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        My name is Sylvester Barzey, and I’m gonna do you a favor. I know what you want. You wanna get hooked, but you want to try it first. I respect that, so the first taste is free.
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      Grab Another Free Zombie Horror Book Right Now!

      

      You need a little more zombie madness? Check out “Love Bites” and become a “Survivor Among The Living!” Its access to an exclusive newsletter and secret website for zombie and horror lovers.

      Win prizes, read sneak peeks of my work, and survive the outbreak with Catherine and other like-minded crazy people.

      Join Today

      Also, if you’re on Facebook, join “Sylvester Barzey’s Fan Club” for prizes, updates, and a look inside the author’s mind.

      Join Today

      https://bio.site/Sylvesterbarzey

    

  


  
    
      This is for Ayden, River, Angel & Mama

      Oh…and for y’all who didn’t think I could do it…

      Hi Haters!
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        “Michonne of The Walking Dead and Selena from 28 Days Later have a new heroine to welcome to the club in Catherine” 

        HORROR, SCI-FI, & MORE

      

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “This book reminded me how much I love zombies.”

        MONA KABBANI, AUTHOR OF “THE COLOR OF BLOOD”

      

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “Barzey clearly loves his craft, and his passion for storytelling bleeds out on the page for us all to enjoy.”

        REV JOE HAWARD, HORROR OASIS

      

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “Barzey has done something great here that will stand the test of time.”

        CHRISTOPHER ARTINIAN, AUTHOR OF “THE END OF EVERYTHING”
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        The Planet Dead Series:

      

      

      
        
        This series is a love letter from a fan of:

        “Night of The Living Dead”

        “Day of The Dead”

        “Night of The Comet”

        “Z-Nation”

        “Dead Alive”

        And “Slow Burn: Zero Day” I would like to thank everyone involved in these projects and the genre for pulling this little horror geek down into the undead rabbit hole.

        I hope my world will bring you as much joy as all those worlds have brought me. Be sure to review.

        ~Author Sylvester Barzey
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        PLANET DEAD FOREWORD

        BY CHRISTOPHER ARTINIAN

      

        

      
        Sylvester and I started our respective journeys into the world of Indie publishing at about the same time. When you take those first steps, it is difficult to find a firm footing, and you can have all the ambition in the world, but you can never be sure of where you will end up. You can only aim and hope.

      

        

      
        We bumped into each other a few times on social media and I was always impressed by a number of aspects of Sylvester's character. I'm old fashioned in many respects, and the first thing that endeared him to me was the fact that he was just such a good and decent man. He was always very polite and very humble. He always took the time to ask how things were going regardless of what was going on in his life, and this was the reason we became friends.

      

        

      
        As time went on and I got to know more about him I became aware of just how focussed and how dedicated he was to his craft. The world of post-apocalyptic zombie fiction is vastly populated and my reading list is always growing longer rather than shorter; so when I let a book jump the queue it is with good reason. I picked up a copy of Planet Dead and was hooked from the first few pages. Sylvester has a real talent for creating a feel for an environment without reams of exposition. I hate spoilers, so don't expect to see any here, but I can tell you that I loved the development and the aspect of the relationships that are cultivated in this book. The uneasy beginning between Catherine and Sue is cleverly constructed to set the tone of the entire story. It reveals enough of their respective characters, temperaments and philosophies to leave you yearning to find out more, and this is a real skill to display in the first few pages of a book.

      

        

      
        There is a beautiful mix of action and emotion in this work. It is authentic, humorous and exciting and in Catherine Briggs, Sylvester has created an enduring and powerful leading character that makes the reader cry out for more. It's not an easy feat in any literary genre but the ZOMPOC field in particular is a harsh proving ground for likable and memorable heroes and heroines.

      

        

      
        I felt Sylvester struck a real blow with this debut novel. It is very hard to show the best aspects of your writing on your very first outing, but all the elements are present here, and you finish the book wondering just how the quality, tempo and drama can be matched in a sequel.

      

        

      
        After reading Planet Dead: Bloodthirsty, I kept an eye on Sylvester's career as I felt sure this would just be the start of something big, and I was right. Sylvester has gone from strength to strength with more verve and heart than most. He has developed not just his writing, but other skills specifically to embrace the power of technology, the internet and social media like no other author I have met.

      

        

      
        The longer you know him, the more you realize you don't know him. There are so many facets to this man that you just wonder what he will get up to next. He has created a striking brand and presence with some amazing video and graphic packages and, his commitment to the genre and the Indie movement is real and sincere. He has helped to promote countless other authors at no profit to himself simply because he can and this is why he encapsulates the true essence of Indie.

