and parents safe after all this time was a long shot at best.
 
   They drove for some time. Much faster than she thought safe. Occasionally she heard moans from the wounded men in the seats behind her. She had turned and looked at them earlier and some of the wounds appeared life threatening. She couldn't begin to know what they were going through with all this bouncing and twisting left and right. They were traveling from one field to the next. Through some woods and along others and many times were forced to swerve in a zigzag pattern as they avoided migrating groups of the turned creatures. There were just so many of them. She watched them with dread in the pit of her stomach not seeing how five men would be much help. They had to be several miles north of where they went off the main road, which she figured meant they were even closer to her destination. She hoped they kept going north but it wasn't to be, as the Major made a quick signal to the driver and they suddenly turned left or west as she was coming to think of directions as compass points on a map. The Major shouted something about stopping when they reached Highway 37 again if there were no large groups. She crossed her fingers and hoped.
 
   Breaking through heavy brush, they bounced through someone's back yard narrowly missing a swing set and were suddenly at a main road. The Humvee slid to a halt and her head swiveled left and right watching for groups of the undead. They were there all right but no large ones thank God. Only scattered individuals. She turned to the Major with hope in her eyes her mouth opening to speak.
 
   "Wait, Miss Jean. GPS coordinates indicate our destination is the fuel farm about two klicks west of here beside a main cell tower complex. We'll leave the majority of our vehicles here with the wounded and ferry you there along with one of my fuel tankers. We need to gas up while where there. The cell tower complex should provide us with some protection from these things as it will be heavily fenced." He keyed his lapel microphone again issuing commands and three vehicles peeled off the larger group to join theirs that was proceeding slowly up the road to the nearby intersection then headed west. As they slowly drove down the dirt road, what she found amazing was there were few cars blocking most of the roads they had traveled. Oh, there was the lone vehicle here and there but otherwise it was empty. On second thought, it made perfect sense. When people got sick, they didn't go out shopping. They went home to their families or hospitals to get better. The emergency warnings probably helped with that also.
 
   She guessed they had traveled this two klicks or kilometers when they turned into a large parking lot on the north side of the road before coming to a halt again. The only problem was the parking lot wasn't empty. There was a very large military vehicle there that looked like a four-wheel drive semi tractor trailer and a couple of large military trucks and several black painted Humvees, black instead of the camouflage pattern like the vehicles in their group. There were quite a few black clad soldiers arrayed in front of the vehicles, guns pointed as them as they came to a halt. The Major raised his hand and again keyed his microphone. She saw the expression on his face and it was one of surprise and caution. She thought he would be happy. He wasn't.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   DAY 5: 1100
 
    
 
   During the morning, they had established a routine. More refugees had arrived. Four men, nine women, and a double handful of children. Eight of the women had lost their husbands either to the flu or to desperate attempts at saving their families. Cara and Bridget had been correct I suppose. I had been up since ten when the girls woke me and despite the lack of sleep induced headache, had thrown on my clothes rushing out. I needed to check on our progress. Where in the hell was Miguel?
 
   I found him in his usual spot. The backroom table surrounded by piles of scribbled on papers and a base CB as he communicated with the various teams out there. I told him to get some sleep but he refused. Rosita was keeping him supplied with hot coffee and with a flushed face told me with excitement that they had already found three more children. Then his eyes looked down in sorrow, as he described the teams were also finding many more that hadn't made it. He was determined to save as many as possible and already had a man on the shortwave transceiver describing our experiences to anyone out there who would listen.
 
   We were still getting quite a few reports off it. There was a lot of activity going on out there. The planet earth had been mostly depopulated of living breathing humans like you and I and in their place apparently tens of millions, perhaps hundreds of millions of zombies walked. Mostly the reports were from small groups like ours that were holed up here and there. We heard from many out west but a few on the eastern seaboard also. There were still reports of groups of Armed Forces operating within the United States. They were battling the undead but the picture I got was they were losing. Just too, damn many of bastards, and not enough ammunition. Most of the Army was dead from the vaccines anyways. I'm guessing that made all the difference. Those channels of encrypted traffic were still operating. That concerned me. I'm not sure why but it did. What was more disturbing were reports we started getting of armed bands of human marauders. Some folk were taking advantage of the situation, helping themselves to everything they could get their hands on, and killing good decent people when it wasn't freely given. I knew something of the sort would crop up soon and had been dreading it.
 
   Cell towers were still working but no one could get a call out since day before yesterday. Even to another phone next to you. I mean, I had five bars but it was as if no connection could be made. Probably the main lines connecting them were down. I knew my parents and brother were still okay and from all accounts doing well from our CB communications. They had their own little thing going on down there in Devil's Hole. Eventually, I'd get around to collecting them. In the meantime, my dad was having a blast killing the occasional group of zombies that managed to make their way down there. They still had plenty of food so I wasn't too worried. Of Caitlin, the mother of my children, there was still no answer. No answer at the hospital either. Just busy signals or the silence of open lines.
 
   I yawned mightily. Between the playtime with my two women and events, the lack of sleep had almost put me in a coma. Miguel was in worse shape than I but handling it well. Bridget and Cara trooped through on their way outside to do whatever chores Rosita had given them. I got two kisses and delivered two swat's on two perfect asses. Of course, Miguel thought the whole situation was hilarious. He still wasn't convinced Cara could be in a multiple woman relationship but he was holding his tongue. In the meantime, I had been the butt of a great many good-natured jokes as all the men and most of the women had their fun with me this morning. I would soon find out Bridget and Cara were like energizer bunnies, and I wouldn't be allowed that much sleep at night. 
 
   A few of the groups had met large numbers of zombies and Miguel had instantly sent out reinforcements. We did lose two to the motherfuckers when one group was clearing out a house. They had been paying more attention to each other than their surroundings. It was a hard lesson but one I think everyone learned. We also received some fantastic news. Other than more children being found alive that is. Michael’s group whose task was to empty out Pine Medical Clinic had run across two doctors and a nurse, hiding in a back room from the creatures, scared but alive and well. They had also been starving with nothing to eat for several days. I will admit I got a little teary eyed at the news. I had been really worried about the lack of medical staff. Especially the way people were screwing like rabbits around here. Supplies were rolling in and the women and older children down at RAC were rapidly cataloging everything and storing it away in empty boxcars. I knew them bastards would come in handy.
 
   Jason had promised me another day before continuing his mission for the Lord. I wanted to get those fuel trucks before the droves of undead I knew were coming overran us, and as I figured I found him in the living room playing with Emma. He was rolling her back and forth across the floor ticking her while my son, Paul and daughter, Clarissa was trying to wrestle him to the ground. Their squeals of laughter made all this worthwhile. I really hated to interrupt but the lack time and things needing doing and all that. The kids saw me standing there and shouting "Daddy!" they all piled on me. I crouched giving them much love and dispensing tons of sugar on them as I signaled, and Jason nodded. He would join me in a moment. I turned to gather the rest of the crew I would need.
 
   "Miguel, I need a plow and two big trucks and my SUV. I also need four men who can drive tractor.  I'd like Michael too. We need to get the fuel tankers." He knew how important it was and nodded, getting on the CB immediately.
 
   It took a bit but he pulled it together. Jason, Michael and I along with one of the truck drivers rode in my SUV. And yes, I decided to take Cara with us also. She was bugging the shit out of me to be part of our team. We headed out. It wasn't far. Just on the other side of Grant. Miguel and I chatted on the CB as we drove slowly. Sure, we saw zombies. Quite a few but we were past them before they presented any problems or simply pushed them out of the way with the snowplow. Miguel was telling me that many more refugees had been found in their house-to-house searching. Some men, more women and children. Some were even walking in on their own. Still mostly women and children. Yeah, Cara had been dead on in her assessment of men being scarce.
 
   "More women?" I had asked. 
 
   "Yes," he had replied, "I think we should consider a woman's barracks. Or you could snag a few more for your harem, Señor Jay," he quipped, "You have that very large bed, don't you?" Oh, he was such a funny guy. I replied, but to everyone present not just Miguel on the radio.
 
   "Guys," I said, "Even one more and I'll turn into a zombie myself from lack of sleep." I let them laugh at my expense. Laughter was good for the soul. During all this banter, Cara was silent in the back seat. I snuck a peek at her through the rearview mirror and saw her smiling at me.
 
   The human race is a very resilient species and the will to survive was strong in most of us as was the urge to procreate after a life or death experience. Many of the women had already started pairing up with unattached men and I wasn't the only guy with two girls anymore. I had learned that after I got up this morning. Thank the Lord for small favors. That had presented other problems though. There really wasn't anywhere for them to go off to. Miguel had solved the problem by unofficially designating the largest travel trailer we had acquired as the harem headquarters. Four of the men and at least eight women had taken that over as their home in the early morning hours. Most of the kids still bedded down in the retreat, the house, and at RAC. The adults bunked wherever they could find space.
 
   "By the way Miguel what about that well fed little mama I saw following you around yesterday? You and Rosita going to join the crew in the third camper?" I joked right back. I swear I could hear his eyes rolling in fear. I didn't need to be there. I knew Rosita.
 
   "Cielo me ayuda!" He muttered then cleared his throat."My Rosita let me know my balls would be joining the meat pot if I even gave it a seconds thought." We all laughed. Rosita was five foot tall and maybe a hundred pounds soaking wet but she was a lightening rod. It would never occur to me to cross her. I'd be too scared of the consequences. I wished I had about ten of her also.
 
   We stopped when we reached the outskirts of Grant. The place was teaming with zombies. We could see them milling around and a few had seen us and started in our direction. We were several hundred yards away so they posed no threat but looking at them, I just stopped counting. There were too many even as loaded down with guns and ammo as we were. We'd probably make it through with the snowplow clearing the way but I didn't want to chance it.
 
   "Okay, were going to turn around and hit that last road and go west. The fuel farm is a mile or so that way, anyways." I had it marked on my map. All the roads in this part of Michigan were built on a one square mile grid pattern. We would head back around the slight turn and out of site then detour. Fuel was too critical. I needed at least two tankers of fuel. At five-thousand gallons apiece, two of them would see us through the winter easily, but I wanted four. I had plans. I had four men with us that drove rig in the past and could operate that damn fifteen-gear shifter they have, or however many it was. The fuel farm should have at least a half dozen tankers ready to go like they always did. I drove past there almost every day after all. Having the drivers I needed was amazing but in many ways not really. 
 
   A society is made up of a great many individuals, all with different strengths and skills. With almost two-hundred refugees now, I found skills I didn't even know we needed until I was told about them. That's a point some of the apocalypse books had dead wrong. People know stuff especially older people. I felt strongly we would be okay if we made it through the next month.
 
   As we drove we saw small bunches of zombies headed north through the open fields. Probably from Grand Rapids. I scowled at the thought of a half million zombies headed our way. I had my pistols on and my sniper AR was in the back and hoped I wouldn't need either of them. This was a fuel run damn it.
 
    As we got closer to the fuel depot, we heard popping sounds in the distance, which I recognized instantly. I pulled over and hopped out. There were only a few zombies in the far distance nothing close. Jason and Michael joined me as I stood at the front of my SUV. I turned to Jason who was staring into the distance having recognized the sounds also. That worried me. "Care for a recon friend?" He nodded. 
 
   This stretch of road was sporadically lined with houses but heavily wooded. We took advantage of the cover keeping up a pretty good jog towards the gunfire. Obviously, M16s some on auto, or that semblance of it, which is the three round burst. Others in semi automatic, firing single shots and combined it sounded like a small war going on. I heard a different bark I knew was a handgun. Maybe a .40 or .45? Hard to tell at this distance. It was coming from the fuel depot of course. Things happen that way in real life and they call it Murphy's Law. As we ran closer we slowed our pace, creeping forward in quick light steps. Jason beside me, I slowly moved brush out of my way and surveyed the scene before us. Holy Shit!
 
   It looked like one Army unit engaged in battle with another Army unit. On the left side were obvious camouflaged Army soldiers arrayed around a group of parked camouflage Humvees, four in number. Some of those soldiers were on the ground either dead or wounded. I saw a flash of blue amongst a group behind one of the Humvees and wondered at that. 
 
   On the right was obviously a command APC with its dozens of antenna and satellite dishes protruding from the top, surrounded by six black Humvees. A deep terrain tractor-trailer was parked behind them near the fence line and a multitude of black clad figures dotted the surrounding area, outnumbering the regular army boys. I saw one camouflage clad form near the CAPC lying face down obviously shot by the looks of the red stain on the back of his fatigues. He was facing away from the black clad group while in their midst, and in the doorway of the Command Vehicle a black clad figure was methodically firing a shiny handgun at the regular Army men. My eyes narrowed and out of the corner of my eye, I saw Jason looking through a pair of binoculars. 
 
   "This isn't cool bro." I murmured under my breath to him.
 
   "Nope. You recognize the ones in black? I don't." The question was a logical one. I had some covert experience, as did he. I shook my head. "The Army is true Army. Just an FYI. They have a civilian girl with them. They look surprised. Obviously low on ammunition because their firing single rounds. The ones in black are on full automatic and the Army guy they pushed in the command APC was under guard. How do you want to play this?" I heard a girl’s scream sound from the battle area.
 
   I smiled as I unlimbered my AR and spread the short snipers tripod out taking up position under the leading edge of the brush. "Well Jason, only one way to play it. We Marines have a long standing tradition of saving the Army's bacon." I slipped my earplugs in then flipped up my magnetic scope covers taking aim as he did the same to my left. "I got center left." I commented nonchalantly. That told Jason he had center and right, in that target rich environment. No sense on us firing at the same people. He grunted in return. I fired, and then fired again slipping into the zone.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   DAY 5: 1405 ET
 
    
 
   Jean had been waiting an eternity. Major Weston had been with the leader of the black clad soldiers in that big armored vehicle for close to thirty minutes. They pulled up surprising the other group, which had quickly raised their weapons and taken cover. That surprised her. Weren’t army guys all on the same side against the turned creatures? She took advantage of the stop to get down and stretch her legs, noticing that the gunner Dean stayed close to her. The Major must have told him too, she thought. Before he left, she had seen the Major have a few quiet words with one of the men before going off with that person dressed in black. Dean said the other man was wearing Captain’s tabs. Didn't that mean the Major was his boss? Dean didn't know, and said it depended on the unit and orders from command. Jean's pacing took her to him and she leaned up against the side of the Humvee as he pulled a pack of camel cigarettes out and lit one. She didn't know he smoked. "Those will Kill you." she commented.
 
   "Many things these days will kill you." He shrugged his eyes on the black clad figures. He took a deep drag of the cigarette, its end glowing bright even in the sunlight. Just then, the armored vehicles door opened and the Major stepped out. He slammed the door behind him and started walking in their direction. The door opened behind him and Major Weston looking over his shoulder broke into a run. The man standing in the open door raised a handgun of some kind and fired. The Major dropped.
 
   "Oh shit! Dean exclaimed dropping his cigarette and grabbing Jean pulled her behind the Humvee as firing erupted on both sides. Jeans mind was awhirl. Obviously, Dean and the others had expected the worse might happen. They all started firing almost instantly, as did the black dressed figures diving behind their own vehicles. She cried out scared as she saw several on both sides fall, one with his head almost completely severed from his body as the rounds scythed through him. Dean had immediately dragged her behind a rear tire before starting to clamor up the side of the Humvee to his gun mount. Shots rang out and his dead body hit the ground beside her. She screamed in shock. No, he was right. Many things can kill you these days. 
 
   She was petrified. All the Army guys had taken cover behind the vehicles. Oh, my God, what was happening? Weren't the undead enough? She didn't know why the men in black had started firing. We outnumber them, she thought to herself; Well we would if the others were here. What the heck was going on? She peered around the tire she was hiding against to sneak a peek. She saw the Major, and his hand was moving slowly. Alive! Wonderful, but obviously hurt and she didn't know how badly. Time seemed to blur, seconds stretched to minutes, minutes to hours as the world erupted around her. 
 
   Suddenly to her right she heard firing in the distance. Several pops and a deeper roar. Quite a few. The soldiers around her slacked off on their firing as several of the black dressed figures fell dead from behind their vehicles spilling out into view.  Then her skin pricked all over as a wall of pressure hit her and a deep roar sounded behind her coming from the other group firing at them, as she crouched with her back against the tire. Then another explosion had her ears ringing and suddenly the soldiers around her started firing again. Someone was calling out but she didn't understand the words. Her ears were still numb. A soldier she vaguely recognized leaned over helping her to her feet and she rounded the vehicle with him to see the men in black all holding their hands up in the air. There were only a few left out of the dozen or more she had originally counted. Two of their vehicles were destroyed and burning fiercely. The soldiers around her were covering them with weapons ready and some were facing to her right, where she saw two figures walking slowly from the trees about a hundred yards away. Both had weapons propped up on their shoulders. She could vaguely tell they were smiling. What the hell was going on?
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   I fired, taking the one just to the left of the CAPC high in the jaw just under his helmet. The round entering slightly low but mushrooming upon entry and careening up into the skull lifted the helmet off the dead man's head. My crosshairs were already centering on another figure before the first had even started collapsing. I heard the roar of Jason's Remington going off beside me a split second after my first shot. I fired again, the round hitting this one dead center in the forehead. I didn't wait to see him fall either; I was shifting to my third. Jason's was steadily firing beside me. They were diving for cover but one lagged behind and I took him in the back of the head just as he reached the corner of a black Humvee. He fell with his legs stretched out behind him, his torso hidden from view. I shrugged. They were all under cover now. I knew those black Humvees were partially armored as I had seen the sparks as rounds bounced off their exterior from the firing soldiers. I had a solution for that. I hit the magazine release dropping the mostly full thirty-round magazine and pulled a red-banded magazine from my vest. Oh, they'll love this, I thought. 
 
   I centered the crosshairs just behind the rear well of the left most Humvee just above the undercarriage and fired off the last round from the previous magazine. I saw a dimple indicating that while the doors and engine compartment appeared to be armored, no thought had been given to the gas tank. I guess they figured the self-sealing bladders they used would take care of any rounds. Ha! Not these, and fired again twice and quickly. The tracer rounds that followed next ignited within a dozen feet of my barrel and like lasers speared into the lead black Humvee. With a soft thump, followed by a louder explosion, it blew up. A bright, blazing fireball lifted it off the ground, ending with the Humvee upside down shattered, and burning. "Holy God Almighty!" I heard from my left as Jason's breath sucked in surprise. I fired twice again and the second of the six black Humvees exploded. I then held my fire as they were coming out with hands raised. Jason thumped me on the back and I rose thumbing out the tracer magazine and replacing it with the original thirty I had started with.
 
   "Got you, but you’re good. Damn good. Saw you get three but I got five. All good shots." He grinned at me proudly. I smiled back. He was the expert after all. I would have wondered if I had beaten him but damn I sure did try. Actually, you don't think of those things when you're in the middle of it. Or not much. You’re just trying to survive and do your job. Get as many as you can as fast as you can. We stood up tilting our rifles against our shoulders and started walking towards the figures. Time to find out what was up. They owed us that was for sure. As we got closer, we saw they were on guard but not pointing their guns directly at us. Close though. They knew we had made the difference. A few were guarding the half dozen surviving men in black who all stood with raised hands including the one that had tried to hide in the CAPV. He was lying on the ground before the open door of the Command Vehicle hogtied with what looked like patch cords. Now that was funny.  I got a decent look at the girl who had earlier screamed. Wow! What a looker. Obviously, a model. Petite with dark hair and really large tits. My type, I thought. I got on the radio and told the others to keep holding tight. I'd radio back in a few.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Jean carefully examined the two lone figures as they approached. Both were dressed in camouflage jackets and black army vests with blue jeans on. They looked like hunters but their guns didn't. Both had short tripods attached near the front of their weapons and they were obviously military weapons of some sort. They men also both wore those floppy hats she had seen some soldiers wear in movies. An older one maybe in his mid-50's lead the way with the other mid-30's one shortly behind him. He was on a radio obviously talking to someone. As they got closer, she saw the mid-30's one was maybe a bit older but the older man obviously deferred to him as they said something between them and then the younger one-stepped forward.
 
   "Who's in charge?" he asked the soldiers around Jean. She saw his eyes roam her body again for a second time. She frowned.
 
   "I am. Sergeant Trask, Sir." A black soldier next to her stepped forward. The same one who had helped her. 
 
   "Well, Sergeant Trask. Actually, Master Sergeant Trask, as I see from your tabs, if you have a medic you might want to see to your Major. He's still alive." The man pointed out dryly his finger indicating the fallen figure of the Major. Major Weston was trying to raise himself on one arm. The other was collapsed under him. The Sergeant barked orders, several men rushed to the Major turning him over and administering to him. The Sergeant turned back to the two men. 
 
   "Thank you, Sir. For that and your help. It was touch and go for a minute but nothing we couldn't handle, Sir." He put on a brave tone but Jean wasn't so sure. Before the others had gotten involved, she knew that six of theirs had fallen for only two of the men in black. 
 
   "Okie Dokie Sergeant. I get that." The man grinned and turned his piercing blue eyes on her. "And who are you?" he inquired. The Sergeant stepped in front of her.
 
   "That's Miss Jean and she's under the Major’s protection and ours." he said firmly. 
 
   The man held up his left hand, the right being occupied with holding his rifle. "Okay, okay, soldier. I get that too. Just figuring everything out. There's a story here and we want to hear it. But first, my name is Jay. You may call me Jay." he quipped. He pointed at the older man who had wandered off. "And this is Jason. You may call him The Reaper. Don't screw with him. Most of those dead bodies are by his doing." He grinned at the older man who was examining the bodies near the exploded Humvees. Jason simply looked at him with a raised eyebrow. "Okay, Okay," he said. "I did get three but you got five!"
 
   "Correction, Jay. You got six. You’re forgetting the three you got when you blew up their Humvees." The old man corrected pointing at the ground around the burning husks.
 
   "Oh jeez, really? So I beat your ass?" Jay appeared to be in shock and the older man finally grinned at him. 
 
   "Yup!"
 
   The Sergeant had been listening to the banter between the two men and he suddenly saw the patch sewn into the front of the older man's floppy had. "Marines? You mean two Marine snipers saved our ass?" he asked in a plaintive voice. Jean heard groaning from others around her among the soldiers. She guessed this was maybe a bad thing?
 
   "Yup!” The one named Jay was obviously ecstatic over their revelation as he copied the old man's one syllable word. “The Marines own your ass as usual," he continued, starting to laugh. She saw most of the soldiers lower their weapons except those few guarding the prisoners including the other four soldiers from the big armored vehicle. Around her most of the soldiers were also shaking their heads. What was going on? She turned to the Master Sergeant beside her who looked embarrassed. He read her expression and answered sighing heavily.
 
   "The competition between the Army and the Marine Corps goes back centuries. Their usually the first in on the ground and we hold what they take and when we get in trouble or outnumbered most of the time its them that comes to our rescue." he shrugged, his coal black skin reflecting the flames from the burning vehicles and scowled at the two men. "They have a bad habit of saying they own us when that happens. It's just a little irritating." The man named Jay surprised her then, after the Sergeants words, he slung his rifle and approached him and grabbing the Master Sergeant hugging him tightly. 
 
   "I'm just really glad to see you Army boys. Victory hug and kiss time," he said releasing him finally after that turned and grabbed Jean for a hug. She felt herself lifted and her chest mashed against his. His hands had slipped inside her open coat to grab her by the small of her back and just below her shoulders. His mouth crushed hers in a hard rough electrifying kiss making the hairs on the back of her neck curl and goose pimples stand out all over her body. Wow and he tasted like mint toothpaste. She felt her nipples instantly harden for the first time in weeks maybe months. Her feet dangled off the ground as his mouth moved to her ear whispering. "I have an eight inch cock also. Just an FYI." before releasing her, one of his hands lowering her down by gripping her ass firmly and she swatted at it then slapped his grinning face before he could pull away. The whisper had been loud. The other soldiers where all laughing including the Sergeant but the old man was just shaking his head a bemused expression on his face. 
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   I grinned. My chest was tingling where her tits had rubbed against it and I swear by all the gods I felt her nipples harden when I kissed her. Jesus she was smoking HOT with a capital H. I couldn't help myself from kissing her. Her slap was but a faint echo that the tingling in my chest overrode. I felt I recognized her but couldn't quite place the memory. Damn it her tits were huge and firm. I reluctantly brought myself back to the present.
 
   "What in the hell is going on here. Can someone clue me in?" I asked. The events leading up were quickly explained to me and I turned to the Sergeant. "What's going on with them?" I pointed at the CAPV where four green clad soldiers stood with arms raised like the ones in black. I noticed they kept themselves separate.
 
   "We don't know!" he said and ran to the Major who was moving slowly into a sitting position with the help of two Corpsmen. The Master Sergeant beckoned to me. As I approached, I saw the Major had taken one through the shoulder up high and another had grazed the side of his head slicing through the hair and skin just above his left ear. A third round had evidently hit him in the upper thigh but the bleeding there had apparently stopped. He was trying to speak. I crouched down to get closer.
 
   "Marine?" The Major whispered with piercing eyes. I nodded. "Do you have someplace safe we can go?" I nodded again. "Thank you. Help my men until I figure out what's going on." Then his eyes closed and he slumped in the arms of the two Corpsmen. The Sergeant was crouched beside me and I turned to him.
 
   "Sergeant we'll have friendly's coming in. Four trucks. We need the fuel. We can pack the Major in my SUV. It will be more comfortable than your Humvee and we have two doctors at our base of operations. We'll have to hurry because he needs surgery on that shoulder if I'm not mistaken." I motioned to the Major's shoulder wound. I now had two doctors back at the colony, as I was coming to think of it, and although they were both General Practitioners, I figured they could close a bullet wound. This was one of the very few times I wished my ex-wife were here. As a General Surgeon, she was used to wounds like this on a daily basis in the gang-infested environment of Grand Rapids. I shrugged, and then lifted my radio calling my men and women in. I let them know what to expect then joined Jason and the Sergeant over by the CAPC. I saw the bound figure in black was laying on the ground against the open hatch with bloody features, along with a very unhappy expression on his face. The four camouflaged figures I had seen exit earlier were clustered around their hands no longer raised. The Major had told the Master Sergeant they were friendlies before I walked up. I was pleasantly surprised to see they were Marines. "Sergeant. What's the word?" I inquired as I approached. Jason was with him and they both turned as I approached.
 
   "Mercenary's" he spat! I looked at Jason.
 
   "Shadow Groups NSA section 4 and private contractors." Jason pointed at the four men clad in black and fisted a handful of I.D.'s at me. "These others are what they seem," he was now pointing at the four Marines, "Staff or Command Intelligence pukes. They're recoding cellular transmission towers for secure communications for this shadow group. Unknown at this time who this group actually represents but it's high up. These Intel guys were pulled from northeastern command Atlantic. The gist I'm getting is they were prisoners. Oh, and they were blocking local radio transmissions which is why the Major or Master Sergeant couldn't call in the rest of his Battalion. The Army's here to drop the girl off. They were under orders."
 
   "Battalion?" I looked at the Sergeant. A Battalion would be a good thing.
 
   "We number about two hundred and fifty or so, Sir. Already shorthanded from flu deaths then lost about a quarter of our force in a battle last night with the undead. Most of the others are on Highway 37 but we couldn't contact them until now. They're still holding as it's under control." 
 
   "Where are the rest of your officers?" I was puzzled. Dropping off the girl with the big hooters? What the hell was going on?
 
   "Dead Sir, either from the vaccine or in the battle with those creatures. Only the Major is left." I nodded at that.
 
   A small Marine Corporal stepped forward, thrusting her way into our midst. Vaguely I noticed she was petite with red hair but extremely boyish with a uniform that obviously didn't fit.
 
   "They killed our commanding officer Lieutenant Brewer," she blurted. She turned pleading eyes on the Sergeant and I. "We had no choice. It was follow their orders or die. They made an example of our CIC. We were scared." she finished speaking and started crying shaking her head savagely.
 
   "Give me a minute." I said. I was inclined to believe her. By then my crew had arrived and after brief introductions, I sent them off to the parked tanker trucks that were laid out in rows behind the fuel depot instructing them to find me four loaded tankers. Two of diesel and two of gasoline. I told Michael to let the back down in the SUV because we had a critical patient to transport. He nodded and took off running. My people now busy, I turned back to Jason and the soldiers. 
 
   "Sergeant, your Major wants your group to bivouac with us for a bit and for me to help his men. That means I'm in charge in the absence of any other officers when we get to my theatre of operation. Any questions?" I squared off facing him expecting an argument but I'd be damned if I'd have two-hundred-fifty soldiers running roughshod over my people.
 
   "No Sir!" he exclaimed saluting me. I nodded in return relieved. That’s one less headache, I thought.
 
   "Good we’re ten miles north of here in Newaygo and we now have a facility large enough for all of us including your men."
 
   "Newaygo? You're from Newaygo?" The hot brunette had been standing near enough to hear us and now was beside me tugging on my sleeve. "Do you know a Wayne and Jean Cheney by chance?" her expression was pitiful. Desperate hope written all over it. 
 
   I smiled beginning to understand. Small world evidently. What were the odds? "Wayne and Momma Jean? Sure, they’re my neighbors and you must be Jean their daughter. They and your kids are safe at my place and we'll be joining them within the hour. Probably less." I smiled down at her.
 
   "Oh my God! Thank you, thank you." she squealed then started crying while trying to hug and kiss me at the same time her arms wrapped around my neck and kinda jumping up and down, throwing me off balance slightly.
 
   "Whoa easy there sexy thing." I took a step back to catch my balance, my hands coming up to catch her and found myself gripping the two huge mounds of her breasts. Yeah I took advantage of that tender moment and squeezed them before pushing her back slightly. What can I say? I'm a dog. Damn they were huge. The soldiers were all grinning at us. Even the Sergeant. Jean stepped back from me her face red with embarrassment although I noticed she stepped back slowly. 
 
   What the hell was wrong with me? I already had two hot chicks and was thinking of a third now? I wanted to slap myself. But Jesus Christ she was smokin’. She wrapped her jacket tightly around herself as she stepped back but not before I noticed her nipples were definitely hard. Uh oh. I needed too quickly divert my attention. She turned away murmuring her thanks again as I turned my attention to Jason.
 
   "Well what do you think Jason?" I asked. I had come to value greatly his judgment and knowledge. 
 
   "About your growing harem?" he inquired innocently grinning at my discomfiture. 
 
   "No damn it. About the bad guys?" I growled back not in the mood. I didn't want to face Bridget and Cara and hoped Cara had been too occupied with the fuel trucks to see the display. I quickly surveyed the area and... Oh, shit. She was standing about ten feet behind us hands on hips and staring. Damn. I winked. She scowled. Uh oh. Trouble in paradise. I sighed.
 
   "Well not much. We simply don't know enough yet. This is their leader he knows the most I'm guessing, but any of these Intel guys can probably clue us in on most everything." he was fingering his six-shooter. He had indicated one of the men that I had already figured for their leader. He was the one that had taken cover inside the APC knowing its armor would keep him safe. The others had all cast glances at him as if waiting for instructions. I turned to the Sergeant.
 
   "Sergeant. Rules of engagement concerning prisoners?" he shrugged, I nodded. "What's the world like out there?" I asked further.
 
   "About ninety percent dead, probably more. The immunizations really screwed us. Like they were designed to kill and not heal the flu. Most units are gone. Some are still operating at partial strength like ours trying to get refugees to camps but frankly the camps are being overrun by the critters so I'm not sure if were helping or hurting. We heard the President was dead and the Speaker of the House was in charge but not inaugurated yet. Most of command is gone. Were pretty much on our own." he shrugged again. I nodded and turned to Jason.
 
   "You heard him. I guess handcuff the leader and bring him along. We'll talk to him later. I'm sure he'll talk with a little friendly persuasion." I pointed at the man who was obviously in charge. He cringed. I could tell he was weak. Good. I liked weak men. They were easy to break."The rest we don't need. Take care of it Reaper." He nodded at my words and as I turned away to address the four Marines I heard three shots ring out. I didn't bother turning around. 
 
   "I'm in charge when we get to Newaygo and until the Major is better, you’re under my orders there. Any issues with that?" I growled. They were quick, no very quick to agree. 
 
   "You'll follow us and if you deviate?" I turned to the Sergeant whose expression hadn't changed. "Sergeant you'll blow the tires off with that 134." I pointed to the Gatling gun on top of one of the Humvees. "Then we'll execute them." He nodded and started collecting his men. He must have made another radio call because I was seeing a long line of olive drab and camouflage vehicles approaching. 
 
   By now, my crew had completed their assignment and four tractor-trailers were pulled up, rumbling ready to go. Three of my people had to ride with the Army people to make room for the Major and two Corpsmen in the back but that was good. I picked the three girls we had brought along in addition to Cara; of course, I had picked pretty ones. I shooed them towards the army vehicles as I jumped in my SUV motioning Jean to join us. She squeezed in between Michael and me. Before I could close the door, it swung open further and Cara jumped in my lap with a determined expression on her face. Oh, boy this was going to be a long ride. I groaned. The girls were already giving each other looks. 
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Jean was anxious to see her children and parents. She also wanted to know more about the man who had saved them and more importantly saved her children. He intrigued and excited her. This other girl he called Cara was obviously his wife or girlfriend. That shouldn't matter to her of course. But her belly still fluttered over the kiss he had given her and his strength. The way he had just grabbed and kissed her without even asking. She was glad she was sitting. Her knees were suddenly very weak as she watched him out of the corner of her eye, noticing this Cara watching her in return. A very speculative look. Not exactly ‘sizing up the competition’ kind, more like wondering if there was competition. She tried to smile then turned her attention forward.
 
   ****
 
   

 
   

Chapter 10 
 
   DAY 5: 1600 ET
 
    
 
   We were back and the Major was in makeshift surgery with both doctors and nurse attending him. It had taken less than a half hour to fuel the tankers including the army one with the generator I had brought and the return had been uneventful. Sure, there were plenty of zombies walking around but we moved too fast for them to catch us and I had the snowplow-running blockade in front clearing a path as we drove straight down the middle of Grant. As long as we didn't slow down, we were fine and even then, the plow took care of them wonderfully throwing their bodies quite a distance to either side. I knew that son-of-a-bitch would work. Cara insisted on giving me quite a few thoroughly delightful kisses on the way back rubbing herself all over me. Of course, I knew what that was all about; I'm not stupid, just horny all the time. She had noticed my interest in Jean and was making damn sure both of us knew Cara was my woman. I obliged her of course. Kissing Cara is a wonderful experience. Jean was silent for most of the trip but I noticed she kept watching Cara and me. I didn't know how that would turn out but honestly, I was seriously hoping it would turn out in my favor. Not sure exactly what that was yet but the woman was incredibly beautiful. Even dirty her beauty shone through. It was all I could do to keep my attention on the road around us and my woman in my lap. Jean and Michael made occasional small talk. Mostly about her family and what we were putting together here. We had learned back at the fuel depot that they had tracked Jean through her cell phone so it was in my cargo pocket with the battery removed. I was taking no chances until we figured out what was going on.
 
   Everyone had emptied out of the house to see us arrive. Jean immediately reunited with her family and I briefly saw her clutching both of her children in a bear hug with tears streaming down all of their faces. They had catching up to do. There was not enough room for all the army vehicles at my place. They were parked all down my driveway and up and down the road in front. There were a lot of them and it was busy with everyone getting to know each other. I spotted Rosita and headed to her. I had left her with instructions and I needed to see how her crews were doing. Thanks to Jason and my crews, our area was zombie light but I knew that wouldn't last even a couple days after what we saw last night. Crews were foraging for every possible needed supply including livestock. We needed cattle, chickens, rabbits if possible, hogs, horses, and goats, lumber for barns and hay, and feed for the animals and... The list was practically endless and we had little time. I ordered my last fourteen cases of beer up from the shelter for the soldiers, while ordering another six brought up from the Compound, and left instructions that everyone else could also have one that wanted one. Beer goes a long way towards customer relations with Army troops. Trust me. Besides, we were still only a few hundred and Newaygo had lots of beer.
 
   My next stop was my kids. I hugged and kissed each one of them thoroughly, taking my time. Then it was Bridget's turn. I had missed her presence. Damn, I think I was in love with all my girls. I kissed her soundly squeezing that tight little ass and whispering in her ear what I was going to do to her later this evening. She laughed and kissed me back passionately and everything was temporarily all right in the world. Her hand was already groping for the ‘monster’ so I quickly separated myself from her. Damn it it's embarrassing to meet with the guys sporting a hard-on. Totally unprofessional and all that.
 
   Miguel brought me up to speed on everything. He was the true leader here. I was just a figurehead that happened to shoot pretty good and had a cache of supplies. If only most of the zombie books I had read had been real. Running gun battles with all the latest gadgets. Flying high on constant adrenaline rushes and dropping bad guys quicker than a bug zapper during monsoon season in New Orleans. Yeah well. Nothing like that. Figures. It was hard damn work and you never had enough time or people and you got almost no sleep and everything was a freaking emergency.  On the other hand, with 90-95% of the population dead there were literally tons of supplies. We had them coming out our ass. Most of the books got that wrong too. Thank God!
 
   Miguel had instantly pulled the Master Sergeant aside to discuss the troops. As an ex-Federale he knew a thing or two and from my own experience I knew the thing was keep ‘em busy and work ‘em till they dropped or they'd get in trouble. Most were just older kids after all, with a bunch of much needed skills. 
 
   Miguel and the Sergeant broke them down into work parties to carry supplies and help with construction at our new home. Miguel had also cleverly paired them with many of the unattached women we had. That was clever. I didn't want to lose them and we had a ton of unattached women. Well over a hundred now and more were coming in by the hour. Not sure what the Major’s plans or orders were, but whatever works and all that. If he insisted on leaving, he might just find himself in a rebellion. I grinned evilly to myself over the thought. 
 
   Jason had taken our prisoner into one of the back sheds to interrogate him. The kids were all inside or down below or at the new place. Someone had found a school bus and was shuttling people over there. I understand quite a bit of construction was going on. They raided the local ACE hardware of all their lumber and nails and building supplies. Walking upstairs, I peeked in my room and noticed my big oak bed was missing along with my matching oak dresser. My eyebrows rose. Interesting. I guess I would be sleeping in comfort at our new location. Good people are hard to find and I had the best. There were too many things to do everything in one day but we tried. I was sure it would be an ongoing project for weeks ahead.
 
   Miguel had sent a party down to Devil's Hole and found they had quite a few interesting things going on. Seems a decade or two back they had this whole swapper thing going on down there. I had no clue. I gathered that many if not most of the families down there had been involved. Well, I guess that whole thing started back up in their seclusion. There had been two deaths due to jealousy but once that was over, they took it in stride and carried on. I really didn't want to know how involved my parents were in all that. Miguel's men and women had dropped off a ton of needed supplies and ammunition in common calibers. They were in good shape and healthy with only an occasional zombie that happened to stumble into their secluded location. I was okay with that. Eventually maybe we'd get around to bringing them in if things got tight. In the meantime, I let them do their thing. No, not going there. What my parents do is their own business. I refused to think about it, instead cherishing the thoughts of my mother and father in happy married bliss. I also found out Miguel had confiscated all cell phones in the Colony and here. We'd been having a major issue with many of the younger men and women on guard duty getting caught playing games on their I Phones and other devices after charging them up at my place. Jesus Christ people are stupid.
 
   Next on the agenda was naming the undead bastards. I mean WTF! I saw that note and thought, like we have nothing better to do? Obviously, an outtake of too many people reading too many zombie books written by interesting authors with healthy imaginations and totally out of touch with reality, after all it had been fiction until now. I heard every conceivable name brought up and I'm not listing any of them. Why bother? They walk, act and eat like traditional zombies from the original movies, thus they’re zombies. Why get anal about it? I nipped all that in the bud and made a declaration that from henceforth the undead creatures be known as zombies. God, such important decisions I had to make. The big guy up above better have a special place set aside for me with plenty of pretty female angels for having to deal with this nonsense. 
 
   Cara told me our new bedroom was at the top of the facility with a great view to the east, west and north while overlooking the river. It was large enough for my bed and dresser and a small room off to the side for meeting my staff. Whatever they decided. I wasn't exactly comfortable with being in charge I'll admit, but I had no intention of dying or my children dying under the command of someone totally stupid. I still had deep reservations about the whole thing. I knew full well how much work it is, and would be going forward for years into the future. I didn't know if I was completely up to that quite frankly. See, there are many types of people and one of those types is the micro manager that truly enjoys this kind of thing. Like telling people how to shit, when to shit, and while doing so, how much toilet paper to use when they shit. I mean, they absolutely get off on that bull. Pun intended. Currently, we called them politicians and I offered another sincere prayer to God or the gods that most were dead. I resolved to flesh out my staff with people more experienced than I was in every critical area we needed. Like waste-management. Three hundred people shitting created a ton of waste. Temporarily we'd pipe it into the river. We had no choice. Besides it wasn't until sixty years ago they stopped doing that anyways and my parents were fine healthy upstanding citizens married in monogamous bliss. Soon the ground would be too hard to dig latrines into, hence the river as a temporary measure.
 
   Now to the last bit. Traditions are really damn important. Thanksgiving would be upon us in two weeks. We needed turkeys and stuff for a meal. I vowed everyone would enjoy it with as little distraction as possible. Actually, I hoped this would be so. Our area had quite a few wild turkeys. In fact, they were pretty much out of control and too fast for a zombie to catch. I made a note to assign some hunters to bag a few dozen at least for the dinner when that time was near. We could power up a container car to store the meat but in reality that might not be needed as the temperature rarely got above 45-degrees now during the day.  Wow. So this is what's it's like being a leader? I made a mental note to broach the subject of releasing some taboos, specifically on nudity. Might be nice to converse with my staff while poking my women. That whole two birds with one stone thing. I joked to myself. Time to get serious but I did make that mental note about taboos. Oh, underage was totally off limits and I would kill anyone quicker than you could cough if it happened. No pedophiles. But age of consent needed to be lowered back to where it was back in the day. Sixteen was okay. I'm drifting. I'm tired. Okay, okay, getting back to work. 
 
