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The talking heads were at it again.

“Did you see this?” Brian called out from the living room.

“Shannon, come see this.”

His wife padded into their living room on bare feet. She was twenty seven, a few years younger than he was, and looked tired after a day home watching their young daughter.

She tucked her legs underneath her as she settled on the sofa next to him.

“What?”

He pointed the remote at the television and turned the volume up.

“We now go live to Trisha Troutwood who is covering this breaking story. Trish?”

“Bob, we’re live on the scene of an officer involved shooting where authorities tell us, a police officer shot a man after he attacked a passerby and began eating her face.




Trish started her report and gets attacked by one of the undead.

:

Brian and Shannon were watching the attack on television.

Brian

“This is going to get worse.”

Shannon

“It’s not real. It’s like a movie.”

Brian stared at the talking head on the television.

He licked his lips and spoke out of the sound of his mouth.

“I want you to go get Tristan. Get into the bonus room. We’re going to lock down until they get this under control.”

“Who?” Shannon asked.

He shrugged, but didn’t rip his eyes off the screen.

“Somebody. The government. The Army. Somebody.”

She stared at him for a moment, wondering what he had in mind.

Under normal circumstances, she might be able to read his mind.

Not really read it, she wasn’t psychic. They had just been together for so long that she could see the set to his chin, or the crinkle of the skin around his eyes and make a pretty darn good guess as to what he was thinking.

Being with one person for so long also meant she knew how he would react to something.

He knew the same things about her.

How she squeezed her toothpaste from the top, which he hated, or how she took her coffee, which he made for her every morning.

He knew her moods which got worse four days out of every month, and he kept a watchful eye on the birth control pill count just so he could plan longer runs and more time with their kid at the park on those four days.

She appreciated him for it, appreciated that he knew her, that they were beyond guessing.

Except now.

She wasn’t sure what he wanted with her, what he meant by lock down.

She didn’t know what he wanted to do.

Still, she trusted him though and hurried up the stairs to get their young daughter.

She heard him rush into their kitchen and was glad he stopped watching the television.

She was afraid all of the madness outside was starting to affect him.
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He ripped open the pantry and felt like Mother Hubbard from the child’s nursery rhyme.

The shelves were almost bare.

Shannon rushed behind him, gathering things from their child’s bedroom and hustling them up the stairs.

Brian grabbed the cabinet handles in his hands and held on for a minute as the world spun around him.

It was moving too fast.

All of it.

And he wasn’t sure what to do.

Going to the bonus room above the garage seemed safe, he thought.

It had enough room for the three of them to hunker down and ride out whatever was going on.

Hunker up, he guessed was the best term.

They just needed food to make it through the hard time.

And right now, there wasn’t any.

“Hey,” he said.

“I know,” Shannon barked as she rushed past again with an armload of favorite toys.

“I’ve got to go out then.”

That stopped her.

She paused with one foot on the step, one on the tile floor.

“It’s too dangerous,” she said and glanced over his shoulder.

He turned to look back at the television.

There was an aerial shot from the news helicopter racing across the skyline.

It showed long lines that stretched in front of the big box store.

Even as they watched, an SUV plowed through the crowd.

Bodies bounced and flew, and some were sucked under the knobby wheels that squished out red goo before the news bounced out of the shot and settled on the disturbed newscaster.

He stared at the monitor with an open mouth, then got up and left the news desk.

“I’ll go out before it gets worse.”

“Worse than that?”

He nodded.

“It’s going to get bad,” he said.

“How bad?”

He didn’t answer.

“I don’t want you to go. We need you here,” she said.

“I’ll be careful.”

Shannon grabbed Brian by the back of the head.

“I think what you’re doing is stupid.”

“That’s in line with my character.”

“Just hurry back.”

She watched him with her eyes, speaking volumes. He nodded and shut the door.
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“We can’t start here,” she said.

But they did.

There wasn’t much choice.

It was the kind of thing that just happened, like when you expected it to be a choice, but when you got right to it, there wasn’t much of a choice at all.

More like a pre-determination.

Like some deity was having fun at your expense.

That’s how Brian felt as he followed the woman into the grocery store.

