
Zombie Redemption

#4 in the Tale of Tom Zombie Series

By H. D. Timmons

Copyright © 2015 H. D. Timmons

All Rights Reserved

––––––––
[image: ]


The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

––––––––
[image: ]

Cover art direction by: H.D. Timmons

Table of Contents

Part One

Part Two

Part Three

Part Four

Part Five

Part Six

Part Seven

Part Eight

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Part One


[image: ]


Tom surfaced slowly, as if rising through dark water. The first thing to reach him was not pain, but music.

A soft, lilting melody drifted through the room — The Girl from Ipanema — its gentle rhythm looping from an old record player somewhere nearby. The sound felt out of place, almost mocking in its calm, as a hand tapped lightly against his cheek.

“Well now,” a voice said, easy and conversational, “aren’t you a lucky pup.”

The tapping continued, measured and patient.

“I was startin’ to think I was the last of the Mohicans around here,” the voice went on. “Good to have someone to talk to again. You can talk, can’t you?”

Tom groaned and turned his head, the motion sending a dull spike of pain through his skull. He lifted a hand to the back of his head, wincing, then forced himself up onto one elbow. The world swayed before settling into focus: a worn room, dimly lit, the record player turning in the corner, and a man seated nearby, watching him with cautious curiosity.

“You took a hell of a knock,” the man said. “Wouldn’t be surprised if you’ve got yourself a concussion. Still... better that than catchin’ a few slugs from a 5.56mm to ventilate it.”

Tom blinked, trying to piece together the fragments of what he could remember.

The man leaned back slightly, studying him. “Saw that creeper closing in on you. Thirty yards out, and hungry. Figured if he was comin’ after you, then you weren’t one of ’em.”

A faint smirk tugged at his mouth. “I mean, you sure as hell look the part. But not quite. Lucky break.”

Tom swallowed, his throat dry. “Yeah,” he managed. “Guess so. Thanks.”

“You’re welcome,” the man said, nodding once. “You’re at Keflavik Naval Air Station. Name’s Jef. Captain Jef Barber... or it was a Captain.” He gave a small shrug. “But all that name, rank, and serial number bullshit is out the window now. Guess I’m just Jef Barber now.”

He didn’t offer a hand.

“And you are?”

Tom shifted, pushing himself upright on the vinyl sofa. Every movement felt heavier than it should, as if his body lagged behind his will.

“Tom Dexter,” he said, then paused. 

He dragged his hands slowly over his face, fingers tracing the warped, unnatural contours he had long since stopped expecting to feel normal again. When he lowered them, he drew in a steadying breath.

“But I guess I’m more like Tom the zombie nowadays.”

Jef tilted his head. “Tom Zombie,” he said, testing it. A brief, crooked grin followed. “Yeah. That tracks.”

Tom didn’t respond.

Jef’s expression softened, just a touch. “Don’t take it personal. World’s gone to hell in a hurry while you were aboard that ship. You’re still in better shape than most of it.”

He leaned forward, resting his forearms on his knees, and began to talk.

It came in pieces at first, then in broader strokes. A week’s worth of global collapse compressed into a few stark minutes. Cities overrun. Populations turning faster than anyone could contain. Military responses failing, then fragmenting. What remained of order breaking down into something primal and merciless.

“A real survival-of-the-fittest cluster-fuck,” Jef concluded grimly. “And the fittest aren’t always the ones you’d bet on.”

Tom listened, or tried to. The words reached him, but they seemed to drift, as if separated by distance. He couldn’t tell if the numbness settling over him came from shock, exhaustion, or something deeper. Maybe all three.

His eyelids began to sag.

“Nope. No, no,” Jef said, straightening. He reached out and slapped Tom lightly on the knee, enough to jolt him. “You don’t get to sleep just yet. Not after I just told you you might have a concussion.”

Tom blinked, forcing his eyes open again.

“I need to know you’re still with me before you go drifting off.”

Jef stood, crossing the room to retrieve a bundle of clothes. He tossed them onto the sofa beside Tom.

“Got a spare uniform,” he said. “Dry, clean. Lieutenant’s, technically.” He gave a short chuckle. “Which means you outrank me now. Not that rank’s worth a damn anymore.”

Tom glanced at the clothes but didn’t move.

Jef sniffed the air, his expression tightening slightly. “Yeah... first things first. You need a shower. A real one. Hot water, if the system’s still cooperating.”

He turned back toward Tom, already moving with quiet efficiency.

“After that, we’ll get you some chow. Then maybe I’ll show you around — give you the nickel tour of what’s left.”

The record continued to spin, the same gentle melody filling the space as the world beyond it remained broken and silent.

Tall and tan and young and lovely

The girl from Ipanema goes walking

And when she passes, each one she passes goes "ah!"
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To say the world had gone awry would have been a grotesque understatement — like calling the Ice Age a cold snap.

Inside the transit bus, no one spoke at first. The silence wasn’t calm; it was crowded, suffocating, filled with identical thoughts ricocheting from one mind to the next.

Get out. Get out now.

Where is everyone?

Don’t think about them.

Just move.

Just survive.