   Cara was in my lap while I wrote all these notes up at the small table in my almost empty bedroom. I needed to get my thoughts down. She was doing interesting things to my belt buckle and pants. I won't lie. Way too many interesting things so I bent her over the tiny table holding her down while I fucked the hell out of her, but my thoughts were on that Jean girl. As usual, I had forgotten to close the door and we gathered an audience quickly. I no longer cared.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   

 
   

DAY 5: 1800 ET
 
    
 
   Jean couldn't get enough of her Eric and Beverly. Things were crazy busy here but she couldn't stop loving on them, making up for all the time she had missed. She kissed her father and mother warmly giving them long special hugs and kisses for keeping her babies safe. They were just glad she made it. She hadn't been given an assignment yet but she hoped it was one that involved working closely with Jay. He occupied her thoughts constantly for some reason. Her face burned thinking of him. Maybe it was a single mothers instincts, maybe a survival instinct, but she couldn't get him out of her mind. Not to mention the fact that he cut a really sexy figure with his long hair and camouflage clothing, guns draped all over him, and that tight ass. She shivered.
 
   She smiled to herself knowing he was taken. He actually had two girlfriends she'd found out but that was kinda funny. Many of the men here had at least two women she noticed. Women outnumbered the men by over three to one. It was crazy but understandable. She knew many weren't single but instead widows, their husbands having given their lives for the few precious moments needed for their wives and children to get to safety. The thought saddened her. So, she spent the afternoon with her children and parents just learning about everything going on while asking innocent questions about the man Jay. Momma Jean wasn't fooled but that was okay. Jean's only real complaint was she found out he thought naming mother and daughter both by the same names was one of the stupidest things he had ever heard of. Privately she had to agree as it had caused no end of trouble for her growing up, but it had been momma's wish and pa wasn't about to go against momma's wishes. 
 
   Earlier, she had been passed a sheet with duty assignments on it. She had her choice of several equally unpleasant tasks the following day. Dead burial. Cleaning and washing. Cooking details. Livestock roundup. Construction tasks. Harvester. There was a note for those with specific skills to see Miguel. She had read over the sheet multiple times but nowhere did it say where Jay would be working. She frowned. Every time she thought of him, she felt a faint stirring in her belly. Like when he had kissed her. And that feeling was getting stronger. She shook herself and concentrated on the special skills. Plumber? Electrician? Master Carpenter? Waste Management? No too all of these listed. She had to think. Thinking right now was hard. The kids were running all over the yard under the watchful gaze of guards stationed every twenty feet around the clearing facing outward. She smiled watching the children. There were an amazing number of them. They were enjoying one of the last few warm sunny days of fall before winter set in and they had to go back to school. Wait! There was no school. Oh my God, that was it!
 
   She jumped to her feet kissing Eric and Beverly quickly and telling her parents she would be right back. She had to move quickly before someone else thought of it. She was sure some parents had already. There were kids everywhere and in everyone's way. This would solve that problem. Just because zombies were running around eating everyone, was no reason to neglect a child's education. Winter was coming, so what would the kids do then? She smiled at the declaration that had come out a short bit ago from Jay. From henceforth the zombies would be known as zombies, end of discussion. She giggled. She also knew that teachers by tradition were normally part of the management of a community. Certainly in the planning stages. It would provide her with a valid reason to see Jay on a daily basis. She felt that flutter in her belly again and ran faster through the house looking for Miguel. 
 
   She found him in the back room. She didn't know yet this was effectively the managers’ hangout until the new quarters were complete at the granary. He was sitting at the table surrounded by more papers and notes than he could possibly keep track of. She had no idea how one man could remember all this. He heard her enter his space and looked up with a frown on his face at her rush.
 
   "Miguel." she said breathlessly.
 
   "I'm sorry, you’re Jean yes? Did you pick your assignment? Please leave it here and I'll get to it later tonight." He had already dismissed her presence, which was a little disconcerting. Most men couldn't drag their attention away from her. She didn't know Rosita yet.
 
   "Yes Miguel, but it's not on the list." she smiled and sat down across from him.
 
   "Excuse me? Well those are the work parties and skills we need. You'll have to pick one. I'm just too busy. If you can't pick one, I'll have to do it for you. Now where did I put that roster?” He left off speaking and muttering in Spanish under his breath was vainly searching for something in that mass piles of papers. Just then six boys slammed open the back door running into the house. The breeze they stirred up blew many of the papers onto the floor. She shook her head bending over to pick them up and noticed one labeled Roster. Then another. They almost looked identical. But for what? She handed them to him across the table laying the other papers to the side.
 
   "No Miguel. Listen, you also need teachers." She waved her hand at the departing boys. "They need to be in school. It will get them out of everyone's way and they need to be educated. Just because we may all be eaten tomorrow by zombies doesn't mean we have to die dumb." Miguel's mouth had fallen open during her speech.
 
   "Madre de Dios. You are so right. We forgot! Many great thanks, Miss Jean." he appeared stunned at her idea.
 
   "De nada, Señor," she replied in perfect Spanish smiling brightly at him. "You also need a secretary. Here let me help you with these." He started to object but she ignored him. She started sorting papers into piles then grabbed a fresh sheet of paper and a pencil and started cataloging her sorted piles. After a bit, Miguel asked if she had seen the list of farms with livestock that weren't eaten yet. She had that ready and handed it to him. She was busy writing notes when he stopped working and placed both his hands over hers catching her attention. He was smiling.
 
   "Señorita," she had to stop working. He had her hands captured. She looked up at him scared he would change his mind and put her on a nasty work detail. "You are sent from the heavens. I have a new job for you and it isn't teaching our niños, which is very much needed. You know Spanish, sí?" he inquired. She had spoken Spanish all her life and it was a needed hiring requirement in the Fort Worth school system. He lapsed into his native tongue talking fast. He was fluent in English but Spanish being his native language meant he could express his ideas better and more fully. He was designating her, his executive secretary. He had many ideas that he found hard to express in English to Jay. At least the way he meant them to be expressed. Moreover, he was overwhelmed with the paperwork organizing hundreds of people now. He continued indicating her first task after organizing his paperwork was to start a teachers list. He was positive there were teachers in their little group. Perhaps some of the retired men and women. She was correct. The kids needed something to do or they would form gangs like in his native Mexico. She nodded. She understood and her heart gave a leap. Executive secretary and working closely with Jay. She was speechless.
 
   Jay picked that moment to walk in the room. Her heart leaped again and that flutter in her belly started up. She smiled up at him weakly not knowing what to do. She also noticed his two girlfriends closely followed him. They crowded up against him as if they took a step back he would disappear on them. She was starting to understand why as he smiled at her and the butterfly's went into hyper drive.
 
   "Hi Jean, did Miguel give you an assignment yet?" he asked politely his hot gaze deliberately traveling over her from head to toe. In most men that would just piss her off, but Jay was an exception. She didn't know why, but she wanted him looking at her that way. She couldn't help it. Miguel interrupted anything she might have said with an angry retort directed at Jay.
 
   "She is mine Señor, Jay!" he said fiercely. Laying a hand possessively on hers again.
 
   Jay looked at Miguel then back at her and she saw him swallow hard. Was that disappointment she saw on his face? "Okay, Miguel you finally got Rosita's permission? Good for you." Now she could tell for sure he was disappointed. It was written all over his face.
 
   "No, no, no, Señor Jay. She is not mi novia." Miguel looked shocked and scared actually. Rosita must be hellfire. He kept speaking "She is my assistant! You cannot have her for the common work detail and she is organizing escuela, or school for the niños" He looked relieved to get that all out and a little proud of himself.
 
   "You need a secretary?" Jay asked. He looked skeptical. Miguel stood up and faced him gesturing at the piles of papers on the table. There were easily over two-hundred pages lying around and Jean wasn't done sorting them yet.
 
   "You think, Señor?" The sarcastic tone from Miguel she saw made Jay wince. She smiled knowing she was in. "We also need an escuela, or how you say, school for the children. Miss Jean's idea." Jay was nodding and it was obvious he was in total agreement. " They are all over the place creating problemas. It's only a short time before we lose some to the zombies. They are out of control. They are out of control." Miguel was frustrated and kept slipping into Spanish but Jay understood him and kept nodding.
 
   "You’re right Miguel. We can’t control them and it is just a matter of time before the zombies grab them, they do go everywhere. I knew you needed an assistant. Keep up the great work. Thanks Jean for helping and coming up with the school idea. We should have thought of it but we're just so busy." He sighed and reached out resting his large hand on her shoulder in thanks. Instantly, she shivered as an electric current ran through her body at his touch. Her eyes widened, she couldn't breathe, all she could do was nod. It was when he turned to leave that she saw his girls Bridget and Cara watching her closely. They turned, looking at each other then back and smiled at her before leaving. What? Did they realize she was falling for their man? She thought for a second, Yes probably. Still it was with a huge smile on her face that she sat back down and kept sorting papers while drawing up a list of what she had for Miguel. She told a passing boy to tell her parents where she was and that she would be some time yet. He nodded and ran off to convey her message. Executive secretary had benefits after all.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   DAY 5: 22OO ET
 
    
 
   I was exhausted. It was all I could do to keep my eyes open. The day had been problem after problem, the only bright spots being my girls, my kids, the Major’s successful surgery and our acquiring the tankers of fuel we needed to make it through the winter. I was cold and was huddled naked under the covers with my 'girls' who were kissing on me. We had officially moved to the new place. My bedroom/office was a little barren but the girls would spruce it up in no time I was sure. The kids had the office behind mine. Bedroom now, not an office anymore and I really needed to put in a connecting door. I had already put Miguel on it and was told it would be done the following day.
 
   The soldiers were bedded down below in the grain sorting rooms as a temporary barracks. Even at two-hundred-fifty-five souls, I found they only occupied a small part of that cavernous room. The place was huge and used for storing tractor-trailers and rail car loads after all. I didn't yet know if they would be staying or leaving but I had made damn sure every single unattached woman had been thrust on them to 'help' while they were here. I didn't have quite enough unattached women but the way refugees were arriving, I was sure that shortly I would. I could only hope the Major and his men would stay. They were a great bunch of men I was finding out, and were already taking advantage of the women who were catering to their every need. Literally and physically. In a way, it was funny, yet sad. I simply passed the word that any unattached women could help the soldiers acclimate to our colony with the hope they might be induced to stay longer protecting us, and there had been a phenomenal number of volunteers.
 
   Another bright spot was finding the small diary just outside town. North of 82 less than a half mile west, put it in the perfect position for supplying our needs. We had lots of kids, and kids needed milk to grow properly. My crews were already coming up short on powdered milk. Hell, no one used it for baking anymore except for the restaurants. They found some at one of the bakeries but it wouldn't last long. I had soldier powered recon patrols going out in every direction to find survivors and get a handle on the zombie’s migration. As seemed typical the survivors were roughly ten percent men, thirty percent women and sixty percent kids.
 
   The diary farm had roughly eighty milking head give or take, along with an equal number of calf's and heifers. A large five-hundred gallon gas fired pasteurization tank with cream skimmer and all the equipment necessary for a dairy operation. Best of all the previous owners who weren't with us any longer, had already laid in winter hay and silage. Silage was the much-needed mix of grains and vitamins that were mixed with the hay they normally ate. We needed to get that dairy going soonest. I hoped everyone liked Grade A whole milk because I did not intend figuring out how to create that 2% crap that tasted like water anyways. 
 
   The problem there had been power. They needed power to run the pumps and lighting, and they needed to start milking the cows, like yesterday. If we waited much longer, their udders would dry up. Then the cows wouldn't start producing again until after they calved in the spring. When they came to me, I had been perplexed. I had thought there would be plenty of generators but they were having a problem finding them. We had the big ones for this new complex. It would provide all our power needs and the tankers would provide enough fuel for about six months or more. But smaller ones? Then it came to me. I quickly told them to go to the city yard and grab those gasoline powered construction signs. Each was a 1500-watt 120 Volt generator being fed though a step down transformer to convert it to 36V AC. Just take out the transformer and use the power for the pumps and lighting. Simple task for any electrician. The idea had worked of course. It took two of them running nonstop during the milking process but they did have enough power. When I left earlier, they were busy milking the cows that had been lining up all by themselves upon seeing activity in the milking parlor. They had needed a good milking. I knew some would already be dry but most of the others wouldn't and each gave up four to five gallons of milk a day so we would have plenty if we could protect it. I love fresh milk!
 
   I was also troubled by what the Sergeant and Intel techs had told me. Jason and Master Sergeant Trask had finished questioning the prisoner for now. We would keep him alive in case we needed more information later or until a legitimate command source told us otherwise but what we had learned wasn't what I had been hoping for. To say I was deeply concerned was an understatement. 
 
   The President was dead as was the Vice President. The Speaker of the House was in charge. But was he? The word was a group of environmentalist billionaires with ties throughout the pentagon and all those three digit acronym secret groups we used to rely on for our countries safety were controlling him. Figures. They made their billions destroying economies, raping people of decent wages and devastating the environment then, in their golden years they get all lovey dovey philanthropic and suddenly they’re god's gift to planet earth. I'm pretty sure when people like that hit their first hundred million someone from the their secret organization comes in and erases the long term memory of their previous actions, then scoops out all their common sense. They were pathetic and losers by definition but obviously powerful losers with major backing. Well, I couldn't worry about that right now. I had other things to worry about. Like surviving.
 
   I heard pounding on the stairs leading up to my little love nest office area. And shouting.
 
   "Jay! Jay!" I heard Michael screaming my name. Didn't sound good at all, I hopped out of bed pulling on my jeans. The girls squealed. He burst in ignoring their naked flesh and grabbed my arm half twisting me sideways as I struggled with the second leg, my ding-dong flopping in the cold room shrinking fast. "They're being attacked. Oh my god, they're under fire and dying." He shouted. I was less than a foot away and he was deafening me.
 
   "Michael. Calm brother, calm. Who, what and where?" he quickly collected himself. I took advantage that few seconds provided to zip up my pants and bucking my wide belt. I threw my sweatshirt on then my shoulder holsters. Last, I grabbed my new M4 fully automatic rifle. I had appropriated the extra's guns from the bad guys at the fuel farm and passed them around to those best trained to use them. At this point Michael started talking again.
 
   "Dairy Farm. Bad. Attackers with automatic guns. All I know is we have four down already and our guys are in the farmhouse firing back. Some of the cows have been shot. Here's the radio." he handed it over. I turned it on because for some reason he had turned it off. No time to roll my eyes, besides he wouldn't see it in the lantern light.
 
   "This is Jay. What's your situation, over…?” I spoke into the radio then released the key.
 
   "Jay. This is Darin. We're under fire." I could hear automatic weapons and single shots in the background. "They caught us by surprise and we have 4 down. There are dozens of them Jay. We can't hold them off much longer.” I heard a burst of static then the radio went dead in my hands or rather his end of it did. I tried reaching him again as Michael and I ran down the stairs, but no luck. I ran full tilt into the squad bay we had reserved for the soldiers. The huge sorting area had been converted into living quarters and pallets and comforters had been carefully arranged into beds. Regular smaller barracks were planned if they stayed but I only had so many resources available until I knew mommy would let us keep our new toys.
 
   "Sergeant!" I hollered. "I need your help and I need it now. Saddle up your men. I want them ready in one minute." I saw a flurry of activity and the Sergeant was at my side within seconds buttoning his utility jacket over the white t-shirt that covered his coal black skin. He had his boots in the other hand. With amusement, I saw a young woman with white blond hair had followed him carrying his rifle and other equipment in her hands. Very cool I thought, because she looked familiar. Then it hit me. I had helped rescue her and her children the other day. Around me, I saw soldiers in various stages of undress start throwing fatigues on while a great many women, some totally undressed looked up in shock at our abrupt entrance and activity.
 
   "Michael!" I said. "Stay here and protect the place. We have enough of our people on guard. Do it!" I commanded in a no nonsense tone he nodded and took off running.
 
   "Sir. What's the mission?" MSG Trask said, as he dropped to the ground quickly lacing his combat boots up, the diminutive white blonde girl floating back after caressing the back of his neck. I filled him in on the situation with a few sentences. He nodded. He grabbed my arm and guided me to the lead Humvee just outside the doors as we ran outside. "Get in, Sir!" he shouted at me as Humvees roared to life all around me. Jumping into the passenger side, I was passed a wired device. "Put this on, Sir. It's a tactical microphone. The battery pack clips to your belt. Put the wire under your shirt if you don't want it ripped off. I nodded and did as he said, clipped it to my belt, then feeding the wire up under my sweatshirt and fastened the ear and mouthpiece securely. I thumbed the on/off switch on the battery pack. I had used similar devices before after all. Instantly I heard excited voices. Too many. I depressed the mute button on my earpiece, which also controlled the spider microphone before my mouth. By depressing it, I took it off mute and spoke harshly.
 
   "Settle down men, we have a mission. Too many of you are chattering like little girls." I heard top grunt beside me. A chorus of ‘yes, Sirs’ echoed over the net and I filled them in. Not sure when I started thinking of MSG Trask as ‘Top’, it just seemed to fit. As the Top Sergeant, he had total control of the men. Knew them all along with all their little issues. 
 
   "We have an unknown number of hostiles at the diary farm. It’s just over a mile away and I suspect it's marauders." Top was driving fast. He knew the way as he had been there with me all afternoon. "Reports indicate automatic small arms fire at the location. Be advised my men there have no automatic weapons. Take out anyone you see using them." I heard another chorus of, ‘yes Sirs’. 
 
   We were approaching the farm now and I could see moving lights all over the place to our west surrounding the farm. There were dozens of them. "Are my 134's in service?" I barked into the microphone. Six voices shouted, "Yes, Sir!" I continued giving orders. "Top, have the last six Humvees veer off now and hit them from the back side on the south west. I want two 134's in that bunch and one of the forty mikes. DO NOT KILL MY COWS!" I shouted. 
 
   "Scorpions, Sir. The 40mm Mk-19 Automatic Grenade launchers we call scorpions." he interrupted.
 
   "Whatever, Top. The rest of us will hit them from the front by surprise with half our force and drive them to the back where we'll finish this. Run flankers to the north and west and take no prisoners. They’re all dead men." I commanded with finality. The Sergeant began issuing orders in a rapid-fire voice. Assignments were given in seconds and we sped up. I estimated we were doing at least seventy but the Sergeant wanted to hit them hard and give our flanking crews enough time to get in position.
 
   I had been dreading this but knew it was only a matter of time. Marauders. They were already out and about according to the shortwave. I just thought they would give us more time before they exhausted supplies in their own areas. I guess they were bored and lazy and I was freaking angry.
 
   We hit them hard, my M4 firing three round bursts out the window as we swerved into the driveway turnaround and I don't think I missed, even with the bouncing of the Humvee. We went careening through the center of the pack of them circling the two-story farmhouse. Jesus, just like the books. They were driving in circles around the house firing into it with automatic weapons. I blew out a few tires and saw vehicles overturn and picked off the figures I saw running on the ground. Damn. I hoped all my people were still in the farmhouse. Friendly fire wasn't in my playbook. I made a quick mental note to start classes tomorrow. The Sergeant veered left and we ran over a running figure dressed in jeans, cowboy boots and a flannel shirt. Not mine I was sure. 
 
   They had a variety of trucks and ATV's and were instantly speeding away from our assault. They actually outnumbered our fourteen vehicles, as there were literally dozens of small ATV's and trucks in their pack. Over the open tac-net, I heard call signs given and tallies as my temporary troops efficiently took out the bad guys. I sighted on another truck that was blazing away with automatic weapons on one of the Humvees, which desperately swerved to get out of the line of fire. I fired off a burst. Out. I reloaded quickly firing off two more bursts seeing stars appear across the front windshield and the truck suddenly swerved hitting a cattle stanchion and overturned spilling six men out onto the ground who had been in the bed. Our Humvee swerved to a halt and I jumped out, pissed off as all hell, and started running towards these bastards firing 3-round bursts as fast as I could pull the trigger. 
 
   I'm not exactly sure how many rounds I fired but I didn't stop until I was in their midst and empty. I saw two left as the bolt locked to the back. I dropped it, the sling curling the smoking weapon behind my back as I hit them at a dead run drawing the K-bar given to me by Top as a thank you. I dropped, sliding into the first like a runner coming into first base knocking his feet out from under him. As he fell towards me, his arms outstretched to break his fall I angled my knife upward taking him just under the jaw the blade angling upward into his lower brain and twisted it as his scream pierced my ears. I rolled quickly before his weight could fully settle and swept the feet out from under the second as I caught him sighting his deer-hunting rifle down on me. My right leg scything in a 180-degree arc and as he hit the ground I twisted my upper body in the air and over on top of him burying the knife to the hit in his chest. He gurgled spewing bloody froth into his dirty beard; his face stared into my eyes until I saw the light disappear out of them forever. 
 
   Behind me, I heard the roar of the M134 Mini guns and rolled over seeing the Sergeant pinned down with the others behind our vehicle. There were several in the barn where the machine gun couldn't get to them and they had my men pinned down. The M134's could have chewed the barn into toothpicks and I knew the crews were trying hard not to damage anything. I growled as I rolled onto my belly, taking cover behind the man I had just killed, my knife still sticking out of his chest. I slammed a fresh magazine into my M4, rolling back again to site on the opening across the still chest flipping up the holographic reflex site. Sighting through the illuminated crosshairs I outlined the first of our attackers and fired off a burst sending him back to god or the devil, whichever. It really didn't matter to me. I quickly sighted in and killed the next in a matter of seconds as the Sergeant and my other two troopers stormed the barn taking out the others in close combat. I saw one figure in the distance raise his hands but true to my orders, my men took him out quickly.
 
   God I my body ached, as I stood surveying the damage. There was still fighting going on but it was sporadic and almost finished. I saw a series of explosions occur in the field to the west where we had driven them, briefly lighting up the surrounding countryside in bright orangish-white flashes, as the belt fed 40mm grenade launchers did their work. I keyed my microphone. "Finish them." I breathed. My eyes were dead. I would hunt these bastards down and kill every single one of them for being stupid and attacking us. I didn't care if they were husbands, fathers, or community leaders. They were dead men. Time to tally up, I thought as I saw the last of the flashes occur before silence and darkness. The roar of the Humvees could be heard approaching us.
 
   "Casualties." I commanded over the open net. I wanted to know how many died.
 
   I heard a great many, ‘none’, but then Top came back with, "We have three wounded. Lightly. Nothing serious. Good job, Commander" I was amazed. Well maybe it was that armor they all wore. Damn I needed to get some of that. Actually, we had some from the bad guys at the fuel farm but I hadn't wanted to wear it before now. I also appreciated the new title the Sergeant addressed me with. Not that I wanted to be a ‘Commander’ but they respected me and my plan had worked. Damn. Now to check on my other people. 
 
   "Okay, men hold tight and set up parameter security. Keep an eye out for any stragglers and kill them if you see any." I heard a few ‘aye ayes’, ‘yes Sirs’ and even a 'we got ‘em all, Sir'. before turning to the farmhouse. We didn't get them all but we would, I thought to myself.
 
   My people slowly came out as I approached. They weren't all wounded but most were. Darin had a large bandage or I think it was a t-shirt tied around his hand and a pronounced limp with another t-shirt tied around his left thigh. The others were similarly equipped with makeshift bandages of all sorts. I hugged them all. Of the even dozen we had left, there were six left. Damn it to hell. I couldn't afford to lose anyone.
 
   "I'm sorry we're late, Darin." I said as I held him upright. He didn't have his radio on him. I guess that explained his bandaged hand. I had assumed the worst at the time.
 
   "A-Okay, Jay." He smiled and I could see the tears on his face. I think I was crying also. Didn't matter, we were alive. "You’re here and you saved us. Hell, when we saw them drive up we went out to meet them. They started firing right away. We didn't have any warning," he continued then passed out on me. I gently lowered him to the ground. More trucks were approaching. I keyed my microphone. "Incoming." I growled. The soldiers around me all assumed defensive postures their weapons aimed at the approaching vehicles while a medic ran my way to see to Darin. There were over a dozen new vehicles approaching and frankly, I was a bit worried. They pulled up slowly. It was my crew. All armed to the teeth. I smiled with relief. The Sergeant touched my arm. 
 
   "Here, Sir." he handed me some cards. I looked at them slowly, seeing they were Utari Survival Group membership cards. Figures. I love survivalism don't get me wrong. I love survival groups. I hated stupid evil ones though. I knew I had a list of their HQ's and many of their members’ homes on my laptop. Way back when I had planned a video documentary about survival groups. I never did get around to finishing it but I did know where to look for them. "We'll find them and kill them." I said hoarsely. He nodded expressionless. I reached out gripping his arm. "I want you to leave half your men here tonight. We need to protect this farm at all costs. It's vital to our survival. The rest of you go back home. We'll clean this up in the morning." He nodded and began issuing orders. I felt like passing out. I was beyond bone tired. Time to go home.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   The tall strong looking older man in pristine white lab coat paced back and forth, as he waited word. He had received notice from the monitors that there were problems and they were trying to raise one of their expeditions. They hadn't reported in and protocol was to wait an hour and resend their daily progress report, and then receive the code to unlock the new command keys that were generated each day. Three units hadn't reported in. Now he was pacing while waiting the hour until their next transmission, which hopefully would arrive.
 
   "Sir." A new technician spoke to him. This one was female and quite pleasing to look at. Also, much smarter than the male whose old spot she was currently occupying. He was in or out of surgery by now and would no longer be able to foster children. Good Riddance.
 
   "What is it? Did they report?"
 
   "No, Sir! It's past all allowable time limits."
 
   The lab-coated figure nodded and made a decision. "Send this information to Don. See what he thinks of it."
 
   "Yes, Sir." She was busy for a moment as she studiously typed away at her keyboard, separating then transmitting information to another office. He absolutely loved the way her breasts jiggled as she moved at her workstation. Very nice indeed.
 
   "Why don't you come down to my room when your shift is over? I'll be waiting." He reached out a hand caressing her silky black hair and turned leaving before she could speak.
 
   "Yes, Sir." she replied to his departing back.
 
    
 
   *****
 
   

 
   

Chapter 11
 
    
 
   DAY 6: 0600 ET
 
    
 
   Well our schedule just sped up by a wide margin. I woke up to the sound of forklifts running outside. The women woke up when I stumbled out of bed, and boy they were grumpy. I figured it was because I had been too tired to perform last night. Well they would get over it. It had been all I could do to drag my sorry tired ass up the stairs to my new residence. I honestly don't even remember falling asleep. The only thing that sucked about my new home is the lack of a bathroom next to my sleeping quarters. Damn it! I needed a shower and a shave and my bladder was telling me I needed to piss like a racehorse.
 
   I grabbed a change of clothes and left in a pair of sweats and guns with the women bitching at each other. I didn't have time for my own shit let alone theirs. The facility was under power and they had a coffee urn set up downstairs. Surprisingly, I saw a large coffee mug labeled boss and grabbed it instantly chuckling to myself. That first sip of scalding hot black brew raised the hairs on the back of my neck. Good stuff. I sipped the coffee with appreciation, scalding my tongue and burning my mouth but it was worth it. In a much better mood, I wandered in search of the showers.
 
   The RAC facility had several showers in each restroom. I opened the door to the men's room to be greeted by the sight of over a dozen men waiting in line for the two shower stalls. Well this just won't do I thought. We would have to come up with something better and quickly. Even though my coffee mug said I was the boss, I didn't feel it was right to go to the head of the line, but I was in a hurry. I left and opened the door across the hall to the ladies’ room. Two of our women were just leaving and a smiled at me as they squeezed by. Eureka, I thought. I had no problems taking a shower in the ladies’ room, I just needed a shower. Nobody else was in here right now which is really rare with women. Good! Quickly, I stripped down and jumped in the shower stall closing the curtain while turning the shower knob up to scalding hot. Holy shit! I turned it down a little. Now that's hot water. There was soap and shampoo on the shelf within the shower and I helped myself. I had brought my razor, so shaved under the running water. I was once again a new man. With some reluctance, I turned the water off pulling the curtain aside and stepped out naked.
 
   My eyes stretched wide. Before me, bent over near the sinks was a vision of the perfect ass. I mean, it had that whole slight separation yet muscular thing going on. The ass cheeks parted and slanting to either side in the most erotic way above slightly muscular thighs and I didn't mean that gapped crotch look some skinny women have going on. Her thighs met together. I was referring to that muscular ass look some women have where the bottoms of the cheeks actually curve slightly outward. Bridget was sweet. Cara was sweeter. However, this view was God's way of saying, 'You did good my son'. I think I must have choked or maybe my heart was pounding too loudly because she spun around gasping in surprise. I had interrupted her while getting ready to take a shower because she was topless and in the process of removing her socks, the last article of clothing she wore, and then I had my second surprise of the morning.
 
   "Corporal Rider?" Okay, now my morning was complete. The dowdy looking petite young woman from the CAPC had been almost neuter in her sexuality when I'd seen her during our little altercation with the men in black. This creature before me was delicious. Jesus Christ she had tits and big ones. Where in hell had they been hiding? And that flowing red hair. Wow!
 
   "Sir! Oh my GOD, don't look!" She squeaked turning to shield the front of her body from me. Over my surprise now, I relaxed and turned slightly reaching for my coffee mug on the bench beside the shower stall. Next to it was my towel and I picked it up also but didn't bother covering myself up. I took a healthy sip of the coffee, noticing  it had cooled slightly.
 
   "I think the view from the back might be better than the view from the front but I'm not sure. Just saying!" I said grinning. It was true. She was awesome from every direction.
 
   "Sir, you shouldn't be looking at me." She squealed again grabbing her dirty uniform up and using it to try to cover her body as she faced me again. Her eyes were wide with fright.
 
   "Oh relax Corporal. I mean you no harm but now I'm curious." I set my coffee mug down and started toweling myself off. The room was very warm but I needed to get dressed and get moving. This however, took precedence. I didn't take my eyes off her as I continued, "Take your shower and we'll talk. Seriously, I mean you no harm." Her eyes, which had been tightly shut, opened slowly one at a time looking at me. I waved towards the empty shower stall as I dropped my towel and picked my coffee mug up again.
 
   "Sir! You don't belong in here."
 
   "This mug says different." I pointed at my coffee mug with 'BOSS' emblazoned on it in large capital letters. Now this was fun. I reached for my clean pair of socks and slowly started putting them on. I was fully aware of my nakedness, but I took my time getting dressed hoping to put her at ease. In all honesty, I really wanted to see more of that fabulous body.
 
   Slowly she relaxed, her arms dropping as her dirty clothing fell to the floor. I swear my jaw hit the floor along with them. Her breasts were so firm and hard they stood straight out like volcanoes, the aureoles around her nipples, a slightly lighter shade of pink than her hair. Her tiny nipples pointed outwards even in the warmth of the bathroom. I let my gaze travel over her body feeling a stirring within me as I saw the soft reddish down of her pubic hair. Fine and sparse. Now I felt myself growing faster and quickly grabbed my towel to scrub my hair turning slightly away. I knew I was half-hard but there was nothing I could do about it right now, except put my boxers on which I quickly did.
 
   "Did you get a good look? Can I take a shower now?" Her shock at seeing me was over; she had given up trying to get me to leave and was desperately trying to get into the shower to get away from me. At least that was my guess.
 
   "Sure go ahead. We'll talk while you're in there." I watched as she walked past me her shoulders straight and eyes watching for any movement on my part. I did notice that she had been paying particular attention to my cock out of the corner of her eye and straightening her shoulders simply made her breasts stick out more. I grinned at her as she walked by. She blushed and scurried in the shower. I heard the water turn on and her gasp as she had obviously turned on the ‘hot’ as I did.
 
   "Sergeant Trask tells me you're a genius."
 
   "I don't know about that, I just do my job." she replied in a half mumble.
 
   I was really disappointed that she hadn't left the shower curtain slightly open, but no it was tightly closed. 
 
   "I have to ask because I'm curious. When we met before I had no idea you had such a fantastic body. Obviously, you’re hiding it. With someone of your intelligence there's a reason, so why?!"
 
   Over the running water, I hear a sigh. "Because I don't want people to notice me."
 
   Slowly her story came out. I learned about the difficulties she'd experienced as a senior in high school and in her first duty school after boot camp. How she had taken to wearing stiff sports bras and uniforms two sizes too large to hide her curves. Yes, technically, she was a genius and a nerd but she just wanted to be part of the crew and fit in without the complications her body might bring her. She wanted to be accepted for her accomplishments, not for her figure. Nobody left alive knew she was built like a brick shit house, and I wasn't about to tell anybody. 
 
   She was taking too long. I slid the shower curtain aside ignoring any spray of water that might reach me and looked at her. She was huddled inside the shower. Slowly, I reached out my hand, she looked at it then at me, hers slowly rose to grasp it, and I drew her out. I reached into the stall and shut off the water. She was so beautiful. I drew her to me bending down to kiss her as my arms enclosed her. I couldn't help myself. If she had been stiff before, she was a fucking board now. She absolutely froze right up.
 
   "What's wrong?" I whispered breaking our kiss, for kiss it had been. Her body might have been stiff but when my lips met hers, those had melted instantly and returned the passion two fold.
 
   "I've never. I mean it isn't. I mean... And you already have two girlfriends!" Her voice trailed off in a squeak, even though her lips had hungrily met mine after the initial moment of resistance.
 
   "You never what?" If it were possible, her face turned redder still. I was seriously having a hard time concentrating on it because her nipples were hard again and digging into my chest.
 
   "I've never," her voice trailed off again. Then it struck me.
 
   "You're a virgin?" Her face said it all and she meekly nodded. My hands had been on her hips and I released her quickly. Then grabbed her again pulling her to me. I was horny damn it. She became a board again as her body stiffened. All I knew is I needed to see Bridget or Cara real quick. I knew now Corporal Rider was very interested in me, but a virgin? I'd have to think about that.
 
   "Okay Corporal. Get dressed. I won't molest you this morning even though I very much want too." I smiled at her my right hand raising up to stroke her cheek, in the process grazing her left nipple. I just can't help myself. They were both rock hard like I said, and oh the many things I wanted to do to her crossed my mind multiple times. To say my cock was hard would be an understatement. I definitely needed Bridget or Cara right about now.
 
   "Okay we'll talk later. A lot is going on and we need your expertise." I think she mumbled, ‘yes sir,’ but I'm not positive. All I do know is that she started putting her clothes on with her back to me and oh my God that ass was all that, I didn't leave until she pulled her camouflage fatigues up hiding it. Ouch!
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Corey was in shock with a capital ‘S’. She had taken advantage of the early hour to get in a quick shower. It had been three days since she was last clean and she was very much starting to smell herself. Most of the girls in the barracks assigned to them were still asleep with the men they were with. That irritated her to be honest. Sharing living quarters with the men. She didn't like it. She didn't want them seeing her. She didn't want them getting interested in her. 
 
   Last night she had accompanied the strike team to the dairy farm. Commander Jay didn't know it but it was she with her portable link pad that had separated all the channels once she knew which frequency he was on and cut down on the chatter. This was just one of a great many things she was very good at doing. He hadn't noticed which meant she'd done her job perfectly. She'd had her M4 and sidearm so she felt safe, especially with all the Army troops around her. MSgt. Trask had given them back their weapons at the Commander’s orders so it was all good. After last night, it was hard not to think of him as 'The Commander'. The perfect execution of a flawless strategy. Really, it had been a common sense tactical solution but so few had it she'd noticed. Then she'd watched as he took down the last few armed men by himself single-handed with only a knife. She's been scared crazy thinking he'd be killed and she was just starting to like and respect him. However, the opposite happened. Even that black MSgt. Trask had been impressed. And she'd seen the Commander’s face as he ran forward, his rifle blazing on full auto, taking out most but not all. He'd been furious. No thought of his own safety. Only the others he was leading being in harm's way. It was so romantic. 
 
   So, she had been in the female locker room taking her clothes off. Another girl was using one of the two showers. At least when she walked in she assumed it was another woman. She had been down to her socks, stripping in preparation of a much-needed bath when the Commander walked out of the stall. Naked!
 
   Just remembering sent her into a panic. Older he was but muscular, and if she had to guess, zero body fat. She had been bent over with her butt pointed at him when he came out. She was positive he got a good look. Her face burned bright red again at the memory. Then he started talking as if it were no big deal. Asking her about her job and what was going on and then about her. The talk had relaxed her. She'd even gotten a little cocky with the Commander and dropped the dirty uniform she was trying to cover herself with. A week ago, she would have had him up on charges, but now. Well, he was the Commander! She'd revealed more than she meant to, but for some reason he'd just made her trust him. She'd told him she was a virgin. Oh my God, how could she have done that? Actually, he'd guessed it, but her words had given her away. His manner was so disarming though. So full of trust. He didn't make a big deal of his nudity and acted like they were just two people talking. However, she had seen what was between his legs. 
 
   Well she had seen many of those. A great many of her female squad mates had nude pictures of their men. She wasn't a stranger to internet porn either, but he was built like a horse down there. Honestly, she hadn't expected that. Of course, she'd seen bigger, a lot bigger on the internet during her... exploring. 
 
   The sight of his naked body had sent tingles through hers. She had started to get cocky with him because he wouldn't leave. Obviously, he wanted to see her nude again, but the size of him just took her breath away, then when he opened the shower curtain. She didn't want to come out. Afraid that he might still be naked and she'd see it again. But he wasn't, and he'd kissed her. She tried. Oh, she tried to resist for a split second but found herself melting anyways. Even after his shower, she could smell his scent. Feel his fingers on her hips gripping her. Pulling her to him. Irresistibly. Like a force of nature.
 
   She shook herself to dispel the thoughts and quickly put her hair back in a tight bun after dressing. No, no, and no, she thought. He is the Commander and that's that.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   DAY 6: 0930 ET
 
    
 
   I wiped the sweat from my brow. I'd probably have to burn these clothes I was wearing but I'd run that by Rosita first who had taken over as my Domestic Chief of Staff. 
 
   We were burying bodies. It was a time consuming sad process. I had put it off for days hoping against hope that some semblance of National order could be restored. No luck there. Damn. Cara was with me, her brown dirty face streaked with tears. I hugged her and she clung to me. Life sucked sometimes, then again some things made it a bit better, I smiled tiredly down at her.
 
   Authors of apocalypse books got it all wrong. I couldn't believe I was so infatuated with them in the years past. Jesus. Burning bodies to get rid of them? Yes, it was a convenient means of disposal in fantasy but in real life? Like that's actually possible? It takes two, too two and a half hours to cremate a body at 1800 degrees in a furnace. Then another hour before the furnace cools enough so you could open the doors without giving yourself third degree burns in the process. And that was only one body! We had thousands we needed to get rid of. What the fuck? What were these authors even thinking of when they wrote about dousing them with gasoline and setting them on fire? Shit don't work like that in real life, for sure. Not even slightly. I wish every author who had written a book on the apocalypse were here right now to help and learn it ain’t like they wrote. You could smell the results of their writing. Yeah we tried it. Bad smells that will make you throw up with oily flames and smoke that stick to everything. And they bodies only burned until the gas was extinguished, crisping up into piles of loose-jointed chunks of singed flesh. Once that accelerant was gone, the fire went out. Quickly! And holy hell they stunk. Didn't I mention that? We ended up getting a front-end loader and digging six to eight foot deep mass graves. We marked the graves by lot number. We dumped the bodies in or laid them out actually. Respectfully. One of the men said a prayer as we buried each bunch. But it was at least two-hundred to a grave. We kept notes. I insisted. If they had a wallet, that information was taken, then the wallet replaced. We worked in many teams and kept copious notes. This needed doing. We tried to make sure we had a record of everyone we buried. When no wallet was available, which was mostly on the women, we noted their general appearance and age as best we could. Or, where they came from as in what house they were removed from. 
 
   Goddamn authors. I'd like to shove that front-end loader up all their asses, slowly. Not one of them mentioned basic necessities either. WTF What the fuck were they even thinking when they were writing? Like you can do without toothpaste and toilet paper? Fucking shit pisses me off. And people dying after only a few days on their own. Not in real life. I always knew the human race had a large survival streak. We do. The number of refugees we'd found proved it. People can easily survive for a week with little. Just miscellaneous items in the cupboards and water. Thank God, the water had stayed pressurized for a few days after the flu, vaccines wiped most out, and the power ran down. Even then, we had people that had lived on the water in their water pipes and heaters and toilets. A little skinny maybe but alive. And ear protection. You need it to keep your hearing if you’re firing a weapon all day. I don't think any of the authors I had read mentioned that but I wore my earplugs religiously as did most of the others. The State Police post presented us with several huge boxes of them. Vicious thoughts ran through my mind about apocalypse authors for not mentioning any of these truly basic realities.
 
   All that bitching about apocalypse and zombie authors aside, they did have quite a few things right. Like the bodies. We had to get rid of them and now. It was past time. Disease would set in come spring. It was almost winter so we didn't need to be in a great hurry but it needed doing. The cold would keep disease and decomposition down but they truly needed to be disposed of. Buried! May they rest in peace. We also needed supplies and a lot of them. Let me back up a bit.
 
   After Corporal Rider practically molested me in the girl’s shower room, I pulled my team together and got to work. Or rather I tried to. They were all at my house so I had to go there. Shit almighty, going to change that soonest. Going upstairs before I left to knock off a quick chunk, I found I was out of luck there also, as the women were gone. No help for it. I headed back to my house with two soldiers to ride shotgun. We saw a few zombies and dispatched them quickly just to let the others know we knew they were there and watching. Fuckers. They were really pissing me off.
 