Panic turned people into animals.

He passed two older women in a fistfight on the soup aisle, beating each other with aluminum canes.

Before the madness, he might have stopped to take a picture of it, or video. Post it online and watch it go viral, because any other time, it would have been hilarious.

Blue hair’s gone wild.

He was too scared to laugh.

The situation was too scary, too terrifying by far. A man plowed into him, bowled him over and kept going.

Brian used the shelves to pull himself up.

It was going to be like that.

He ran back past the fighting old ladies, and avoided a swing of the cane from the one still standing.

The other lay on the floor in a puddle of blood and what looked like piss, moaning as the rubber tipped end pounded into her again and again.

Brian grabbed a cart.

A woman tried to take it from him and he knocked her to one side as he yanked it back.

He raced up through the congestion, grabbing food where there were openings. Boxes of macaroni and cheese, cans of soup, cans of beans. Three of one, six of the other.

He lucked across a large bag of rice, and tossed it in the cart.

The guy who knocked him down, came back, reached for his new bounty.

Brian rammed him with the cart.

“Son of a bitch,” the man drew back his fist.

Brian rammed him again, the metal bar on the bottom of the cart slammed into tender shins and made the attacker dance back.

He bent over to rub the wound, glaring and growling at Brian.

He was afraid.

If it was just a look, maybe he’d let it go, just run away.

He even thought of leaving the cart, just giving up the food and maybe the man would stop growling, stop glaring.

But if he did that, his kid would go hungry. His wife would starve, and he wasn’t sure where they would find food.

All of those thoughts ran through his mind in a second, and as the guy started to stand, Brian kicked him in the face.

It knocked his attacker over backwards, sprayed blood across packages of rice and pasta.

The man lay sprawled on his back, arms outstretched across the tile aisle.

A couple hurried from the far end and rolled their laden shopping cart across the outstretched arm.

Bone cracked, but the man didn’t move.

Blood leaked from his crushed nose and from the back of his head where it met the tile.

“Shit,” Brian breathed.

The woman in the couple stepped over the prostate body and scooped half the packages into their cart.

“Excuse me,” she said.

Brian reached up without thinking and used his arm to scrape more into his own cart.

He left the man on the floor and kept going.

More people poured through the doors.

They eyed the empty shelves and as he watched, some started grabbing full carts from the people who were there first.

There were more fights, more noise and chaos.

Brian decided he had enough for now, too much to lose at least and shoved his cart past the newcomers.

He got some hard looks, but no one approached him.

He felt lucky as he fled across the parking lot, and piled the groceries into the back seat of his car. He chose the back seat because he could use the door as a shield from watching eyes.

He finished loading the supplies in the back of the car when he spied the mob.

It was a large group of people, faces contorted in rage and fear and anger. They swarmed up the road, voices raised in a roar.

Brian stared for a moment in dumbfounded wonder.

He had seen such things on the news before, mobs in big cities in other places. Riots mostly, disenfranchised people pissed at a corrupt system.

They threw bottles of gas called Molotov cocktails, and bricks and rocks.

There were cops in the videos on television, clad in black body armor, protected by giant plastic shields and rubber bullets and water cannons.

But there weren’t any cops between him and the angry crowd that surged up the street and across the parking lot.

He watched as they reached people loading supplies into their cars and SUV’s, watched as they pulled them into the mass of bodies, ripping and tearing.

Watched as the mob turned on itself as they fought over the supplies.

They blocked the side of the parking lot like a tide that surged over trees and cars and toward the store entrance.

Toward him too.

He jumped in the car, fumbled the keys into the ignition and cranked the engine.

Brian jammed it in gear and slammed the gas to the floor, fighting the wheel for control as the tires slid and shimmied in a burning cloud of rubber smoke.

He bounced across a grassy divider, side swiped a sapling and bounced over the concrete parking block that separated the lot from the wide sidewalk.

He thought he blew a tire on the curb when he plowed into the street, and wondered how far he could get on just a rim before the crowd caught him, but the pop and clank was only the muffler.

He stared at it in the rear view mirror for a moment as he raced away from the grocery store just as the crowd overwhelmed