      

        

      
        It is hard to enter into the zompoc world on any social media site without seeing his name because there is a real buzz about this great new talent. 2017 was the start of the trail for Sylvester with Planet Dead: Bloodthirsty. Catherine Briggs is something special and I can't wait to find out where the journey goes for him and her from here on in.

      

        

      
        What I do know is that in this rich and varied genre there are some authors who can make you raise an eyebrow. Sylvester is one such writer. He has a real spark and drive that is infectious. It is present in his writing, and it is present in his life.

      

        

      
        So, without further ado, I would like to welcome you to the Sylvester Barzey universe, and more specifically, to Planet Dead. Enjoy!

      

        

      
        If you enjoy this book:

      

      

      
        
        Leave a review. Tell a friend. Visit my website

        Thank You
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      “Good evening America.” The Vice President’s voice came out strong and clear through the sound system of the press room. The red, white and blue flag stood proudly behind him. Everything was polished and dressed up to look it’s best. They took their time to set this up, which was surprising. This press conference wasn’t about border control, gun control, or any other form of control. No this was the total opposite, this was about anarchy. A wave of madness took to the streets of America and throughout the media there was an unanswered question that kept being raised: where is the president?

      “Tonight, you might be wondering why I’m speaking to you and not our fair President. Many of you might have heard stories about his health. Many of you have expressed your concerns about his well-being. Well, both he and I would like to thank you for your thoughts and prayers, but, despite what you fine people of the media would like the American people to believe, our leader is in good health.”

      Fake news was a real thing. Some broadcasters were paid big money to chase pointless topics or to leave out a story or two. No one talked about the missing girls in Africa. Woody Allen got his stories pre-screened for years. Fake news was a real thing, but this wasn’t fake news, this wasn’t even news. A virus was quickly taking over countries all around the world, this was reality. Now, after months of swearing how strong and protected our nation was, it was finally here.

      “The President was rushed out of the city before the outbreak and is being held in an undisclosed location until we have a better understanding of what is going on. Our leader will return, and he will see us through this dark hour.”

      Russia was the first to fall. No one understood what was happening; one minute people were getting sick, the next people were dying. But they didn’t stay dead. Russia wasn’t prepared; no one was.

      “Not much is known about this virus or how it got on American soil. We can go back and forth for days about who’s to blame for our position at the moment. I could take the low ground and say this is exactly why we wanted to fully close our borders to the outside world. I could bring up that this is the exact reason why we built the wall in the first place, but I’m not that kind of person.”

      The Southern Grand, more commonly referred to as the wall, was the one campaign promise that was fulfilled by our fearless leader. A technological marvel that runs from coast to coast blocking America off from Mexico and the rest of South America. An invisible electrical field, which was solar powered of all things, was meant to be the saving grace of America. Now it was the saving grace of South America, keeping the infected at bay.

      “What I will address are the facts that we do know. At approximately 0900 hours, a tourist group entered the White House. One of the said tourists abandoned the tour group and was apprehended on her way to the Oval Office.”

      The world lost all communication with the UK two months ago. People started getting scared, and when people get scared, they get violent. People who claimed to have America’s best interest at heart were rounding up everyone they felt wasn’t’ American enough. Green card holders, immigrants, and anyone that couldn’t prove, without a shadow of a doubt, that they were born in America were at risk. That two-week period was poetically named The Hunt by the administration.

      “As we waited for the proper authorities to remove the woman, the Secret Service was informed she was a person of interest in an ongoing investigation being done by the CDC. The woman was then escorted out of the building where her counterparts opened fire, killing two guards. The reports that those two guards returned after death or that the woman was a carrier of the infection are beyond false. There have been reports of the infection in the D.C area, but our country’s best scientists are conducting research to fully understand what we’re dealing with. Be assured, we have this under control. Now, I’ll take a few questions, yes you...”

      This was not a press conference about control because control, and the illusion of it, was far more dead than anything else in this new era.

      “I didn’t say the President was rushed out of the city before the outbreak, you must have misheard me. Next question...”

      This era was one of blood.

      “We haven’t heard any reports about the woman being a United States employee, and to even suggest that an American would attack our country like that is just sinful.”

      An era of hate.

      “Listen, what is happening around the world doesn’t need to happen to us. We are Americans! We are smart. We are strong, and we’re not gonna let something like a virus turn our nation upside down!”

      An era of fear and...

      “Next question, you in the back...”

      “What’s wrong with him? What’s wrong with him?”

      “Shoot him! Shoot him goddamnit!”

      “I don’t care how many people are watching! Get me the hell out of here and kill that son of a-”

      An era of the dead.