   So, I sent teams out accompanied by soldiers. We were so freaking top heavy in women I basically paired a couple men and a bunch of women with a squad of soldiers. Both my men and my women needed training. We were starting to get a little more bitching from some about the work details but we told them to suck it up. First, I sent replacements for the crew at the farm, then another patrol to head out to the Amish community just a few miles out of town towards Fremont. I wanted to see how they were doing and if they needed anything. I had a feeling they would be teaching us how to grow food by spring. I reassigned a bunch under Tops guidance to refugee search. I needed to get the homes searched in Newaygo and we were hopelessly behind on that task. It was taking forever but with the soldiers, that search had just sped up ten fold. And just to keep others busy, I sent them to check on Devil's Hole where my parents and brother were. No, I had no need to know all the details.
 
   The Major was out of surgery and recovering. I might get to talk to him later today or tomorrow at the latest. I checked on little Jack and he was with Rosita's kids learning Spanish. He ran up and gave me a hug around the thighs when I peaked in on them. Cool. Sure, he wanted his mommy but Rosita was taking it easy in that department. My kids were fine and Jason was with them. God, I really needed to hang onto him too. I didn't disturb them other than to dispense massive hugs and kisses to all except Jason. I laughed aloud. I missed the hell out of them but just never seemed to have enough time in the day to do everything. Now it was time to get to work. Cara was with me, having shown up while I was assigning duties to everyone that Miguel hadn't gotten too. I hadn't seen Jean yet and was keeping an eye out for her. I understood she was resting up after yesterday’s traumatic events. I saved the dirtiest duty for myself of course. Taking care of the fully dead. Now you're up to date.
 
   Future historians would probably castigate me for my methods of leadership but in the here and now, it was survival of the fittest and I had no intention of dying, especially since Bridget and Cara were frankly using my body so frequently and without protection, I knew one of them would be pregnant shortly. All my internal stuff was being emptied out multiple times a day. It had become a rabid habit of theirs. I swear I was also dehydrated half the time. The gist of all this is any future child of mine would have a sane and safe world to grow up in if I had anything to do with it. One populated by people who had a clue and not users and the incompetent. Yes, I know. Good luck.
 
   My people were finding quite a few refugees. They were hiding in basements, attics and in homes generally. A couple narrow escapes ensued because many were armed but I had a protocol established. Before breaking a door down you called out really loud identifying yourself and your intentions. That helped a LOT. Many of the refugees were veterans. Mostly older ones. That's was good news. They had more common sense anyways. Call me set in my ways or old but I never made the same mistake twice and so far, I was also keeping two young women totally pleased at night. How many of you could say the same? We also found a great many suicides. It was really sad, especially the full family suicides. I didn't want to think about it anymore. I did have the scavenger crews concentrate on everything with special emphasis on crossbows and other needed supplies like toilet paper and toothpaste. I was still having nightmares about a colony of people without toothpaste. I could list supplies but everything was needed as I said.
 
   The best news today had been a refugee family from down south outside Grant. They arrived with a truck and trailer full, and I mean full, of Rottweiler's and dog food. Pups and adults. I learned something interesting then. Seems dogs could kill the undead bastards all day long and not get sick or turn after death either, and they hated them. That explained Tolly's silence. Tolly was fine after all and was having fun playing with all the kids around here. However, dogs just shut up around the undead. Not a peep, as if they knew it was bad juju. Good to know. Rottweiler's had always been my favorite canine and I was happy to accept a breeding pair along with one pup for the kids from our latest additions to the colony. Their names were Saul and Shine. I fell in love with them instantly as did my kids who had to decide what to name their pup. That might take awhile, but who knows? I hadn't let my kids have any pets before because I had no intention of taking care of the animals for them. I've had German Shepherds in the past even though I preferred Rott’s, and pets are a lot of work. I'm always busy and young kids don't do clean up well. 
 
   I was pretty happy with how things were going today and Cara took advantage of it to pull me into the cab of the SUV for a few minutes. Well actually about twenty minutes but who's counting. Bridget was gonna be jealous because I found out earlier they were keeping count. The crews took it in stride and ignored us. Now, we were finishing with body burying. Well it was an ongoing project that wouldn't end soon. There were literally thousands. But Cara and I finished. I had other things that needed doing.
 
   "Let's go baby. They have it under control." she nodded. I was exhausted but the day wasn't even started. We left the burial crew where I had dedicated only a dozen to this exhausting task. Mostly men but also some women who were... ‘beefy’ enough to perform the physical demands of the job. It was something that had to be done and as I've mentioned numerous times we were shy of men. Again, my Cara had been so right. We were still vastly top heavy in women. Damn that male protectionism. I couldn't complain too loudly as I was the beneficiary of it and besides I would have sacrificed my life in a heartbeat if it meant my kids could survive even one more second of life. Witness Bridget and Cara after all as a benefit, or a curse depending on your point of view. I definitely didn't get enough sleep and prayed my little love family didn't multiply too quickly. More than a few of the women were already eyeballing my girlfriends and I. My point I guess is most men had felt the same, which is why there, were so few of us left.
 
   We made it back to my house, which was a hive of activity. A lot of trucks loading up and in the process of transporting everything useful to our new home. I didn't see Bridget. Maybe that's good. We were filthy. Cara and I stripped down outside the back door. Modesty was a thing of the past and there was no place or time for it right now. I didn't want these filthy clothes in the house. A strange woman I didn't know was there to hand us blankets as she took our clothes. I was wrong about one thing. They would be washed and given back. I saw her eyes travel downward and she hesitated to hand me a blanket before I went in the house. I was freezing damn it! I reached out an impatient hand and Cara seeing the problem stepped in front of me in all her naked perfect glory while reaching out a hand grabbing my cock, and I swear she growled at the other woman as she said, "MINE". I didn't see Cara's eyes but the other woman did and she didn't delay any longer handing us two blankets. Good thing because that possessive hand around my member was doing bad things to me. Christ, I had just poked Cara thoroughly, well sort of less than an hour ago. What can I say? Rosita already had her ‘lieutenants’ and they had grabbed some of our clothing earlier and had it ready and waiting just inside the house. My woodstove kept the place toasty warm especially on a day where the temperature had risen to almost fifty degrees. Cara had her jeans, a sweatshirt, and another coat ready but they only had sweats for me. That simply wouldn't do as I was headed out again. As Cara bent over to slip clean panties on, I swatted her perfect ass hard, leaving a red handprint on that lovely brown skin, and eliciting a yelp as I headed up the stairs for proper clothing grinning at her mock glare.
 
   Upstairs Bridget was packing for us. She had my suitcases out and a bunch of bags and I'm pretty sure she wasn't leaving anything. Fine by me. 
 
   "Just grabbing fresh clothing, babe. I have to head out again." She smiled at me, coming forward to give me a delicious kiss then tugged my blanket off and dropping to her knees engulfed my manhood in that hot little mouth of hers. What was half-hard was now fully hard. She laughed and got up patting the head saying, 'later', before going back to packing clothing. I stood there for a second eyeballing her in disbelief. What the hell? She was wearing an old pair of grey sweat pants of mine; let me tell you, she filled them in all the right places as she bent over the suitcase. The material hugged her ass, plainly outlining the mounds of her tight little pussy. 
 
   ‘Fuck this,’ I thought as I took two steps forward grabbing her by the neck with my left hand while shoving her head down into the suitcase then closed it tightly over her upper shoulders. My right hand gripped the waistband of the sweats at the small of her back and pulled them down to her knees in one smooth motion. Nope. No panties as I suspected from the previous view. I heard a muffled yelp but paid it no attention as I grabbed my hard cock by the base and rubbing it up and down along the folds of her slit to lubricate it, slid it in with a smooth motion. Yeah! That's more like it, I grunted as my upper thighs slammed against her tight ass as my cock fully impaled her. I heard another yelp for help and her hands swung backwards trying to swat or push me away. I wasn't sure and didn't care. Well I suppose I could have lubricated it a bit more before penetrating her, but what the hell. She'll learn that teasing me has consequences. I grabbed her flailing hands in my right fist and holding them against the small of her back pushed the suitcase lid down harder while thrusting faster into her now fully wet pussy. She couldn't go anywhere even though she tried, her ass sticking straight up in the air. She was trapped.
 
   "Tease me, eh?" I muttered as I kept slamming into her. Another muffled response came from the suitcase but following that were moans as she started building up. I heard laughter behind me, looking over my shoulder realizing I had left the damn door open yet again in my hurry to change. Two girls from Rosita's crew were standing there watching me with open smiles on their faces. Jesus. Didn't they understand privacy? Another joined them before I could turn away to finish what I started.
 
   I speed my thrusting up quickly, trying to hurry. The laughter grew louder behind me and from multiple voices. Bridget was screeching into the suitcase and I knew she was starting to cum hard, which set me off. Nothing better than hearing and feeling a woman cum around your sausage, I swear. I dumped my load in her while continuing to pump for all I was worth bent over this hot squirming little thing as sweat dripped off my forehead and chin onto the back of the sweatshirt she was wearing. Damn it was always good. I groaned, my cock pulsating rhythmically as it pumped a hot load into her tight little body. I heard moans from the doorway behind me but ignored them. Finished and temporarily empty again I took a step back releasing Bridget, as my cock popped out of her soaked pussy with a sound like suction and she collapsed on the floor in front of me. She rolled over onto her back, legs spread eyes glazed and mouth open like a gasping fish out of water. I turned, my dick still three quarters hard and dripping cum as I confronted the group standing in the doorway. They were two deep and of the five or six standing there, I saw at least two with hands thrust down in their pants. 
 
   "Don't you girls have something to do?" I growled moving to the dresser looking for pants and wishing my hard-on would go down. It was embarrassing to walk around in front of a group of obviously horny girls with eight inches sticking out. 
 
   "Can we join you?" quipped one from the back. I knew she wasn't joking, which was the bad part.
 
   "Oh hell no! I'm headed out." I found the right drawer with my jeans and pulled a pair on foregoing underwear as I struggled to get dressed as fast as possible. On the floor, Bridget continued to moan trying to catch her breath, but I saw a smile on her face when I looked at her. I rolled my eyes. Jesus. I grabbed a sweatshirt out of the closet which was open and throwing it on grabbed a pair of socks on my way out pushing through the crowd at the doorway. Soft female hands, some of them from very pretty owners clutched at me as I left but I ignored them. I had enough already and I quickly hoped my little group wouldn't multiply. Clarissa was already asking too many pointed questions lately. But because it's my thing, I managed to swat a few asses as I moved through them eliciting more giggles and yelps as I ran down the stairs in search of Cara.
 
   I found her in the kitchen talking to one of the other girls in Spanish. She looked at me and frowned, her eyes traveling down to my crotch where my half hard-on was still clearly visible through the fabric of my jeans then past me to the doorway where a couple of the girls were standing. They had clearly followed and were smiling. I groaned. "You ready Cara?" I asked grabbing my jacket from the kitchen chair.
 
   "Si Señor, Jay." But she wasn't mad. She was smiling. Gahhhhh
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   DAY 6: 1100 ET
 
    
 
   Darin MSgt. Trask relaxed against the side of the Humvee in preparation to heading out with the Commander. They were all calling him that now. Fucker was deadly to put it mildly. Last night had been a revelation into his capabilities. Oh he wasn't the best hand-to-hand fighter Darin had ever witnessed but he was thorough. No nonsense and take no prisoners. Reminded him of some of the gang leaders back home in LA. His shooting skills were par none except perhaps for this Jason, this Reaper of the Lord. Even shooting in bursts from a moving vehicle his opponents had gone down with chest and head wounds. His tactics were ground level with an eye for the troops, placing them first in his priorities. Darin hated too even think it, but Jay was better than the Major was in this regard. The Commander seemed too instinctively know where to place units and backed them up. Their casualties had been minimal and no deaths thank the Lord Jesus for that. He looked around the yard, seeing sentries placed at appropriate intervals. You don't get that out of a book for sure. It took instinct and common sense, Darin had learned.
 
   Man, he sure liked this place. Different from LA but in a good way. More country. Open. He even had a woman now of sorts. Well she came with baggage but who didn't these days. In the few hours he'd had before they took care of the Marauders at the dairy farm, she'd shown him how much she liked him. Nothing was taboo and she had been fairly quiet every time she experienced an orgasm. Just shuddering under the blanket, he had pulled over both of them with the overhead lights down low. If they stayed, he'd need something more private for sure. A few of his teammates had joked about the white blonde chick he had taken, but he didn't care. ‘It was the content of your character not the color of your skin,’ his dad always said and he was A-Okay with that. And she had solid character oozing from her like the ocean waves off Santa Monica. He was supposed to meet her two children later this evening and if they were anything like her he would like them, he was sure. Both though were very young. He sighed. That also presented problems. It was all well and good but if they didn't stay here then Jessica and her kids were screwed. He didn't want to think about it. Her openness and willingness to please him without question had touched his heart. Her emotions were an open book and he knew they had something there if allowed to continue. 
 
   Then his thoughts turned inward. Remembering the last conversation he'd had with his kinfolk in LA. They were headed out of the city by foot. Things were really bad. His brother Jerome had taken down a couple of dirty cops with a steel pole to get their weapons and was leading his younger sister and cousins out. Momma wished he was there but she understood his commitments. Jerome at the last told him the undead were everywhere but they were making it. Darin was a religious man thanks to momma and he prayed they'd made it out safely and to Texas where they were headed. He shook himself, trying to shake the memory, wondering if he'd ever see them again.
 
   "Ready Top?" Jay had walked up and Darin Trask snapped out of his reverie and too attention, saluting him. Mainly because he deserved it. The Commander was followed by one of his two girls. The Mexican one and a hot little thing. Almost childlike but built big in all the right places. He noticed she was wearing an older woodlands style camouflage jacket tied at the waist. Honestly, she looked like a little bandit with her half open shirt, with a visible black bra and rifle slung over her shoulder. Seeing her made him want his Jessica again as he was starting to think of her. For such tiny women they sure had big tits. He definitely approved of the Commander’s choice in women.
 
   "Yes, Sir."
 
   "Let's go. We're headed out to check on things around town. That sort of thing. Thanks for taking the time to go with me."
 
   "Yes, Sir."
 
   The streets around the house were moderately safe if you could use that word, although Darin understood the development to the south had like a gazillion zombies in it. Still, three more Humvees followed them as they headed out. The Commander wanted to drive but Darin had already assigned a PFC to the task. They sat in the back with Cara between them. Wow. She really was a tiny little thing. Even seated her head barely reached his shoulder.
 
   "How are you and the men getting along, Sergeant?"
 
   "Fine, Sir. We have everything we need and then some. Miss Rosita's crew has some great cooks. We haven't eaten this well in over a week."
 
   "Great. Well, we haven't had time to catch up you and I, but I really wanted to thank you and your men for your help last night and all the help they’re giving us now finding survivors. Your support has made all the difference during this difficult time."
 
   "You're welcome, Sir. Glad to help."
 
   "Really. I want you to know how indebted we are to you. Tons of refugees are coming in and I think a lot of that is just seeing your vehicles driving around. People know you’re here and trust you, as do I. I know your quarters are a little cramped Sergeant but nothing I can do about that until I know your Major’s plans. I'll see if we can free up more of the female staff to make you guys more comfortable."
 
   "May I speak frankly, Sir?"
 
   "Of course!"
 
   "I know what you're doing, Sir. Providing incentives to keep us here. I know you need us and I think many of us need you, Sir. Your people and you.  A purpose to serve and protect against all enemies foreign and domestic as is the case here. I've been in the service a long time and seen units just go bad without a purpose. We're needed and appreciated and it shows and we like it."
 
   "Almost twenty years in the service and last night I met a girl that just knocked my socks right off. So guileless. So honest and open. You don't see a lot of that around Army bases, Sir. So dedicated to her children and just wanting for them to be protected. Even after losing her husband almost a week ago. Yet when she was with me, I knew she wanted to be there." The Commander started to say something and Darin overrode him. "Sir, I know you didn't force any of them to be there. We asked them. They all volunteered. My Jessica spoke from the heart when she came up to me, looked me straight in the eye and told me I was a good honest man. Then hugged me. I could feel her sincerity down to her fingertips. I have to tell you I just about broke down at the expression on her face." MSgt. Trask lapsed into silence and they rode for a bit as the Commander pondered his words. Darin felt Cara's shoulder shaking and looking down saw tears on her face.
 
   "We all feel that way, Sergeant Trask." She shifted in her seatbelt trying to wrap her arms around the Sergeant but could only reach halfway around his barrel chest. He gave her a quick hug back.
 
   "You get a hug too driver soldier. Just as soon as we stop." Her words were directed at the PFC driving them. He was watching the scene through his rearview mirror and grinned at her words.
 
   "Only if you promise not to tell my Lisa, Miss Cara and my name’s Jeff. Jeff Spears," but he was smiling. Happy.
 
   "And mines Darin, Miss Cara." said MSgt. Trask.
 
   "The tiny white blonde girl that I saw with you last night? This is your Jessica?" Jay had finally spoken and they could hear his voice had roughened slightly.
 
   "Yes, Sir. She's mine if I'm lucky, Sir." he saw the Commander nod.
 
   "I was leading the bunch that rescued her. Another few minutes and we would have been too late." Jay’s voice was definitely rough now with raw emotion. "Hell, a few minutes earlier and we might have saved her husband. Was as bad a scene as I care to remember." The Commander turned to look at them but they could tell he wasn't seeing them, instead his eyes were directed inward on recent memory.
 
   "We came in because we heard them screaming. Just Miguel, Michael, Pete and I along with a couple others. Their house was totally covered up with the bastards. We had to fight our way to the staircase leading down. I had no time to reload and had my machetes," his voice trailed off and the Sergeant picked up where he left off. Everyone was listening with rapt attention as the Sergeant’s deep baritone continued the story.
 
   "Aye, Sir. She told me. They had her pinned against the wall in the basement. She and the boys had wedged themselves behind the washer and dryer. She was trying to fend them off with a plastic laundry basket having just seen them kill her husband on the steps. A bunch of them headed up the stairs to hold your men off while the others tried to get her and those little kids. That's when you jumped over the railing with two machetes, into the midst of them, while swinging left and right she said. She told me blood and body parts were flying around like crazy and she thought you were dead as they piled on you but wasn't sure. Said you sliced right through the arms of the critter pulling her over the washer. She can't possibly repay you for saving them and for that I am in your debt also."
 
   "Ah hell, Sergeant. Sometimes a man's got to do what a man's got to do."
 
   "Aint that the truth, Sir?"
 
   They rode in silence to the first of many stops that morning. It was there as they arrived that the Commander spoke up again turning to Darin.
 
   "You know them boys are about at the right age to teach fishing too?"
 
   "I was thinking the same thing myself, Sir. My Pa taught me all about fishing at about six. Any good lakes around here?"
 
   "A couple, yes." 
 
   Both men smiled at each other as they got out.
 
    
 
   *****
 
   

 
   

Chapter 12
 
    
 
   DAY 6: 1500 ET
 
    
 
   We made the rounds. Everything was on track or behind, depending on your point of view. Cleanup crews at the diary farm counted forty-three dead survival group members or marauders, as I like to call them, both male and female. Damn it! Obviously some had escaped. I'd deal with that tomorrow or later today. Fuckers would pay in spades.
 
   Back at my place, I swatted Cara on the ass and told her to go find something to do. I asked Sgt. Trask to accompany me. I needed to see Miguel and the Top was important for what I intended. Cara scooted but not before kissing me soundly. I saw my kids outside and waved at them. They were with a large group of others their ages being very carefully watched by guards, both my people and the soldiers. I knew where to find Miguel and headed there. I was too busy but you do what you gotta do in times like this. I was also hoping the Major was awake and able to talk. I knew he'd have a bit of a recovery period but I had been getting steady reports on his progress and it was all rosy. We needed to talk.
 
   I found Miguel where I expected and this time Jean was with him. Wow, she damn near took my breath away every time I saw her. Today she was dressed in very tight black jeans and an equally tight, very short black halter. Her long dark hair pulled back over her ears and those huge tits of hers looked like they would pop out of their confinement at any second. A black leather jacket completed her attire for maximum effect. She was just way too HOT and gifted. My pants instantly shrunk about two sizes and it was suddenly hard to move but I managed a quick greeting to her.
 
   "Hiya Jean. Everything going all right for you?" I smiled my best smile while slightly hunched over. I pretended that I was leaning in to talk to Miguel who was busy scribbling notes. He had offered a quick wave when I came in but hadn't spoken yet. I'm not sure if I fooled her with my leaning over act but I gave it the old college try. 
 
   "Jay! Hi, and you too, Sergeant right? Yes, things are going wonderfully. I found us six teachers for the kids and we lined up a curriculum. School will start Monday and I'm so excited." She bounced up and down slightly in her excitement while seated and my eyes got very wide indeed as her massive firm breasts bounced up and down with her in that tiny halter. For a moment I couldn't speak. I was captivated by the view. Honestly, I couldn't take my eyes off them. A zombie could have walked in right then and bitten off a chunk of my arm and I wouldn't have noticed. She noticed the effect she was having on me and a gorgeous smile spread across her face. She did stop bouncing though, thank God.
 
   "Well now I know how to get your attention at least," she spoke softly to me. I was finally able to drag my eyes from her bosom and looked into hers. "Ah yeah." It was all I could manage to say. My pants were all of four sizes to small now and my mouth had dried up. I caught her glancing downward, a small coy smile appearing on her face as I desperately shifted my attention to Miguel.
 
   "Miguel! Hola, mi amigo" I spoke too loudly in the small room. He looked up then down as I spread the street map of Newaygo across the table in front of him. We had been keeping track of which houses and streets we cleared and I wanted to update it and indicate where we needed to concentrate heavier as more refugees poured in. Then I brought up why the Sergeant was with me.
 
   "I want to start marksman training for the women and any men who don't know how to shoot. I want every adult and child over fourteen to be at least marksman qualified. We have enough .22's and ammo. This is important, really important and I want your men to train ours, Sergeant." I said, turning to the Sergeant.
 
   "Yes, Sir. Good idea. No, great idea. I'll get on it right away. I'll figure out who's qualified and let Miguel here know. It will help him assign people to his work details." he nodded at Miguel who smiled back nodding happily. 
 
   "Well I don't know how long you'll be here, and too many of our people don't know which end of the gun to hold, so thanks Sergeant." he nodded and at my indication of dismissal quickly left.
 
   The table was mostly cleared. Over by Jean, there were file folders and a couple clipboards and she had a laptop open and running with charts displayed on its screen. I didn't know nor needed to know everything that was going on. If it were important, they would tell me. I told Miguel what I needed, penciling in area's we'd covered already. He nodded and got on it by picking up a radio and started calling to his teams. I knew he would get it done soonest. By then I had myself under a semblance of control and I turned to Jean again who was now standing. Too close. I felt the stirring again. Damn it. What was wrong with me? She also smelled great. I spoke quickly before my mind shut down again.
 
   "Okay, show me the class schedule please, Jean." I kept tight rein on my body for the moment. I wanted nothing better than to run out of there like a little boy but I had a vested interest in what they would be teaching. I had thought about it and I wanted to see certain subjects promoted or at the very least not left out. She patted the chair next to hers as she sat and rotated her laptop so I could get a good view. I sat and our hips and shoulders touched. Well that did it for sure, I thought, as I felt myself fully harden again. I made a mental note to snag some girl somewhere and relieve myself quickly. Maybe Corey, but maybe not as she was a virgin and I didn't want that on my conscious. Still, I was in desperate straits around this woman Jean. 
 
   "Gladly, Jay. Here, this is what I came up with." She pulled up an excel spreadsheet with grades and subjects listed. It looked incredibly organized with time schedules written in. I pulled the laptop closer to me. She had the Three R's down along with History and Civics. Excellent so far! Science and Botany? Well I supposed. I looked at the times. She had arranged it for a seven-hour school day. Uh, uh. I started typing making notes beside key areas on her charts.
 
   "Okay, sexy babe were gonna change a few things." Now that my mind was completely engaged, I had no problem slipping into my accustomed chauvinistic role. "Longer sessions for one. One hour long classes are fine but I'm adding a couple." Beside me, I felt her nod. I added a class I called defense, for all grades, in addition, BB guns for grades three and under, .22's for grades fourth and over. Marksmanship was necessary in our new day and age and I alone had over ten thousand rounds of .22 in my ammo storage and there was easily five times that from the haul we took from Parsley's Gun Shop. We wouldn't run shy for a very long time. 
 
   My notes were quick and concise. Arms and survival training were added for two hours along with self-defense. I included a first aid class for the older kids for thirty minutes. A gardening class for both the younger and older kids then changed that slightly to gardening/food storage and preparation/water distillation. We would need new skills for the foreseeable future and I also added a half hour of Spanish for now, just to fill it out. I told her to get with some of our marksmen and one of the doctors to help as instructors, etc. By the time I was done, I had classes at ten hours with two half hour break periods instead of one long hour lunch in the middle. I simply felt this was a better schedule and it would keep the kids busy. 
 
   I turned to Jean to get her comments. It was then that I noticed her face was inches from mine. Our eyes met and I noticed her pupils were dilated. Her ruby lips were right there, slightly parted. I felt the warmth of her sweet smelling breath glide across the surface of my face. 
 
   So I kissed her. God I couldn't help myself. I not only kissed her I kissed her hard! My right arm circling around her waist crushing her body against mine. Oh, man it was a good kiss. My tongue slide between those parted lips twining with hers as my left hand reached up to cup her face, holding it gently but firmly, as I tasted her sweetness. Time slowed as seconds slowly crept past us, and she became part of my world for a brief moment.
 
   "Jay. Jay! Not here! Damn it hombre, loco!" Miguel's loud voice intruded into my awareness. “Este hombre está loco de mierda. Siempre tratando de dormir con las mujeres. Jesucristo.” I heard him continue in Spanish, which I'm positive was a continuous stream of swearing. Her mouth still tightly pressed against mine our tongues still exploring each other, Jean nonetheless started to laugh. I started chuckling also at the situation. I had her bent back into her chair. Another moment and I may have started stripping her sexy ass. Wow! Totally intense! I slowly drew back but didn't release her. 
 
   "I want you." I growled harshly in my need for her. She nodded. "Me too," she whispered in return. I kissed her hard one last time, which she returned with fervor before I let her go.
 
   "Right, Miguel. Sorry about that. Sin faltar el respeto, my friend. No disrespect." I muttered. He was in the process of rolling his eyes at my actions. Damn it. That eye-rolling thing around me was really beyond irritating. I needed to see the Major. 
 
   "I need to leave and now. The Major should be awake and I need to talk to him." I bent down again as Jean turned her face up to mine kissing her softly this time. Yeah, lots of last kisses but she was addictive. She didn't pull back. On the contrary, her arms rose and started wrapping themselves around my shoulders. No, this was not getting us anywhere productive right now. I pulled out of her embrace reluctantly. I could see the same feelings in her eyes. I turned and left. It was only at that moment I finally remembered Bridget and Cara. Ah, Shit! I put off that line of thought for now and headed up to the guest room where the Major was recuperating.
 
   Walking in I saw he was sitting in a half-reclined position. He looked bad but he smiled as I walked in. He was in the middle of playing chess with Dr. Minasian. I examined the board and went to move one of the Dr.'s pieces. "STOP!" He commanded gripping my hand tightly. I grinned. I had once played him a few years back during another time and place and he beat me soundly. No that's not the correct adjective. He smoked my ass. There was no way he wanted me to move any of his pieces if the Major was any good. From the looks of the board and the discarded pieces each had before them, I had to admit he was.
 
   "Sorry to interrupt your game men but I need a word with the Major." I spoke around my grin. Minasian frowned at me then made his own move. Nice. Two more I figured and the Major would be in checkmate.
 
   "Oh no you don't, Sir." The Major quickly moved a piece in a move I didn't recognize blocking the Dr.'s advance. Okay this game just became a lot longer, I thought. "Go ahead Jay."
 
   I shook my head. "No Sir, first the Doctor. What's his prognosis?" I nodded at the Major. Dr. Minasian smiled brightly.
 
   "Oh he'll be fine. The surgery went perfectly. No signs of septic and we cauterized all the internal bleeding caused by veins too small to suture. His collarbone fractured during the impact, as did his left clavicle, which we had to glue together. The collarbone we set and it will hold baring further injuries. The thigh wound required twelve stitches but no major damage. He'll be ambulatory in another week or two and will need therapy for about eight weeks. I want to give the bone extra time to knit. Full use in maybe three to four months." Dr. Minasian looked smug but I knew they had performed miraculously. This was way beyond his normal practice of checking throats and setting an occasional broken arm or leg.
 
   "Great Job Doctor. Our thanks." I hugged him. He hugged me back. He had lost his wife and child to zombies while trying to help out at the clinic. He was a sad man who would always wonder if he had just gone home could he have saved them. That was a group memory all of us alive today would probably share to our deathbeds. I did not think he had taken a woman yet either. There were many that were making eyes at him and being obvious about their desires but he was a man alone with his memories. Well not alone. We all helped each other get through this.
 
   "Okay now let me go before I start French kissing you doc." I quipped causing the doctor to laugh.
 
   "I will see you men later and Dan, I'll be back to finish our game." but he was smiling when he left. Dan? The Major’s first name was Dan? News to me. I watched the doctor leave and smiled slightly turning to the Major.
 
   "He lost his new wife and baby to the outbreak in case you didn't know. That's the first smile I've seen on his face since we rescued him." I told the Major. He was nodding.
 
   "Yes I know. He told me." He looked up into the air and whispered. "I'm just glad I never married. That would be hell, to think a wife and any children of mine were still in Pittsburgh. That place is a hellhole. My parents perished the first day." he sighed. I nodded.
 
   "Major we have a few problems we need to address." I sat down on the edge of the bed. It was a twin so there was a bit of room. Not like your narrow hospital beds. He raised a hand slightly. I waited.
 
   "Jay the Sergeant was here a few minutes ago and apprised me of the situation and our current intelligent assessment. I think I'm up to speed on most things." he smiled at me weakly. I sighed.
 
   "Okay then. Listen Major. We really need you and your men here. We absolutely do. I can't possibly emphasize that enough. Not just for protection, but that's vitally important also. They have skills most of mine don't. Skills needed to get us through this new era. This apocalypse we find ourselves in. I have way too many women here. I need the men for that also or simple psych says I'm going to have major issues sooner vs. later. I need to secure this area. The bands of zombies are moving northward in ever greater numbers and we're getting a ton out of the north from White Cloud. Your chain of command is broken. Corey can't get anything coherent out of them in the last day. Your units are being compromised by some group that's taken control of the Speaker of the House and parts of the other government agencies. I need you desperately. Your people have skills we can't live without." I was babbling and starting to repeat myself I shut up. But I was desperate. He was looking at me gravely. 
 
   "Jay calm down." I didn't. "My doctor tells me I can't be moved for at least 4 months." Well that was an exaggeration but I didn't say anything I just listened. 
 
   "The Master Sergeant tells me that all or most of the men have taken women from here, and would be extremely reluctant to leave them." I started breathing again hope faint within me. "We also have wounded from our previous battle with the creatures that are still healing and Corporal Rider has indicated she can break the encryption lock on the cellular towers thus giving us a modicum of communications with the outside world without this shadow group knowing. But understand something Jay. I am a patriot. If there is a way to rescue the Speaker, I will find it. I must. It is who I am. In the meantime, we will stay here and gladly. By the way. What was your rank in the Marine Corps?
 
   "Sergeant." I muttered. 
 
   "Good. That means you've been through NCO school." Non Commissioned Officer school was for new promoted Corporals and Sergeants. They instilled a great many management skills in us designed to allow us to control groups of men and women in an appropriate manner. I nodded. Of course, I had been to that three-month boring hell pit. He continued, "I told Top you were a retired Colonel." I blinked. He waved his hand negligently.
 
   "The Sergeant practically glowed about your combat tactical sense and close combat skills. His words were, 'Holy Christ, Sir. He was a blur. He said the right things and made the right moves and when he closed with those men it was off the charts and over in seconds. Deadly Mother Fucker, Sir. Pardon, Sir.’ I think I am close." The Major was grinning. "His exact words I think, Colonel." The honorific was heavily emphasized. 
 
   "I've also been hearing stories from the Doctor and many others this morning about your exploits. You started with a single handful and built it into an over four-hundred refugee colony in what, six days or maybe five? Many of said ‘refuges’ you personally saved?" 
 
   I nodded my body relaxing. I hadn't realized I was totally tensed up. The Major opened his mouth and spoke again.
 
   "The information we've learned about this shadow government actually doesn't surprise me. Haven't you ever wondered why a Logistics and Armory Major is leading line troops as second in command? And a Colonel in Administration was in Charge?" I had wondered but never asked. "Because they’re all dead Jay. All of them. The best and brightest of our Officer Corps is gone." He sighed then looked up at me."Except for you! These are magnificent soldiers Jay. Top notch. They trust you now and they'll follow you to hells door and beyond."
 
   "We are under your command, Colonel." he smiled as he saluted me.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Jean was ecstatic. Jay had kissed her. Oh hell, and the kiss had exploded her feelings for him. She felt disoriented and her body tingled all over. She hadn't felt this way since she was a teenager with her first crush before her breasts exploded in size. Then all the boys started hitting on her. The attention had started small but grew in leaps and bounds. It actually became a huge issue with her father so her parents sent her to a private school instead of public school. That only helped a little. The boys there were slightly better behaved which was a good thing because she had been raised by strict standards. She wanted to save her virginity until she was married. Then they sent her to college for her dream was to be a teacher. As a little girl, she had conducted 'school' with her friends. She was all about that. 
 
   College had been an experience. Not only did her male classmates hit on her constantly but her female ones also. And the instructors. It almost became unbearable especially when the instructors hinted too strongly. She had been forced to use the micro recorder from her lecture classes to expose their advances. Her dad had backed her up a hundred percent during the board meetings and several teachers had been suspended. After that, she always picked female instructors if they were available. 
 
   The last year of school saw the economy take a major turn for the worst. Her parents’ savings while not wiped out were vastly reduced and they couldn't afford her college education any more so she went into modeling as a part-time job for tuition expenses. She had been wildly successful. It could have been a career but she honestly didn't want to go there. So she worked just enough to keep her tuition current doing casual, swimwear and lingerie but never nudes. 
 
   She had been begged to do nudes by photographers, agents and directors alike but she stayed strong. No one was seeing her naked body but her future husband. The highlight of her career had been a cover for Victoria's Secrets. It had made the National News and they wanted her to move to California to be part of their team of girls, but again she refused. It would have involved nudity and plenty of it and she would have been separated from her parents. Her dad especially. He was her rock and she could always rely on him. 
 
   Daddy had a different parenting style than Momma Jean did. Whereas Mom berated her for lower than A grades and made her do extra chores or took away privileges, Dad would be right there beside her. Joking with her and helping her do the work step by step without Momma Jean knowing. All without complaint. When she needed to change apartments in Lansing, right away Dad was there inside of three hours. She never heard him complain, whereas momma didn't feel right if she wasn't complaining. So she never did nudes because daddy would have been devastated. 
 
   She sat there for who knows how long remembering the past and going over her newfound feelings for Jay. Miguel let her be. He recognized the signs by now. She couldn't wait to see Jay again. She would make up an excuse if she had to. She had seen the desire in his eyes, and his body. Chuckling to herself as she remembered only too well the bulge that appeared in his pants not once but twice when he was near her and being kissed by him was out of this world. Feeling those strong callused hands gripping her body and crushing her to his chest as he bent her backward in her chair... She thought she would have an orgasm on the spot. It had been close. She wiped her face with hands still trembling from the reaction his kisses had given her. Whew. Smiling happily, she went back to work when she finally had herself under control.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   DAY 6: 1600 ET
 
    
 
   While still at my house, I grabbed my laptop and after a little digging had written down the last known locations and home addresses of the Utari Survivalist Group members that I had. I handed the list to Jason. He knew what to do. He was itching to get back on the Lord's mission and would spend the next hour playing with little Emma then head out with a couple soldiers. His first priority was to track down this group and let us know where they were and how many were left. I planned to eliminate all of them. I left instructions to supply him with a field radio good for twenty-five miles. My guess was they were considerably closer as most of the addresses were in the country around Newaygo. We would monitor it every hour on the hour waiting for him to check in. I had no doubt he would find them. 
 
   Then I started hollering for MSgt Trask. I needed him now. He came running.
 
   "You talk to the Major?" I kept it to the point. There was little time to waste.
 
   "Yes Sir!" the Sergeant was grinning at me. I scowled wondering how much he actually knew then decided it was irrelevant.
 
   "Get every, and I mean every man you've got that isn't in medical into teams and finish looking for survivors in Newaygo. I want it done yesterday. Were at day six of this outbreak and were hitting the optimal time when any hidden children will either starve to death or come out of hiding because their starving and the zombies will get them. I want those kids that are still alive. I want them saved." I admit my expression was somewhat fierce and he looked slightly taken aback.
 
   "Sir, we have every available man and woman out and I fully understand. I've been thinking about it. Currently we’re using twelve man teams, but I have an idea to break that down into half teams and just operate several in each area close enough to support each other. It will mean changing areas more frequently but we should be able to double our efforts or almost." he was holding up both hands in a placating manner. I sighed and rubbed my eyes.
 
   "I'm sorry Top but if I let even one child die that could be saved I won't be able to forgive myself. Just get it done and give me a report every hour." he nodded and took off running.
 
   That reminded me about communications. We needed something better than a bunch of CB's in trucks. It was time to set up communications posts. I had just the expert for that. MSgt Trask and I drove back to RAC with our normal two guardian Humvees as backup but saw few zombies. I poked my head in the CAPC seeing Corporal. Corey Rider bent over her counsel monitoring the airwaves. She had been able to decrypt a lot of it and what we were hearing wasn't good. I guess she had gotten tired of sitting and was stretching her legs a bit. The way she was standing, bent over with first one then the other heal rotating in place, was doing fantastic things to that ass of hers, stretching the material of her fatigues in all the right places regardless of their extra large size. Radio chatter was coming over the speakers. Some in foreign languages, as she continued punching in different settings. She had no idea I was there. Wonderful! So I eased in slowly.
 
   "Hey Corey. How's it going this afternoon?” I asked smiling as I gave her a big swat on that tight little ass. She shrieked. Oh Yeah! That'll leave a mark! I grinned to myself. She must have heard something because right at the apex of my swing she shifted backward slightly in preparation to turning. My open palm had landed with sweet firmness on that lovely behind. I really live for the small pleasures in life.
 
   "Sir! Damn it Sir!" She straightened up saluting me with one hand while the other rubbed her posterior. Her breasts gave a good bounce from the energy she put into her salute and butt rubbing despite the hardcore sports bra she was wearing. I mused to myself as I looked at her, yeah she had it going on and that dark red hair perfectly framed her round freckled face with its tiny pug nose and green eyes. She was very cute. I cut off my daydreaming when I saw she was grinning at me. By now they all knew what a dog I was when it came to women. 
 
   "Good, Sir." she was still holding the salute and I finally remembered protocol. I guess the word had been passed.
 
   "Jeez, at ease little sexy soldier." I said flipping a semblance of a salute somewhere in the neighborhood of my right temple. Her face lit up in a broad smile at the way I addressed her. Wow! Quite a change after little miss scared and shy this morning. And hey! If I wanted to address someone as sexy or swat the ass of a hot looking babe I would. Women's lib was a thing of the past and besides they'd play hell trying to sue me for sexual harassment. They were our equal partners and they knew it. Hell, most of them were more important than many of the men I had. That was the first time I spoke of Corporal. Rider as my little sexy soldier and I saw no hint of disapproval on her face. What I did see though was the look in her eyes as they roamed over me in return. Oh Yeah, she was interested, no doubt about it. Uh oh.
 
   "Hey, I need help with some things and you're the expert at this. Besides you’re running communications for our away teams so fill me in. Have we heard back from any of them, especially the team we sent to the Amish Community?" I said, as I slouched against the interior bulkhead in a relaxed pose my eyes watching her and remembering what she looked like naked.
 
   "Yes, Sir, just a short bit ago Bravo Team reported in. They met moderate but growing resistance getting there. I was getting ready to look for you because they need a decision. The Amish are mostly good for now on supplies for themselves. They lost some families before they figured out what was going on but that's not the problem. They report several hundred refugees from the surrounding area including Fremont are with the Amish and want to know what to do with them. If they stay much longer it will put a serious dent in the Amish food supplies and they're really worried about that with winter coming on."
 
   "Okay. I'll deal with that in a bit. I understand their concerns. Tell Bravo to let them know we'll shift some supplies their way. We're starting to stockpile quite a bit. More than enough for upwards of several thousand people through the winter." And it was true. My people were working their asses off stripping houses and stores of everything consumable and useful and a steady stream of trucks were making round trips to the box cars here for unloading. "What's next?"
 
   "Some very interesting information off satellite from Europe concerning the zombies." A tiny half snicker escaped her. They all thought it was funny that I had named them zombies by decree. "Still haven't pinned down their method of communication but everyone is agreeing they can coordinate and show high levels of cunning. They also report water disorients them."
 
   "What?"
 
   "If they become too submerged in water, they seize functioning. Like they short circuit. Reports of shaking or convulsions and just motionlessness have come in." 
 
   Well that was interesting. RAC was basically surrounded on two almost three sides by water. The Muskegon River and this section of it were quite deep. I figured if zombies did try to cross from the other side they would be swept away in the current and it was probably fifteen to twenty feet deep in the center. I had arranged the concrete barriers too also enclose Sand Mold, which was next door to us. They had a huge warehouse of steel and were a fully set up metal shop. I figured we need those materials sooner vs. later. 
 
   "Okay well good to know. What else?"
 
   "Team Delta reports heavy concentrations of zombies up near White Cloud and starting to move in our direction. Nothing to worry too much about yet according to the team but we will have to post sentries and be on the watch for them. They took side roads back to mislead them of our location."
 
   "Excellent and bummer. We'll need White Cloud later." I pondered this news. Sure, we were doing okay but White Cloud had an airport and I knew there used to be at least two or three helicopters there. My talk with the Major had revealed many things. One of them was they were getting low on ammunition. Well low is relative, but to an active Army unit anything less than a million rounds was considered low. I needed access to the Armory in Coopersville. The Major had indicated they re-equipped from there before heading north, there were still at least thirty million rounds of 5.56, and almost as many in 7.62 still in crates along with grenades, tow missiles, you name it. I needed that ammunition and supplies and the helicopters were the perfect solution. The armory was surrounded by a very high, very thick chain link fence but the area around it was now inhabited by tens of thousands of zombies. "Anything else?"
 
