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  To those who understand that it’s not the end of the world as we know it, but that it’s the beginning of the world as we fear it
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  IN THIS SIXTH COLLECTION in the Nocturnal Screams series of short eerie tales, I thought it would be fun to collect a number of stories about zombies.


  None of the three tales here have ever appeared in any format anywhere, so they are 100% original and unpublished.


  I hope you enjoy them.


  The tales you are about to read are perhaps along the lines of a Twilight Zone or Outer Limits or Amazing Stories episode. If you’re not of a certain age, you’ll likely only know these old television shows via repeats and YouTube clips. You might liken the tales to something you may see on an episode of Black Mirror – only, my stories tend to involve less of the science-fiction elements of that program and a lot more of the eerie and supernatural.


  I go into a bit more detail, and I provide full stories-behind-the-stories for each of the tales, in a short section at the end of this book. That’s where I’ll reveal to you some insights behind the inspiration of the writing of each tale, as well as other insights that I think you might enjoy. That is, only if you’re one who enjoys those behind-the-scene tales.


  If you’re not into that, then you’re likely better off just skipping that part and enjoying the stories on their own.


  And so, speaking of which. If you’re a stranger to my fiction, then welcome, and thanks for checking this out. But even if you’re familiar with my writing, perhaps you are still a stranger to the tales that I am about to share with you.


  Please, take my hand and join me as we dare ourselves to walk willingly into the midst of the walking undead.
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    The Zombie Whisperer
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  “HEY CHANCIE!” STUART called out. “Bet you don’t have the balls to French kiss that zombie.”


  “Yeah, LaChance. I double-dare you!” Bruce said. “Lay one on her!”


  “I’ll lay one on her once I see you lay your money down, boys,” Robert LaChance said, getting up from the bar stool where the three of them had been gulping down McMenamins Rubinator beers.


  You see, Robert LaChance would do almost anything to win a bet or prove his buddies wrong. Completion of either one came with the same smug satisfaction that fueled their competitive relationship.


  It wasn’t the money; it was the winning.


  Winning a bet was everything.


  Following through on an outrageous dare was what life was about.


  And, lately, the bets, and the adrenaline rush had been happening between intervals that seemed far too long.


  Over the years, Robert and two of his best pals backed each other into the must cocked-up precarious situations imaginable. It involved elements of posturing, name-calling and tens of thousands of dollars exchanged between the three of them.  From jumping out of planes, off tall bridges and cliff faces to death-defying stunt driving on a mountainous costal highway to deep-sea diving in shark-infested waters, there was barely a stunt one could conceive of that the three of them hadn’t added an extra layer of dangerous stupidity to and bet the other ones they wouldn’t be able to pull it off.


  The surprising thing about this ridiculous lifestyle, however, was how this immature thrill-seeking behaviour become a key that just might save humanity from this confusing and horrifying worldwide plague.


  And to think it all started right here in this bar, not five months ago.


  You look like you don’t believe me.


  Tell you what – grab yourself another drink and get one for me – I’ll take a Mac’s Amber – and I’ll tell you the whole story.


  You with me, junior?


  Good. When you first sat down you looked like you could use a little escape from the grind; like you could loosen up a bit and unwind.


  Make yourself comfortable, sport, because I think you’re going to enjoy this little tale.


  So, being a regular here now for the past twenty years, I got to know Robert, Stuart and Bruce pretty well, when they started coming in about eight years ago. They always came in every Wednesday night like clockwork and they always sat on those same three stools, just on that edge of the bar over there. Huey, Duey and Luey, I called them before I learned their names. They came in together, always on the same night and they always took up the exact same seats; and if those stools were occupied, they turned and duck-walked their asses out of the bar like a gaggle of upset old ladies whose favourite teller isn’t working at the bank branch that day.


  They drank adventure, they loved taking risks and they loved betting, laying down money on almost anything and everything they could.


  But you change their weekly bar-visit routine, and look out Charlie – you’d have three pissy little sissies on your hand.


  But I digress.


  When not stuck in this local hangout routine, they craved risk; they thrived on it.


  There is apparently an adrenaline rush that comes with laying it out on the line like that. I wouldn’t know. I punch a clock, file the papers I need to, and then come back here and drink away my free time. That, and listening to the common gossip, and spreading a little bit of it to anyone whose ear I can bend, is enough for me.


  In any case, sitting here, listening in on their conversations, and occasionally shooting the shit with them, I learned a lot about the three of them.


  They all grew up on the same street not too far from here in a residential section in central Hillsboro. Robert and Stuart’s parents owned houses right beside one another and Bruce’s folks owned a house across the street. They were all born within eighteen months of each another.


  Legend has it that when they were in diapers the three used to egg one another on from their strollers as their mothers pushed them around. And, depending on who you talk to, they actually got their mothers to walk faster, if not run, as if subconsciously pushed forward by the silent insistence of their three strong-willed children.


  All three came from white upper middle-class families, their fathers employed by two of the largest Silicon Forest employers, the mothers all members of the Oregon PTA; and you can be sure all three families sat front and center in their Sunday best each weekend at the local mass.


  Some might speculate that it was this cushy well-preserved and protected environment that set the three off. Me, I think the jury is still out on that one. All I know is that they started daring each other and making bets over the stupidest things from the earliest years.


  In the winter months when a local creek froze, they would delight in walking across the thin ice, moving along the surface until they heard and felt the cracks beneath them. The last person to vacate the ice before it broke through was declared the winner. You’d lose, of course, if your foot went into the brown muddy water of the creek.


  Back then they’d bet using comic books and bubble gum trading cards for collateral.


  When they got a bit older, the risks increased, and so did the currency of their bets.


  Do you remember the original lawn darts? Not the plastic ball-like tipped ones you can find now, but the originals. The heavy ones with the rounded metal tips?


  They must have been no more than eight or nine when they would sneak far enough away across a field adjacent to Stuart’s parents’ house and play their
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