      
        
        After that broadcast D.C went dark.

        People call it the last words of a dying nation.

        It was our first look into a new order of life.

        It was our first look into...

        Planet Dead.
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      “Mommy.”

      The faint word was almost overlooked and ignored like the passing buzz of a fly. Then that faint buzz transformed into a thunderous roar that broke through the forceful southern winds. “Mommy!”

      A head shot up above the tall grass looking for lips that cried out for her. From side to side she searched until her eyes finally found him. Her little boy was standing on the hilltop, his small hands cupping his mouth as he fought to scream into the wind, “Mommy!”

      Like helpful arms, his voice was pulling her to her feet. Breaking her free from the fog that had taken over her mind. Clear droplets of sweat ran down his cheek and along his neck. She could see that, along with the dirt and blood that stained his face.

      “Jordan?” she said softly. Her mind was tossed into a maze of questions. Why was he here? Where was here? But the most chilling of all questions was, whose blood was on his face? “JORDAN!” she screamed. Every muscle in her body tightened and readied to race toward her son, but, before she could take her first step, she felt a cool hand run along her bare shoulder.

      “He’s all right, Cat. He’s just playing games,” said a calming and commanding voice. She stood still, her skin softened as the gusting winds died down into a soft summer breeze. Her eyes were still fixed on her son; who was screaming as if he were sending every bit of air in his lungs out to deliver his message, but as the cool hand slowly made its way from her sun-kissed shoulders to the spot where her neck and her jaw line met, the cries of the little boy began to fade back into a faint buzz and her eyes closed, “Boys will be boys, right?” The hairs on her neck spiked up and her body tingled as his words whispered into her ear. The waves of emotions running through her became still. He leaned into her and his lips brushed her ear as he whispered, “Catherine.”

      Catherine’s eyes opened with a smile, but it dropped at the sight of the tears in her son’s eyes. Jordan’s mouth was wide open, releasing a word that was far clearer than any word Catherine had heard in years, “Run!”

      Before she could react, the soft calming hand resting on her skin turned into a vice grip, pulling Catherine down into the tall grass. Towering over her was the monster she once called her husband. The once golden, brown skin that she had kissed and cared for was now a dark, grayish black. His white eyes scanned over her, and for a moment, she swore he was smiling. Hands began springing up from the ground, latching onto her body. Nails and bones tore into her flesh, exposing blood and bright red meat. Her lips parted but only a deep gargle of her throat could be heard. The hands viciously dragged Catherine into the darkness of the earth. Her zombie husband leaned down until they were face to bloody face, “Run, Catherine!”

      Catherine shot up screaming. She kicked and punched, but as her eyes took in the grim view of the rundown bedroom and the sleeping bag that had been flung to the floor, it was clear it was all a dream. Catherine sat still, letting her racing heart calm itself. Her eyes scanned the room until they spotted the curtains dancing in the cool night’s breeze.

      “Fuck.” She pulled the window down quickly, but carefully enough to avoid slamming it closed. It was wise to avoid loud sounds these days; loud sounds brought attention, and attention was sure to get you killed.

      Gazing out into the darkness of the night, Catherine pulled her hair back into a ponytail. She was toned; trading tan boots for courtroom high heels hadn’t ’kept her from training every day. The only thing that slowed down her workouts was the damn apocalypse. Catherine couldn’t justify going for a jog with flesh eating monsters on every corner.

      Her skin was far darker than its normal caramel brown, covered with cuts and bruises from her newfound life on the bottom of the food chain. Catherine rested her head on the window, before turning around and snatching up the shotgun that rested by the bed. The double-barreled beauty was the only object she held near and dear to her heart, well that and the double-edged knife she kept hidden in her boot.

      Making her way through the darkness of the house, Catherine found herself on the staircase. Photos lined the wall in a cute descending pattern. A happy family in each dusty frame stared back at her. It had been days since she saw another living person. Which, on one hand was a blessing.

      Catherine was free to travel without worry, without having to care for anyone’s needs or wonder if they’ll make it through the night. It took up too much brain power worrying about others and she needed her wits about her to make it through the coming days.

      Yet, there was something to be said about having a partner. Someone that could share in the pain. Someone that could pull you out of the darkness from time to time.

      Catherine’s footsteps echoed throughout the house as she made her way down the staircase, performing the normal nightly checks. Walking into the kitchen, she gave it the standard once over; the windows were boarded up, check. Supplies were broken down into daily rations on the counter, check. Shotgun ammo right next to the escape bag on the kitchen table for a quick exit, check.