   "No, Sir."
 
   "Let me show you what I have in mind for us here and if we can make a workaround that will solve the Amish refugee problem." I swung out another seat and sat down next to her normal station while pulling a map of the Newaygo area out of my back pocket. There was a small desk area in front of me and I spread the map out as best I could in the limited space. I needed something. Oh yeah. I reached over and plucked the pen from the breast pocket of her fatigues. "Thanks." I muttered. Another wider grin from her but no other comment. Good. Sure, I suspected I could have that any time I wanted it but I was just too busy right now. Maybe later, who knows.
 
   "Okay here's where we are now, our new home, and here's my place." I had carefully drawn one larger and one smaller circle on the map indicating their locations."We have the bridge here," drawing small ‘X’, "and here." another small ‘X’. My pen traced the curve of the river. "The river is a natural barrier to them on two sides of our position although there are a few places shallow enough to walk across, but not many." I drew another circle near the upper edge of the map just outside town."The dairy farm is here." I concentrated for a moment. It was getting hard to do that. LSS was leaning into me her head next to mine as she examined the map in front of me. I could feel the captive mound of her right breast pushing into my left arm quite hard and she smelled really good like fresh soap and linen with a tiny hint of perfume. I felt myself stirring. Ouch! Maybe I should have taken the time for sex this afternoon, but what time? I had none lately. 
 
   I quickly spread my hand over the large area to our east then south. "We need to secure this area against the zombies and now marauders. I really wanted to enclose Hess and Brooks Lakes but I don't see how we have the manpower for it even with the refugees from Fremont. The plan will need an eye for expansion probably in those directions. “I finished.
 
   She leaned harder into me her head tilted as she critically eyed the map. I also noticed she was now resting her right hand on my left thigh near my groin and the grip was tight. I felt myself stirring more. Shit! The monster was about to break out of its cage if I wasn't careful. Hell, if she wasn't careful that is.
 
   "Okay, Sir my recommendation is to use these highways as natural barriers." With another pen she drew a line along 82 then down 37 and over to where the river tailed inward. Another line from 82 up Basswood to where it turned into 76th Street and a short job to the river there. "My recommendation. As it is, it will be hard to hold it." I nodded at her words wishing like hell that she would get her hand off my thigh. "We just need more people, Sir. I understand more refugees came in and some were found in the homes they’re clearing out, and the ones from the Amish Community might be joining us. We'll need all that and more to really hold it." I nodded again. Our numbers were up to almost or over four-hundred refugees now. Hell, maybe more as I was losing count. Over half were kids and of the adults, at least two thirds were women. Our soldiers would be quite happy living here was my guess.
 
   "Right." I muttered.
 
   "You're going to need line of site posts and they'll need to be fortified in order to hold out against the zombies or whatever until reinforcements can get there. Your CB's will work great for them. I would use the smaller hand held units if you have enough. We just don't have enough field gear for all the posts so we'll improvise. You'll also need to clear out as in bulldoze these groups of houses here, here and here and these stands of trees here, here, here and here. You need to have clear line of site between your outposts or they're really screwed if they get in trouble or lose communications for any reason." Her pen was flying over the map, making all kinds of notes, lines and circles. I kept nodding at her words, much of it I knew already. She continued, "With the debris from the houses and trees you knock down push them against the woods as additional barriers for now." She drew some squiggly lines in several places on the map. I sighed. Jesus a lot of work. I needed to get started. I stood quickly gathering up my map and partially turned away attempting to hide the growing hard-on in my pants. I'm still pretty sure she noticed because she was grinning from ear to ear.
 
   "Uh thanks LSS." I muttered again turning to the hatch. 
 
   "Anytime Sir, and are you going to put my pen back where you found it?" Her voice was definitely mischievous. There was no help for it. I turned back to her and slid the pen back into her breast pocket just as she leaned forward further causing my hand to push firmly into her hard left breast. God these women where terrible. She laughed as I turned away. Then I remembered something that had come to me during her recitation.
 
   "Get with MSgt Trask. I want as many teams as he can muster while staying safe, to clear out all the brick and concrete storefronts downtown along Main Street. We'll use them as barracks for the Amish refugees. Get steel plate from Sand Mold to cover the windows. I don't trust wood."
 
   I had made it half through the hatch when she called out again. She was still sitting but I noticed her face was slightly red. "Sir!" I paused and looked over my shoulder at her waiting.
 
   "Just saying Sir, that if you need me for ... anything! Don't hesitate day or night." I had to get out of there. Her meaning was crystal clear. "Right!" I growled jumping from the hatch hearing her giggles coming from inside.
 
    
 
   *****
 
   

 
   

Chapter 13
 
    
 
   DAY 6: 1730 ET
 
    
 
   MSgt. Trask reported in on the radio. In less than an hour after tasking they'd found over a dozen more refugees, mostly children. Most starving. That's a bad way to go especially scared and alone. I was pissed at myself for not being able to do more. I knew we would be too late with some.
 
   My new bedroom was empty. The suite of offices up top comprised my bedroom, two smaller offices and a mid-sized conference room. I would put my kids in the office next to mine and add little Jack to it maybe. They had grown very fond of him and were now inseparable. The other I would make a small communications shack and informal meeting room. The conference room would remain as such. I had no idea where my female roommates were but they'd been acting a little weird lately so I was giving them space. Well today actually. Maybe because I was too tired last night but I'd nailed both of them today. Could they still be upset about that? I'd worry about it later, or not. I was also please to see that a door had been installed between the two offices per my instructions. Quick work and well done.
 
   More reports came in. We'd had some desertions today, of survivors not soldiers. Two couples had taken off. That made eight total today because four others were gone at morning roll call. Well good luck to them. No one had to stay that didn't want to. More disturbing was the report that the liquor boxcar had been broken into. Like the rail cars holding ammunition and other critical supplies, I had heavy padlocks on them and only two of us had keys. Someone had somehow broken one off on the rail car we stored all the liquor in. I gave orders to move it over to our side of the yard with one of the two engines we had and have a guard assigned to it. Sure, I liked my liquor and beer as much as the next guy and there really wasn't a policy of no drinking. Hell the car was open every evening these last two days but I was keeping very careful track on who consumed what and no more than a fifth a week for anyone. Not even me. That was more than plenty except for diehard alcoholics, which I suspected was the case. I wasn't too worried about alcohol anyways except when it interfered with work. We could build stills and brew beer if needed. It was easy. What really concerned me was someone guarding our children while being drunk on the job. Which is why I currently imposed limits. Safety and Survival.
 
   I was on my way down when Corporal. Rider accosted me. She was making a habit of that. Personally, I think she just wanted to see me but couldn't confirm it for sure until I saw her tan lines.
 
   "Sir! I have intermittent contact with two of the infantry units that were guarding the refugee camp in Greenville. Both are engaged in a fighting retreat and are requesting contact with any units in their area. The refugee camp has been overrun and both units have large numbers of refugees they are trying to keep alive as they exit the area. Something else happened also but they wouldn't go into detail. They are requesting assistance."
 
   "What? What kind of assistance? Greenville is an hour away. I'm not sure we could make it anyways as they're starting to get too thick out there. How can we help them?"
 
   "Sir! They need a destination. Should I respond? Communications with command is down for some reason even if it's really shadow command. They are not responding to these units hails."
 
   "We need to get an idea of their strength as units and the number of refugees and where in hell they are. Let's go."
 
   We ran flat out for the CAPV. I noticed a few looks from men on the way. Corey's assets were definitely bouncing within her jacket at our hard run and it was very obvious the girl had major gifts. I wondered about the iron sports bra she normally wore because she was really filling that jacket out. We went inside and after pulling up stools, I turned to her.
 
   "Christ! What happened to your sports bra? You can't be wearing it can you?"
 
   "It was dirty and itching. So I took it off to wash."
 
   "Well fuck me running. No bra? Jesus can I see? It's been awhile, you know?” I think I was slobbering. I do know for a fact I was drooling at the recent memory of them.
 
   "It was just this morning, Sir!"
 
   "A minor detail."
 
   "Sir!" she pointed at the communications console without answering, but she was smiling. 
 
   "Fine. Get each of them on the horn and find out all the details. Effective troop strength. Armament. Refugee numbers. Location. All of it."
 
   "Sir, would you like to talk to them?"
 
   "Oh hell no. It's been years since I was active duty. I'm not up on all that radio jargon you use these days. You talk for me."
 
   "Yes, Sir."
 
   There were two units headed our way. Both were remnants of Guard Battalions that had gotten separated or detached from their parent commands.  One was heavy weapons and the other a quick reactionary force with a hundred-ninety-three effectives and a combined five-hundred-forty-five refugees. It was a bunch, but nothing we couldn't handle. It would be getting dark soon and with so many young children, they were currently looking for a moderately safe place to bed down for the night before coming the rest of the way. They were afraid of losing refugees in the gathering darkness and would be here sometime early morning. Something also had happened at the FEMA camp before zombies overran it. In fact, they hinted that had been the primary reason for the breach but were providing no details yet.
 
   While my LSS was talking, I had been leaning with my hand on the back of her stool and during the last minute, I had slid it up the back of her camouflage jacket. The feel of her warm soft skin was driving me crazy. I pulled the head set I had been using to monitor their conversation off with my free hand laying it on the console as soon as they signed off. Instantly, her hand shot behind her back grabbing mine through the jacket as she twisted towards me.
 
   "What are you doing, Sir?" She hissed at me.
 
   "Playing."
 
   "Well stop that, Sir. Officers don't play like that."
 
   "Well this one does but I'd rather be doing this." I pulled her to me, my free hand reaching down to grasp her left thigh to pull her into my lap as my face meet hers. I kissed her again. Harder this time, crushing those deliciously soft pink lips against mine. I heard her gasp and her chest expanded as her arms went around me tightly, not only meeting my kiss but also improving it as her fingers buried themselves in my hair. 
 
   I'm not sure how long I held that position with my LSS in my lap while tasting each other in this intimate way but it was long enough for my right hand to slide under her jacket and grasp her left breast playing with its rock hard nipple. She broke our kiss moaning, her lips traveling over my cheek to my neck as her hands slid forward rubbing across my chest. Just then, we heard pounding on the closed hatch. Serious pounding. "FUCK!"
 
   "Eeek!" She tried to jump up but I had a very possessive grip on her breast and I pulled her into me for another quick kiss before letting go. "DOUBLE FUCK!" I swear her tits had grown for that was more than a handful I had been playing with.
 
   "Sir, the hatch." She coughed straightening her clothes her face beet red. I nodded growling.
 
   "This had better be very important." I snarled swinging the metal door open.
 
   It was Miguel and I almost knocked him down with the door. He grabbed it to steady himself as I grabbed him. He spoke before I could say anything. Trust me I was gonna.
 
   “Señor Jay, we have problemas."
 
   "What problems, zombie attacks?
 
   "Zombies? No Señor Jay un hombre from the government está aquí and say he is taking over." 
 
   "What?" What the FUCK? This is all I needed and probably worse than zombies. Government man? What Government man.
 
   "Sí Señor. He say he es Brooks Township Trustee y de senior survivor of local government so él dice he in boss, el jefe and we now answer to him." Oh, this was just getting better and better. There was someone behind him pushing through a crowd of running soldiers. I recognized him instantly. Son of a Bitch! 
 
   "Les! What trouble are you causing now?" I shouted. I was not in the mood. Things were too busy and I almost got laid. Les and I had history. He owned four acres beside my twenty-one and had put a shed just over my property line then tried to claim that two feet down the whole length plus another five to make it legal, saying it was now traveled and not claimed. He was, like totally mad. I shut him down in court quickly and they tore down his shed. He then tried to get my shooting range shut down but it was technically in the county and more than three-hundred feet from any residence. He lost there also. Divorced at least four times he was an old fuck with way too much time on his hands and loved drama. I actually disliked him intensely. He had really pissed me off when he got the sound ordnance passed for the township, which meant I couldn't shoot on Sundays anymore. What a complete asshole.
 
   "Scarmon your little petty kingdom has come to an end. You've broken every environmental law on the books. I saw the new sewer you’re putting in. I'm shutting you down and these soldiers are under my command now." His face was beet red yet I saw a glimpse of triumph on it. 
 
   "Fool. The state of Michigan is under Martial Law by order of the President or did you miss that one. Even you know military units can't be commanded by civilians." I was shocked. Was he always this incredibly stupid?
 
   "The emergency is over. Therefore, I have the authority." If anything, he was turning even redder. I grabbed the nearest soldier.
 
   "If the emergency is over go ahead and walk a half mile in that direction." I pointed straight south. He paled. He knew he wouldn't make it. 
 
   "I've called a town meeting in a few minutes. Most of the town people will be there. They want to come. They’re tired of your iron fisted dictatorship." he was actually frothing at the mouth. I flipped him off and told him I would be there. I keyed my tactical microphone.
 
   "MSgt Trask what's your situation?"
 
   "Finishing up with the last houses in Newaygo, Sir. It's getting dark and the zombies are starting to get active." I could hear gunfire in the background.
 
   "Good. Be safe. Finish up what you're doing and get your men here. I have a mutiny on my hands."
 
   "A what, Sir?"
 
   "Don't be too worried. Local township trustee came out of the woodwork after a week and wants to take over, including your men."
 
   "Sir. That's against every civil, federal and military law."
 
   "Yeah well he wants a vote so I need you guys. How many refugees did you find?"
 
   "Almost another thirty, Sir. I think that's about it."
 
   "Well after this little fiasco is over get with me because we need to make safe the downtown area tonight. We have another five-hundred plus refugees inbound with two more Guard units.
 
   "Holy, Sir. How many troops?"
 
   "One hundred and ninety-three souls and one's a heavy weapons unit. Both came from the Greenville FEMA refugee center and that's all I know, Top."
 
   "Good to know, Sir. I knew many of those units. There was quite the ragtag bunch of us. Don't worry we'll be there."
 
   "Gotcha. See you in a bit. Thanks."
 
   "You're welcome, Sir. Be there in a jiffy."
 
   I turned to my LSS who looked scared as shit but no longer had an embarrassed look on her face. I put on my best puppy dog look and pouted with my lower lip trembling.
 
   "I need cheering up, LSS" I put a little whine in my voice for good measure.
 
   "Come here then, Sir." She pulled me back into the CAPC, a smile on her face and as I closed the hatch lifted her jacket up exposing two perfectly large breasts with soft pink nipples in their centers.
 
   "It's amazing how big these are without your sports bra on." I marveled as I juggled them in my hands feeling their hefty weight while alternating between kissing, licking and sucking on them. She was purring I swear to all the gods, and rubbing up against my thigh. I was almost in heaven. If that eight-inch rock hard monster in my pants had been buried in that tight box of hers I was quite sure I would have been in heaven. Not to be though as someone started banging on the hatch again. "TRIPLE FUCK!" I roared, reluctantly releasing her after a quick but thorough kiss. I had a feeling my three-some was about to become a four-some and I was getting pissed at the constant interruptions.
 
   It was Miguel. He was letting me know Les was starting the meeting. The room was packed. I wasn't sure how many people we had by now but it must've been close to five-hundred, possibly more as refugees had been flooding in all day. Les was near the entrance when I came in. Mother Fucker had a God Damn podium set up. Where in Christ's name did he find a podium? Then it hit me. From the conference room next to my bedroom. Son of a Bitch had been snooping around in my God Damn bedroom. Oh, I was really pissed off now.
 
   There was a lot of commotion and talk going on. Les was shouting to be heard, and was telling everyone how I did not have the moral or legal authority to assume command without the blessing of civil authorities. He went on and on about the deplorable conditions the people were living in and how we were ruining the environment by dumping raw waste into the Muskegon River. I listened to him ramble for close to ten minutes. The crowd was getting noisier by the second. In a moment, no one would be able to hear him. His face was turning red also and I swear he was starting to froth at the mouth again.
 
   Then I saw the Major being carried to the front on a stretcher by two soldiers. With a negligent wave of his hand, he signaled Les to shut the fuck up. Then he spoke with Sgt. Trask beside him relaying his words in a loud deep voice. He was still recovering and his voice was only a whisper. And the entire hall went silent just like that. He explained how I had saved him and his men. How I had organized them into teams and rescued hundreds of more refugees. And finally, he explained judicial code. The code that said during martial law civilian authority could not command military troops without exception. He also stated there were very good, very sound reasons for why that law remained in effect. He finished by saying that his troops would follow me and only me regardless of what any civil authority did because of my status as a Colonel in the USMC Reserves. Total bullshit about my rank but that's what he told them.
 
   Another man stepped forward and told the story of my team’s rescuing him and his family. Then another, a woman this time. It was Jessica. She told her story, how her husband sacrificed his life to buy her and their two sons a few more seconds of life. And how I had jumped down from the staircase into the middle of a group of zombies with only a machete and saved them. Then another woman. Then another man.
 
   There were too many wanting to speak. This would take all night. We all had our stories of pain and suffering. Tears were streaming down my face as I heard them recount their tales, some of which I remembered first hand. I just wish I could've saved more of them. Slowly I looked out over the vast audience. I wasn't the only one with tears on my face. Almost every single person there had a similar problem. Many crying openly. It was time to end this so I stepped forward and raised my hands as everyone was trying to speak. To tell their stories of love, sorrow and sacrifice. Immediately, you could have heard a pin drop again. I wiped the tears from my face and began.
 
   "Friends. We've been through the wringer. We've lost so many people. So many I wasn't able to save. Me and my crews. Lord knows we tried. The earth is decimated. By spring, we are predicting less than five percent of the original population of the world will be left alive. In contrast, about eighty percent of the dead are zombies. I don't know if they'll die from the cold. I don't know if they'll just fall over after a certain length of time. I don't know a lot of things. What I do know is that I am doing and will continue to do everything in my power to keep all of us alive. Everything. Every resource I have is being used. I have some ideas for our future. We can get back to where we were. Normal Power. Food. Industry. Five percent is a huge number of people. But we have to be smart. Not let up. Keep moving forward and above all protect our loved ones and ourselves. Our friends and families." I paused and the place started to roar with shouting voices. I was seeing a lot of angry faces and they weren't looking at me. I turned to Les and spoke again. Instant silence. Well almost.
 
   "Now people of Newaygo and Michigan you have a choice. You can elect Les to lead you or you can keep me on for a few more days." The crowd was starting to roar again.
 
   "A raise of hands for Les!" I shouted. I saw maybe a few dozen and looking closely recognized some of our troublemakers. Lazy fuckers.
 
   "Who wants me to remain in charge?!" I shouted again, a sea of hands was raised to the sky, and the crowd was screaming my name. "Jay. Jay. Jay. Jay." What the fuck? It was totally out of control. People screaming and crying and people trying to crowd around and shake my hand, pat my back and from the looks of more than a few of the women, do very exotic things to my manhood. Whoot. The Major was raising his hand and I shouted and waved my arms until the crowd quieted. It took some time but finally it was almost silent again and I waved to the Major. His turn to speak.
 
   He had a bible in his hands and this he now lifted high above his head while calling me forward. Then he lowered the leather bound book indicating I should put my right hand on it, and proceeded to speak an oath. One I've never heard before. Bestowing all kinds of goodies on me. As second most senior surviving military officer in the state, the Major was granting the senior surviving officer in the state, as best we knew, the combined powers of temporary governor and sole commander of the State of Michigan over all units land, sea and air. 
 
   Personally, I have never heard of such an oath. Parts of it sounded made up but he quoted some important sounding ‘Homeland Security Directive by Order of the President’, etc., bunch of numbers and a bit more legalese and made me swear too faithfully uphold, etc… etc... Jeeze. Of course, I accepted. Now, if I thought that crowd roared before. A stamping screaming mob opened up now. Wow. It was deafening. The Major was smiling at me and I leaned down to whisper in his ear.
 
   "That was all bullshit wasn't it."
 
   "Mostly." he chuckled. "But parts were correct. Legally, if I'm the top surviving Military Officer I can appoint you as temporary Governor of this state but the supreme commander part I adlibbed."
 
   "Find me a General when you get better." he raised his eyebrows at my words.
 
   "You just radically increased my workload and I have two women to satisfy remember?"
 
   "I'm thinking three, Commander. No, make that four." Puzzled I looked at him and he just winked at me and nodded looking over my shoulder. I turned my head seeing Corporal Rider there. Her expression of pride was priceless, but I so didn't want this job. There were many more qualified than I was but my Pa had once told me just before I left for the USMC. "Son, you'll do great in life. You have more than your share of common sense and better than that you're not afraid to get good advice and act on it." Well yeah, that was me, I guess. I was pretty good at anything I put my hand to. Not because I was the smartest guy out there but because some things just made sense and if I didn't have a solution to a problem I knew who to go too. Simple really. But Pa said so few actually had it. Whatever. Still four? Jean? Did he know about Jean already? And that wasn't exactly in the bag yet. The Major was way too observant. I vowed to keep an eye on him.
 
   Just then, Jean came busting into our little circle, followed by Miguel. She was crying as she ran up and grabbed me by the upper arms.
 
   "Jay you've got to do something. Oh my God, Jay it's horrible. You've got to do something."
 
   I caught a quick glimpse of Miguel's face and he looked like he was getting ready to murder someone.
 
   "Slow down baby what's going on?"
 
   "He was raping a six year old girl. Just a baby. Oh my God, I still can't believe it," she said. 
 
   I just about came unglued. I think I actually levitated about a foot as my shout echoed throughout the huge chamber. 
 
   "WHAT?!"
 
   The story came out. While Les was jerking our dicks at this bullshit meeting he knew he would lose, some predator monster of a pedophile took one of the kids he was guarding into a tool room and raped her. Well they think he raped her. She was incoherent at the moment. She had no mommy or daddy left. One of those children our search crews found hidden by her parents. Someone had heard her muffled screams and busted open the door to find her dress up, leggings down and his pants around his knees as he lay on top of her. WHAT THE FUCK? I was sick to my stomach. I knew shit like this could happen though. It was in the zombie books after all and besides that, I had a heavy psych background and knew full well the depths human depravity could fall too.
 
   We tried him on the spot. He was dragged forward and the Major, myself, Miguel, MSgt Trask and Wayne presided. We listened to the witnesses who had come to this little girls rescue. We heard his side also. He was just trying to help her with her clothes that didn't fit right, was his claim. I didn't need to listen to the little girl. She was in no shape anyways to talk to anyone. Dr. Minasian had sedated her and he and a couple of Rosita's aides would care for her. This was beyond repugnant. "Guilty!" I said. My words were echoed by the others. "The punishment is death by hanging." I spit on him and ordered two soldiers to drag him outside.
 
   We hung him in the twilight with the crowd of people from the meeting around us. I didn't care what they thought and I ignored his screams for mercy. What this sick predator of small children had done was beyond evil. When he finally finished twitching on the noose that we suspended from a parking lot lamppost I ordered his body thrown into the river after having Top carve PEDOPHILE on his chest with his K-Bar. I looked out over the silent crowd and oh, man they got my meaning. This would NOT be tolerated. Les was blubbering about due process and the death penalty and how we should simply jail him for a period. I rounded on him.
 
   "Pack your shit up. You and your people who support you, and get the fuck out of my town and you won't take a single child with you. If you’re still alive in a week I'll consider letting parents have their kids back." I raised my voice. "Anyone who thinks I was too harsh get the fuck out now but the children stay under our protection." I turned to Les again, my anger burning brightly and gripped him by the throat whispering. "If I see you in the morning I will shoot you down on the spot." Then I released him and he ran like hell. I saw others leaving. Good. I have zero use for stupid lazy people. I raised my voice again to the crowd.
 
   "Okay people shows over. Get to your assigned team leaders or with Miguel or MSgt. Trask. We have to finish clearing out the buildings downtown. We have more refugees coming in." I turned to the Sergeant whose face told me everything I needed to know. He spoke first though.
 
   "Sir. Let me and my Jessica take care of the little girl. Jess is so wonderful. So loving and caring. She can make a difference." I simply nodded, too choked up to respond for a moment. I think I cried a bit. I really hate that but this was evil shit. I felt two women wrap their arms around me and realized it was Jean and my LSS. Trying to comfort me. I hugged them back then started crying for all the lost souls. We cried together.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Jean shuddered as she wrapped her arms around Jay. The inhuman side of humanity repulsed her. Left her shaking, and wanting to cry hysterically. If it weren’t for her children, her parents and this man Jay, and all the other good people here, she would be tempted too just give up. She thought about what that man had done to that tiny little girl and buried her face in Jay’s neck crying harder. She felt his strong comforting arm pull her close and his lips touch her forehead. She felt another pair of arms wrap around them and looking up through teary eyes saw that it was the female soldier he had been working closely with. Just what I need, more competition, she though. At the moment, she didn't care.
 
   "How can somebody do something like that?" She murmured.
 
   "I don't know baby. I don't know." He responded.
 
   "I just don't understand. She’s such a tiny little girl. How can any man feel arousal for somebody that young?"
 
   "Hun, there are sick bastards everywhere and those few of us who can, will guard against them to our dying breath."
 
   "I saw some of that in the refugee camp we were guarding. It started cropping up by the second day and things just as bad like murder and rape of adult women and boys by some. It was sickening." The female soldier, Cpl. Rider she thought her name was spoke now.
 
   "Yeah babe and we'll get that here also. It's only a matter of time in a breakdown of society like this. I've been keeping everybody extra busy trying to stave off issues like this. Damn it! I knew something like this was coming. I just hoped for a little more time." Jay said.
 
   "That's the difference between leaders and followers, Sir. The leader recognizes that a problem will surface and takes steps to mitigate it. A follower waits for it to happen. And that's why you're the Commander, Sir." Cpl. Rider said.
 
   "Whatever, but it will get worse so we'll have to make examples LSS." Jay snarled.
 
   Jean had been listening and now she asked. "LSS? I thought your name was Corporal Rider?" She still wasn't ready to let go of Jay yet. She needed the comfort and solidity of this man, and neither had the Corporal. Hmmm…
 
   "It stands for Little Sexy Soldier, Jean right?" Jean nodded. "The Commander walked in on me while I was taking a shower this early morning and got an eyeful. Totally disregarding my privacy. And please call me Corey," the words were spoken in a soft voice and Jean saw the Corporal was smiling at Jay and at her.
 
   "Ha! I was taking the shower and she blatantly walked in and tried to force herself on me while I was trying to towel off." 
 
   "Oh my God! How untrue, Sir."
 
   Jean figured the truth was probably somewhere in the middle but she couldn't help smiling at their banter. She did realize one thing. She definitely had more competition. This Corey was totally hooked on Jay, as was she. 
 
   She decided to get into the game. Anything to forget what happened.
 
   "Hmmm. You know Sis. He already has two girlfriends. And he's getting pretty old," she made a point of examining the white at the temples of his dark hair, "I'm thinking four might be way too many for a man of his advanced years." She smiled to take some of the sting out as she saw Jay's face starting to purple.
 
   "You’re right Jean. The say the male libido decreases after thirty-five. Gawd, do you think he might be older than that?"
 
   "Now that's enough!" Jean swore Jay was sputtering. Like he didn't know what to say and was trying to say several things at once. "Anytime you sexy wenches want a contest we'll see who drops first and it won't be ME!" He then slid his hands down grabbing both their asses tightly and hotly kissed Jean first, turning immediately to give Corey another hot kiss. Jean felt her belly flutter again and wanted nothing better than to strip naked and cuddle up with this man, even if she had to share him. She felt Corey's arms tighten and knew the Cpl. was experiencing the same feelings.
 
   "Hey, speaking of which where are Bridget and Cara? I haven't seen them all afternoon." Jay said as he broke his kiss with Corporal Rider.
 
   Jean felt embarrassment creep over her. She had unwittingly asked Cara earlier if everything was all right when she saw her and Bridget passionately arguing, and then watched Bridget stomp off. So she knew why he hadn't seen them.
 
   "You don't know?" she said.
 
   "If I did would I ask?" his tone was extremely sarcastic.
 
   "Well, they ah, they both started."
 
   "Started what! Oh...” Now his face was turning red again and she heard Corey chuckle. She shrugged as best she could while being held tightly by him.
 
   "Some women become impossible to be around during their time. Apparently, they're two of them. Cara told me her and Bridget would be busy elsewhere for a few days or so until it was over."
 
   "God women! But who's going to tuck me in at night?” he asked. She felt his lips move to the side of her neck as he bent his head over her.
 
   "I will." Corey instantly responded. Jean was close behind.
 
   "I think we can handle you, can't we Sis? After all Corey has explosives right?" She joked but her stomach was turning summersaults. She didn't care either if she had to share him. She just wanted him.
 
   "No, but I know where to get them quickly if he resists." she replied, a muffled giggle.
 
   They all started laughing and she was lifted up off her feet as Jay hugged both of them tightly letting them dangle for a minute before releasing them. For some reason she felt saddened when his large hand released her butt. She gave herself a good shake internally. A voice coughed behind her and she turned in surprise seeing Sgt Trask there. He wasn't smiling.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   It would almost seem amazingly callus if he didn't know people so well, Darin thought to himself. Here was the Commander cuddling and ass grabbing with a couple girls right after hanging a man. The MSgt. well understood the need to forget though, to embrace life after a tragedy. Darin had received his bachelors in psychology after all. The human need for love was strong after an emotionally wrenching event, for he had seen the Commander’s tears immediately afterwards. This was a good man. Possibly too good to survive what was coming. The Sgt. knew a lot of bad was coming at them all the way down to his bones. Tonight was just a sample of the evil that would try its hardest to bring them down. He wondered again about his parents and siblings in Los Angeles but knew his Pa and brother would take care of them if at all possible. His Pa was one dangerous motherfucker like the Commander. Spent the last half of his Marine Corps Career in 1st Anglico. That elite super secret group of combined service members. The precursor to Delta Force and a few other SpecOp units. Darin pitied any zombies within a hundred yards of his Pa, even if his dad was armed with only a toothpick. He smiled to himself over an old memory. 
 
   One night he went to get Pa from the local bar he hung out at and walked in just in time to see him take down two out of townies with a rolled up newspaper, and within seconds. No, if his Pa was alive the rest of his kinfolk were alive also. They would meet up when they met up.
 
   The Commander though was a good man, but possibly a little soft. With his psychology background, Darin knew there were several schools of thought to that. Soft could mean very good or soft could mean very bad. Only time would tell, but he was already leaning towards the very good aspect. In the meantime, he'd keep a sharp eye out and advise as best he could. The man had serious skills for sure, from what he'd seen at the farm. Though the action lasted less than an hour Darin had seen the Commander make sound tactical decisions while shrugging off a limp and rub his hip and shoulder when he didn't think anyone was looking. The Commander wasn't twenty anymore after all. On the other hand keeping two young, beautiful and obviously horny women satisfied was a feat itself, and he could tell Miss Cara and this Bridget had been more than satisfied from their expressions, and body language after the Commander helped himself to them several times a day. The Commander may have thought that went unnoticed but it hadn't. On second thought, he figured the Commander knew and simply didn't care what others thought.
 
   Now he had to interrupt him because his orders were clear and needed. He coughed.
 
   "Sir. You said to come see you soonest."
 
   "Yeah. Sec." The Commander held up one finger and the Sergeant waited with the hint of a smile on his face. He for sure had his priorities straight as Darin watched him gather first Corporal Rider then Miss Jean in his arms, kissing them thoroughly as his hands made sure there was no doubt they were his.
 
   "LSS find another helper to handle the radio traffic. You're going to be busy this evening. Oh, and during the day too. We need more people on communications anyways. I want to start broadcasting immediately to any units in the area that have figured out about the shadow government.  If you can hide our location do so." He saw the Corporal nod and take off after hugging Miss Jean.
 
   "Right. See ‘ya later ladies. Aye Top let's get moving." The Commander led him over to where the surplus equipment was stored. Darin started signaling his men to gather up.
 
   "Going to get busy men," the Commander stated, "I need all our outdoor construction lighting units towed downtown behind Humvees. You all have trailer hitches and they're on trailers. Power them and light it up. We have to clear out those bastards tonight. We have upwards of five-hundred plus refugees arriving by tomorrow morning at the latest and another one-hundred-ninety troops, assuming they don't lose anymore between now and then. There aren’t enough buildings so we'll move to the houses nearby next. Grab all the able-bodied men not on guard duty or patrol. I want everyone. We're all in this together. Let's see what we can get done by midnight for the nights young."
 
   And they did it. They cleared out the buildings down town. There were a few close calls and a few men had to be relieved. Civilians in all, and it was obvious they'd been drinking. They'd probably join that ‘trustee’s bunch’ who were moving out to the Baptist Church complex down on Highway 82. Good riddance. He rarely called a man totally stupid but this Les asshole sure was. Right now, he and his troops were doing something good. Something worthwhile, and best of all, it felt good. Damned good! They finished by midnight. Barely but they did and cordoned off the area with lights so none of them damned zombies could move in. The suckers were getting really sneaky lately. Like they were learning way too much. That was not a good sign. They waited for night, moved in, and hid now. Motionless. Scary but survivable if you watched for it. Now he would head to his cot with his Jess and her two boys and in the morning move them into the nice little two-bedroom bungalow he had picked out for them nearby along with the little girl, whom was hurt but alive. They would all show her the love and the support she needed at a time like this. Many of the women had arranged blankets to create a semblance of privacy until better quarters were available. It was enough, as long as his Jessica was in his arms and her boys lying alongside them. He'd talk to Miguel in the morning about the tiny girl moving in with them with Jess by his side. But now? Time to get some loving. 
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   

 
   

DAY 7: after 0200 ET
 
    
 
   Hell, I was tired! We got it done a little after midnight and set the guards in two-hour rotations. Damn zombies were definitely getting smarter, or more cunning. As we moved into each building or area, they came at us in mass trying to overwhelm us. It didn't work, but my ears were still ringing even with the earplugs. I was not looking forward to any more cunning or on the job training on their part.
 
   I saw Cara down below and she confirmed what Jean told me. Her and Bridget would stay in the girls’ quarters until they stopped their once a month satanic ritual. For all of her tiny size she pushed me against the wall kissing me hard, letting me know that she was my woman and I had better not forget her or think about replacing her. Her tight almost painful hand on my balls reinforced that along with the suggestion of a very sharp knife. She said they would be here for me but were not standing in my way while she whispered in my ear in a playful voice how much of a bitch she was while on the rag and I didn't need that right now. Then she took off with a brief look at me.
 
   As I made it to our living quarters, I peaked in the room assigned to my kids and little Jack. They were all sleeping on two double beds. Softly I tiptoed in and kissed each and every one lightly on the cheek and forehead, telling them I loved them, and to sleep tight. Daddy is here and will protect them, even with his dying breath. I stood watching them for long moments then crept to my room.
 
   My quarters were illuminated by a lantern in the corner. In its soft light I saw Jean laying there waiting. The room was still fairly warm but I knew the air temperature would be colder before morning. I saw she was wearing a dark, possibly black bra and watching me. I sat on the edge of the bed, slowly removed my boots, then my jacket and pants. My guns I had dropped before sitting down, they would remain on the floor until I picked them up in the morning or until I needed them in the middle of the night. Down to my underwear, I lifted the covers and quickly slid underneath against her. We hadn't spoken yet and I knew from experience she was probably scared or at least apprehensive. I felt her stiffen, then relax while turning into my arms face lifted as my hand slid up her soft thigh to lay against the small of her back. I kissed her softly savoring her essence as my hand slid from upper back to lower thigh in a gentle stroking motion while tasted those sweet ruby lips.
 
   "Girl, I'm glad you're here, I want you." I whispered.
 
   "Baby I want you too." Jean had finally spoken, then added. "Corey wants you too."
 
   "Let's not talk about her. Let me concentrate on you." I replied. And I did.
 
   God her tits were so huge. They were like cantaloupes, and I buried my head between them as I held her tightly.
 
   As her legs spread apart and my meat was finally entering her after a considerable amount of time in foreplay she whispered, “Thank you for saving my family."
 
   "Hush," I whispered back. 
 
   She came four times to my twice. It was an experience I would never forget. Not that any of the others were lacking, just that she was so exquisitely beautiful, so perfect. I never imagined being with someone like her. You see girls like this in Playboy or other men's magazines or in the news on the arms of powerful men and leaders but not normally in the bed of an average guy. 
 
   Afterwards I held her close. As close as she could be held with those huge tits, which was still pretty close. They lay like bowling balls against my chest.
 
   "I love you, Jay," she breathed into my ear. 
 
   "Baby you’re all that and I think I love you too but are you sure?" Suddenly I was scared. We had end of the world stuff going on and I was scared of a few words?
 
   "Yes." I felt her lips smile as they rested against my neck. "I do. You fill my world almost more than my children do. I never thought I'd feel this way about a man. I can't stop thinking about you, and everything about you."
 
   "You used to be married and you have two children." I said and felt her nod.
 
   "My first marriage was of convenience mostly, although I did love him. But hun. I love you with every part of me." She said. Well hell. Like that made it all simple.
 
   "Okay and I think I love you too. But tomorrow you might be eaten. I'll be honest love. You're the sexiest women I've ever known. You’re all that. Hot with a capital ‘H’. It's just kind of weird hearing you say that."
 
   "I'll prove it to you every day and if I get eaten my parts will come back still in love with you."
 
   Okay that was serious.
 
   "I'm not the marrying type."
 
   "Oh maybe in a short time polygamy will be legal." I felt her laugh against me as she said that. The hard nubs of her nipples digging into my chest. I totally understood what she was saying. Wow.
 
   "Uhm." was all I could manage.
 
   "You're going to have to take care of all of us starting with my soldier sis in the morning. But go easy. She's a virgin with men."
 
   "Uhm." I think my mind was shutting down because I was stuttering. She was much more open than I thought any girl would be. Virgin with men? Did that mean what I thought it meant?
 
   "Kiss me and go to sleep. Man I love. Tomorrow comes in a few hours." I felt her tongue slip into my mouth after her last words and I tasted her sweetness again as her body lay half on top of me before drifting off to sleep.
 
    
 
   *****
 
   

 
   

Chapter 14
 
    
 
   DAY 7: 0800 ET
 
    
 
   I woke up against softness. My right hand was laying across a large mound of taut flesh with my thumb slowly rubbing back and forth across its hard nipple in a subconscious manner. Holy Christ. My cock turned rock hard instantly as I remembered who I was with. The windows were slowly lightening with the dawn but that wasn't what interested me. I rolled over on top of her.
 
   "Still love me?" Oh, I remembered everything.
 
   She kissed me in response. Morning breath or not her kisses were like honey from the gods and all of me melted except for junior down there who just went from hard to titanium. He's got a mind of his own and was seeking a warm, tight, wet place to hide in. He found it as I slid into her, taking her slow and easy then faster. Her breath quickening and my thighs hunching forward to lift hers as I dug in deeper, rooting in that good stuff. She came hard and a shriek emitted from her, that pussy of hers clenching down hard on my cock in rhythmic pulsations as she continued the shudders of an intense orgasm. The scream I quickly muffled by the expedient of my hand over her mouth. I didn't want to wake the kids after all. I was close to getting off myself and I loved morning sex. It was normal to wake with a hard-on, and lately I'd been taking care of that little medical problem with the help of a few others. 
 
   Oh, shit. They were awake, and walked in.
 
   "Morning, Daddy." My Clarissa was the first to bounce in, her pigtails bobbing as she skipped over then climbed on the bed next to us. Crap. Crap. Crap. I felt my cock start to lose its hardness and I quickly rolled off Jean as I heard a muffled giggle out of her. Damn! Thank God, we were under the covers. 
 
   "Morning Peanut. Did you sleep well?" I was having a hard time concentrating. The monster may have briefly subsided with the entrance of the children but my balls were saying. "I want to cum and now." Holy shit blue balls. I seriously hate that ache. Like a bad tooth only worse.
 
   "Yes but Paul is snoring again at night and why is Miss Jean in bed with you?" she was pointing.
 
   "Uhm. Because were dating now honey and Paul will grow out of it hopefully."
 
   "But aren't you dating Cara and Bridget?”
 
   "Yeah. It's complicated Peanut. Don't you worry about it. Now all of you get downstairs and get some breakfast!" At nine, she was getting way too precocious and I felt Jean's smothered laughs behind my back as she pressed up against me those huge breasts boring holes through my shoulder blades.
 
   "Kay, kay daddy." Off they went after giving me kisses and hugs, even little Jack.
 
   "Daddy you didn't finish but I have to go to the bathroom." mimicked Jean from behind me.
 
   I turned and rolled over on top of her my mouth fastening on her left nipple and biting down hard until she moaned, her eyes wild. 
 
   "You are an evil wench." I growled as I rolled back off her then watched that fantastic body scamper off the bed while rubbing her right nipple. She was laughing as she started getting dressed.
 
   I heard banging on the door then Miguel's voice before he entered. I had told them to walk in day or night. Jean took it in stride and just slightly turned away. He ignored her. Probably afraid of what Rosita would think if he was caught looking. 
 
   “Señor Jay, you’re still in bed? Half the día is gone. It is time to work Comandante." 
 
   "Jesus Miguel." I glanced at the wind up alarm clock next to the bed. "It's only eight in morning. I was up way past midnight clearing zombies out of downtown." I groaned swinging my legs out as I threw the covers aside. Wow, it was chilly in here. Needed to do something about heat. I was naked of course and I'm not modest. If Miguel wanted to look at me in all my glory, he could. I glanced at him and noticed he was ignoring my nakedness with an impatient look on his face. Right, time to get dressed. Jean finished and leaned down cupping my face in her hands and gave me a great goodbye kiss. She was off on errands for Miguel and I heard her whisper "I love you," again before she left. I nodded. I threw my jacket on after I finished with my boots and I was grateful for the warmth it provided then grabbed my guns. I never went anywhere without them these days.
 