The pressure of it built until it fractured into angry murmurs. Passengers snapped at the driver each time the bus slowed, curses hurled forward like thrown objects. They didn’t want stops. They wanted distance.

But Daryl Templeton had other ideas.

Each time he braked, he did so with purpose, hauling more people aboard, cramming them into whatever space remained. Twelve years behind the wheel had trained him to serve. Today, that instinct had sharpened into something else. He made the choice to carry as many people as he could, transforming him from public servant to humble hero without a second thought.

“Alright! That’s it!” he shouted back as two final passengers squeezed through the door. “No more room!”

A ripple of relief passed through the packed interior, followed by scattered praise. No one argued this time.

The bus surged forward again, its dedicated lane cutting a narrow, precious path through the dying city.

The newcomers forced their way toward the center. Jemma kept her head down, hood pulled low, her face buried beneath layers of concealment — face mask, makeup, sunglasses. Holly stayed tight beside her, gripping an overhead strap as the vehicle lurched.

A masked elderly Asian woman nearby gave them a small, approving nod. In another world, it might have passed for kindness. Here, it was recognition of shared precaution in a city clinging to the illusion that this was still just a virus.

Holly and Jemma knew better.

Looting the pharmacy had been easy. Too easy. Shelves stripped in minutes, no resistance, no order. The real challenge had been getting onto the bus without drawing attention. Jemma’s disguise had done its job so far, masking the truth beneath layers of artifice.

The bus jolted violently as it clipped a stalled car, snapping everyone forward.

Outside, Chicago flickered past the windows like a movie, each section of glass an individual frame of film. Storefronts abandoned mid-day, streets choked with vehicles, shadows shifting where people still moved, desperate and hunted. 

It was like watching a National Geographic video — predators and prey are easily distinguished. Rooting for the prey to be swift and cunning enough to survive, but knowing the odds were against them.

In the open, the infected wandered without urgency. Predators and prey, stripped down to instinct. The bus didn’t slow for either.

Living dead ambled across streets. Not flinching at the forty-thousand-pound transit bus bearing down on them. Bodies struck the front with dull, wet impacts — thump, crack, smear — the windshield briefly painted before the wipers dragged the evidence away. Wipe. Rinse. Repeat.

Plastered throughout the bus were fliers promoting a survivor’s sanctuary in Cheyenne.

“Where humanity can begin again,” Holly read aloud, then leaned toward Jemma, lowering her voice. “I think this route gets us close to my house. My mom’s got a car. She’s going to take us to her cousin’s. We’ll be safe there.”

“Excuse me,” a voice behind them said.

They turned.

“I couldn’t help overhearing,” the man continued, polite but firm. “This bus isn’t running its normal route. Once we hit the highway, it’s not stopping again.”

Jemma froze for a fraction of a second, then leaned closer, trying to place the voice. “Mark?”

He squinted through her disguise. “Do I...?”

“It’s me. Jemma.”

Recognition hit instantly. “Jemma!” He pushed his way through the crush of bodies and pulled her into a quick embrace, relief overriding caution. “What the hell... what’s with the outfit?”

Then, catching himself, lowering his voice: “Oh. Of course...”

“Yes,” Jemma said quickly, nodding along. “To avoid getting sick.”

“Right,” Mark nodded, adjusting without missing a beat. “Smart.”

Jemma shifted the conversation before it could linger. “Mark, this is Holly. Tom’s daughter.”

“Tom?” He blinked, then lit up. “Wait... Tom? Well, I’ll be damned.” He smiled at Holly. “Good to know my theory wasn’t wrong. You’re alive.”

“Theory?” Holly asked, glancing at Jemma.

“It’s... complicated,” Jemma cut in. “We’ll talk later.”

“Your dad’s something else,” Mark added. “That trick of his... being invisible to them? That’s... unreal.”

Holly frowned, confusion surfacing, but Jemma pressed forward again. “So, Mark said that this bus isn’t taking its normal route. How far are we from your mum’s place?”

Holly turned, craning her neck to the window to orient herself, and saw it coming.

A green Saab swerved into their lane, avoiding two of the infected crouched over a body in the street. Daryl reacted instantly, jerking the wheel. The bus slammed up onto the curb, sideswiping a light pole before crashing back into the lane.

The impact tore through the interior.

Passengers were thrown into one another, a cascade of bodies and cries. Jemma’s grip broke. She fell hard, her suitcase flipping, her sunglasses knocked free.

As she struggled up, disoriented — That’s when the elderly woman pointed a trembling finger. A widening gaze.

“Virus!” she shrieked. “She has the virus!”

Jemma’s mask had slipped, exposing the truth beneath. The decayed lips, the unnatural texture no makeup could hide. The illusion shattered instantly.

The crowd recoiled, but only so far as the packed space allowed. Fear curdled into aggression and voices turned vicious.

Hands followed with shoves, even blows. Kicks driven by panic.

Mark moved first, stepping in front of Jemma. Holly joined him without hesitation, taking the hits meant for her friend as the crush of bodies surged against them.

Someone tore the mask from Holly’s face, searching to confirm she was the same. She wasn’t.
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