      Her fingers stroked the wooden boards covering the window. She smiled, but her peace of mind rapidly faded when a rapid pounding started shaking the front door. Catherine stared at the old wood, not wanting to move because moving toward it would make it real. She stood there, listening to the frantic pounding coming from beyond the wood.

      “Hello!” The pounded grew louder as it accompanied the shrieking voice that came from beyond the door. “Is anyone in there? Oh God!”

      It was the scream of a young woman, her voice and fist growing louder. The woman banged on the door for her life as she  prayed she hadn’t imagined the dim light in the distance, that it wasn’t some kind of mirage of safety that her mind created. She slammed her hands into the wooden door. She glanced over her shoulder, an action that caused her heart to start pounding louder than her hands. A mix of sweat and tears covered her rose-pink face as she parted her lips to scream out once again.

      “PLEASE! OPEN THE DOOR! GOD! PLEASE!”

      The pleading wasn’t only grabbing Catherine’s attention but also the attention of her pursuers.

      The butt of the shotgun was forced tightly into Catherine’s shoulder pocket. Cautiously, she made her way over toward the door. Her heart was still, no panic could be seen on her face. All that stood out was the look of a student, studying her surroundings and coming up with her next course of action.

      Catherine was a product of war, one fought over in countries most couldn’t pronounce for reasons most wouldn’t believe. She learned like the good student she was and remembered everything, never hoping to have to use any of it again, but fate had other plans. War was her class and, as she listened to the screaming and the pounding, she knew class was in session.

      Now, she could walk away and ignore it all, but there would be no telling how many of those things would be outside in the morning. She could open the door and put an end to the screams with one fast pull of the trigger, but what would that make her? Her left hand came off the pump-action shotgun and she placed it on the lock of the door. She could have done a number of things, but there was really only one action she could live with in the morning. “Who are you?”

      The young woman stopped her pounding, and her tear-filled eyes were pulled up from the ground by the sound of Catherine’s voice. The woman had given up. She had come to terms with the end. She said her internal goodbyes to about a thousand people before Catherine’s voice broke through the door with its gust of hope and it’s peculiar question. The girl had ignored a few knocks since the dead had risen but never one followed by pleads for help.

      “Who am I?” The young woman paused. Then she started to pound and kick at the door harder than before. Bright red blood poured from her bare knuckles. “Who fucking cares?! Just open the door!”

      A loud splash caused her to go still, she fearfully glanced over her shoulder, as a bucket fell into the dark waters of a nearby well. Two haunting figures slowly crept toward her in the distance. The young woman once again pounded and kicked at the door for dear life.

      “Please! PLEASE!”

      Catherine turned the lock on the door and pulled it open, only to have the young woman rush past her into the safety of the house. Catherine’s fear of never being able to forgive herself won out over the fear of death. Now it was them against the monsters.

      Hustling through the darkness were the figures, breaking through the high blades of grass on the lawn. Twisted, broken, and smelling like microwaved shit; they started to become clearer to Catherine. One had no lips, just bloodstained teeth that chomped as he dragged his left leg along the grass. He seemed to have been infected for some time now; his skin was rotting, and maggots were swarming along his bloody flesh. The other was newly infected. His clothing wasn’t dirty compared to his counterpart and his face looked the same as any other normal person, aside from his gray, pale eyes and the blood running down his chest, from the large pulsating wound on his chest.

      His look wasn’t the only thing that gave his time of infection away. No, his movement did that as well; he wasn’t slow-moving or stumbling. The man walked at a brisk pace compared to the other. Their moans grew louder as they came closer to the house.

      “What are you waiting for?” The young woman screamed.

      The zombies’ heads snapped up violently. Their gray eyes focused on Catherine. The newly infected zombie’s walk turned into a full-on sprint, cutting through the high grass. The other dragged his leg along so fast and with such force, it seemed as if it would rip off.

      “Fuck this!” the woman shouted. She grabbed the door, only to see Catherine’s black combat boot slam into it, forcing the door out of the woman’s grasp.

      “Touch that door and I’ll blow your damn head off!” Catherine’s icy tone caused the young woman to take two cautious steps back.

      The woman’s eyes darted rapidly from the monsters moving briskly through the night to what she presumed to be a crazed shut-in standing with her shotgun at the ready.

      Catherine didn’t pay the woman’s panicked glares any mind; she made no attempts to reassure her of their safety. She never broke her focus from the oncoming threat that revealed itself under the glow of the moonlight. The young woman’s skin tightened, and her mouth grew dry as the moans of the zombies grew louder. Death was quickly approaching.