   "Okay I'm ready, let's go." he had hung around; I guess as a hurry up damn it incentive.
 
   I followed him to the small office I was using as an informal meeting room where he already had papers and maps spread out over the large desk. I also noticed he had a kerosene heater set up in there and the room was cheerfully warm. I had one in the kids’ room also but not mine. I stood with my back to it but close to warm my legs up. I was going to need to break out my long johns like soon.
 
   "Your Corporal Corey say the new army refugees are about two hours out. I have Cara and Bridget ayudando, uh helping, with patrols to the south. The zombies are growing in numbers Señor. I'm getting worried." I nodded at that, as it was something I'd noticed. "I have the hombres early this morning making cots for the new refugees out of scrap wood and old blankets then I am thinking, this was too slow, so we are taking mattresses out of casas we boarded up after empty them. They should have that done by the time our new refugees arrive." I nodded again at his words. Before we stopped our quite thorough scavenger parties, we totally emptied out a bunch of homes taking everything of value and of course clearing them out of zombies in the process. Once that was done, they were boarded up with nails and wood scraps to keep any new zombies from using them as hiding places. A bright ‘X’ marked the front door of each to confirm that it was empty and as a final precaution, they pulled the electric meter and turned off any gas and water valves. We had at least a two-year supply of food stockpiled now and I had mid-term goals of restoring many of these utility functions that only Miguel, Michael and a few others knew about. It's amazing how much stuff you can accumulate when only a few percent of the population were left.
 
   He kept talking while I warmed up, filling me in. Les and a bunch of others had completed their move to the First Baptist Church complex. It was only a half mile out of town east on Highway 82 and while that area was still fairly zombie light I knew it wouldn't last. The only reason we had a small bit of breathing room from them is because of our remote location. I learned that almost a hundred of our bunch had left with Les, and true to my orders, we had kept the children here under force of arms. I wanted their little group viable before I was going to release any of our future generation into their care. I also learned what I had suspected would happen and that was most of the people that had gone over to him were the ones we were constantly having problems with. The ones who didn't want to work or felt our rules were too strict, were drunk all the time, or were caught playing video games on guard duty, etc. That last part I didn't really understand because frankly we had few rules. The few we did have were common sense ones. Work your ass off like everyone else while praying we survive, don't harm anyone or demean them and if you're on any kind of guard duty do not incapacitate yourself through alcohol, drugs or games of any kind. None of us wanted fucked up people guarding our kids.
 
   "So Les acquired the losers, eh?"
 
   “Sí Señor Jay." Miguel had quite the evil smile going on.
 
   "They aint gonna make it, you know."
 
   "I know this Señor, we keep eyes on them best we can." I nodded at those words. Right. It was really all we could do. Stupid people will do what stupid people always do. I sighed in frustration. Perhaps it was God’s way of weeding out the bad parts of the gene pool. Unfortunately, he never went far enough and got all of them. A few always survived to multiply and create future problems.
 
   "All right, we have a big day Miguel. We have refugees coming in. I want to get a truckload of food or two out to the Amish to help with their refugees. We'll take them in here shortly; we just need to catch up."
 
   "Every day is big busy day Señor and I agree but I  think we will not catch up any time soon. We still have muchas casas around here we need to strip and we need more buildings aquí for the soldiers. I do not like mixing them with civilians and they need privacy also. Most have taken mujeres. Women for themselves."
 
   "Aye. Well I'm of two minds on that Miguel. Might be better to mix them up."
 
   "Makes them lazy Señor and they make many bad habits. We found that out in México."
 
   "Well there is that. Okay let me think on it." Hell I wasn't sure what to do. I wanted the soldiers to feel like part of the community instead of separated outsiders. But they had taken a ton of local women as their own so maybe that would work out good if we did indeed separate them. Like I said, I'd think on it long and hard.
 
   "I need to get with LSS before I fill you in on our next major project just to make sure we have everything covered. We're going to expand our controlled zombie free zone now that we'll have enough people to make it work. We have to grab as much as we can possibly hold because if we don't, by spring the zombies coming our way will make it ten times harder to do so."
 
   "Entiendo Señor understood. How much do you think we can hold?"
 
   "That's what I want to verify buddy." Actually my balls ached and I wanted to fix that medical issue. I was hoping my LSS wasn't too pissed at me taking Jean before her.
 
   "Okay, Señor. Let me know when you're ready. Después de encontrar una mujer para follar." Was that a smirk on Miguel's face? And what the hell was the last part he threw in? Something about finding a woman to...Surely not! And I really did need to brush up on my Spanish. If he said what I thought he said...well, I decided to ignore him. 
 
   "Yeah." I coughed. "Be right back"
 
   “Sí, whenever you finish up Señor. Oh, and Jason needs to speak to you when you have time. He say es importante." Yes, definitely a smirk. I ignored it as I trotted off. My nuts were truly killing me and I knew just the treatment. I would see Jason after that and have that important talk. Priorities after all.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   DAY 7: 0830 ET
 
    
 
   She couldn't stop thinking about the Commander. Ever since last night when he had almost taken her here in the CAPC, then his rough demanding kisses after the meeting. The no nonsense firmness and control, just taking what he wanted really turned her on. She wanted him to take her, and take her hard even though she had never actually been with a man before. But she'd read a lot of romance novels and what really excited her were the ones where the man just took his woman. His prize or his plaything. And forcefully! The Commander seemed that way. She hoped and believed so, and last night after lights out, she had used her fingers under the blankets as she remembered his hands and lips on her body. She had cum twice quickly and she flushed at the memory, but couldn't get the smile off her face. She and Jean had briefly talked. Wanting, no needing the same man and had agreed Jean would have him first but it was her turn tonight. Or today if she was lucky. 
 
   She had done everything he asked her this morning. She had repeaters set up to broadcast an encrypted single from over twenty miles away. As far away as the soldiers had felt safe getting to. From there she had hacked into another cellular node up by Mount Pleasant and using MSgt Trask, had recorded a message to all units still alive and not under the control of this shadow government. Detailing briefly their experiences and how local units were regrouping here in Michigan with strict protocols for contact to verify authenticity. The Commander had them activate the Avenger's anti-air support function. He was worried that the only good way for this ‘shadow government’ to take them out was to get an air squadron to do the job and the Avenger's anti missile and ground to air coverage was only surpassed by the Patriot Missile Defense System. As a missile battery, it was top of the line. She didn't blame the Commander for that either. She had considered the same. None of them knew what was truly going on. Not really. They were receiving some contact and some units were moving in their direction but nothing concrete yet other than the two units that were almost here.
 
   The hatch suddenly opened letting in a blast of cold air. She turned as the Commander entered, her heart suddenly sped up and she instantly felt herself getting wet down there. He was smiling at her and she watched as he turned and locked the hatch when he closed it. She could only hope, and she wasn't going to make it easy for him. She wanted him to take her hard. She noticed that her thighs were rubbing together in subconscious anticipation. Jeeze she was such a ditz. 
 
   "Hey LSS. I wanted to go over the map again. Make sure we can hold this much for now." He was holding the map of Newaygo area they had marked up earlier. She didn't care about any of that. She only knew she was horny and wanted him badly.
 
   "How was your night with Jean?" Sure, she cut right to the chase skipping all that and stood up with her back to him.
 
   "Fine." Was that hesitation in his voice?
 
   "Good. Glad to hear, Sir. What we outlined will work with our available numbers. Will that be all?" If he wanted it, he would have to try a lot harder for sure was her thinking.
 
   "No that's not all LSS!" She felt his strong hands grip her shoulders and turn her around. He was staring at her with an irritated expression on his face. Good. He was so close! Their thighs were touching. She looked into his eyes and saw that his pupils were dilated, his hair damp and he smelled like soap. Obviously, he had taken a shower before coming here. 
 
   "What's wrong? I thought we had something?" Wow, he sounded weak now, she thought. 
 
   "I like you, Sir, but will that be all? And you're in my space, Sir." He was inches from her and she could see that he got angry at her words. He didn't back up though. He actually leaned forward pushing her back slightly and cocked his head looking at her. Then she saw him smile slowly and the wetness immediately increased between her thighs.
 
   "I see. In your space, eh? Let's fix that LSS." And he bent her over backwards his hands reaching out to grab hers twisting them behind her back then gripping them with one hand. Her stomach did a flip-flop as his head descended and his lips crushed hers with demanding intensity as his knee pushed between her legs forcing her thighs apart even though she tried to keep them closed, forcing her half up on the console. Yes, he did understand!
 
   "I think you’re being disrespectful to your new Commander," he whispered in her ear as he tilted his head biting the flesh on her neck.
 
   "Disrespectful, Sir?" She was gasping now and trying to jerk her hands free but he had them in an iron grip. God he was strong! She was helpless. Just where she wanted to be.
 
   "Yes. I think your insubordination deserves a severe lesson."
 
   "Severe, Sir?"
 
   "Yes and quit repeating me. It will only make the punishment worse." She gulped. Punishment? What did he have in mind?
 
   "Yes Sir. Please don't hurt me, Sir. Not a lot anyways, Sir." Shit, she saw those last words of hers really set him off. Then his smile widened and his right hand reached up grabbing her left breast while keeping her hands captive, gripping it almost painfully hard. But she wanted that. Being dominated was exciting her and she felt her juices flowing uncontrollably as she squirmed against him.
 
   "Ohhhhhh." she moaned.
 
   His strong hand released her breast then before she could react, she felt him take both her wrists raising her arms above her head. Then, oh no. As she was bent over backwards, she felt her wrists being tightly tied with one of the patch cords that littered the console top. His hot breath fanned her neck causing her skin to flush with need. She was gasping now, feeling his strong hands slide down her body over her trembling hips reaching her thighs, then she was yanked downward her arms stretched straight back as her torso arched over the console. She tried to close her thighs again but it was way too late, he was between them pressing his hard crotch against her groin. She could feel his manhood deforming the fabric of his jeans and its hard length rubbing into her. She moaned again squirming as her thighs trembled.
 
   He stepped slightly away from her and she felt his hands roaming over the top of her camouflage utilities pressing down, feeling her breasts and belly through its fabric, then suddenly he was gripping her fatigue top ripping it open as popping buttons careened around the small interior of the CAPC. Gasping in shock, she looked up at him but saw him frowning at her. What? she wondered?
 
   "I see you’re wearing that damn iron sports bra under your t-shirt again," he growled.
 
   She couldn't help herself. A laugh escaped her. His expression turned thoughtful then he grinned, reaching down, and in a smooth motion pulled her t-shirt and sports bra up and over her face and upper arms leaving it there. Wow, she was captive, totally helpless and now blind!
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Oh man was I horny and my nuts hurt like a son-of-a-bitch. I beat feet straight to the CAPC where I felt myself stiffen at the sight of her when I entered. We traded some small talk. I think I mentioned the map but only as an excuse. She was definitely acting strange though. Almost cold. Was she upset about Jean? Had she changed her mind? What in hell was going on? Then she practically dismissed me and turned away. Now I was getting irritated and I twisted her back to face me and moved up against her. I certainly hadn't imagined our three previous encounters. 
 
   Then I looked at her, I mean, really looked at her. I don't really remember what we said next because I was totally focused on her. Her body language and her expressions. Her legs slightly spread, shoulders back with chest thrust out and hands placed to either side. Not at all the posture of someone who didn't like someone. Her face was flushed and there was an almost pensive look on her face that her dilated pupils made her appear almost deprived or in need. Then it hit me right square between the eyes. She was forcing me to dominate her without actually coming out and saying it. Yeah buddy. This I can do.
 
   So I grabbed her wrists twisting them behind her back while forcing my knee between her thighs spreading them wider and kissed her hard. I could instantly tell from her reaction that I had scored an A+ on this test.
 
   I bent her backwards crushing her against me and whispered in her ear.
 
   "I think you’re being disrespectful to your new Commander."
 
   "Disrespectful, Sir?"  She was really getting into this, doing the whole trying to get away scared act. I had too quickly tighten my grip before she broke loose and I saw something on the console that would help. Patch cords! I chuckled evilly.
 
   "Yes, I think your insubordination deserves a severe lesson."
 
   "Severe, Sir?"
 
   "Yes and quit repeating me. It will only make the punishment worse." I saw her swallow. Okay, now she was a little unsure of what might happen. Good! Because she had no idea.
 
   "Yes Sir. Please don't hurt me, Sir. Not a lot anyways, Sir." Well that cinched it. Who would have thought? A virgin that craved domination. I thought for a second, actually, she had only claimed to have never been with a man. I chuckled evilly again, finally able to release my inner beast. I hoped she knew what she was doing.
 
   So I let her go. For all of a quarter second or possibly less. The time it took me to snatch both wrists and twist her arms above her head. I saw that surprised her. Ha, this wasn't even the beginning of what I was going to do. Grabbing one of the many rubber and wire patch cords lying around on the console surface I wrapped several loops around her wrists binding them tightly together then tied them off at one of the twin removal handles each piece of equipment contained. I heard her gasp knowing she hadn't expected that, nor would she suspect what I was about to do next.
 
   Gripping her blouse in both hands, I hunched my shoulders, arms spreading, as I ripped it apart. A lot easier than it sounds let me tell you. Those buttons popped like ping pong balls and bounded around the interior. Only a few bits of thread held each after all. Sliding my hands down I gripped her thighs tightly and yanked, stretching her out over the console like a strung deer carcass while slipping between her parted thighs again pressing myself up against the tightly stretched material hiding her pussy. Was that a moan I heard from her? Sure was.
 
   She looked totally vulnerable and incredibly sexy stretched over like that, arms extended backward and slightly raised. I now heard a gasp from her and looked up from my examination noting the first hints of uncertainty cross her features. Exactly where I wanted her of course as I ran my hands over her torso. Damn it.
 
    "I see you’re wearing that damn iron sports bra under your t-shirt again." I growled. God I hated that thing. So I got rid of it my way. With a deft motion, I grabbed the lower hem of her t-shirt and sliding it up to the edge of that damn bra, gripped it tightly pulling upward and forward coving her face and upper arms where they lay stretched overhead. She didn't need to watch anyways. She only needed to experience. I heard muffled squeaks from under the double layer of clothing and I saw her head move. I leaned over and happily whispered.
 
   "Shut up LSS or I'll gag you next. You're my helpless little captive now and I am so going to enjoy this." One last squeak then silence.
 
   Oh man, those beautiful breasts stood out like softballs under tight rosy skin with pink tinted nipples already rock hard. Well if she hadn't been aroused before she certainly was now. Jesus those things were beautiful I thought as one hand slowly caressed their surface leaving a trail of goose bumps behind. The CAPC was well heated; obviously, she had it plugged into the power grid we had created.
 
   My fingertips reached the web belt with its brass buckle holding her camouflage pants up. Well that just won't do, I thought, and unbuckled them slowly, and gripping the loosed edges like I had her top, thrust both pants and panties down to the tops of her combat boots in one smooth jerk. I could smell her sex and saw a glistening sheen down its slit. Damn she was already horny. Woot. Through all this she was squirming from side to side, trying to twist away from me while remembering my warning, and not making a sound except occasional grunts. That just excited me further.
 
   Since I had to take a half step back to thrust her pants down she instantly closed her thighs tightly together, but I just had to laugh at that. She was bent over backwards and half her pussy was still visible. I saw now the lips were two perfect folds surrounding a small nub of a clit. I had originally thought they were mounds yesterday morning and saw now with delight I had been wrong. I like a good fold as long as it's not too much. Know what I mean? But still, closed thighs weren't going to do me any good so I instantly flicked the exposed clit with the back of my fingers eliciting a muffled yelp from her. Immediately her thighs parted first hesitantly then wider exposing herself to me.
 
   "Good Girl!" I murmured. She was learning. I could hear her panting under her improvised blindfold. I loved blindfolding the ones that craved domination. It increased their excitement and anticipation. 
 
   I leaned over blowing on her hot skin letting my lips touch her here and there. First each rosy nipple, sucking gently then biting down hard enough to tug them outward before releasing them with a soft plop, then across her ribcage and belly, swirling the tip of my tongue around her belly button teasingly. She was really panting now. Or was it gasping? I wasn't sure and wasn't about to ask her either. I straightened, long enough to rip my equipment and guns off. Everything but my pants and boots. Then leaned back down enjoying this wonderful bit of willing female flesh I had bound before me. 
 
   I started again at her belly button, an innee not an outie and slowly trailed my lips and tongue to just above her clit before curving to the left starting down her right thigh. Sure, I was driving her crazy. Her whole body was visibly trembling with need. I recognized the signs and grinning to myself slowly worked my way up the opposite thigh curving around to bring myself back to that most sensitive spot on a female body. I swear to God she was actually shaking; her thighs were shifting up and down independent of each other. I wanted to laugh evilly again but knew it would spoil the moment. Well time to move this show forward!
 
   I crouched as my lips found her little nubbin of a clit and I sucked it into my mouth, burying my face tightly between her thighs and against the soft skin of her belly. I not only sucked it into my mouth, I mashed it hard between my tongue and the roof of my mouth kneading and rolling it back and forth. Well that did it, for instantly her body started to spasm and I heard muffled screams coming from beneath her makeshift blindfold as I worked that tiny thing over like a pro. Damn, she was actually quite loud. I briefly wondered how soundproofed a CAPC was then decided that was totally unimportant. Her body was still having spasms but I gently eased off on the strength of my sucking timing it to coincide with the subsiding of her orgasm. The last thing I wanted right now was for her to get too sensitive down there. I intended to use that thing thoroughly.
 
   Slowly I stood up, my tongue licking some of the juices that were flowing freely from her sex. She was moaning loudly now and still thrashing a bit as I looked down and saw that her clit was swollen to twice the size it had been and definitely protruding. I unzipped my pants as loudly as possible timing it between her gasps. She immediately quieted and became still. Ha! She knew what was coming or thought she did, though I wasn't done teasing. Show me disrespect? How dare she! I dropped the pants to the tops of my boots, the big monster dangling free and kinda at an angle. Dunno why but it had always curved slightly. I then leaned forward slightly, enough she could feel the skin of my thighs against hers and heard a tiny whimper in response. Good! Then I hefted that dog up and dropped it on her belly with a meaty whack eliciting a loud gasp. I swear she levitated about two inches, which is considerable considering I had her all stretched out like that. During all this time, I hadn't said a word and didn't intend to yet. I was waiting for the proper response from her first. This wasn't my first rodeo you know.
 
   I pushed into her with my thighs letting the long length of my cock move up and down her belly. It was long enough to just slide over the edge of her ribcage and I felt her shudder each time I did so. Yeah LLS, know that thing is gonna own your ass in a bit, I thought to myself. But I wasn't done playing yet as I moved back, slightly gripping it by the base to let the bulbous head trail over her swollen sex and along her thighs. I decided to coat it in her juices of which there were plenty and I amused myself with spelling my initials on each inner thigh in their fluid. Through all this play, she was starting to moan and thrash again, and I figured it might be about the right time. Up we go, and I was slowly rubbing it back and forth across her clit then sliding it down the slit of her wet pussy, thoroughly coating the head and upper shaft with her juices. I played like this for a bit and every now and then, I would slip it in about an inch watching as the opening of her tiny little pussy stretched wide to accommodate the head. No more than that small amount and immediately pulled it out to rub against her clit. Of course, she was starting to go wild during all this and was wanting it badly by now. It was easy to tell as every time I eased it in an inch she tried like hell to thrust her body forward to get more. But I had her completely stretched out so she couldn't. All she could do was sort of hunch a bit. Maybe a half inch. I was carefully watching. 
 
   I tapped it now against her clit. Not hard but firm and she squealed.
 
   "Please." she begged. Now that was what I had been waiting for.
 
   "You want this thing, LSS?" I started rubbing it faster against her clit and I could easily tell from her panting and moans she was riding that edge.
 
   "Oh My God Yes Sir!" she gasped, moaning loudly in the small confines of our hideout then added, "Please Sir! I'll be a good girl from now on." Now that was exactly what I was waiting for. So I gave her clit another good thump then dropping the head about two inches, I slid it in that incredibly tight pussy about halfway until I felt it bottom out while my left thumb stroked her clit back and forth. Boy oh boy. If I thought she had spasmed before, she came totally unglued now when she came.
 
   I think my ears would be ringing for quite some time. I never thought a body that small could scream that loud. Holy Shit! But this time I kept working it. Thrusting in against that incredible tightness and bouncing it off the back of her hot little box. Back and forth to her screams and jerks. Actually, they might have been convulsions because I'm pretty sure she had that whole fish out of water flopping thing going on. Sure looked like it. I eased up a bit on the thumb partway though as she started the downside of her orgasm then hit her harder with it along with a bit more bounce. Yeah, got another inch worked in and she came again. Long and hard. That incredible pussy clenching down on my thick cock like a fist. I swore next time I would bring ear plugs. Christ! Finally she stopped cumming but I knew the tingling would still be happening so I was sucking on her nipples while slowly moving a little over half of me in and out gently not stretching her further. She was so wet I could feel her juices not only coating but also dripping down my thighs as I waited until the last tremors subsided before easing out of her. Oh, man that was a close one. It was all I could do to keep from cumming myself during that third orgasm of hers. Thank God I could still do trig in my head as I looked up from burying my face between those hard round tits and whispered.
 
   "Worth the wait?" I asked.
 
   "Wow Sir. That was incredible. Oh, oh my God, Sir. Much better than I expected." she shifted against me rubbing my hardness slightly and a long sigh came out of her. "Now if you'll untie me and let me up I'll get back to work, Sir."
 
   I blinked at that. I hadn't cum yet and wasn't finished anyways. She still needed to learn all about the monster she was hooking up with.
 
   "Oh, I don't think so little sexy soldier of mine. I'm not finished yet."
 
   "Not finished? But you blew me away, Sir. Used me up. All I want to do right now is cuddle with you and rest." was that fear I heard in her voice?
 
   "I told you LSS I'm not finished yet, and you will please your Commander." With that, I backed out from between her legs and gripping her lower thighs rolled her over the console onto her face and belly to a muffled shriek. Now that perfect ass was before me. I dropped her legs for now she was in one of my favorite positions. Doggy!
 
   "Oh no, Sir Please!"
 
   "Oh yes." I stood back to get a better look. Like yesterday morning, God didn't make a more perfect ass. Petite yet muscular, it had that whole natural separation of the cheeks going on giving me a wonderful view of the swollen pussy in encased. The upper well formed hemispheres sloping inward to a very narrow waist while the equally well-formed lower hemispheres curved slightly outward. Yum. Lips that were once two tiny soft folds like the petals of a flower were now swollen and puffed out slightly. I swear my cock grew a quarter inch at the site and I didn't think that was possible. Today she was getting the full eight inches because like I said, pretty sure that bastard grew an extra quarter inch just now.
 
   "Don't worry baby, this will only hurt a little bit."
 
   "What?" another muffled shriek, then another louder one as I sunk it in. Oh not the full eight inches. I wouldn't do that to her. Now that would freaking hurt like a son-of-a-bitch. Never had a girl yet that could take the whole thing starting off, but all of them took it by the time I was done.
 
   I slid in enough to put a good bounce off the back of that tight thing stretching it a bit more and damn me if she still wasn't dripping wet. I had slid in easily because of her heavy juices but it still felt like fucking a fist. Damn she was tight. I immediately started working it, sliding in and out getting an easy rhythm going. Bounce, bounce, stretch. Bounce, bounce, stretch. To her muffled moans, gasps and shrieks. Damn it to hell she was a loud one when she came. Fuck it I was gonna root all the way in that thing come hell or high water and probably even then.
 
   "Like that LSS?"
 
   “Argh, it's too big. SIR!" Yeah, I put a little extra stretch in that last one as she talked.
 
   "Deal with it. Survive, conquer and overcome. Isn't that the Marine Corps motto?"
 
   I kept up my rhythm working it in deeper then faster and faster as I sped up. I could sense she was on that edge again because she was no longer bitching. Instead, her moans were speeding up and yes! She came again. Hard but not as hard as the earlier ones. It took quite awhile but I never slowed down. In fact, I sped up. Damn she was a tiny little cumming machine.
 
   By now, I had just about all of it in her. It takes awhile but work it ten - fifteen minutes and you can stretch them pussy's out enough to handle just about any length. She was still cumming and moaning even louder. Well more of a holler than a moan but it sounded like a combination of both timed to when I bottomed out in her. I could feel her body quivering around my cock, which was just about there. Damn this was a fine piece of ass. 
 
   There, she was starting to come down from her orgasm but I was about to start and if I timed it right... I hauled back and slapped that perfect ass while slamming it all the way in. Hard! I knew she would like that. Most women do.  Of course, this set her off again. It was exactly what she needed to go over the edge right now. Then I timed it, slapping that ass on every other outstroke and damn it to hell if she didn't explode with an intense orgasm. This one was a true fuck toy, I thought to myself as my body spasmed and my hot sperm started pumping into her as my groin slapped hard and fast against that perfect ass. Pretty sure that load of hot cum only increased her orgasm because she really started screaming now. Jesus God Almighty! I groaned loudly as her pussy clenched down on my cock even tighter and felt each spurt as it was sucked out of me. Slowly I eased up and came to rest with my upper body draped over hers, my thighs pushed firmly against her muscular buttocks while sweat dripped from my nose and chin. We became still finally and I heard her moan softly while whimpering slightly at the same time. God how many was that for her? Five? Six? I lost count but knew that she would be sore for the rest of the day. Yeeee Hawwww. Just doin’ my job as Commander. She felt so good I intended to stay in her as long as I possibly could. My dick was still pulsating, draining itself of the last of my cum. She'd have a mess to clean up for sure. I chuckled softly. The best news though was my balls didn't hurt anymore. 
 
   "Can you untie me now, Sir?" I heard her plaintive request.
 
   "Sure baby." So I did. I loosened the knot and jerked on the cord to unravel it. Instantly she pulled her top off along with T-shirt and iron sports bra easing my cock out of her as she slid forward slightly to turn in my arms, wrapping hers around me. The kiss she gave me was heaven sent and I just wanted to cuddle with her and maybe get a nap or at least rest as my legs were shaking slightly. Damn that was good stuff there.
 
   "Mmmfffff" I tried to speak. She broke the kiss and quickly held a finger to my lips. Then removed it and kissed it again hugging me even tighter almost possessively and her tongue swirling around in my mouth exploring every inch of me. We stayed like that for a while just enjoying each other. Then her hand moved down between us and started stroking the monster gently, but it was enough for I felt myself start to get hard again. Uh oh.
 
   "Uhm. Unless you want me fucking you silly for another couple hours you better stop that girl."
 
   "Mmmmmmm." The mischievous smile she was giving me spoke volumes and I pushed her back.
 
   "Damn. Down Girl." She started laughing then a surprised expression came over her face and her hand went to her pussy, which she gently tried to hold.
 
   "Sir, I think you broke it. Oh wow it's sore."
 
   "No chance of that LSS. Trust me it'll be ready again within a day or two." she looked so fetching. Half hunched over with those perfect breasts sticking straight out like softballs. "Get dressed girl. We have work to do." I illustrated my words by pulling my shorts up then pants. The rest of my clothing followed within seconds and I was soon buckling my belt and reaching for my weapons harnesses. 
 
   "Aye, aye, Sir." she had followed suite and was almost quicker than I was after wiping herself off with a handful of towels from an under cabinet. It really helps if you don't take the boots off trust me. I went to the hatch and then turned and held out my arms. Instantly, she melted into them kissing me passionately.
 
   "You’re all mine now LSS." I whispered.
 
   "Always Sir, and next time I want to kiss you while you’re breaking me," she whispered back.
 
   I let her go with a wink and turning opened the hatch to the outside. A few snickers, head nods and salutes greeted me as the hatch swung fully open. There must have been fifty people standing around outside and they were all laughing and some were even clapping. I rolled my eyes. Just what I needed. I guess a CAPC wasn't soundproof after all.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   DAY 7: 1000 ET
 
    
 
   The Reaper had been waiting for some time. Almost two hours actually. Finding out where Jay was had been easy. Talking to him was another matter entirely. When he tried the latch to the CAPC's hatch, it was locked. It was then that he heard the sounds from within and a small smile stole over his face. So that was why there were so many people standing around here.  He had shrugged and gotten something to eat and took his time. He hadn't eaten since yesterday afternoon and was famished. Getting back, he found a larger crowd and the hatch still locked. He settled back and waited. The crowd had grown quite large during his absence and eventually the door opened to thunderous noise from those assembled. Jay stood there shaking his head at them. Behind him could be seen the bright red face of the Corporal in charge of the CAPC's communications. Jason strode forward and Jay spotted him instantly.
 
   "Just a sec Jason. I need to speak with Miguel first. Sorry." Just like that off he went. Miguel happened to be standing there waiting also. The Reaper had urgent business with Jay but it could wait if it had to. They were going over a map and Jay was explaining things to him with Miguel nodding. Shortly Jay came back to the Reaper and wrapping an arm around his shoulders led him away from the crowd.
 
   "Jason! What's the word? Did you find them?“Jays face had hardened as he spoke.
 
   "Sure did. They’re holed up about ten or twelve miles from here. Got their own little compound with razor wire on top and everything."
 
   "How big and how many?"
 
   "About twenty acres so pretty small but they have about fifty to sixty adults there at least and a bunch of children."
 
   "How many children?"
 
   "Maybe twenty-five or so." 
 
   Jay nodded as his words. Then his face turned even harder as he spoke again.
 
   "We're taking them out tonight. All the adults including women. We'll save the kids. If they did it to us, they did it to others. I refuse to fall into the trap of believing we were their first victims."
 
   Jason nodded and told him about the three captives they had. Two men and a woman. Then executed them in the compound while on their knees with the others laughing, before dragging their bodies outside the gate. Jay was livid. Jason had been furious also when he witnessed it just before dark last night but there had been nothing he could do at the time. There were simply too many for only a few men.
 
   "Gotcha. The sooner the better. These are some bad folks Jay. It's best the Lord deal with them."
 
   "I hear you loud and clear Reaper. Get with me about four this afternoon. We'll head out then. Should give us plenty of time to get into position before night falls. Round up all our snipers. Anyone who's good enough. I want to take them down fast and hard! Like you said. Let God deal with them."
 
   Jason had nodded and left leaving Jay to deal with the next in line waiting for him. There were quite a few.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Jean was ecstatic! Happy couldn't begin to describe her mood. She felt she'd finally found the man of her dreams even if she had to share him with two or three others. Two weeks ago, she would have freaked out at the mere thought of such a thing, but now? In this new world they were trying to build? It was entirely probable. No, not probable. True! 
 
   She didn't care. She could still feel his hardness inside her. The soreness he left her with would take awhile to go away but she remembered every second of their lovemaking, and that lovemaking had taken quite awhile. She'd been exhausted and sore, and cumming so many times was unreal. The man was insatiable! 
 
   Now she was going over the class schedules. School would start in a few days and she needed to talk to all the teachers at length. Make sure everyone was on the same page, in the meantime to keep the kids busy and out of trouble, they were all out digging up potatoes and other vegetables from nearby farms under the watchful gaze of guards. Miguel was out putting even more crews together as they were expecting more refugees and soldiers any minute and were scurrying to complete quarters for them. Then the door to the small office opened and Cara walked in. Jean stood. This was another of her man’s women and this one, Cara, didn't look happy. She watched, as Cara looked her up and down then stepping close to her.
 
   "Hi, Cara." She cleared her throat wondering why she found it hard to speak.
 
   "So it’s you have been with Señor Jay. Sí?" The meaning was crystal clear.
 
   "Yes! And I don't regret it. I'm sorry if that offends you but I love him."
 
   A look of surprise then pure wonder came over Cara's face as she stepped closer still, reaching out to grasp Jeans hands in hers. Then she leaned forward kissing her on the lips softly before wrapping her arms around her hugging tightly. She was so tiny, yet well developed. She had to stand on her tiptoes to reach Jean.
 
   "Hermana he is mi hombre and now yours also. It is good, I approve." then she lowered her voice. "And I love him also my sister, but sometimes it not so wise to let a man know how much you care so soon. We will guard each other's backs, yes?"
 
   "Oh yes, sissy. That would make me even happier if that were possible."
 
   Then they both burst into laughter and hugged again.
 
   "Cara where is Bridget? I haven't seen her in over a day?"
 
   "This I do not know for sure. We argued about estúpido things and she left. Her cycle is really messing her up."
 
   Jean nodded. She'd been there for sure a time or two though thank God most didn't get that intense.
 
   "It is fine hermana. The three of us will keep our hombre very happy once these cycles of ours are over." Cara said.
 
   "Well sister, uhm. it might actually be four." she saw Cara raise one tiny delicate eyebrow and make a come-hither motion with her right hand. So Jean explained about Corey.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   DAY 7: 1100 ET
 
    
 
   We watched them straggle in. For straggle is the only term that could accurately describe the long procession of Guard vehicles intermixed with obvious refugees, an amazing number of which were young children. The column looked like what you normally saw in the war zones of third world countries. Miguel, Jean and Cara were standing with me to greet them, as was Sam and Pete. We now had a good idea of their breakdowns as units. What was left of the Rapid Deployment force was a hundred seventeen effectives but fully loaded out and ammo heavy. They brought up the rear of the long formation and we occasionally heard firing from their ranks as they entered town. God Damn zombies!
 
   The heavy weapons group with seventy-six effectives was also mostly loaded out with an amazing number of mobile missile batteries, mobile mortar platforms and some longer large gun batteries that could only be artillery. That was interesting and seemed out of place in a standard weapons battalion. A very long stream of ammunition carriers and flatbeds accompanied them. Most with children riding on top with the occasional adult or soldier to keep them from falling off. I saw many soldiers only wearing their utility jackets or just olive green t-shirts, and seeing some of the children wearing camouflage heavy coats many sizes too big for them I knew why. I signaled one of the women in charge of clothing and pointed at those children then at the jacketless soldiers next to them. She nodded and took off running with a few of her helpers, returning shortly, heavily laden down with winter gear kid size. 
 
   The rest of my people started running forward as soon as they came to a stop. They needed hot showers, changes in clothing, hot food and from the looks of many of the men, at least a few beers, while we gave them a break from guarding their precious cargo of human survivors. A small group of soldiers walked towards me as I moved forward to meet them.
 
   "Lt. Smith commanding combined forces reporting Sir, with Warrant Officer Hawkins my second." The lead figure then looked at my cap and came to attention saluting me. It was obvious he was fighting a grin even though his exhaustion was apparent. I saw the others coming to attention, also fighting smiles of their own as they looked at my cap. I was wearing my official Colonel’s Cap too readily identify myself for those unfamiliar with who was in charge. Yesterday evening the soldiers of the 53rd had presented me with it as a token of their appreciation and support. I loved it. 
 
   The men and women who make up any unit in the Army or any branch of service for that matter come with a great many skills not always in line with their military specialties. Some thoughtful soldier in their unit was a fantastic needlepoint artist. He had somehow found some silver thread and embroidered an oversize USMC Colonel insignia on the front of the camouflage cap. Of course it had the Eagle clutching a bunch of arrows in its claw’s but in place of the shield over the eagles chest, he had exquisitely needle pointed in two humungous breasts complete with red nipples. They kinda looked like eyeballs staring at you, and the overall detail was superb. To complete it he had embroidered in a large Eagle, Globe and Anchor USMC symbol in the caps bill. Like I said, I loved it! It was so me. I did another of those half ass salutes, which consisted of a vague couple of fingers up near my temple then held out my hand.
 
   "Welcome Lieutenant. Warrant! We’re all ready for you. Hot food and showers and clean clothing are at your disposal as are quarters for you and your people. I'm also having a ton of beer brought up. You guys need a break. So enjoy. If you need anything, ask. My people are at your disposal." The Lieutenant was whip thin and tall about thirty or maybe even late twenties, with a boyish easygoing face like someone's son that you knew down the street. The Warrant on the other hand was short and extremely muscular with rugged features and probably close to forty. That was a man I'd hate to meet in a dark alley. He just oozed dangerous.
 
   "That sounds wonderful, Sir. What about a debrief and SitRep?
 
   "Unless it's an emergency, it can wait a few until you’re settled in. It'll be a long meeting. I'm sure both of us have much to share. You'll have to leave your vehicles where they're at for the time being. I was not prepared for such a large number." The Lieutenant grinned at hearing that.
 
   "We completely stripped the Depot in Lansing at the camp before it was overrun. If it could move, we brought it. Heaven only knows when we'll get a resupply or even if we'll get one. So it was a fast but very thorough bug out." I nodded at that and a thought occurred to me.
 
   "Well we'll figure something out but do you by chance have any night vision gear?"
 
   "Two complements, Sir. Twenty-four in total." he responded, I nodded again as I had a plan for them.
 
   "Sir?" it was the Warrant.
 
   "Yes Warrant?" I saw he was pointing at my cap.
 
   "Is that the new dress code regs for this unit, Sir? I hope so because I love it" he was openly grinning. I smiled back as I removed my cap and examined the fine artistic work.
 
   "Well, there is of course a story behind it but why don't you get it from the men and women of the 53rd. It was their gift."
 
   "Will do, Sir."
 
   "Now first to help you get settled let me introduce some key people in our organization. I apologize but Major Weston is still recovering from wounds and isn't here at the moment." I started to turn to introduce them and my LSS came running up all-breathless and my eyes almost popped out of their sockets. She had changed! She was still kinda in uniform but in place of her normal neat almost sexless oversized utility jacket with its iron sports bra underneath she now had the jacket tails tied across her midriff and in place of the olive t-shirt and sports bra she was sporting a low cut abbreviated halter in black like Cara and Jean were wearing and those softballs wrapped in skin looked like they were going to bounce out any second. Also, no longer in a bun, her long red hair cascaded down over her shoulders and back. She had totally transformed from neuter to incredibly sexy. Still, the black matching halters? I examined my other two girls and they all had mischievous smiles on their faces as they watched me in return. I had a feeling they had 'helped' her wardrobe. I heard sharp intakes of breath behind me from the men.
 
   "Sir. Northern scouts are reporting a large contingent of zombies approaching down Highway 37. ETA fort-five minutes to our line there. Numbers are in the neighborhood of two-thousand!“God she was beautiful. They all were.
 
   "Right, LSS get MSgt. Trask on it and have two platoons brought up. We'll take them down at the tree line." She started to run off but I grabbed her arm before she could get away causing her to swing back and I swear those tits really did come close to popping out this time. "Wait a minute. I want to introduce you." I turned back to the men while waving up Miguel, Jean, Cara and the others.
 
   "Lieutenant I'd like to introduce Miguel my right hand. He handles Domestic Coordination and Supply Logistics. Jean here is his assistant and try to go through her first. Miguel's always busy. Cara here is in charge of civilian security patrols along with Michael who couldn't make it but Sam," I pointed and he nodded at the men, "is his assistant. Michael's out on patrol as we speak. This here," I vaguely waved a hand in LSS's direction, "is my Chief Communications and Encryption Specialist Corporal Rider or LSS for short, and in charge of Intelligence. You'll all become quite familiar with them during the scope of your duties."
 
   The newly arrived men were all standing there with their mouths in various stages of half to fully open and I looked over my shoulder again at my crew. There was Miguel looking slightly impatient and beside him, my three girls stood together. Except for Jean’s black leather jacket the other two were dressed in camouflage undress as I affectionately called it, with all three sporting very low cut black halters with midriffs bared. Hmmm. They looked like porn stars out of some military man's dream movie. I'd have to talk to them about their dress code. Warrant Hawkins was the first to step forward with his hand outstretched and it wasn't Miguel he went to first. His eyes were totally fastened on Jean’s chest. I was pretty sure he hadn't gotten to her exquisitely beautiful face yet. Yeah they were extremely impressive assets.
 
   "Pleased to meet you Jean. Call me Hawk and I very much look forward to closely coordinating our activities with yours. Perhaps together we can share those beers the Colonel referred to while we discuss the intimate details of how we can integrate our forces with yours." He was leering and I almost busted out in laughter. Jean was well prepared for the advance though. She took his hand smiling.
 
   "I look forward to it Hawk but just so there's no misunderstanding I'm quite taken." With that she pointed at me. Gosh, Hawk looked disappointed but what can I say? He nodded releasing her hand and gripped Cara's next as he bent over. She is a very short little shit but fully developed and it was obvious.
 
   "Hawk, Cara, and an extreme pleasure to meet you." He was definitely looking straight down the front of her halter. The man had no shame and I couldn’t blame him. "I look forward to working closely with you to coordinate our patrols."
 
   "Ha ha, Señor Hawk, ¡gracias, as do I. But I am taken also." She had a huge smile on her lovely face and she also pointed at me. I saw the Sergeant straighten and he glanced at me then LSS. 
 
   "I'm assuming you’re taken also Corporal?" he inquired, but I could see a grin fighting for dominance on his face.
 
   "Yes Warrent, as of this morning." She was grinning at him and of course pointed at me. He started laughing, as did all the others around us. 
 
   "Sir, you scooped all the best looking women around!" But he wasn't upset. He found it hilariously funny.
 
   "What am I chopped liver?" One of the women scurrying by stopped as she heard his comment. I saw that it was Maria, the neighbor from the subdivision to the south of my place. The one we rescued when we went after Sam, Dorothy, and that bunch. Blonde with thick heavy hair she was robustly formed, as in stocky although it was obvious she had been losing quite a bit of weight lately. Still, at her early twenties she had that young pretty look to her. She was unzipping her coat and yanking it open thrusting her chest out at him. Amazing. I knew she had them but I was impressed with their size. I guess having three boys is like breast enhancement surgery. 
 
   "Ahh. Lady, I didn't mean to offend anyone. It was a joke." He said, obviously embarrassed by his loud words. I blinked. This big tough guy was stammering. It was too funny and I burst out laughing.
 
   "I'll forgive you if you share those beers the Gov. mentioned." She was now smiling.
 
   "You like beer?"
 
   "I love beer soldier boy, and I can't resist a man in uniform."
 
   "Well then lead the way." He threw us a jaunty salute as they headed off arm in arm. I shook my head still chuckling. I also noticed the Lieutenant had quite the unusual expression on his face. Half mirth, the other half disbelief.
 
   "Lieutenant. As you may have noticed." I waved an arm round in general, indicating the scores of people hurrying around us. "We are extremely top heavy in women. There are sound reasons for that, some of which I gather you fully understand." Now I was indicating the refugees he had brought in. "Suffice to say some regulations have been relaxed and it's quite common for an available man to take two women or even more if he can handle them. Hell young man. I certainly didn't pick this bunch of girls. They picked me." I jerked a thumb at my three girls who were smiling at me.
 
   "I understand Sir and it makes sense. Explains the hat also I suppose." he shook everyone's hand introducing himself then mine again last. "When is the meeting, Sir?"
 
   "Relax Lieutenant. Enjoy a tiny vacation for a few hours and we'll get together this afternoon. I have zombies to take care of at the moment, and no, I don't need you or your men's help. We got it covered. You’re safe here for now so take advantage of it. Surely the Army taught you that much, enjoy a little R&R."
 
   "They did indeed, Sir. Thank you and Sir, and I'll see you when you're ready." he wandered off in the direction of a couple ladies who were beckoning to him. I'm sure a hot shower would be first on their list. Then a hot meal and who knows after that. They were smiling after all.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Mi hombre did not get the last laugh, she thought. Cara was quite proud of herself over the black halters and bare midriffs. The look on her man's face when he saw them lined up in matching outfits was completely priceless. This is how you do it properly, was her thinking and her new sisters were all into the game of keeping their man on his toes. When Jean had first told her that Jay wanted that soldier girl and probably had been with her by now, she was instantly furious. Her temper almost got the best of her. As it had for sure in the past. She was working on controlling it because her temper had gotten her into a lot of trouble. She may be tiny in size but she knew she had a temper as bad as the worst man ever born.
 
   Her rage was the reason she had been beat up in school, slammed to the concrete by police and zip tied then ultimately raped in the gang she used to belong to. It was the rape that made her finally try to temper it down. That sucked. Well it wasn't her gang, it was a competing gang, but she had run her mouth then got physical with them. She was strong, very strong for her size but not strong enough to fight six boys. For boys they were who would rape a girl at fourteen. A real man took his woman and used her thoroughly while making damn sure she got equal in return. That was a man. That was mi hombre. Her Man! Well their Man! Oh, St. Mary she was horny but still bleeding out like a whacked chicken. God must hate me, she thought. That time of the month comes and her man gets more women.  She was quite sure that if it had held off another week he would only have three now instead of four. Oh, she knew he had been lusting after her new sister Jean from the moment he laid eyes on her. That was as obvious as the sun rising in the morning. She knew that was coming and was prepared for it. This soldier girl caught her by surprise though. She fully remembered her reaction.
 
   "You are sure hermana?" she had said to Jean. She was trying really hard to control her anger.
 
   "Yes, Cara."
 
   "Hermana, call me sister or sis or sissy like you did before. We are with the same hombre ahora." She was strict about that. It wasn't unheard of after all for a strong man to have many wives or lovers. Most women sought out the strongest man. But, the man must be able to satisfy his woman. This was paramount. So far, she had no complaints at all, having been used very thoroughly by this man she was fast coming to love with all her heart. A true man. Not some five-inch wimp like the several who had raped her in the past. 
 
   So he had another woman. ¡Dios mío. She thought. My God. But no big deal really, after all if he could keep her satisfied then obviously, it was okay. For now, and when he stopped satisfying her then the tides would change for sure and he would either eliminate a couple of her sisters or she would find someone else ... Maybe. She was honestly in love though and it was hard to think in the old ways. If she were forced to use her fingers then and only then she would think about it. In the meantime she, no they, had to make sure he knew he had women. That his mind didn't drift. He was a man after all and men loved to chase after the prettiest. So his girls had to be obvious about it to him, and to everyone around. Or three or four would turn into six or ten or who knew how many. She gagged at the thought.
 
   "Yes, sissy."
 
   "You understand the problema, yes?"
 
   "Problem? I'm not sure. You want more time with him than me?" It was obvious this new sister was confused. So she explained.
 
   "No hermana. Not what I mean. Let me explain, ¡por favor." She saw Jean nod and pulling on her hands guided her to two side-by-side chairs where they sat. She took a deep breath and calmed herself. Letting go of the anger and jealousy. It was hard.
 
   "Hermana. I am only eighteen but I am very wise in the men. No, do not look at me like that. I am not a puta." she had seen Jeans eyes widen.
 
   "I never thought you were."
 
   "Good! History hermana. In the Spanish community, many men take mistresses behind their esposas, or you say, hmm, wife. They take a mujer behind her back. Por qué,? Because their esposas did not satisfy them. In the old days, this was okay but it is old thinking ways. No es bueno, I believe. Well okay. Some men need more than one woman because a macho man can outlast most women. But to keep a strong hombre you must be strong yourself and make sure your man is satisfied. This is the old way. The way that has been successful for generations upon generations. I explain more hermana. Bridget, we knew our man would make you his. It was all over his face and body every time he was a close to you." Now Cara released her right hand and reaching up gently caressed Jean’s face then reached back down lifting one of her huge breasts almost bouncing it in her hand before releasing it to grab her hand again. 
 
   "You are beautiful and you have enorme pechos, I mean, enormous breasts. You are a good person and caring. He is the leader. Of course, you and he come together. We saw and expect this. It is okay. But let me ask you about this new soldier niña. If hermana Bridget and me had not had our time of month together, and combined with you, we keep our man so satisfied he had nothing left in him, do you think he would have been able to perform with another niña? Would he have been able, if we each used him up as much as we could?" She waited. She saw Jean thinking. 
 
   "No. You are right. Even if he wanted to he wouldn't have been able to." Her new sister was understanding.
 
   "Good that tú entiendes."
 
   "But how do we get rid of her? I know she loves him too. I've seen the way she looks at him and I like her a lot." 
 
   Cara laughed. It was okay to laugh. It was a release of pent up emotion a psychologist had once told her. Jean joined her and they hugged tightly.
 
   "Oh no, mi amiga, it is okay. Noooo, we will not get rid of her, we will accept her." Instantly she saw relief on Jeans face. Interesting that was. This soldier girl must be special indeed. "Mi punto, amiga is that I am thinking our hombre is not superman, four is enough. Cuatro mujeres who love him, please him is enough for any hombre, you understand?" Now Jean was smiling as she totally got it. "We have to be careful sister," Cara continued, "If we all start our period at the same time each month then how many sisters will we be in six months? Six? Ten? Will our hombre even have time for us then?" She saw that Jean instantly understood and she was glad. Whew.
 
   "Okay what do we do?"
 
   "First my sister, we need to identify ourselves as our man’s women. To do that we need to see this soldier niñas and then go shopping."
 
   "Shopping?"
 
   "Sí. You will see."
 
   So they had. They went to the CAPC and the first thing Cara did after hugging their new sister was to order this Corey. This new hermana of theirs, to strip. Jean and Cara wanted to fully see her, the new sister. She could tell Jean was surprised that this new sister obeyed her. Cara wasn't. She recognized Corey's need for domination and brutally used it. So Corey had stripped after Jean locked the hatch, and yes, she was quite beautiful with a superb figure. Cara sighed. Well so be it. She talked to Corey and yes, the soldier was in love with their man. Why oh why. In the process, though she found she really liked this Marine girl. She was a good person. At least their man picked good ones with heart.
 
   So then, they went shopping. Corey pulled in her replacement, and they went to the clothing rail car. Cara had an idea but she did not see anything she liked. Nothing was matching. It was not good, and then an idea hit her. So they grabbed a half dozen soldiers and went downtown. There was a wedding shop. The perfect place. She found plenty there in the lingerie department that would work. She fitted them all in black halters that matched. It was very important that they dressed similar right now. Everyone needed to know their man had beautiful women and to stay away. 
 
   Then she went to work on her new sister. Jean was perfect already and gladly accepted the brief halter and bare midriff look. She loved it. But the overall look this soldier girl had was all wrong. So she undid her hair and brushed it out there in the store. She had beautiful red hair and it haloed around her head when brushed. Then loosened her camouflage pants pulling them down several inches to her hips. Then she took her jacket top and tied it off under her breasts. There. That would work. They looked at each other in the full-length mirrors side by side and smiled. Oh yeah they totally rocked! The male soldiers guarding them were standing around with open mouths. They may all be a zombie’s lunch within two weeks but if so then they would be a delicious one. Cara was very satisfied.
 
    
 
   *****
 
 
   

 
   

Chapter 15
 
    
 
   DAY 7: 1300 ET
 
    
 
   Damn! The zombies were multiplying. I can't believe how much ammunition we used up getting rid of the last few. From the start of our attack, they immediately headed into the woods on either side. Definitely getting smarter, this sucked. We had to follow them of course because otherwise they would circle around during the night. We almost lost four men in there. They were mauled a bit but would survive. Damn things got out of sight and would just stop if followed. Standing motionless and since they don't breathe they're really hard to see in many instances.
 
   I did have an idea on the ammunition though. Not the long-term plan that I was keeping very close to my vest but a right now plan. I called MSgt Trask over as we waited for the last hunt and destroy parties to come out of the woods.
 
   "Top. Let me run one by you."
 
   "Yes, Commander?"
 
   "You ever shoot a crossbow?"
 
   "Of course, Sir. Did some hunting with one in the Dakota's."
 
   "Well, I have this idea. We're using a huge amount of ammunition killing these things and while I have a long-term plan to solve that, it's not doable right now without additional equipment. I have two crossbows. We picked up another eight from Parsleys and I think we've found four in our scavenging."
 
   "Eleven, Sir."
 
   "Eleven?" That didn't make sense. When I added them up, I came up with twelve.
 
   "Yes Sir, we found a total of eleven so far in our scavenging, not four."
 
   "Oh."
 
   "Yes Sir, so that brings the count to twenty-one all told. One might be a little weak for our purposes, so say twenty, which would make two heavy squads of hunter parties. And we must have thousands of bolts for them and a ton of extra strings. We'll do some practice this afternoon and I'll send the teams out to start taking them down from the sides later this afternoon." he was smiling at me. I really hated the whole mind reading act.
 
   "Sergeant!"
 
   "Yes Sir."
 
   "Quit reading my damn mind!"
 
   "Aye aye Commander. Wouldn't think of it Sir." Darin was chuckling.
 
   "Do it Number One!" My little reference to Star Trek Next Generation. It just fit.
 
   The Sergeant flipped me a salute and headed off to check on the injured again. I grabbed my security and headed back to the compound. I needed to see Miguel.
 
   "Miguel!" I exclaimed as I barged into their small office. Both he and Jean had laptops open and were busy typing away. She gave me a huge smile and I winked at her then watched her lick her lips. Down boy, I thought to myself as I felt something growing. I needed a shower also before I attacked her again. Even I could smell LSS on me.
 
   "Sí Señor Jay." he smiled at me too but his smile had entirely different connotations.
 
   "How's 72nd between here and the Amish farms?"
 
   "Still light to moderate in zombies if that's what you mean Señor. It's still passable."
 
   "Good. Listen with these new refugees and army units that arrived today we can't bring the three-hundred or so Amish refugees in until we clear out more houses. The men and women need a little more time. I want you to put together a semi-load of food for them. Enough to last a couple of weeks or so and get it to them. Grab whatever military resources you need and do it."
 
   "Good idea Señor. I thinking we can put about a month's supply in a semi and it's over five-hundred refugees, not three-hundred." he smiled wider at that.
 
   "Wow! That's great news!"
 
   "Sí. I thought so too. I will head out now and start loading a trailer up Señor Jay. It should be on its way within two hours."
 
   "Excellent! Thanks again Miguel."
 
   "Oh Señor you are very welcome but it is one of those things that needs doing." he was smiling wider. He loved saving people, as did I. A good man. A very good man.
 
   "One last thing Señor."
 
   "Yeah?"
 
   "It is fine to keep them for now in buildings and homes but soon it will get cold and they need heat. Some of the casas have wood stoves but most do not and they cannot survive there through winter."
 
   Oh, man. I hadn't forgotten and the days had been so warm it wasn't a big deal right now but within a month, it would be very cold. I knew what to do but they wouldn't like it. Yeah, I had thought of this.
 
   "Well, I have a plan of course, Miguel. But they're not going to like it. It will be hard work but it's achievable."
 
   "Care to share Señor Jay?"
 
   "Let's just say start making a note of who has electrical skills like you’re already doing but specifically linemen or ex-linemen."
 
   "You mean power company men?"
 
   "Yeah. I've an idea on how to bring power in to light us up." I had been holding this one really damn close to my chest. Michael was the only one who knew from our gaming exercises. But we might also have to make another fuel farm run for diesel. Damn it! Everything was getting complicated. But it was possible. The Croaton Dam was only five miles away along the Muskegon River and the Hardy Dam was only a few miles upstream of that and both were hydro power generating dams with the turbines and generators still in place albeit powered down. 
 
   Back in the 30's and earlier they had supplied this entire area with electric power while upgrading constantly through the 50's and I was about to bring them back online, but didn't want everyone to get their hopes up yet. I knew the generators and turbines were still in place, and rotating but the generators had been decoupled from the turbines in the spillways. Due to government regulations, they had long life thirty year bearings with mandatory spares. I wasn't worried so much about having power. I was worried about getting it to us.
 
   Decommissioning a power plant is super expensive, time consuming and with Federal EPA regulations, if you decommission a plant you have to replace it with something more modern. This was a bitch so most didn't and in our case that had never actually been done at the dams. Michael and I had checked. Instead, they simply stopped producing power but all the equipment was still in place. It was much cheaper to buy power from Canada through the Upper Peninsula than produce it locally anymore. Canadian rates were cheaper than the $45/hr union rates our guys got. Hell, I knew of a several cities around here that had old, non-decommissioned power plants that ran on natural gas straight out of the ground through filters. Just like the Russians do right now. Or maybe did right now. I really wasn't sure how many Russians were left. From the military reports we were receiving they had stepped in it big time. Lots of crap from China and India in the nuclear arena. But there was one power plant locally that ran off Natural Gas in Hesperia and another in Hart which was forty-five minutes away. 
 
   "Okay Señor, we'll make a note of it. We know the electricians but I didn't think to ask about these Linemen." he looked down in irritation then brightened. "But I trust you Señor. Your plans have a habit of actually working muy bein, which most can't say, so it will get done. We will come up with a list for you." I nodded at his words.
 
   "Miguel. Do you need my help with the supplies to the Amish?" This came from Jean who was starting to get up.
 
   "No, no, Señorita I will take care of it. Usted muestra Jay las cifras que he llegado con por favor y el plan de vivienda."
 
   "Of course, I can show Jay, the housing plan." she replied.
 
   Miguel grabbed his coat and took off closing the door behind him. I was alone with Jean. She instantly came to me melting in my arms. Oh man, that kiss was fantastic and those tits pushing into me in that tiny halter-top were arousing the hell out of me. She wrapped her right leg around my left thigh and started rubbing her upper and lower body against mine. Uh oh. The monster was totally on the loose now and getting bigger by the half second.
 
   "We didn't finish something this morning. I'm feeling neglected." Oh boy. I coughed slightly embarrassed. 
 
   "Well I'm filthy baby; I really need to take a quick shower." Not sure, but I might have pleaded. If I stripped, she would know I'd been with one of my girls from the smell and I was trying to be careful about that with extra micro quick showers. She laughed at my words. What the hell?
 
   "Lover. I know you've been with Corey. Cara and I talked to her earlier. It's okay, baby. We decided on how to handle you." Now she was smiling at me. A huge shit-eating grin. I felt exactly like a deer caught in a spotlight. Uhm.
 
   "I see. So that explains the wardrobe I take it?" I had wondered. They looked way too coordinated for it to be mere chance.
 
   "Yes, you like? I think it's cute and sexy and sets us apart from others," she paused "you know, your women apart from the others you might be tempted to ... spend time with," she paused again, "or acquire in your times of need." She was obviously proud of herself and what they came up with. What could I say?
 
   "Uhm." I was almost speechless. "Look. I'm not taking anyone else baby. I love you girls. I don't have the time anyways. You’re slandering me babe!"
 
   "Ha! No, I don't think so. You didn't really have time for Corey; your little LSS is it? We think if you’re neglected you'll find the time. You've proven that." She touched the center of my chest with a delicate finger her body leaning back slightly but not leaving mine. "So we will simply have to take care of our man before there are ten of us." She let a small giggle out but wasn't finished speaking. "Cara is completely correct in that, and our outfits will let other women know we are yours and hands off our man." Now, she out-right laughed. 
 
   I think my eyes may have crossed at that point. Ten? Like that could possibly happen, but ten? Well, I mean. Sure, I had noticed a few women walking around that were super cute and giving me the eye. What man wouldn't, but I'd never. Well, I mean, seriously unlikely that I'd... I paused in my thinking. Okay, I saw their point. I shrugged and pulled her tightly to me. Her smile widened. I kissed her hard tasting her thoroughly my hands sliding down to her waist gripping her hips and ground her pelvis into mine. Mr. Monster was up and about, large enough already to make a major impression against her and I swear she purred into my mouth during our kiss. I felt her hand slide down, between us, and rub on the big guy. Okay it was for sure on. I slid my hands up her back under her halter then around to cup her huge breasts and flipped it up in one movement exposing their mass to my eager mouth, which reluctantly left her sweet lips.
 
   Mmm, I sucked each nipple hard, as my upper body hunched forward. Yes, those nipples were rock hard. God I was horny again. I think I'm defective. I heard her moan loudly.
 
   I pushed her back against the desk, she looked up at me as I did so, and I held a finger to my lips, turned, and locked the door to the office. I turned and drew the blinds over the windows looking out into the hallway. I saw my security out there grinning as they got a double eyeful of Jeans assets. Damn Army boys! No respect! I shook my head at them in mock disgust and they saluted me laughing openly. My eyes rolled as I rotated the blinds to their closed - no see me position. Then I turned and my jaw hit the floor. She was already naked. Damn it she had stripped while I was hiding us from prying eyes. Jesus. Okay, okay, get on it, I thought as I closed with her, removing guns, clothing, more guns, grenades and more clothing.
 
   "Come here, Lover," she murmured crooking a finger in my direction wiggling it. Oh I came. Oh, boy did I cum.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   DAY 7: 1400 ET
 
    
 
   The Reverend Jeremiah was excited. A tall thin man with scraggly beard in his mid 50's, he was already starting to go bald and habitual tendency to scratch himself had left rash like patches all over his exposed skin. Many would think he was diseased by the look of its pocked surface, but in reality he wasn't. He had petitioned to hold a full service this afternoon on their seventh day of deliverance, and it had been granted. Many would come to hear the Lord's Word. He felt he had been ready for this his whole life. It was time for the people to correct their ways and get back on the straight and narrow. He didn't appreciate being told that his sermon must be non-denominational. He had objected to that of course. He had cited ‘freedom of speech’ and ‘religion’ but gotten nowhere. Those men in charge had been very clear what he did in his own time was his business but what he did for the new colony as a whole would be their choice and that they were made up of many denominations, so if he wanted work parties cancelled so everyone could attend he would obey a few simple rules. Non-denominational and no inflammatory language. Keep it simple and about God's Grace. 
 
   He had quickly agreed after that, for he could see that Mexican was getting irritated with him, but what they didn't know wouldn't hurt them until it was too late. His nightly prayer meetings were gaining followers slowly. Only a dozen so far, and many others had left initially after hearing his message but that would change once he had full access to the hundreds if not thousands of survivors by now.
 
   He shuffled the notes he had made, he had read through them at least five times, but would go over them again two more times, for seven was a sacred number to God. This was their last chance in a world filled with sin and adultery and all of their other godless passions. Possibly this was the second coming, but if not, God was granting them redemption in the form of a second chance. It was obvious God was saying, go forth my children and prosper under my laws. But first, they had to correct all the old ways of recent history. 
 
   He turned to his daughter who was sitting quietly in the corner. Her white blonde hair cascading down her shoulders and back haloing her face. She was exquisitely beautiful in his eyes and in most others, for he had seen the looks the men were giving her. Even many of the godless women. They couldn't keep their eyes off her. 
 
   She was wearing the clothes he had laid out for her. Attempting unsuccessfully to hide the appearance God had given her, for that form was for her husband only to see. Jeremiah would probably choose her husband soon for he had noticed lately her watching some of the men. Since this challenge of the Lord's he had less control over her. She had to participate in work details even against her father's wishes. There had been no recourse. They worked and helped the community or they left. Well, that too was the Lord's way. All would contribute.
 
   "Ashley!" her mother had named her. He had wanted to call her Ash after the bush the Lord set on fire for Moses when he received the Ten Commandments but his wife had insisted on feminizing it. His daughter was the Lord's vessel because Jeremiah and his wife had conceived her through prayer and fasting. 
 
   "Yes Father?!" She straightened up smiling brightly. This was not good, for she had developed a bit too well in these last few years. In fact, entirely too well as his wife had to order special upper undergarments for her this last year. She looked like a cow. Well not a full cow, but her breasts bore a semblance to a cow's udders. The rest of her was like it should be. Sometimes he wondered at the whimsical nature of the Lord Jesus Christ because his daughter was so very well endowed, and now that she was an adult it was becoming hard to concentrate around her. Perhaps the Lord was telling him something. Did the Lord want him to take her as a wife? Didn't Abraham do that? He'd have to look it up to be sure but he supposed he could do that, as he really had no objections as he gazed at her. The other men would also understand she was taken and stop looking at her.
 
   He missed his wife. She hadn't taken the vaccine but when he was praying on the night of deliverance, some of the creatures had taken her and he couldn't help until his prayers were complete. The Lord must have decided she had impure thoughts. Why else was she in heaven being judged? Still, she had been so very obedient. He sighed as he looked at his daughter trying unsuccessfully to raise his eyes above her deformed chest. He was a man of God. If he was unable to take his eyes off her upper torso then it was the Lord's will. The Lord Jesus Christ wanted him to look at them. It was a sign.
 
   "Remove your sweatshirt Ashley." She complied, but he saw she was uncomfortable with doing so. Since his wife died, he hadn't allowed her to wear any of her many dresses. They would be too revealing. Thus, she had no need of the special undergarments his wife had to purchase for her. He watched her pull it over her head exposing a narrow flat belly with tight wrappings above it. He had her wrap herself to squash the cow's udders God had given her.
 
   "Yes, Father."
 
   "Remove the wrappings now. I must rewrap them. They have come lose."
 
   "Father they are not lose!"
 
   "Do as I say Daughter!"
 
   "Please! No Father!" her hands were clutching the wrappings as her head tilted down and he could see they were trembling.
 
   "Do as I say or I will switch you!" he was getting angry.
 
   And she did so. Slowly. As the second to last wrap came loose, the rest loosened also and her udders sprung out. Yes, she was deformed, for her breasts were the size of cabbage heads. No, possibly larger with their soft pink centers. It didn't look right on such a slim body. He shook his head as he stood over her.
 
   "I will rewrap them now Ashley, then you will go and do your chores our Governor has set for you."
 
   "Yes, Father." her voice was low and meek and she sounded like she was about to cry with the tremble he heard in it. Still, this needed his attention. 
 
   He reached down taking the wrappings from her hands as he crouched, slowly wrapping the sewn together strips of plain cotton cloth around her chest. The backs of his hands slid over her breasts, across her nipples, and he felt her shudder and a tear splashed on his hand. He looked at them before finishing this layer. No, her nipples were not hard yet. During their twenty years of marriage, his wife's nipples had gotten hard only a few times. He liked it when they got hard. He wasn't sure why they hadn't gotten hard all the time with his wife but it must be the Lord's will of course. As an experiment, he again brushed the backs of his fingers once more across her nipples wondering if they would get hard now. They didn't, and Ashley started shaking, crying harder as her hands came up to cover them.
 
   "Father Please! You should not be doing this. It is unnatural. You shouldn't be looking at them that way. Stop this please!" She was sobbing and shaking, more tears splashed down on both their hands.
 
   "Daughter! You will obey me. You are my daughter and if I wish to observe God’s handiwork in my offspring, I will. Now remove your hands as I must finish wrapping you." She did so very reluctantly and it took a minute but finally he was able to cover them, pulling on the wrappings extra hard to try to flatten her breasts down more than usual. To make her appear stocky instead of voluptuous. It didn't work like he intended, they were still too large. Nothing he could do about her hips either even though he was making her wear several pairs of good thick underpants. She was still too small down there for his taste. Practically no bottom at all. Now his deceased wife had had good hips. Nice and wide of course like they should be, but her breasts had been tiny in comparison to the rest of her. Nothing at all like his daughter’s. Another sign from God obviously.
 
   "There. That's much better. You may put your top on now." She obeyed quickly because she was shivering. Of course, it was cold in here.
 
   Maybe after today's service he would take her as his second wife. It was up to the Lord of course but he liked the idea. After all, it had now been almost a week since he lost his wife so it was time. He would do the ceremony after the service in front of everyone so they would know she was taken. Ashley would be ecstatic of course. 
 
   So he told his daughter his plans. She was so happy she couldn't speak, and her eyes widened and leaked more tears. Wonderful! She was beside herself with joy and tonight he would take her treasure instead of taking her other area, as he had so often in the past when his wife was asleep.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Ashley wasn't having a good day. Her father had forced her to expose herself to him again, as he had much too often over the last few years. Mamma had let her explore the internet when father was gone at work and she knew this wasn't a good thing. Just now, he had actually rubbed her sensitive areas. Her nipples. Not once but twice. They were supposed to be hands off to fathers but he did it anyways. She had no idea what to do without mamma here. So with nobody to watch out for her she had let him, and the look on his face had made her ill. 
 
   She offered up a silent prayer to God that what her father told her at the end before she left for her duties would not really happen. She loved her father in a remote sense but not like she probably should. There were reasons after all. She was still a virgin in 'that' sense but her backside wasn't because of him. She quickly offered up another silent prayer to God like she often did, in thanks that her father was so small down there that the pain and discomfort was easy to become accustomed to and ignore. Still, it made her shudder in remembrance and she wished for the Knight that God had promised her one night in a dream who would rescue her.
 
   She knew her father was flawed, as was her mother. All people were. For people were not God, but she knew that the gift between her legs that had not been penetrated yet was reserved for her true love. Her knight, according to the Bible. Her knight in shining armor with his long thick lance. She had often dreamed of this knight to strike down her father, during any of his almost nightly trips to her bedroom. Oh, she knew what her father did to her was very wrong, as did her mamma, who never said a word,. But it had been going on for so many years that she had become almost numb to the nightly intrusions. In her dreams, her knight with his shining sword shot fire at her father striking him down. She had the dream often so felt sure it was from God for it had been so realistic. Still, she was feeling depressed as she left the home they were sharing with others for her afternoon work detail, desperately trying to figure out what to do next. The work of digging up potatoes was mind numbing and that didn't help. It just gave her more time to think about the inevitable. What was she going to do?
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Major Weston sipped at the mug of cherry juice a very kind and thoughtful nurse in training had just brought him. He was pleased with himself over the visit with the newly arrived Lt. Smith and CWO-3 Hawkins. Weston had been somewhat forced to recount the previous day's activities and his reasons for doing what he did. Surprisingly or perhaps not too surprising both had instantly agreed with him. It was the only logical solution after all. Nobody else fit the part and a well liked, strong individual was needed. The Lt. might be young but he wasn't stupid. Hawkins had been all for it after talking with many of the men from the 53rd, getting the true skinny on events.
 
   Jay was really shaping up to be a first rate leader. Almost every decision flawless, but what Weston really liked is when he didn't know something he kept asking until he found somebody who did. Actually, there were a lot of things about Jay he liked. Even his taste in women and that Cara. Wow! She was a smart one and a little fireball. Weston had been out earlier, half carried and half limping with the help of a cane to check on his men and the colony in general with the solicitous help of the kind and thoughtful nurse they had assigned to him. What he found amazed him. Everything around here was changing so quickly and when asked innocent seeming questions everyone he talked to loved Jay. Or, the Commander, or Gov. as they were calling him. Weston chuckled; even Jay’s women at Cara's direction had transformed and trademarked themselves into a group nobody could possibly mistake for belonging to anyone else. He did have some reservations about the Corporal being one of them but what had happened, happened.
 
   The door opened after a timid knock and the nice nurse in training came in bearing a large steaming pot of water, which she set on the nightstand beside his bed in Jay’s guest bedroom. He looked at it and the washcloth and toiletries including razor she'd laid beside it then back at her raising an eyebrow.
 
   "It's time for your sponge bath, Major." Her cheeks dimpled when she smiled. It was a very lovely look on her. In fact, she was quite lovely to look at in any light. In her mid 30's obviously, with short brown hair framing a tanned face set with equally soft brown eyes she had a motherly look about her that was endearing. Combined with a short trim figure she was very attractive indeed.
 
   "Sponge bath? I have a hole in my shoulder, I'm not a quadriplegic you know Miss Cain. I can bathe myself."
 
   "Sir, Doctors orders."
 
   "Well, tell the good doctor I'm perfectly capable of doing that myself. He should already know."
 
   "But Major. It's part of my training. I've always wanted to be a nurse and this is part of my duties." She had grasped the edge of his gown in preparation of disrobing him for his bath and he had gently but firmly laid his hands on top of hers. He noticed her hands were soft and warm. Her face had transformed with a stricken expression appearing across its lovely features, so he nodded at her. He was exhausted anyways. It had been a long day and he had been hoping for a nap before the church service this late afternoon. He was really looking forward to that service and the opportunity to offer prayers up for the souls of his parents. So he just gave up on trying to resist. She was wringing the sponge out when he closed his eyes. Maybe he could fall asleep during the bath.
 
   He felt the sheet lift and the warm sponge stroke along his right shoulder and the part of his chest that wasn't bandaged. Oh, that felt good. Marvelous even. He heard it being rinsed again then the sponge was again working its warm magic on his belly now, and lower, he coughed lightly, which hurt his shoulder and started trying to think about anything else right now. He had felt himself stirring and it had been so long since he'd been with a woman. He cringed at the thought of an erection in front of this lovely soon to be nurse. Desperately he thought of other things, but it quit working when he felt her fingers lift him down there and clean around that entire area with the warm sponge. He stifled a groan then felt the ends of her short hair grazing his face and her breath touch his cheek and his eyes snapped open. Her face was inches from his, their lips almost touching, and the warmth of her soft smile touched him. Then he felt her hand grip him down there tightly and his eyes widened as her soft warm smile turned to one of mischievousness.
 
   "I'm also training in physical therapy, Sir," she whispered, as her head bent and their lips met.
 
   "Since when? Miss Cain." He whispered back as their lips parted, the kiss having been wonderful.
 
   "Since right now when I decided to, and call me Judy." she responded and lowered her face to his again.
 
   He found his injuries did not prevent him from adequately performing in other areas.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   DAY 7: 1530 ET
 
    
 
   Corporal Rider hummed to herself as she marked the progress they were achieving on clearing lanes for fire zones with an electronic pen on the large area map displayed on her interactive touch monitor. It was going fairly quickly, and with Miguel helping, they hoped to be completed within another two or three days at the most. She had helped him get the food and supplies together for the Amish refugees and while doing so he had filled her in on the progress of his work crews. She didn't need to write down any notes as he talked, her memory was almost photographic. Earlier she'd had to move slowly for the pain between her legs had been a major irritation but in the last hour, she found it had settled into a soft ache that spread from her groin to her breasts and was heavenly.
 
   She heard a soft step behind her and stood to turn but stayed bent over to finish this last note on the screen when she felt a large hand swat her on her ass. Hard!
 
   "Yay!” It was The Commander of course. Her new man! No, her only Man! Literally and physically, she swarmed up his body, her arms around his neck and her legs wrapped around his waist as her face pressed against his kissing him hard as she bounced up and down in his arms.
 
   "Whoa, wow! Hey LSS." He kissed her back passionately as his hands partially supported her by holding onto her ass. She wrapped her arms tighter around him hungrily devouring his lips then whispered.
 
   "Lock the door Commander."
 
   "What? Why?" But he did as she asked while carrying her and with one hand, she pulled down the small black halter Cara had picked out for her and rubbed her breasts across his face. Her nipples were still sore as was the rest of her but she wanted her man and wanted him now!
 
   "Wait. Mmmfff. Damn it. Ahhhh. Shit woman." She felt herself thrown down on the console again as he spoke then his hands were tearing at her clothing ripping her belt off and jerking her pants up with her legs over her shoulders. Oh my God, this was going to hurt, she thought to herself with an inward smile. She was still really sore and very swollen but she wanted to feel him inside her again. She just couldn't get enough. She was busy trying to unbuckle his weapons harness but he slapped her hands away holding them over her head as he leaned into her.
 
   "Oh my God Commander!"  She screeched as he slid into her. Oh, it hurt. It hurt bad, but in a good way. A very good way, and she howled, cumming almost instantly as he thrust his huge length into her. She tried to claw at his hands but he had hers gripped tightly. He didn't slow down at all either. He sped up and she found herself cumming again, screaming again and again as waves of pleasure rippled through her body. Then she felt his hot cum explode inside her and that set her off again. After a few minutes, she whimpered softly against him as he finally slowed and lay on her then kissed the side of her face.
 
   "That take care of you for a couple hours, LSS?" He was being sarcastic but in a good way. She loved it.
 
   "Yes Sir, Commander. I'll let you know when you’re needed again." she was still out of breath but was able to tease him back.
 
   "Jesus! You women are gonna kill me."
 
   "Not likely Commander. You're like the energizer bunny we're thinking." Holy cow she was sore. Painfully so. It might take a bit to get over this one. She wiggled slightly but he hadn't released her yet. In fact, he was licking her hard nipples, his length still inside her raw and very swollen pussy and moving slightly. She started to get worried.
 
   "Ha. I'm worn out." But his cock was slowly starting to move back and forth again and her eyes widened.
 
   "Ahh no please, Sir. I can't again. Not right now. I need a minute. Please, Sir!" She was getting almost frantic and was starting to beat her hands against his broad chest because she could feel him getting harder again within her and it was painful. She squirmed.
 
   "Oh fine, LSS. I was only kidding anyways." He joked as he released her and pulled out, but she was pretty sure he had been prepared to continue for who knew how long. He was the energizer bunny with a big dick. She moaned as she rolled over and pulled her clothing back up. She would be limping after this one for sure.
 
   "Okay, fill me in LSS." he was stuffing himself away and she gazed longingly at him. Wanting him again but unable to fulfill that wish. So she did as he asked. She filled him in on all their progress up to date. He nodded throughout and asked a few pointed questions but another thing she really liked about him was he got it. He was very smart and understood things that were told him and didn't ask stupid or repeat questions. Before leaving, he kissed her again embracing her tightly then swatted her ass before leaving. She loved it.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   I should know better than to think I was hiding anything as the moment I opened the hatch I was greeted with more clapping, head nods, and smiles. 
 
   "Doesn't anyone have anything to do around here?!" I hollered, my face burning a little.
 
   "Just waiting on you, Sir." It was Top and he was smiling while shaking his head at me. Yeah I know, but what can I say? "Sir, you might try gagging her next time. She's really quite loud you know?"
 
   "Right. Been thinking that, Top." Actually, I did know she was loud. Some women just can't be quiet though and I had been thinking of a gag. "Watcha got?"
 
   "I have the hunter groups picked out and we trained for a couple hours on the bows. Would you like to see?"
 
   "Damn right, lead on." Not that I didn't trust him. I trusted him one-hundred percent with my life and those of my children and he knew it, but I loved my crossbows and wanted to see how the men were doing before we would be going out into harm's way with them.
 
   They had a small archery range set up near the river but not pointed at it in case of a loose shot. Even with thousands of bolts, we didn't want to lose a single one. They would be gone soon enough regardless. The arrayed men looked competent and I noticed they were from all 53rd Guard units. Each loosed off three bolts while re-cocking within seconds and I was very pleased to see all hitting the red painted bulls’ eye on the bales of straw set up. Straw was plentiful. We had a ton of it from nearby farms. When they finished, I walked down their line shaking each man's hand and telling them how proud I was of them and how dangerous their job would be yet critically vital. They got it and smiled back at me. I stood back and addressed them and the Sergeant.
 
   "Men. I've decided to use you as the first wave this evening when we go after the group that attacked us. They are all dead but there are a lot of children there and from what The Reaper’s telling me, also some women are either captives or not part of their attacking force. People like this have a bad repetitive habit of slaughtering innocents around them when cornered. I expect this to be a surgical strike. You men will be responsible for taking out their sentries that are not within sight of their main combatants. It's imperative my snipers, myself and The Reaper get set up against them before all hell breaks loose. Remember Waco Texas. Think Ruby Ridge." I saw all nodding and heard muttering amongst them.
 
   I had spent some time a bit ago with Jason and the Sergeant, going over the plan. Jason had drawn out a rough diagram of their compound and we had divided it up into sniper fields like an inverted hourglass. My men and I would strike right to left within our sectors of angles. It was a typical sniper plan for a multiple ambush and usually worked out pretty good, mainly for its simplicity. Our sectors would overlap some but by everyone working right to left within them, we wouldn't be hitting the same targets.
 
   "Remember men, there will be no prisoners. This is a hard lesson and we'll leave the bodies lie where they fall. Top has tasked a larger group to run in the moment we start firing to pick off anyone we miss or didn't see. I'm sure we won't get to all of them so he'll be busy. Anyone here going to the service that's about to start?"
 
   All had raised their hands. I was proud of them. Deadly and God fearing. We needed more of them. The service would be starting at 1630, or 4:30 p.m. for those not military minded. I was looking forward to hearing it and immediately after the half hour service, we would head out and take care of these Utari assholes right at dusk when they least expected it. I glanced around and saw the grounds were packed. The service would be held inside the main granary sorting area to allow everyone to be included. We would all stand. There were too many of us to sit and we didn't have the chairs anyways. Something would have to be figured out because I felt services were important, which is why I had given my blessing with strict conditions. I grabbed my chromed 9mm with a shoulder holster just in case, my old NCO school Sgt. Majors' warnings were a hard habit to break. I wouldn't need it though I was quite sure.
 
   Someone hugged me from behind. It was my little Cara. God I missed the hell out of her and wanted her in my arms even though I was currently running on empty and unable to perform. Well it had only been maybe a day since we were last together but it seemed like forever. I lifted her up by her waist and kissed her hard savoring her tiny sweet lips.
 
   "Damn I missed you baby."
 
   "Me too mi hombre." She whispered back giving as good as or better than she was getting, her hands playing in my hair and knocking my cap off. "Now set me down you big man!" she was laughing though. I set her down carefully. She was like lit dynamite when she got on a roll.
 
   Jean was beside her so I grabbed and kissed her too, which she returned with fervor. As I was munching on her, my LSS showed up and I loved on her some too. She was limping a bit and I didn't bother to hide my grin seeing that. I saw the other two girls notice and smile at her. They all knew. I was a lucky man.
 
   "Where's Bridget?"
 
   "I don't know. I have not seen her all day. We had a stupid fight and she is sulking." Cara shrugged. I understood her position. Neither she nor I had time for stupidity.
 
   "Where are your children, Jean?"
 
   "They’re with my parents and are running late. Momma wanted to wear her best dress." Jean laughed lightly her voice sounding like tiny golden tinkles.
 
   "Okay, well let's go to the service girls. I wrapped my arms around all three, which was kind of a feat and we strolled in taking our places at the front. I saw Miguel and his Rosita next to us and Pete with Sandy and Michael with Becky next to them along. Then Wayne and Momma Jean with Jean’s kids before them near the back. Even The Reaper was here and he nodded at us. My kids were with him and they hugged all of us tightly before standing before us while Jason stood slightly behind. We were all here. I smiled and waited for it to begin.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Ashley was shaking for she was scared witless. Earlier, one of her father's female followers had brushed her hair out until the static charge made it float around her head in a huge mass. Then her father had her dress in nothing but a white robe placing a crown of thorns upon her head. She didn't understand why but they dug painfully into her scalp causing it to bleed but he had wiped the blood away until it stopped. This robe was way too revealing and the cold inside the huge room caused her nipples to harden and they were standing out in a very obvious way, which embarrassed her. She fearfully suspected why it had been placed on her. Her father had told her and all his followers he was going to make some announcements this afternoon. The Lord had spoken to him, again, and he was going to share that message. She suspected the worst and had no idea how to get out of it.
 
   She was placed in the procession after her father, with the others following along behind her. First, the four women, and then the six men who were all part of his following. All dressed in white robes, but it was obvious they had clothing and bulky objects on underneath. Oh, she was dreading this and desperately her gaze went to each and every one of them looking for solace but found none. They all stared at her with their flat empty eyes. Her father had pulled the others aside moments ago and given them last instructions during which he had pointed at her emphasizing something. They all nodded as they looked at her. She was petrified.
 
   Her father rang a tiny silver bell he had found to announce the beginning of the service and they filed out. Her heart sank. 
 
   *****
 
    
 
   DAY 7: 1630 ET
 
    
 
   I frowned. Hmmm. What the hell? This was non-denominational? I watched them file out of one of the side rooms all dressed in white robes. The new Reverend I had briefly met earlier in the lead holding a leather bound bible with a woman I don't remember ever seeing before following closely behind him. Ten others followed them. I sucked in my breath at the site of this woman who followed the pastor. She was an angel! Dressed in all white like all the others a crown of thorns adorned her head of long white blonde hair. Her angelic face looked tragic and her figure... 
 