      Catherine cocked back the pump handle, sending a large red round into the barrel. She closed her eyes for a moment and released a breath she didn’t realize she had been holding. She pulled the trigger, sending a shockwave into her shoulder. Their ears rang from the barrel releasing an echoing BOOM.

      The newest zombie or as Catherine called them, the half-baked, flew back, limbs flailing through the air like a rag doll until he collided with the ground. However, just as fast as his body hit the ground, he popped back up, leaping toward the steps. Catherine pumped back the rifle again, sending an empty cartridge descending to the ground and a new round into the chamber. The trigger pulled back and another roaring BOOM was heard.

      The young woman covered her ears. “What the hell is wrong with you?” she shouted. The duo watched the head of the slower, fully cooked, zombie exploded from the shot.

      A quick pump and Catherine sent another cartridge flying, but this time, nothing was there to replace it. The sound of the trigger’s useless click sent a chill down her spine. The half-baked zombie was still running full sprint toward the door. Catherine’s eyes widened, and her hand went to her pockets but came up with empty hopes and dreams.

      “Fuck, fuck, FUCK!” Catherine spun her head toward the young woman and started to bark orders at her as if she was back on base and caught the woman asleep on guard duty, “I need bullets! Hurry up!” The woman dashed toward the living room, “No! The red box in the kitchen!”

      The half-baked zombie was getting closer and closer to the steps, thick red foaming blood escaping from his lips. He was just like the others, a mindless killing machine whose only concern was where his next bite came from. Catherine had no plans of dying anytime soon, but fate and Catherine were never on the same page.

      The young girl doubled back around, her eyes glancing through the open door. She could see the ugly figure racing toward Catherine. Everything felt slow in that moment, and for the first time she could see what she was running from. It wasn’t just a photo on the internet, it wasn’t some grainy video on the TV, or sounds coming from beyond a locked door. It was real, and it was moments away from ending her life. She bolted into the kitchen and pulled open cabinet doors. She raced around the room until her eyes rested on a small red box on the table. She grabbed it and dashed toward the doorway once again. She tossed the box at the woman, who snatched it out of the air. Catherine’s fingers dug into the box and pulled out a red shell. She dropped the box to the ground and reloaded.

      She quickly raised the shotgun, pressing her cheek against the butt-stock, her eyes were locked in a stare down with the monster, it was looking right at her with those dead gray eyes. There was no blinking, no moving, just her staring at the monster and it staring right back into her soul. Her fingers were sweating as they pressed hard against the metal.

      A cool wind blew and caused the door to smack into the wall, with that one sound the being took a leap forward, landing him at the top of the house steps. She pumped the handle and the shell leaped into the barrel. She pulled the trigger. Cold blood flew through the night and onto her face as she tightly closed her eyes and mouth.

      The headless body fell to the floor and the young girl stood there looking at the sight.

      “Nasty,” the girl said softly.

      “Damn it. I hope I didn’t get any in my eyes!” Catherine said as she pulled up her shirt and started cleaning off her face. Walking past the young girl, Catherine made her way up the steps as she sharply let out, “Close the door!”

      The young girl slammed the door shut, and her fingers quickly twisted the metal to lock the door. She rested her forehead on the chipped paint of the door. She was alive, and she was safe. Two things she never thought she would be just a few short minutes ago. The girl turned around slowly, her head hanging low as she forced herself to look up at her hero and mumble the words: “Thank you.”

      Catherine came to a full stop on the staircase. She didn’t turn around to face the young girl, she simply asked softly, “For what?”

      “For saving me,” the girl replied.

      Rolling her eyes slightly, Catherine turned around and smiled. She had rubbed most of the blood from her face and into her white torn tee-shirt, but a dark red stain remained on her caramel skin. She stood in the middle of the staircase with her black bra tightly strapped to her chest like a plate of armor, she held her shotgun in her hands. Taking a few slow steps down as she said,

      “You make it sound like I had a choice in the matter. If they would have gotten you, then you would have turned, and there would have been one extra freak to put down.”

      The young girl nodded as she walked toward the steps.

      “Yeah, but still, I－” she said but was quickly cut off when Catherine pointed the shotgun into the girl’s face.

      The young girl’s eyes fixed on the dark hole that led into the barrel of the shotgun, her hands slowly moving up. They trembled in the air just above her shoulders. That feeling of her heart leaping out of her chest was back again, but this time, she wasn’t running from the infected, that was before, and this time she thought she was safe.

      “Don’t come any closer,” the bloodstained woman sharply demanded, causing the young girl to take a step back. She survived all of that madness only to be unlucky enough to lock herself in an old house with a crazy person.

      The young girl swallowed hard, trying to
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