   I think my heart stopped for a moment. I can't remember ever seeing breasts that large on anyone other than a few porn stars in my entire life. They were immense; the nipples obviously rock hard in the chill of the cavernous room. She was very tiny but not as small as my Cara. Just a little thing with an almost deformed chest. Wow! I felt Cara's nails dig painfully into the palm of my hand and didn't bother looking at her, for I knew she was looking at me and probably getting ready to bite me or something.  I couldn't help myself, as I felt junior starting to get hard. They arranged themselves in a half circle with the Reverend to the front and he started speaking. I listened intently my eyes never leaving the chest of the girl with the white blonde hair.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   MSgt. Trask was standing with his arms around Jessica and their two children. Jessica was everything he had ever hoped for in life, and the kids were awesome for having accepted him into their lives without reservation. They had all made plans to go fishing in the next few days if his duties permitted and it was safe. He smiled down at her seeing her looking up at him with a wondrous smile on her face. She had told him she was incredibly lucky to have him, but he felt it was really the other way around. She was so good, sweet, and perfect in every way and she came to him multiple times a day just to drop off treats or give him a kiss. In any other woman he would have felt smothered but with her he felt like he was receiving a blessing each and every time she appeared and he was witness to her radiant beauty. 
 
   He hugged her tighter against him as she molded her perfect body to his side possessively, her white blonde hair providing quite a contrast against his almost coal black skin. That was another thing he thanked his lucky saints for. The Commander never judged by color of skin or ethnic heritage or any other form of discrimination Darin was used to. The Commander simply accepted the Sergeant, for who he was, how he acted, and it was obvious he didn't think a black man with a blonde white woman was something to remark upon other than an indication he approved. Darin has seen the Commander's almost instantaneous white-hot fury, after a moment of obvious shock, when one of their survivors made a stupid racist remark after one of Jessica's brief visits. For a few moments while Jay coldly and viciously chewed the man's ass Darin thought he might have to tackle the Commander to keep him from killing the asshole. If this was the end of the world, or its new beginning, he couldn't have picked a better man to follow and from the comments most of his men had made, the feeling was widespread.
 
   The MSgt's eyes narrowed briefly, as he recognized that man who had made the comments as one of those dressed in white robes following this minister out, then shrugged it off figuring the man had learned his lesson in full. He leaned over and kissed the tops of both their children's heads because they were his children now also in every sense of the word. The boys were fantastic. Any father’s dream, and every time they saw him they ran to him with hugs and kisses. Only death could ever make him leave them now. Even then, he wasn't so sure, for he loved them with all his heart and he knew this, as sure as he knew the sun set every night. 
 
   He planned to marry his Jessica within a few days and he hoped the Commander would consent to being his best man. The Major was a great friend and Superior Officer but it was the Commander that had really saved them allowing him to meet his Jess and to be honest, in the brief time he'd known the Commander, he felt without doubt they had developed a deep bond with each other. And sure, Jess and he already had sex but that wasn't what marriage was all about. It was about love and commitment. About caring and nurturing each other till death do us part. He had asked her this morning and when she screamed ‘YES’, he considered himself the luckiest man on the planet. The engagement ring he made from his silver St. Christopher's medal. It was the only thing he had left that was truly his in this world. She had cried when she accepted it, holding him in a death grip. He had cried also. Then they had kissed and made love while the boys were out playing. He loved her so much in such a short time. The Lord had truly blessed him with the important things in life.
 
   Now he was watching the Preacher and his followers file out. His eyes narrowed again as he observed them. The white robes didn't bother him as much as others might have thought. Nor did the stunningly beautiful petite white blonde girl that was immediately behind the Preacher, even though her body indicated apprehension, or terror. What really bothered him were the others. Hard faces all on both men and women, and obvious from the way the robes gathered against their bodies in certain places, they were armed. Well, they were all armed here, everyone over the age of eight probably, but it still didn't add up. The Preacher and this beautiful girl with some kind of crown, looking terrified and obviously naked under both their robes, but the others, more than heavily armed. Darin's internal alerts went off instantly. He didn't like this one bit.
 
   Gently he removed his arms from around the boys and his Jess and whispered to her to move towards the back of the room taking the children with her. She looked into his face and nodded accepting that he knew what he was doing and slowly moved off clutching them tightly. He caught the eye of Cpl. Rodriguez, his fingers moving in unit sign. Rodriguez nodded. Together they caught the eye of a half dozen others and loosened the pistols in their holsters. The Preacher started with the Lord's Prayer, which was good. But what came after he didn't like at all. No way could this have a good ending, not with his Commander. He started quietly signaling others, pointing to take the children to the back. Some obeyed some didn't. He couldn't worry about it now. The Commander was standing and his face was angry. Inflamed. No! White-hot was a more apt description. Shit was about to hit the fan any second. The Commander started moving forward. Okay. Shit had officially hit the fan!
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Cara was so happy to be beside her man again. It was almost as good as being in bed with him, taking his huge manhood and stuffing it inside her tiny body while enjoying the pain. She got to hold him tightly and kiss him many times. Life was good after all. She couldn't wait until she finally stopped her monthly cycle, so she could show this man she loved that she was his best woman after all. Now they stood there with his children and the service began.
 
   The Minister started them with the Lord's Prayer and everyone recited it with him. She was happy they were attending the service. She had missed them even though she wasn't deeply religious. Then a hymn followed, and then this Minister started preaching. And it wasn't good at all. It was ugly and racist and filled with hate and divine wrath and she felt her man stiffen next to her. She knew he was getting very angry. Very, very, angry! The Minister was a bad man who really should have known better. 
 
   The warmth and strength of Jay's arm left her back. This wasn't going to be good at all, she knew him too well already. Her left arm was around Jean and she dug her fingernails tightly into her side catching her eye and nodded at the kids then towards the back. Jean’s face had a scared look on it. Good. Working together they quietly pulled the children away from their father who was starting to walk forward. Cara took little Emma from the Reaper dude who was already handing her over and Jean grabbed Clarissa, then saw Jason place himself between them and the Minister’s bunch with his 6-shooter Colt already in hand but held low. He knew something bad was about to happen. Her new sister Corey had joined them holding onto little Paul and they moved backward faster through the crowd, almost running. She hoped they would be fast enough she prayed, as little Emma clung to her, not understand her urgency. Cara's only concern was for the children. She already knew her hombre could take care of himself. His women would take care of the children. That's how it was supposed to be.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Jason stood by little Emma at the start of the Service. Shortly they would be heading out to take care of them Utari assholes. He gently stroked Emma's wild fluffy curls as she wandered between their legs making a game of it. ‘Gosh, just like his Heather, she was always on the move and loved running between legs.’ He smiled down at her with love in his eyes as the service started, reciting the Lord's Prayer with all the others while always keeping an eye on Emma. He sang Amazing Graze with the others also as his eyes watched his surroundings, the Minister, and his acolytes. Something wasn't right. They were too heavily armed whereas the Minister and this girl, whom he suspected was his daughter, were obviously naked under their thin cotton robes.
 
   Then they finished singing and the Minister started to preach. The Reapers eyes narrowed. From the first sentence, he knew instinctively this would not have a happy ending. He had been looking forward to hearing the man speak God's Word and feeling the Lord's Grace. Instead, he felt sick to his stomach at this other’s words. Nothing about love, and kindness and the loss of cherished loved ones. Hate and evil vile putrid spewed forth from the man's mouth in the false name of the Lord God Almighty. Jason's hand stole to his Colt but he saw he was already too late for Jay was striding forward, fury on his face, and the Reaper in that brief moment saw blinding light emanating from this man he had come to call friend. Jason knew without doubt, the Lord's presence was here with them now, in their leader, and the Lord's judgment would be administered shortly. 
 
   He quickly grabbed up little Emma handing her to Cara whom he saw with approval had the instincts of a burrow rat and was already reaching for her. A quick glance saw his friends women had already gathered up the other children near and were quickly moving backward though the crowd. All he could do was place himself between them and hope they were protected. His friend was doing the Lord’s work now and needed no help from him. He pulled his Father’s Colt while retreating, fulfilling his secondary duties as a protector.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   The Reverend Jeremiah was in his Glory. God was fulfilling his dreams. Every one of them. He started with the Lord's Prayer. Every sermon should start thus and it was what he had outlined to this dirty spic Miguel. Then they sang Amazing Grace and the huge sorting room rang with the assembled voices. But from there he departed from the carefully prepared false script he had provided. His voice took on power and urgency as he started speaking. He told of his visions, and how the Lord had come to him while in prayer as his wife was being eaten. How he had come to realize in his prayer groups that he was a true vessel of the Lord's. Then he told them how Abraham had taken as wife his own daughter and he called his little Ashley forward. She was crying in gratitude he saw, as one of his men forced her forward. Then he started on those of impure blood.
 
   "Fellow brothers and sisters in the Lord. He has spoken to me this very day and told me we are on sinful ways and to renounce our past sins and embrace his Word and Holy Scriptures.  Where we once led lives of Satan we can now rejoice that redemption at His hand is here, now, upon us. No longer will we live in fear, for with prayer and adherence to the Scriptures, He will save us from the evil creatures that abound outside these very walls." He took a deep breath, "We must obey the Lord Jesus Christ our Savior and cast down our false gods of wicked behavior and unnatural ways. We must cast out those of tainted blood and keep ourselves pure in the name of the Lord. Yes, my brothers and sisters. The Lord has told me through meditation and prayer that not only our spirits but also our bodies must be pure in His name. We must cast out those impure from our midst and the Lord has told me to command you in his name to do so. They must be cast out!" He leveled his finger at that black Army Sergeant. "Impure!" he shouted. Then his finger traveled to the spic Miguel and again he shouted, "Impure!" before continuing on to a half dozen others. By then the Governor was moving towards him and some were starting to shout. He knew that a moment of crises would occur, but he felt strongly the Governor would see the righteousness of the Lord’s Word. And if not, his followers were prepared to execute this Governor and all his Lieutenants. The others would follow them as they cleansed this world of the unfaithful and accept him, Jeremiah, as their rightful leader.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Sgt. Trask signaled his men when he saw The Commander stride forward purposely and furiously. With approval, he saw that Cara, Jean and Corey were taking the kids to the back of the room. He hoped they were safe. Jess and their kids were already well back and he wasn't that worried. He deliberately drew his sidearm, his men following suite and shifted sideways slightly to place his body between other children whose parents or parent didn't understand yet what was about to happen while watching his men doing the same. He didn't worry too much about the Commander for he had seen him in action. He was worried about the innocent little ones. 
 
   The Commander was talking now to this Preacher in an angry hiss, for a hiss was the only way that his tone could be described, his tone so low it seemed to reverberate throughout the huge room. Then the Commander was shouting. He saw the Commander go for the chromed gun he was wearing. He had to admit the Commander was one fast son of a bitch. This was going to be very bad very quickly, like right now. He started bringing his pistol to bear on the first figure in white that was obviously reaching for a weapon. A shot rang out. Then more. Then Darin was firing, dropping a white robed figure and sighting in on the next.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   "Shut Up! You will shut your God Damned mouth," I hissed. The room was in an uproar but I'm pretty sure everyone heard me. I was beyond angry. I was furious. No even worse. I was so mad my vision was matted over in a red haze. Out of the corner of my eye a moment ago, I had seen my girls moving my children to the back, Jason covering them. Shit like this was so predictable. Like the Sergeant Major in NCO School had warned us years and years ago. There was always a Preacher who thought God spoke through them and the earth needed cleansing. Mother Fucker! I was mad at the predictable stupidity!
 
   "Governor. The Lord has spoken to me. We must cleanse ourselves of the ungodly. It is His Word, His Voice, I am speaking with." This fucking Jeremiah was too much. Too full of shit and obviously delusional.
 
   "You would throw out everyone not white from our group and marry this girl you say is your own fucking daughter?" My voice had grown from a hiss to a shout. I continued shouting.
 
   "You are not of God. You are an evil man and you will leave us immediately and I'm letting you know right now I'll give you two hours to leave the area because I'll hunt you down after that and kill you like the rabid dog you are, and your daughter is staying." I wanted to kill him right now and in one fluid movement I drew my chromed 9mm and centered it on the bastard’s forehead. Oh God help me, I wanted to pull the trigger badly.
 
   This false man of God was smiling at me though and nodding at my words. I caught a quick glimpse of this daughter. The amazingly beautiful angelic creature with the humungous tits and white blonde hair. She was crying and looking at me, hopeless pleading in her eyes for rescue. I had no more time. He was signaling his gang. For gang they were, as I saw weapons start to appear. I prayed my kids were safe. Fuck it! No more time.
 
    I pulled the trigger putting one through his forehead. He was still smiling that evil sadistic smile as his lifeless body slumped in place with a third eye and the back half of its head gone. I took a step forward shooting another in the head. Then another step and another fell as my finger kept pulling the trigger a red haze of misted blood surrounding me as I moved into their midst. Just like bowling pins on the range and one every half second. It required no thought just action. They were falling all around me although some got a few shots off. Fuck! I couldn't kill them fast enough, then others opened up behind me taking them down in bloody heaps. I vaguely felt a burning pain in my shoulder then it was over. It was over in seconds. The angelic girl was laying on her back, watching me and still sobbing, then for some reason passed out. I turned slowly to see who was hurt.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Ashley was sobbing hysterically. This was as bad as or worse than anything she could have imagined. She recognized the cadence in her father's voice. He was filled with his and only his version of the Holy Spirit. She saw some of his followers around her reach under their robes. There was nothing she could do.
 
   Then the Governor was walking forward. He was really angry. She had seen him from a distance before but never this close up. He was tall and well formed and strong looking. She caught his eye briefly and in them she saw kindness and a gentleness, and hope. The area they were standing in was well lit with floodlights that men had set up earlier. It was very bright. There was shouting going on and she saw the Governor move. 
 
   Well move wasn't really the right word. His body became a blur and suddenly he was crouched and holding something that took the brightness from the floodlights and magnified it. He was holding a bright burning sword in his hand that radiated brilliance and it was pointed at her father. She didn't hear what they said. She didn't care. Her attention was on the object in the Governor’s hand. The reflections made it almost too bright to look at. His face was set in a hard-resigned expression as his sword pointed at her father. Then flame erupted from it and consumed the evil man her father was. For she was sure he was truly evil. And this Governor, this knight coming to her rescue was striding forward, striking down the others around her with more flame. She fell to the ground unable to take her eyes off her rescuer. The Lord spoke to her then. She felt it in her bones. This was her knight. She swooned losing consciousness. Her last sight, his eyes looking gently upon her in loving concern.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   "Who's hurt?!" I shouted looking around frantically. I saw a few people down. A woman and a child and ... no two women and a child. Top was there with his hand on one of the woman's thighs, an ugly black automatic with smoke curling from its barrel clenched in his other hand, looking for targets of opportunity. A Hispanic Corporal I had the pleasure to meet earlier, Rodriguez, was administering CPR to the child. I feared the worst. Tears sprung from my eyes and I ran forward looking for my kids. 
 
   "Clarissa. Paul. Emma!" I shouted. I looked for my girls. They had my kids.
 
   "Here mi amore!" Cara shouted back at me from near the center of the room. Everyone was in a panic and shoving each other trying to get out but I stood on my toes and saw her and my other two women all holding my children safe and sound. All six were crying. Jeez. I saw Jason standing before them his navy colt .45 out and raised upward quite ready in one hand, his other held backward towards the woman and kids. Guarding. I nodded at him. He nodded back. Fuck! 
 
   Dr. Minasian came running up with his bag and immediately went to the child Rodriguez was trying to save. Noooooo. With anguish, I saw him take a look and place his hands on Rodriguez's stopping him. Fuck, fuck! This was so not right! Tears were streaming down my cheeks but I saw them hug each other and cry over the child. A little boy maybe all of four. Then they separated and the Doctor went to the next. A young woman with a wound in her belly. I lost sight of them after that as more emergency people swirled between us taking care of the victims. 
 
   Miguel was at my side in moments and we hugged each other hard, and then I wiped my face. He had tears also. This was family damn it.
 
   "Just a sec." I said. He nodded.
 
   I ran to my family and hugged them tightly kissing them all hard and often. My children and my women. All got needed attention. I turned to Cara. My little boss Chiquita. "Baby." I said. "Take them home and wait for me. Not sure how long I'll be. I love you all." she nodded gathering up little Emma again and took off with her gun ready in her free hand. I turned to my security and Jason. I pointed at my security.
 
   "Guard my family with your lives. Grab a half dozen more. Don't make any mistakes." Pretty sure, I was doing that hissing thing again. They nodded and ran after them. I turned to Jason whose eyes were on the kids as they were carried away. I saw him finally relaxing and he holstered his old navy Colt as he turned to me.
 
   "We have things to do this night partner. Help me get to the bottom of this and then we'll go reap a shitload of souls for the Lord to sort out." he nodded and smiled at my words. I turned and went back to the front. I stopped at the grieving mother bent over her dead little boy. I knelt and wrapped my arms around her shaking form.
 
   "I'm so sorry for your loss. We'll give him a proper memorial service in the morning. You have my word." She nodded at my words accepting my brief embrace and I leaned over to kiss her little guy’s forehead as angry tears fell from my cheeks to splash on his silent pale ones while saying a silent heart filled prayer for the Lord to watch over him as he did mine. He was such a tiny little man with red hair and freckles. Fuck! I needed to kill something! And I was going too. I heard sharp intakes of breath around me as my lips touched his forehead. I didn't care. I felt like one of my own was gone and I mourned his loss. Who cared about a little blood and sometimes men do cry, damn it.
 
   Miguel was standing next to this daughter of the dead Reverend. She was sitting up with the help of two women. Blood was splattered all over her face, hair and gown, her  chest heaving under the thin fabric, as she tried to catch her breath. I dragged my gaze from her breasts and fastened on her eyes. She was staring at me with this weird wondrous look on her face. She was saying something about her night, or knight. I didn't know which and I didn't care. I was still furious. Rocked actually, and I turned to Miguel.
 
   "What the fuck is going on?"
 
   They didn't know a lot yet. Just what the girl, had been able to tell them in this short period of time as all the others were very dead. He was crazy and thought God spoke to him. They all did. Shit almighty. Evidently, he had been visiting her at night and her mother never said anything to anyone about it. Another piece of shit her mother. What the Fuck?! I would find out the rest later. At this point, she was fixated on me according to Miguel saying things like, I was an angel of the Lord with a shining sword that struck down her father with fire and she had been waiting for me her entire life. Whatever. I had no time for this. I growled turning away and signaled for MSgt. Trask.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Well the Commander did it again, Darin thought to himself. The place was swarming with soldiers now, guns pointing everywhere as they tried to protect the Commander from any conceivable threat. They'd all witnessed his moment with the dead child, as did at least two hundred civilians around them. It brought tears to his eyes and to the eyes of most of the others. It was so tender and caring. It was obvious to everyone the Commander loved and considered them all as family, his family, each and every one, big and small, black white and brown, and if any had been hesitant before, from this moment forward they would gladly follow him to, through, and from hell or beyond. This type of man only came along once in a generation. Darin recognized that. He walked up and stood by his side ready for orders. Then noticed the Commander was wounded.
 
   "Medic!" he shouted.
 
    
 
   *****
 
   

 
   

Chapter 16
 
    
 
   DAY 7: 1700 ET
 
                 
 
                 I pulled my people together. I had some angst to relieve. I was still furious. Mainly at my own stupidity and arrogance for thinking I had all the answers. That I knew best, and now a small child was dead because of that. I hated myself and felt like joining Jason in his zombie-killing spree until both of us were dead if it weren't for my kids and now my women. 
 
                 I felt no pain from my wound as my anger burned too brightly. My LSS was back and stitching it up, the doc’s being busy in surgery with the lady who had a bullet in her belly. I guess a round from one of their guns had ripped through the side of my shoulder. LSS kept kissing my neck and shoulder as she worked. She told me the kids were safe and under heavy guard. Cara and Jean were well armed also and with them. Except for that information, I practically ignored her. I was in love with her I realized, but just needed time to get over this. She finished and I forced myself to look at her  handiwork and counted. Twelve stitches. Amazing. I hardly felt a thing. I half-heartedly swatted at her ass as she stood. She told me she was going back to stay with and help protect the kids since she had already given the latest reports we had on the Utari group to Top. Time to get even. 
 
                 The Reverend’s daughter had been taken away. Miguel and Rosita would watch over her for now and put proper clothes on her and I am positive Rosita would love on her, as a mother should. That damned robe had left nothing to the imagination. I realized she had been just as much a victim of her father's lust for power as we had been. Perhaps more so as the picture I was getting was he had sexually abused her for many years before this. I prayed he rotted in hell for several eternities. The hula-hoop of thorns they had forced her to wear was laying on the ground and I crushed it under the heal of my left boot as I pulled my weapons harness back on. I told the crews to pile the bodies of the Reverend and his gang at the end of the courtyard near the gate. We would throw them to the zombies in the morning. No burial. No honor given. Strip them and pile up their naked carcasses like the carrion they were. The little boy we would make a special place for in the park across the street next to the Mortuary. He would join Jason’s little Heather in watching over us. He never had his chance in life and I could no longer give it to him. He was gone. I was so mad!
 
                 "Sgt. Trask are the men ready?" 
 
                 "Yes, Sir!"
 
                 "Then let's go!"
 
                 The vehicles were waiting and there was little talk as they drove. The men all knew their roles tonight.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
                 Major Weston slowly made his way to the front where Jay was now being forced to sit down by those around him. Judy was helping him with an arm around his waist, his arm draped across her shoulders. He had been unable to get to the front in time to help having pushed Judy to the back telling her to get down and vainly tried limping through the throngs of people running in the opposite direction. 
 
                 He had witnessed the Preacher go from calm and sane to raving lunatic in matter of minutes with Jay getting involved almost immediately.  He had started forward at the beginning then held off letting the Commander handle it. Then when things really heated up and he saw the flash as Jay drew his automatic was when he had pushed Judy back and limped in their direction. He didn't make it in time. It was over in seconds. Some had been wounded and the Major had been pushed back to his starting point in the crush of people escaping. Now he was again making his way to the front with Judy's help.
 
                 He witnessed Jay's tender kiss to the dead child and shook his head again in wonder at how lucky he was to have made the right choice supporting him. Now the Sgt. was holding his hand to the Commander’s shoulder stopping the bleeding from a wound he had received in the fighting. Major Weston placed his hand on Jay's other shoulder in support and comfort, just letting him know he was there. Jay had nodded at him then the Corporal got there and things were busy again. Major Weston backed away and with Judy's help slowly made his way outside. He decided he would stand with the Lieutenant while the Commander was out with his teams. Doing what needed doing.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
                 Corey felt so sad. For the loss of the little boy’s life and for her man. Her love. He blamed himself of course. All good leaders did and she had heard about the kiss. His kiss to the forehead of the dead boy. That had melted the hearts of most here. It was so tragically tender. So meaningful and pure. Her heart went out to her love. He was such a good strong person with a heart larger than all of them. She had never met anyone like him before.
 
                 She had sewn him up then went back to protect his children. Their children. Cara and Jean were waiting. The kids were bedded down. It was early but the little ones were exhausted and mostly asleep with the puppy lost in their mix. Thank God, they hadn't seen the dead boy. Cara had commanded Saul and Shine to 'Guard' and they currently sat in front of the door about four feet back, watching it.
 
                 She remembered earlier this afternoon. Jay had taken a moment to let the dogs recognize her as one of their handlers like he had all his girls. The two Rottweiler's were Schutzhund trained and won several state and national championships in that arena. That was unique about them as they were trained in English commands instead of the ridiculously anal trend by trainers to use German commands. The dogs were fiercely protective of the children now and at almost a hundred-forty pounds each, that protection was substantial.
 
                 "How is our man hermana?" this was from Cara. Somehow, she had taken charge. But it was very good. Cara had an M4 assault rifle in one hand and a pistol in the other patrolling back and forth near the door leading out of the room. They had guards outside but they also had guards inside. ‘Us,’ she thought. And the dogs.
 
                 "Blaming himself."
 
                 "Yep. Foolish but admirable. Todos los hombres do this to themselves. All the good ones." Cara straightened up from her half crouch and looked at her then at Jean who also had an M4 at ready sitting at the end of one of the two twin beds. They had been pushed together and their man’s three children and Jean’s two along with little Jack, as they had all started calling him, were finally sleeping, huddled together. Corey had her M4 at the ready also. She was still frightened and worried.
 
                 "Face it hermanas. We love the shit out of our hombre." They both nodded at Cara's words and she pointed at the children lying on the bed as she continued.
 
                 "And these los pequeños, sisters, are now our niños, our little ones." They all nodded again.
 
                 "Group hug." Cara said slinging her guns and holding out her arms, and they hugged each other tightly before laying down around the children holding them. Protecting them as they lay watchful and awake. Waiting on their man.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
                 Sgt. Trask rode silently beside the Commander. They only had twelve miles to go but were taking their time driving slower as the closer they approached. The men all had their instructions. Jason was in front with the driver cradling his USMC Sniper Rifle against his chest in a lovers embrace. Darin looked sideways examining the set look on the Commander’s face and while unlikely, still he prayed the Commander didn't take any stupid chances tonight and if the Sgt. had anything to say in the matter the Commander wouldn't.
 
                 They arrived. There were a few zombies walking around but those were quickly dispatched with the crossbows. He signaled the men to head to their positions. Every squad had an assignment and there would be no talking from here on in. They would be using the standard Ranger tac-squawk signals that everyone was familiar with. One squawk hold, two, then proceed. Two then a pause and two more was get the fuck out. They had even fitted The Reaper with a set. 
 
                 Quietly they infiltrated the woods with each squad walking in single file. The crossbow snipers headed in first and ten minutes later when they were waiting at the hold location Darin got the double squawk to move forward. This meant all outside sentries were down and to proceed. Anything else meant they had run into complications. Of course, gunfire at this point had a meaning also. That was the signal to drop all attempts at stealth and run in with weapons blazing. 
 
                 Darin was technically leading the raid. The Commander was needed as a sniper as they really had so few good ones and the man was deadly. He patted the Commander’s shoulder then Jason's and made the signal for them to go to their positions and got two nods as they melted into the darkening woods around them, silent as ghosts. He patiently waited minutes, and then gave the signal for an update. It took a full two minutes more but everyone replied and they were in position  ready. He lifted the binoculars to his head and surveyed the compound.
 
                 The Utari group had guards walking the interior fence line also and he knew they had to strike quickly before they figured out their outer guards were missing. Dead actually. Darin grinned to himself. A large group of children was playing and some women were cooking over an open fire near the center. Most of the women were carrying rifles of all sorts but some few were obviously non-combatants doing camp chores. He counted almost seventy combatants. He signaled the 'get ready' to his men. Then the ‘go’ signal.
 
                 Instantly he heard rifles bark in a half circle around the camp. Slow and methodical yet still quite fast as the snipers started taking down interior guards and every combatant within their zones. He raised his own M4 moving forward at a trot until he was right at the fence then sighted and fired at a figure running out of one of the several buildings that dotted the grounds. The man had been carrying a rifle, so fair game.
 
                 The two soldiers with Darin quickly cut a wide opening in the fence and the three of them streamed through firing steadily. He heard the crack of near misses and even thought he felt something tug at his pants fatigues but he kept going. He looked around as he fired and saw his men streaming in from all over firing rapidly and it was soon over. Some of the Utari group was holding their hands up in surrender but his men weren't giving them that option per the Commander’s orders. All the men would die as a lesson to others and only those women identified as non-combatants and the children would be spared.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
                 It was over. The last of the men having been executed by my troops along with some of the women who tried to surrender but had borne arms. I ordered the vehicles up and they were there within the minute pushing through the locked gate, which we didn't have a key for. I had the spotlights turned on surrounding the large group of women and children. Mostly children. Then turned to Sgt. Trask.
 
                 "Strip search all the women now and pat down the children. You know what to do." he nodded and turned issuing orders. 
 
                 We found five of the twelve women with hidden guns under their clothing and executed them on the spot amid their pleas for mercy. I had none. Not after what they did to us or tried to do. This was a new world with new laws. There were also two children with guns hidden on them and when asked pointed out the women who hid them. We executed those women also. We had brought two buses for the non-combatants and I ordered them loaded up. I wasn't giving the women their clothes back until we got there and a couple of the men who had experience in interrogation had a chance to talk to them. I wanted nobody with a hidden agenda around our children.
 
                 "Sir!" I looked up hearing one of the men screaming for my attention holding up a PRC with its screen flashing. Not good. "Flash traffic from Corporal Rider Sir. The Colony's under attack and it's bad! Thousands of them Sir. Maybe tens of thousands. Mostly coming in from the east."
 
                 "Fuck!" I screamed. "Load up and let's get back. Anyone not on a vehicle in five seconds get's left behind." I jumped into a nearby Humvee with four other soldiers. 
 
                 "Break the sound barrier driver." I ordered then grabbed a spare M4 clipped to the inside wall carrier and a bandolier of magazines slinging them across my chest as I was thrown back in my seat the vehicle hitting at least fifty before we cleared the gate.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
                 Jean had to pee. She and her sisters had been talking in low tones so as not to wake the kids. Sharing stories about each other and hugging with some quiet laughter and even crying. They talked about sex and how they liked doing it. And she learned both Cara and Corey had experienced other women, something she had never attempted but had always been curious. She also learned Corey craved being dominated in bed, and the cunning look on Cara's face at that moment in the light of the lamp was priceless. Then they moved onto the future. Or their hope of one and what it would be like. Cara was such a brat. Her first comment on that subject was their man would have to build them a really big house with lots of rooms and several nannies. She hated changing diapers. That brought the subject of pregnancy up. Not a single one of them was using protection of any kind. And Jay certainly wasn't. They all figured it was only a matter of time before they became pregnant. The weird thing was none of them minded the thought of getting pregnant by their man. They were all actually looking forward to it as long as the world would be safe to raise their children in. Cara's only comment was hopefully they wouldn't all get pregnant at once or they would number eight sisters instead of four. They all laughed at that but exchanged glances. 
 
                 "I have to pee," she whispered to the others. They told her to hurry back and went back to giggling about Corey's first experience with their man. She was telling the story for the second time and when she got to the part about his makeshift blindfold Cara’s laugh almost woke the kids. The only part she hated about using the bathroom was she had to go down two flights of stairs to get there. They really needed one up here where they were living. Oh well. 
 
                 She talked briefly with the two soldiers still guarding them. The others had gone down to get supper for everyone up here. She had forgotten to take her rifle with her and one of the guards pointed this out. Embarrassed, she ran back in to get it, the Rottweiler's jumping up with low growls then relaxing when they recognized her. She'd really have to get in the new mindset of going armed everywhere. Now she really had to pee but took an extra few seconds to grab the bandolier of magazines for the M4 she had been assigned. It was strict protocol and she knew Jay would be less than happy if she forgot. She had familiarized with the compact assault rifle. It was the first thing they showed her and drilled into her until she was almost an expert in it. They were so easy to use. She only regretted that it wasn't fully automatic, instead single fire and a three shot burst mode. She left it on safe with a round chambered. Those were the rules they followed.
 
                 It was a relief to finally use the bathroom. The stall next to her was occupied also and she found out it was one of the women assigned to the cooking detail and that potato soup, casseroles and fried ones would be a heavy staple in their winter diet along with carrots, cabbage, fish and some meat. They had a zillion chickens she knew and several small local hog farms had been saved but someone would have to carefully manage all of it to maintain breeding stock with the remainder going into the pot. Beef was also in abundance at the moment with cows still fairly plentiful but that would change over the winter.
 
                 Her business there finished and a heads up to winter's menu complete she zipped up while opening the stall door. That's when it happened. Every siren they had installed went off with gunfire immediately following it. Her stomach fell as she knew the sirens would only be sounded in an emergency like a zombie attack. Oh My Gog No! The children!
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
                 Major Dan Weston was getting to know the Lieutenant well. They had a remarkable number of common interests including their favorite football team being the Pittsburg Steelers. 
 
                 "Do you think there will ever be football again, Sir?" this from Lt. Smith who was melancholy about the sequence of events that had put them in the here and now.
 
                 "Oh I reckon so Lt. It's a popular sport so I'm sure when things quiet down we'll see teams starting back up again. In baseball also. No matter what happens I think it will turn out okay in the long run, with good people in charge and these zombies and this usurpation of government eradicated."
 
                 That quieted them for a bit. They were both thinking about this shadow government they were receiving reports on. Military units around the country were rebelling against the authority currently in charge, and more and more reports of covert groups assassinating Officers were coming in. In some cases, they were spotted before they could wreck havoc in that chain of command and taken out by the equally deadly commando's assigned to those units. In others, the entire command structures had been decimated before line troops realized a threat even existed.               But this shadow group had played their hand too soon and no word on the Secretary of State was available. Only some reports indicating he might be their captive, so basically they needed more Intel. A project Cpl. Rider was actively working on. That girl was a genius and currently trying to hack into their systems. It was only a matter of time before they knew more, and in the meantime it was chaotic out there with few units trusting others. 
 
                 "What's that, Sir?" the Lt. was pointing at what looked like a work party coming in late. They appeared to be carrying shovels and rakes. Not sure why those implements but the Colony had so many details out you couldn't keep them all straight.
 
                 "Work Party. A little late but I see quite a few coming in." And they were. It was fully dark now and dozens of small groups of twenty or more carrying implements of all sorts were arriving. The gate was wide open and they were streaming through, nobody really paying attention. Time to get the lights on, the Major thought. In the distance, illuminated by coming twilight he could see even more work details approaching. A great many more. Too many more! Something wasn't right.
 
                 "Sir. HOLY SHIT, Sir! They’re zombies!"
 
                 "What?" and instantly dread hit him for he looked closer at the closest and even though coordinated they were obviously walking in that distinctive zombie manner.
 
                 "Oh shit!" And his left hand hit the panic button they had rigged while his right drew his 9mm sidearm. The Lt. started firing his own M4 beside him, and sirens sounded as lights came on all over the Colony. He shouted down to the men near the gate.
 
                 "Close that fucking gate!" He screamed, for hundreds if not more had already entered and were making a beeline for the main building, and then as he watched, the creatures attacked and he was firing as fast as he could pull the trigger, already jerking a new magazine out of the pouch on the left side of his belt.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
                 With the other woman behind her carrying only an automatic pistol, Jean flung the door to the restroom open to be greeted by the site of an undead creature moving past. Fast! The hallway was packed with them and some turned in their direction as they saw the door open.               Instantly she backpedaled as two of them tried to get through the doorway to the restroom at the same time, hands reaching out for her. She lifted the muzzle of her M4 and sent a burst into the chest of the lead zombie. Stupid bitch! She berated herself as the creature fell lurched from the bullet’s impacts, then rose and kept coming. She adjusted her aim and put the next three through its skull. It fell with finality this time. But the one behind it was almost upon her in that brief moment of stupidity and then it too fell as the women behind her took it out with a well-placed shot to the head. She felt a strong hand grip her arm as the older stocky woman's face pressed against hers.
 
                 "Aim for their heads girl! Don't shoot anymore in the chest, kay, kay?"
 
                 "Got it. Call me stupid. I forgot for a second!"
 
                 "Not stupid, just quit forgettin’ or we're dead!"
 
                 Jean nodded as she took down several more that advanced into the doorway. All headshot bursts, then they were in the corridor firing steadily in both directions. She took out the last few to her left where the main group of them was turning right to the stairwell leading up, and again felt the woman's strong grip pulling her around. She saw the hallway had been mostly cleared of moving creatures to its end but more were streaming in from the outside door, which was wide open with most coming towards them but some few moving through the end door into the sorting, now living quarters area.
 
                 "We need to stop them coming in or were done for. Help me girl. I only have two clips left!"
 
                 The older woman whose name Jean didn't even know raised her automatic one handed and fired twice, taking down two more and moved towards them dragging Jean along. Jean’s only thought was to reach her and her Jay’s children because she could hear gunfire from above but there was no denying the fact that if they didn't lock that outside door, the wave of zombies might be endless. She quickly raised her rifle again, and sighting through the aim point started taking them down.
 
                 "That's it girl! Keep it up were almost there!" The woman released her as they reached the doorway and as she turned facing it she found a large group pressing forward in an attempt to enter. She fired steadily, changing magazines once as the other dragged the unmoving dead to the side and was finally able to close the door. Bolts had been installed for additional security and she threw them home locking it.
              "Thank you. I must find my kids. Take care and good luck." Then she was gone, running through the door into the main living quarters.
 
                 Jean heard shots fired above her again and almost fell to her knees in fear. My children are up there! She ran to the end of the hall and peeking around the corner saw several zombies just disappearing up the staircase. More firing came from the living quarters where the older stocky woman had disappeared too. Then a lot more from above her.
 
                 Her heart felt like it was getting ready to explode within her chest as she took off running towards the stairs. Her babies needed her. Jay’s babies needed her. She only hoped Cara and Corey, with the soldiers were keeping them safe. She started climbing and almost collided with the undead creatures as she turned the corner to the first landing. The way ahead was packed with the undead quickly ascending the steps before her. She started firing as fast as she could pulling the trigger aiming for their heads. They turned to meet her.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
                 Major Weston ignored the pain in his shoulder and thigh as he led the men with him against the zombies. He had picked up an M16A2 off the ground earlier by prying it from the hands of a dead, partially eaten soldier along with the ammo belt and was using it effectively. Well-placed shots from the rifle were taking the zombies down as was the firing of those around him. They were currently proceeding around the backside of the Colony's buildings towards the river where screams and flashes of light lit the sky. He threw a grenade watching as half a dozen of the things disintegrate into globs of smoking flesh and kept limping forward accompanied by the mix of troops from all units. They had gotten the gate closed and locked just in time but there were still hundreds of the damn things already inside converging on them.
 
                 He'd sent the Lieutenant and dozens of arriving soldiers to take care of the creatures who had already entered the main building. By his estimate there may have been close to a thousand within their perimeter already. He knew that many hadn't come through the main gate and briefly wondered where they were coming from before raising the M16 again to take out several more. His small group was headed towards the screams of children around back and he could only pray they would make it in time. He threw another grenade watching briefly as more of the undead blew apart. Where were they all coming from? They were everywhere. Too many! He wiped the grime and gore splatters from his face as he took down two more then rounded the corner of the southernmost grain depository. Jesus no’ He thought as the scene unfolded before him. Several hundred of the bastards had surrounded a group of children being protected by a few soldiers along with some civilians and he recognized the longhaired form of Bridget in their midst, rifle blazing.
 
                 Immediately, he started firing into the backs of the zombies, just trying to take them down while limping into them with more better placed shots. The soldiers beside him were not retreating either, but instead holding steady as they waded into this undead bunch. Zombies were falling left and right but had finally noticed them, many turning and attacking as the Major and his men closed with them. They succeeded in reaching the children, losing another brave soldier to the undead,  pulled down as he fought by the Major’s side, but they were too late to save Bridget. 
 
                 Damn it to fucking hell! Just before they cleared their way to the huddled mass of children and few brave adults left protecting them, he saw her taken down. Her legs straddling at least three children, her M4 blazing away at the surging horde. His hearing was numb from the automatic fire but he could still hear her screaming in rage as she threw herself into the undead, propelling them away from the children, just as too many to shoot at once reached her position. Many of the children were down also. They had no defenses against these creatures. 
 
                 Why, God? Why? Why was this happening? No time to relax and mourn, as the Major saw a great many more of the creatures approached them from the river. He fell forward over three or four of the children, as many as his body could cover while firing steadily. All the children were huddled together in a tight little group clutching each other in terror, some with shut eyes expecting and dreading the worst. Those children already dead were being dragged out by the monsters who were trying to feed on their tiny forms even amidst this carnage. And then he was firing at the new wave of creatures that had risen from the water. The Major's group of defenders had grown, as more and more soldiers were throwing themselves over the surviving children firing steadily towards the river. Together they screamed their hate and fury.
 
                  He saw that all the civilians’ adults were down as he loaded his second to last magazine, along with many of the soldiers that had originally stood with him. With quick bursts he took out the last few immediately in front seeing the soldiers grouped to either side doing the same. He climbed to his feet knowing the little ones were suffering a bit from his weight and it looked likely that soon it wouldn't matter anyways. 
 
                 "Conserve your Ammunition. Single fire only!" He shouted as his thumb flicked the selector switch to semi-automatic firing single shots directly into their heads and slowly the space cleared before them. But it wasn't enough. With a sinking feeling he saw hundreds; possibly thousands more rise out of the river only a few dozen meters away in yet another wave of undead. His rifle clicked on empty and he loaded his last magazine. He glanced to either side to gauge their strength and saw less than a dozen protectors of the innocent left.
 
                 "I'm on my last mag!" one PFC announced. "Me too." Another replied. They had a very brief respite and he took advantage of it to drag in huge lung full's of smoke tainted air. They were surrounded and he was down to eight troops with no grenades and not a lot of hope at this point. Most of those around him were from his brigade and he knew them all well, but a few were from the new units that had come in just this morning. The Cpl., Williams next to him turned as he thumbed the slide release seating the first round of the last magazine.
 
                 "We're not going to make it are we, Sir?" His smudged, tear tracked face looked at the Major with resignation. Behind them about thirty-five of the children who were still alive had all pressed themselves against the concrete walls surrounding the central grain storage building. It was too tall to lift the children to safety. A couple soldiers had vainly tried during their brief respite.
 
                 "Only God can answer that Corporal but is there a better way to go than protecting our innocents?" the Major cleared his throat, "Those that have them, fix bayonets. Hold your fire for my command." A scattering of activity greeted his words as about two thirds of the men fixed their K-Bar's to the ends of their rifles and prepared for the advancing horde to reach them.
 
                 "We'll hold them as long as we can and try to create more space. Fire when I fire. Headshots only." The Major continued. Even more were coming out of the river. An endless wave of them it seemed. There were thousands arrayed against them now but not one soldier faltered, instead they stood silently next to him in their last line of defiance against the zombies combined masses. 
 
   "Fire!" The Major shouted as he advanced, and fired his first shot of thirty in the magazine, hitting a zombie dead center in the forehead. In ragged chorus the others fired also and nine zombies fell while dozens took their place. He raised his foot taking another step forward as he started to recite.
 
                 "Our Father, which art in Heaven, Hallowed be thy Name." he said as he fired again with the others while stepping forward.
 
                 "Thy Kingdom come. Thy will be done," Voices rose as the others joined him. Firing! Advancing!
 
                 "In earth as it is in heaven!" Another step forward as they fired and in one voice shouted the Lord's Prayer while advancing and killing.
 
                 "Give us this day our daily bread." Another step and they fired. Their small group having  reached the advancing wave front of undead, to his right Major Weston saw Cpl. Williams dragged down under a multitude of grasping hands and teeth. But nobody faltered as the children behind them screamed almost continuously in terror. 
 
                 "And forgive us our trespasses," Step forward and fire. More zombies falling. Brecker and Jenks gone now as the undead mass surged over them, the living few closing ranks.
 
                 "As we forgive those that trespass against us." A soldier whose name he didn't know was dragged screaming into the mass of zombies as the rest of the Major’s group continued to tighten, creating a solid barrier between the children and the creatures.
 
                 "And lead us not into temptation." They were into the undead now, pushing back against them. Desperately keeping them at bay as they fired off their last rounds of ammunition, then holding their rifles sideways creating a barrier. More soldiers fell.
 
                 "But deliver us from evil." It was impossible to continue. Those few of them left were being pushed backwards on sliding feet. It was the end, the Major's only thought was sadness for being unable to save these children. His life meant nothing if their innocent and loved ones died. Angrily he and those remaining few screamed in a last show of defiance. His tactical ear bud that had been silent for the last hour suddenly crackled to life.
 
                 "Status report all units." Corporal Rider's voice came over loud and clear and the Major spoke quickly before others overrode him.
 
                 "Corporal we need help ASAP. East side of middle granary." he glanced quickly. "Five effectives and at least thirty-five children... In seconds it will be too late. Tell Judy I wanted better for us please and tell the parents we truly tried." He shut up as tears sprung from his eyes at the hopelessness of the situation. Then her sharp words cut through his misery.
 
                 "Confirmed Major. We are apprised of your situation and help is on the way. Hold out for a few more seconds and back up against the side of the granary! Repeat! Help is arriving. Back up Major! Back up NOW!" The last words were shouted and he took instant action.
 
                 "Retreat against the granary! Fall back, damn it!" He screamed at the men to either side of him. A great roar of engines could be heard and the Major blinked his eyes as the heavens lit behind them with a brilliance unimaginable. He grabbed the soldiers to either side taking the few steps backward to put them against the huddled children while looking up and behind him. 
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
                 Jean was almost to the top. She had to step on their bodies to get there. She was screaming at them to leave to no effect but the bullets her rifle fired had an impact. She cleared the top landing, greeted by a pile of zombies almost two feet deep and the mass in the doorway was larger. She heard her children screaming along with the deeper barks and growls of the Rottweilers and her finger convulsed on the trigger of her weapon firing her bursts so fast it sounded fully automatic. Her rifle jammed. No, it was just out of bullets and she slapped in a new clip, firing at the few remaining creatures as they ignored her trying to get through the doorway. She clicked on empty again but there were none standing or moving in the piles before her. On hands and knees she crawled over their rotting corpses to the doorway. As she was sobbing for her children she looked in and saw them alive. Oh my God, alive! And all huddled together in the far corner with Cara and Corey in front weapons ready, savage expressions on their faces. The Rottweiler's Saul and Shine standing facing her before the beds, their coats slick with the blood and gore they had ripped from the bodies of the undead as they defended. Her babies were safe. All their babies were safe. A dozen bodies littered the floor but she gingerly stepped over them to her sisters. They hugged, each sobbing. Their babies were safe.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   TJ and Eugene Newton whistled in unison as they gazed at the monster truck hidden inside the massive garage they were assigned to scavenge. As they walked around its circumference their fingers covetously trailed over its candy apple red surface and they wondered out loud what lucky rascal had enough money to afford a thing of this beauty. For they had also looked under the hood and seen the twin turbocharged big block V8 riding there. Forty thousand if it was a nickel for the engine alone.
 
                 "It's Big Foot!" TJ said definitively. He had stood next to the tire and measured his own five-foot six-inch height against them and they were a match.
 
                 "Hell no it aint, TJ. Big Foot had ten foot tires, not five foot ones!" Eugene was just as adamant it was a hybrid and not a true Big Foot replica.
 
                 "Fool of a Brother! Big Foot had sixty-six inch tires. Them are sixty-six inches. Big Foot Four is what you're thinking of. Four had the one twenties."
 
                 Eugene didn't respond for a minute as they continued circling the awesome truck then grinned as he reached up pulling the stepladder down and started climbing. "Let's see if she starts!"
 
                 TJ quickly ran to the other side gleefully and almost beat his younger brother inside. Fortunately, TJ was on the driver's side and slid behind the welded chain steering wheel. He leaned sideways dreading seeing no keys and his face lit up again as low and behold there they were in the ignition. Just turned off. With a quick prayer, he turned the key and instantly the deep roar of the engines sounded deafening within the enclosed garage. He saw the gas gauge read over half full.
 
                 "Whoooop!" TJ shouted to Eugene's "Yeeeee Hawwww!"
 
                 "We should take it for a test spin bro!" Eugene shouted in TJ's ear.
 
                 "Oh hell no stupid. This thing will wake the dead. It's already dark and we should have been back at camp already." With reluctance TJ turned the key again and the deep roar cut off. Both sighed and climbed down making their way to the side door. With one last look at their newfound treasure they opened the door and started to step out only to instantly jump back inside slamming it closed tightly.
 
                 "Holy Crap TJ, we brought them down on us by starting that truck. Must be a million zombies out there all wanting to eat us!" His words were punctuated by a huge boom as the undead creatures slammed against both the door they had their backs against and the much larger semi rollup door in front of the monster truck! "Boom." Again the big door shook as who knew how many slammed into it in an effort to break it down to gain access to their prey. While it didn't break, it did start to buckle, a few more of those and they wouldn't be able to roll it up anymore. TJ looked thoughtful for a split second then glanced at the big truck again and a slow grin split is face. He looked over at the door chains and their counterweight and nodded again. He had a plan.
 
                 "Hop in Eugene and started it up. Slide over then because I'm driving it first! I'll hit the door release and start the chain rolling in between their pounding and it should roll all the way up lickety split and we're outta here!" As Eugene climbed up into the Monster Truck pulling the steps up behind him, TJ ran to the big door. With a ball peen hammer he found on the bench next to it, he sharply struck one of the upper fiberglass panels at eye level leaving a nickel-sized hole in its surface. As he put his eye to it he saw hundreds and hundreds of the zombies milling around, some pushing against the door lightly and some surging backward. They were getting ready to slam it again within the minute he saw. Perfect timing! He heard the truck come to life behind him and at that same moment, hit the door release and yanked down hard on the chain making sure it was continuing its downward journey. It was. It was spinning down and the door rising faster then he thought it would, the chain a complete blur. Quickly he sprinted the few steps to the driver’s side and scrambled up the steps while yanking them up behind him.
 
                 "Here we go little brother!" He grinned tightly as he threw the manual transmission into first and waited as the huge garage door rose the last few feet. Already zombies were crowding into the garage, a wave of them just pawing at the tires and everything on the benches like they were looking for something. Well they sure were but that something was about six feet or more above them. The door finished rising, clanging at it hit the stops at the top and TJ howled. 
 
                 "Whoooop!" He screamed as he stomped the gas pedal while dropped the clutch and felt himself thrown back into the upholstery as the huge truck launched itself like a rocket out of the garage crushing dozens of zombies under its humungous tires.
 
                 "Yeeee Hawwww! Careful TJ. Them assholes are gonna be slippery as a bobsled on butter when we start driving over them. Don't wreck it!" Eugene's words sounded in TJ's right ear and he nodded while slowing down slightly. He was a little peeved though. He really wished Eugene could get the Northern Redneck mannerisms down instead of insisting on using all them southern ones. TJ felt there was a distinct difference between rednecks of the North and those cousins in the South and of course, the Northern Rednecks were the better of the breed. Hell! Didn't the North win the war after all? Point made, he felt.
 
                 TJ was already starting to feel the tires slip as it trampled, mashed and purified countless of the undead under its treads. There was no slowing down though as he slid sideways into the street heading towards the Compound. 
 
                 By now they had trampled hundreds of the creatures and there was no hope of them rising again. Those that weren't turned to paste by the huge weight of the vehicle were missing most of their limbs or even most of their bodies and the knobbed tires chewed them into confetti quicker than a meat grinder making sausage. Both men howled in glee as TJ turned right before reaching Main, running down side streets crushing more of the assholes leaving an endless wave of destruction amongst their ranks in his wake. It was simply too much fun! The zombies couldn't touch them, nor jam up under their tires. They just rode over them. Hitting the end of the their new residential section they turned around and headed back to the Compound taking the scenic route, which meant driving down roads they hadn't drove down yet. Looking in his rear view mirror TJ saw that the undead that had been bunched against the homes trying to break in were turning around as he and Eugene left a path of destruction behind them and were following. Good! They'd run them over too and that gave him a great idea. 
 
                 So their scenic route suddenly became more scenic as they zigzagged to the Colony making sure they drove up and down every road where they saw zombies bunched. This was too much fun thought both brothers as they whooped, hollered, and gleefully watched the huge fantail of red and yellow puss slime erupting from their tires. It really wasn't a big deal and TJ barely felt them as he drove road over them but too soon they neared the front gate of their complex and again he let out a howl in delight as he saw the hundreds if not thousands of the zombies trying to push forward as hundreds of soldiers and civilians fought back.
 
                 "Let's give them a hand Eugene!" and he barreled down through the center of the horde then whipped the truck into a 180 turn taking them on again, making zombie paste.
 
                 "Gonna be a hellofa cleanup job TJ. Hope we don't get stuck with that," remarked Eugene as he leaned out the side window surveying the damage they were causing. But he was grinning because it didn't matter. This was the first fun they'd had in a week since their parents were killed and they were rescued off their roof by the Governor. "Hey TJ! There's a soldier fella over their waving at us. Hell, it's the Gov. Head over there!" he pointed and TJ following his hand nodded and turned again while making sure they crushed as many more as they could before sliding to a stop before their Governor.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
                 I was firing fast and steady as we approached the gate. The zombies seemed to be concentrating on the colony complex and ignoring the nearby homes and businesses. I saw large groups of them converging on its gates from three directions, the east, west and south. But a lot of small groups seemed to be milling around and heading in all directions. Fuckers were everywhere. All my crews were blasting away at the undead creatures as we closed the last few hundred yards before swarming out of our vehicles, our weapons rapid firing. I hand signaled half the troops to support the hundreds already at the main gate and concrete barriers who were firing on the zombies, and the other half to follow me as I ran to the main granary complex where I had seen flashes illuminating some of the upper windows as we pulled up but they were dark now. I was scared shitless for my kids were up there. 
 
                 Inside was total chaos. Women were screaming, kids were screaming, people were running everywhere or hiding behind adults but still screaming. Thank God for earplugs. There were hundreds of fallen bodies in every conceivable position both zombie and human. I snap fired a short burst as I saw one obvious zombie sit up between two military medical personnel who were checking on others. The remains of his skull peeled back over his shoulders and he slumped forward. That's one that won't rise again, I thought as I looked for more. I didn't see any but that didn't mean they weren't there pretending to be really dead.
 
                 I saw the Lieutenant over by the far corner directing men in checking bodies out. I shouted and waved and he signaled the all clear. I shook my head pointing at the one I had just shot. He instantly got the message and started issuing new commands. I heard a few shots ring out as I headed for the hallway leading the upper level stairs.
 
                 "Check each body and make damn sure they all have good headshots before you get close to one." I directed at the SP4 Ranger who had followed me in. He nodded and started issuing orders to those around him. I slapped the shoulders of two troopers indicating they were to follow and headed down the hallway checking each body carefully. All safely dead so far as we proceeded further inward. I was desperately worried about my family but it wouldn't do them or me any good if I stepped over a 'body' only to have it rise up and eat my ass. Besides, they were three floors up and the hallways were so narrow one or two people with guns could have held them off for days as long as the ammo held out and I had protocols in place ensuring that.
 
                 The stairway was choked with bodies and pulling my leather gloves out of my vest pocket, I proceeded to roll the truly dead undead out of my way as I climbed upward. I must have passed forty or fifty of them before I finally reached the top. There, mixed in with the undead I saw two of my soldiers mauled to pieces and no longer bleeding. Fuck! Where were the other four? I had specifically told them a half dozen. The doorway to the kids’ bedroom was wide open with several of the undead lying across the threshold blocking the opening, and my heart and lungs froze right up. In a panic I jumped over the remaining few and swung into the room in a crouch M4 ready.
 
                 "Crack!" A round tore off a chuck of the doorframe just above my head and suddenly my lungs worked again because I was hollering.
 
                 "Cease Fire! Cease Fire Damn it!"
 
                 Then my kids were in my arms and my women were clustered around me hugging and kissing me, hugging and kissing all of us including the two soldiers with me as I smothered them all in hugs and kisses of my own. Jesus Christ, I had been so damn scared. The Rott's were jumping up and down trying to lick me but couldn't get close enough through the living wave of bodies that had slammed into me. Eventually, I was able to ruffle their ears and saw both had some serious wounds but you couldn't tell by their antics. They were just glad to see me and I made a mental note to have them checked by the breeder who gave them to us as she was also a veterinarian, then turned back to the task at hand. 
 
                 I got on the tac-net after turning my damn radio back on, which I had somehow inadvertently turned off and asked for a report. Few were answering as the channels seemed to be all mixed up. I got a hold of Sgt. Trask and ordered him to send up four more soldiers to protect my family. I had to get down there and now because the fighting was still intense and possibly getting worse while too many were unaccounted for.
 
                 "I have to leave. I have to go back down, this isn't over by a long shot. LSS you’re on me. Net's all messed up and we need communications now!" Everyone resisted letting go of me especially my kids but I had to. First though I turned, kneeling before them after they quieted.
 
                 "Look, you all did fantastic. Cara, Jean, LSS. I love you girls with all my heart. Thank you for keeping my family safe. Our family safe." Then I kissed them all passionately which, they returned fervently then LSS and I headed down.
 
                 We went through the sorting common area at a run. As we went by, I saw our own dead were being laid out neatly to one side. There were way too many sheet-covered bodies. Shit! I looked for Sgt. Trask or the Lieutenant or even the Major and didn't see a single one. Sandy was over near the line of our dead crying over a male figure and I got a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach. No time for that, no time for grieving yet. LSS I dropped off at the CAPC just outside the sorting room main entrance, Sgt. Trask and the Lieutenant I found outside the front gate, and Top immediately reported in.
 
                 "Sir. No whereabouts on the Major. Last known was towards the river. We are holding them for now but it's tough. They appear to be endless." he finished grimly.
 
                 "Sir!" It was Hawk, shoving his way through to stand before me. He was covered in blood and that damn yellow puss the zombies exude and didn't bother with a salute as he started talking. "If we can get to our Stryker's and Bradley's they'll go a long way to cleaning this mess up. Hell we can crush the bastards flat without firing a shot and my Stryker's are loaded down with 240's and M2's and two of the Bradley's have the 242 mounted." I nodded at his words. Nothing like big chain guns and .50 cal's for clearing a path, especially with those tracked Bradley's leading the way. Damn things were almost as good as tanks and just as fast.
 
                 "Sounds good Hawk. Where are they?"
 
                 "There, Sir. About a half mile down the line of vehicles. There at the end." he pointed straight south and my heart sunk. Between us and the amour we needed must have been five-thousand or more zombies with more arriving every second. I saw no way to get to the vehicles quickly. The Humvees could drive over bodies like nothing but not active zombies holding on to everything their strong hands could clutch. Shit. Then I saw an approaching truck and my eyes widened as my brain did a flip and the idea was born. Coming towards us was one of those huge Monster Trucks, just driving over the zombies like they weren't there. Amazing really. I saw it start to get bogged down a few times then with spinning tires dig its way out again. I started waving my arms frantically as I climbed to the top of the nearest Humvee. From my vantage point I was almost door level with the huge vehicle as it slid to a halt next to us.
 
                 "What's up, Governor?" Shouted the man in the passenger side looking down at me.
 
                 "Having fun boys?" I hollered back grinning at the sight. I could see the truck might have been cherry red but it was really hard to tell, completely coated in blood and yellow puss as it was.
 
                 "You betcha, Sir. Having a blast!"
 
                 "Got a job for you fella's. See that long line of army vehicles?" I pointed straight south down the road and the one I was addressing nodded. "We need to get to the end of that line to the Armored Assault Vehicles and our snowplows. Think you can clear us a path?"
 
                 "Heck yeah, Governor. Wanna ride with us?" The fella was really happy now at having a job from the Boss.
 
                 "No, but we'll follow you in just a minute. Wait one." and he nodded as I got down inside the cleared area and started shouting.
 
                 "I need Bradley and Stryker drivers loaded up now! We bringing in the Armor boys." I kept shouting as more and more came running up until Hawk thumped me on the shoulder letting me know we had more than enough. The ten Humvees we had were already packed, and I mean packed with men. I signaled the boys in the Monster Truck and they headed out spinning left and right taking out as many as they could without taking chances on getting bogged down or worse flipping over. I knew if we got stuck in the middle of that mass of zombies none of us would make it out but sometimes you do what you have to do.
 
                 Needless to say we made it, and as we drove by each Stryker and Bradley we slowed dropping off crews as we cleared out the immediate undead around us. They were a lot thinner here, obviously concentrating around the Compound. Fuckers. I jumped onto the last Stryker manning the M2.50-caliber machine gun after shouting at the good ‘ol boys in their monster truck to head back. At that moment, my tac-net went live again and I heard LSS's voice loud and clear.
 
                 "Commander come in. Can you read me? Commander?"
 
                 "Five by five, LSS how's it look back there?"
 
                 "Not good, Sir. We have waves of hundreds if not thousands coming in from the riverside. I'm trying to get some of the remotes back online so we have a picture. I should have more information momentarily."
 
                 “Thank you LSS. Keep us informed we'll be there in a minute."
 
                 I commanded my troops to form up with the Bradley's leading the way, the Stryker's following with the one I was riding in lead position. We were up to about 35mph when the front gate came in sight again. I ordered a lock on ammunition expenditures for the moment indicating we would crush them as we drove. I keyed my microphone for an update.
 
                 "Talk to me LSS I need some Intel." She came back instantly and I could tell that was either panic in her voice or she was crying, or both.
 
                 "Oh my God, Commander they're going to be overrun any second. You've got to get over there."
 
                 "What? Where?"
 
                 "West side Sir. Middle granary. Looks like the Major with some soldiers and a whole lot of children about to be overrun by more zombies than I can count." It was definitely panic and crying I was hearing in her voice. 
 
                 "On our way. We'll make it." I said this as we streamed through the front gate. Just taking it out by knocking it down. We could build another but there was no time to waste. My people on the ground scattered in every direction as we roared through.
 
                 "No, Sir. They're out of time."
 
                 I had no time to get around the end silo and make my way to the middle. That would take a minute or longer as each granary was two-hundred meters wide or more. Basically, a flattened metal cone turned upside down surrounded by a berm of earth and concrete to provide a wind barrier against its eight-foot walls. The berm was too steep for a man to climb but not a Stryker and the middle granary was directly ahead. There was only one thing to do. I switched frequencies lightening quick.
 
                 "All Stryker's ‘V’ formation on me. We're going to hit the berm and hit it hard and go right over the top. Weapons free and hot. Repeat. Weapons free and hot! Kill the fuckers!" Then I held on because we were already there and the nose of my Stryker hit the dirt sending it cascading upwards and sideways but riding it upward. I heard the Caterpillar engine whine into overdrive as we surged forward at a thirty degree angle, the eight heavy treaded tires gripping the metal surface like glue propelling us forward. Beside me on either side, I saw my little fleet of fourteen cresting the ridge as we blazed up the granary dome at over thirty-mph. I was still shouting in my microphone.
 
                 "Bradley's form a diamond pattern and sweep to the south and west then north and clear them out along the river. Crush them bastards boys!" We swept over the crest and were headed down the far side at an even faster rate as our floodlights lit up the night. Shit. I instantly started firing flipping the selector to cyclic full auto and held on screaming as we flew down the side of the dome towards more zombies than I knew existed. 
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
                 Corporal Rider secured the hatch behind her and looked at the mess. Someone had left the hatch open and obviously, a zombie or two had gotten inside and messed things up before disappearing. Frantically she rebooted equipment and computers and started patching in peripherals. She soon had the net back up and reported into the Commander with what she knew, which wasn't a whole lot. She was still waiting on her sensor pods to reboot and transmit back to her. Any second now. The Commander was on his way and would need information. 
 
                 Slowly six screens came to life before her and as she scanned through them, she keyed her microphone to all channels and requested a status report from any units able to respond. The Major was the first to respond and she quickly flipped to the correct remote to get a picture of his location and almost froze in horror. With lightening quick fingers, she keyed her touch screen raising the Commander and telling him of the Major’s situation while trying to keep the horror and tears out of her voice. It was completely hopeless. The Major only had seconds and she wanted to switch her screen so she didn't see their ending but couldn't force her fingers to move. Then she gasped as she saw from another screen the Commander’s Stryker elements, instead of going around the granary's to help the Major they took the shortest most direct route. Straight up and over. That had never occurred to her and instantly she was issuing commands to the Major, screaming into her microphone for him to back up against the side of the granary and get down. The Commander was there in seconds and just in time.
 
    
 
   *****
 
                 
 
                 The Major blinked then crouched even lower grabbing as many children as he could, trying to flatten them against the ground as fourteen Stryker's roared overhead, missing them by mere feet to slam into the ground ahead plowing into the line of zombies facing them. There was no doubt who was in the lead vehicle because his black outfit and ponytail gave him away. The Commander was here and the .50 cal he was firing nonstop was tearing up the zombies around them. Shredding them actually and the Major and his men hugged the sobbing children to them as the Stryker's raced back and forth crushing many and blowing even more away in a bullet and grenade massacre. He blinked as a Stryker pulled up next to them and the Commander jumped down holding out his hand to help.
 
    
 
   *****
 
                 
 
                 We had barely made it. As we practically flew over their heads, I briefly saw the Major crouched holding onto a very large group of children, the soldiers beside him doing the same. Then we were over them and into the hideous beasts. The M2 I was riding like a horse, blazing away at everything undead that moved and within seconds we had cleared out quite a large area around them. I keyed my microphone on local.
 
                 "Hawk! Can't the Stryker's cross the river?" He came back instantly.
 
                 "Yes, Sir!"
 
                 "Then do it. Send twelve across to clear them out. There are so many I can't see the far bank from here."
 
                 "Aye, aye, Sir!" then Warrant Hawkins was issuing his own commands and four platoons of three Stryker's each peeled off and headed straight across the river. Stryker's can cross small rivers such as ours. They actually do float for a little while and those spinning tires really can propel them through the water. In no time they hit the far bank and flashes of light and the lightening of chain guns, automatic grenade launchers and .50 cal's lit the sky as they wrecked havoc. From where I stood, I could see the zombies were already turning around and trying to escape. Bastards. I would kill them all, I swear. My vehicle and one other stayed close to the Major’s group of children and as the last few were blasted away. I jumped down beside the Major, just as the Bradley's were making a southern swing back through and around. Jesus, those tracked vehicles were causing some serious pain for the undead, if they could feel pain that is. I issued commands for them to keep tracking around and crushing any they found but to preserve the integrity of their vehicle first.
 
                 "Need a hand Dan?" I inquired as I held out my hand.
 
                 "What took you?!"
 
                 "Stopped for coffee." Sometimes I just can't resist and we both started laughing. "What the hell is going on around here, Major? Are most of these zombies coming from where I think their coming from?" I pointed at the river.
 
                 "Yes, Sir. Evidently, we were wrong on that one. River’s fifteen-feet deep around here. They somehow must have gotten an immunity to it."
 
                 "Shit!" This was all I needed. The reports out of Europe had indicated zombies being fully submerged in water would incapacitate them. This also showed planning. Oh Shit.
 
                 "Exactly, Sir!" MSgt Trask took that moment to run up. He had been searching the bodies looking for our dead and hopefully wounded. From the look on his face he came up dry on any wounded and was wiping his face. Damn it to hell!
 
                 "No wounded, Sir. Ours are all dead in those piles. I'm sorry."
 
                 "I'll head down there Top and get a look myself. We'll think of something to fix this river shit." I turned to leave but his hand shot out grasping my shoulder. I looked back perplexed. What now?"
 
                 "Sir. Please don't go down there."
 
                 "I'm sure it's secure Sergeant. If not I'll take a few more down myself." I hefted my M4. I still had a full load out in the ammo bandolier also.
 
                 "That's not it, Sir. Ah shit, Sir. Bridget's dead. Died protecting the kids. The Major saw her go down standing over them firing away. He couldn't get to her in time. Also eight of the children she was protecting are dead. Mostly eaten. I lost my lunch when I saw the scene, Sir. Just don't go." He was dead serious.
 
                 I stood there; I don't know how long, stunned. Unable to move. Bridget gone? Eight Children in one group? All gone? I felt someone wrap their arms around me in a hug from behind and briefly looking over my should saw it was my LSS. What the fuck was happening?
 
                 "Sir. Look. I know you think as the leader you need to go there and see this. You don't. Has nothing to do with leadership. We need you everywhere. Not just in that one spot. Also, you want to remember Bridget the way she was the last time you saw her. Not now. Not like this. Sir. Her face is gone and the kids are... Sir! You need to concentrate. It's obvious they’re going after the kids. Concentrate on that. Let us do that for you, Sir. We need to check on that Trustee's group too. Estimates are at least several thousand came from that direction along Highway 82."
 
                 I heard his words and slowly nodded. All I wanted to do was hold her alive in my arms again. Hug and kiss her. Remember what we had, however brief it was. I nodded again looking him in the eyes.
 
                 "How's Jessica and your kids?" he smiled briefly at my question.
 
                 "Good Sir and thank you for asking. They're in a house just over there outside the Compound. That's where we are staying.  Zombies didn't really go after the houses. They could have. With those numbers it would have been easy pickings but they didn't. They concentrated on our main compound after somebody started wiping them out with a monster truck! Thank God for whoever that was. The bad part is they targeted the children first in every instance I saw."
 
                 "Yeah. We need to figure out what's going on." I smiled inwardly because I knew who those two in the monster truck were.
 
                 "Sir. Get to the CAPC and get on the net and coordinate for us. You know this area better than anyone else. You're in command. Do your job, Sir!" I nodded again sighing.
 
                 "Right. Come on LSS." I muttered and trudged to the CAPC near the end of the buildings. It had its own little spot. Close to the main entrance so I could get to it quickly first thing every morning for updates. "Why are you here anyways? I thought you'd be coordinating communication."
 
                 "I was. Then my trainee Zeke took over."
 
                 "Zeke? I thought Sam said he was a pothead and totally brain dead."
 
                 "Well he was, but after he really came down off that crap and started thinking again, he's actually a really smart kid."
 
                 "Hmmm. okay." What else could I say?
 
                 The inside was nice and warm with hot air blowing in my face as I opened the hatch. I sat on a stool while my LSS checked on reports and started feeding me information. Zeke was at the end, busy with the remote monitoring. I needed to shake out of this. Get it in gear. I sighed again, leaned over while turning Corey toward me, and kissed her softly. Yeah I knew she liked domination but it just wasn't in me right now and besides Zeke was here. Her arms went around my neck returning my kiss three fold. I felt a little better. No I felt like shit but we had work to do. I separated myself from her and pulled out one of the local maps we kept here.
 
                 "All right LSS I'm not up on all the units we have operating right now. Remind me tomorrow to force them to integrate immediately." I saw her nod and knew she would. Her memory was freaking awesome. "How are the southern units doing?"
 
                 "Good Sir. Light resistance once the main body of zombies was destroyed. Many escaped into the woods."
 
                 "Yeah figured that. Their getting smarter. Another note. Find out why they can walk underwater now. Also, find out why they're getting smarter. Put more people on the short wave's and glean the mil traffic."
 
                 "Yes, Sir."
 
                 "Pull some units from the southern group and send them to check on the First Baptist Church bunch and Devils Hole. I have a really bad feeling about the church. And have someone find Miguel. I need him."
 
                 "Yes, Sir."
 
                 There was urgent banging on the hatch. It wrenched open and the Major Weston staggered in. I jumped up and helped him to a stool half carrying him. He nodded his thanks and threw some drivers licenses down in front of me. He was covered in blood and stank like zombie shit. At least six field dressings adorned his body and I could see his shoulder was bleeding again. He looked like the poster child for an emergency medical unit.
 
                 "We have trouble Commander. Big trouble." I had noticed he was no longer called me Jay. Weird.
 
                 "No shit Dan. Trying to add to my heaping plate of bad shit?"
 
                 "These two from Muskegon." he pushed two drivers licenses at me. One male the other female. "These three zombies are from Grand Rapids, and these three are from Lansing and there's more of each." he was separating his pile of licenses and sorting them into stacks for me. He turned and looked at me.
 
                 "What? Their migrating, it's obvious." I responded.
 
                 "Agreed Sir but think about it. You have over a million people in Muskegon. Almost a million in Grand Rapids and a million and a half in Lansing. Do the math."
 
                 "We're fucked." I said it in a whisper after a short pause. I could do the math.
 
                 "Maybe, maybe not." He responded and was silent for a moment deep in thought. I let him be for I was also. No way we had enough ammunition to counter that number. Maybe, just maybe if my long range plans worked. I didn't know.
 
                 "Sir, we have to figure out a way to take them out more efficiently. There were almost four-hundred million people in the United States a week ago and if ninety percent or seventy percent, hell even fifty percent or anything even remotely close to it are these zombies, then we need a new plan. We need to figure out what can kill them besides bullets and grenades because I'm not positive there is enough manufactured ammunition to do the job."
 
                 "Or find the bastards who did this and make them reverse it." I muttered. Everything he said made sense and I had already considered that. Actually there was enough ammunition but I would break that to my entire crew at another time. He was looking at me again in that studied way.
 
                 "You have no doubt it's manmade and deliberate." He said it as a statement not a question.
 
                 "Dan it was the vaccine that turned them into zombies. I'm a long way from stupid." He chuckled at that comment.
 
                 "No you’re anything but stupid. There's no way to reverse it though. You do realize this yes, Sir?"
 
                 "I know Dan. The fever would have burned out any cognizant brain cells worth keeping. I do know this. But if even one percent survive until spring that's four million people in the United States alone. That's way more than needed to recreate a fully functional modern society. It would not take long for us to bring select industries back online and get things moving forward. I'm not a doomsayer that expects to revert to the ninth century, and I have plans that might get us full electrical power back within a week."
 
                 "Correct Sir. More than enough as you say." He had raised his eyebrows at my mention of power then with obvious reluctance dropped it for now. "We'll talk more about this later Sir, and this shadow government we're all worried about, but tomorrow. Right now we both have jobs to do."
 
                 "To right Major and since you’re obviously ambulatory consider yourself on active duty again. No more bed rest and pretty nurses." It was a joke but he started laughing with an amazing amount of gusto. He had touched a nerve with the shadow government comment. I would explore that more with him tomorrow.
 
                 Just then the hatch swung open again and a red-faced middle-aged woman burst in with a frightened look on her face. I feared the worse. The zombies were re-attacking.
 
                 "Major!" Her look, tone and body language was directed at Weston. He looked surprised and a bit pleased. "You should be in bed. What are you doing out of bed? I'm going to fail my nursing exams if you keep this up." She was mothering over him. Crying out at his various wounds. I only needed a split second look to realize it had nothing to do with nursing and everything to do with her feelings for him and from the look on his face, they were reciprocated.
 
                 "Now Judy, I'm fine. I'm also on active duty again." he was smiling at her in a very tender way that really looked out of place on his face. 
 
                 "Active duty? But you’re wounded. How could they?" The Major was pointing at me and her gaze swiveled in my direction. Oh I get it. Blame the chief eh? My estimation of the Major's feelings for her rose about five notches at the same time.
 
                 "Yes, Judy is it? He's back on active duty. Sorry about that but if he can stagger out and kill five-hundred or so zombies while suffering multiple wounds he can do the rest of his duties. You can blame me."
 
                 "Governor it isn't right. We're not ready; I mean he's not ready." Well that cinched it.
 
                 "Well Judy I have an idea. Since he did experience more wounds in battle I'm pretty sure he'll need a nurse by his side twenty-four/seven for the foreseeable future to mitigate any unforeseen complications with his recovery." I saw it took her a second to process that one but the Major was trying hard not to burst out laughing.
 
                 "In fact," I continued. "It might be wise to make friends with my LSS here. Sorry I mean Corporal Corey Rider." I jabbed a thumb in her direction. She was smiling at the interaction speaking almost sub audibly into her microphone. Multitasking. The women smiled at each other and instantly hugged. I shrugged. Weston muttered.
 
                 "Women always hug. Is this where we hug, Sir?"
 
                 "Only if you want another wound, Major." I replied totally serious. And he started laughing again. It took him a minute to stop and I saw fresh blood seeping through his bandages.
 
                 "Okay Judy get him out of here. He's bleeding all over my clean CAPC and that's sort of irritating. If he doesn't stop, his first job will be on a cleanup detail." They all laughed but she helped him to his feet and they left. I smiled after them.
 
                 "Well LSS some happiness for a shit day after all."
 
                 "Yes, Sir." And she was settling in my lap kissing me tenderly then molding herself around and hugged me tightly. I really needed that. All her curves fitting in all the right places. In fact, all my women were almost the same size and fit against me perfectly. We stayed like that for a minute then she jerked.
 
                 "Incoming traffic, Sir. One moment." and she jumped up taking her softness with her. Damn.
 
                 "Sir. Not going to like this. FBC is wiped. Totally." I knew the term and the connotation. No survivors. Shit almighty! Nothing like bad news on top of bad news.
 
                 "Are they sure they're wiped?" I responded. I was so tired.
 
                 "Their calling into the woods and checking but so far no survivors. The unit sent to Devil's Hole reports their fine and he suspects their getting drunk on moonshine. Some was offered to his squad, which he refused. Said it smelled a bit too 'new'." I had to shake my head at that one but it figured.
 
                 Well thank god Les's group had none of the children with them. Combined with those that had left there would have been upwards of fifty or sixty kids with them but I hadn't permitted them to take any until they were viable. Seems they weren't. 
 
                 Someone banged on the hatch again and it opened with Dr. Minasian's tired visage peering in. He looked at me making sure it was me I think and slowly came in. 
 
                 "We have all the survivors stabilized. I need to get back for two surgeries but I wanted you to know that, Jay."
 
                 "Thank you Doctor. Is there a count on the dead yet."
 
                 I saw him hesitate then look at me, a sad expression on his face. "Yes Jay. Forty-four children died tonight and forty-two adults."
 
                 I stood up instantly, anguish on my face. Fuck! Forty-four children? Okay things were going to change and like in the next twenty-four hours. Those fire zones were going in place pronto. It took me a few minutes to get myself under control before I could speak to the Doctor. I swallowed heavily.
 
                 "Thanks Doc." he nodded and left. I turned to my LSS.
 
                 "Recall our outer units and have Sgt. Trask set up heavy patrols." she nodded and got busy. 
 
                 I had a lot to think about. Sometime in the next day or two we would bury our dead with all honors and affection. Then we would get busy. We'd figure it out and make it work. This was too much blood, brains and bullets for my taste. From tomorrow forward would start a new chapter in our existence. The Legacy of the Living. 
 
    
 
   

 
   

Epilogue
 
    
 
   Don paused before knocking on the Doctor's door. He was worried. Things were getting out of hand quicker than anyone expected. He firmly believed in the order but things were unraveling too fast for his peace of mind. Only a week and already three expeditions were missing. They only had twelve out and each had its own area to secure. They had two backup expeditions and he had issued orders for their immediate deployment but he had little hope of them reaching their assigned positions. 
 
   The infected were everywhere, and migrating from the major cities in droves searching for food. Whole grids were going black and that was not a good sign. And the Doctor. Sure, he was in charge but he was treating all the women like personal pets and they didn't like it one bit. They had all signed on to the project. Given an oath and dedicated their lives but that didn't necessarily mean free sex anytime the boss asked for it. Already there had been several examples made of non-compliant women. As intended, it had scared the others into submission but only for now. It had also made a great many of the men angry. Especially these 'surgeries' the Doctor was starting to order on some of the Technicians, men whom he claimed suddenly had inferior genes. That was going over like a large lead sinker in a bucket of water. 
 
   Finally, he knocked and the call to enter was received so he opened the door walking to the doctor’s large desk. As he approached, he saw the soles of two very petite shoes facing him from under the desk. Oh Man, he's got a girl in here right now sucking him off. No wonder there's a shit-eating grin on his face. The doctor’s desk was large and high so thank God he didn't have to see the head of whomever he had coerced bobbing up and down. This wasn't cool at all.
 
   "Sir. I have dispatched our two reserve expeditions to take the place of two that have failed to report." he saw the Doctor shove a hand down then lean forward with a grunt. 
 
   "There were three Don. Did you forget?" Oh, shit. Lynch was cranky obviously.
 
   "Of course not, Doctor. I did not send an expedition to Michigan to replace that expedition. I'll handle that one myself." His reply was almost a snarl and the Doctor was slightly taken aback then relaxed and his hand did something under the desk and a smile slowly sufficed his face again as he nodded.
 
   "All right Don well you know best. I assume you'll be taking some of the armored Humvees. How many do you think?"
 
   "Not hardly Sir. I'll be flying."
 
   "Flying? But our Air capacity isn't that great. We have considerably more armor than air assets because we've lost some recently."
 
   "Granted Sir but there is no way I'm committing suicide, and no way I'll let anyone make me. Those expeditions I just sent out at your orders are of course dead within forty-eight hours. No way can they survive the infected masses. I'll fly, thank you."
 
   The Doctor stared at him for a full minute without speaking then finally nodded.
 
   "Well do as you see fit, Don."
 
   "I always will Doctor." he saw the Doctor frown at that.
 
   "Michigan. That's where your friend Jean is correct?"
 
   "If you mean the friend of mine you met that you tried to get DNA from because of her massive breasts then that would be correct, Sir. I'll go reel her in and stomp out wherever she's hiding.”
 
   "Well Don, I assure you it wasn't the breasts. Of course they were quite large and noticeable but to a Doctor her complexion and bearing and obvious intelligence were equally noticeable and that's why I wanted a DNA sample." The Doctor smiled smugly at him and Don didn't believe a word of it. He would find Jean on his own and make her one of his pets. He already had several willing pets and an unwilling one at this point was perfectly acceptable. He turned and left without responding.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   DAY 8: 0400 ET
 
    
 
   Miguel finally reached me. I was sitting alone by the kerosene heater in my new living quarters in my recliner brought from my old home, my feet propped close and the Rottweiler pup lay sleeping in my lap. I was gently stroking it as I thought about today, tonight. My women and our children were all sleeping together in the two double beds pushed together, another heater keeping them warm. I would join them soon. 
 
   "Señor I am here. I apologize for the delay."
 
   "Miguel it's fine. I know how busy you've been."
 
   "Jay, my friend. There are four children missing. I must tell you this even though I know you will not like it."
 
   Instantly tears welled up in my eyes again. I had just finished remembering everything Pete and I had done together and how much I missed by best bud and now this.
 
   "They're gone Miguel. I doubt we'll find them or if we do I'm quite sure we'll wish we hadn't."
 
   "Sí.“Silence for a bit as we both remembered lost friends. Then...
 
   "Señor Jay, how can you blindly take so many chances, knowing that your niños will be without a padre if one of your plans doesn't work out? You been lucky so far but will it work out the next time? ¿Por qué?"
 
   I paused at his words. No, I hadn't been lucky exactly. Yes, my children and I were alive but no, not all had been luck. I remembered Dorothy handing a child off to another at a dead run before diving into a group of zombies about to catch them. She hadn't been lucky. I remembered little Jacks parents in little clumps of bloody flesh with him the only survivor through their strength and diligence and sacrifice, I remembered Sandy crying over the still form of Pete in a long line of bodies. Bodies of those we loved. I remembered way to many others also. They hadn't been lucky. I knew what I would say. It was so much a part of me and a part of us as a living breathing caring species.
 
   "Why?" I looked up and stared at him. "Because we are who we really are. All around us are good people I trust." And I mentioned Michael, and Sam and Jason. Then the Major, beaten up as he was yet still standing strong and ready for more, screaming defiance as the hordes rose against him. I continued pointing out all the others around us, the soldiers and civilians, many with wounds, some with grievous wounds yet still upright and more than ready to give their all yet again. 
 
   "We are familia now, Miguel. Have been for some time. Perhaps this is God's way of giving us a second chance. I can't answer that but I can say without doubt that if I can't trust my friends to protect my children even if I'm not here then it's better my children do not grow up in this new uncaring world that's being created. You see mi amigo; to me it is really simple. The human race is divided between those of good nature and those of bad. My goal is to see those of bad nature are extinguished from the human gene pool. I may not be successful. Or maybe I will be. Only the gods know for sure. But I'll tell you this! When we see evil, it dies. It doesn't sit in prisons for years or decades. It doesn't get a second chance to wreck havoc. It's dead." I paused again then continued.
 
   "Throughout all of recorded history we've been down roads similar to this before and we keep making the same mistakes. I'm of the opinion we simply need to stop repeating the mistakes of history’s past. Weed out those bad genes and see what happens. What we end up with may not be utopia but it'll be a damn site better than we've had in millennia I'm sure." I hung my head pausing and sat stroking the sleeping puppy, feeling the warmth on the soles of my feet.
 
   "I agree Señor and you already know my vida es yours. I think I speak for most others and say they would be of like mind. As long as we breathe, you and yours will be safe."
 
   I nodded at his words lost in thought.
 
   "Get some sleep, Señor Jay. Noche Buena."
 
   "I will Miguel. I will. But the next chapter in our lives will be the beginning of our Legacy on this earth. The legacy of the Living. For now we see if good triumphs over evil and if the darkness that resides in too much of humanity can be eradicated."
 
   He nodded at my words then leaned down to hug me tightly his tears mixing with mine. We would prevail!
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   This wasn't the end. It's only the Beginning!
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