
Table of Contents

Last One In Is a Zombie (Snack of The Dead, #3)

The End... For Now

About the Author

Also by Cal Fox


LAST ONE IN IS A ZOMBIE

A Snack of the Dead Interactive Gamebook, Book 3 of 3

Cal Fox

Last One In Is a Zombie

A Snack of the Dead Interactive Gamebook, Book 3 of 3

Copyright (c) 2026 Cal Fox. All rights reserved.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, incidents, and creatures are products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without prior written permission from the author, except for brief quotations used in a review.

First Edition.

How to Read This Book

This is not a book you read start to finish.

YOU are the hero, and every choice in this story is yours.

Read a section, then make a choice. Each choice sends you to a different numbered section, so pick one and jump straight there. In the ebook, just tap the link. In print, flip to that section number.

Some paths end in victory. Some end badly, sometimes on purpose, sometimes hilariously, and that is part of the fun. There is no penalty for a bad ending except starting again. There are 16 different endings hidden across this book, and no two readers find them the same way.

Ready? Your adventure starts now.

Begin Your Adventure -> Turn to Section 1

1

Word has been spreading all day, passed hand to hand like the world's worst chain letter: the safe zone gate north of town locks at sundown, and it is not opening again until morning. Not for stragglers. Not for a good excuse. Not even, according to one very confident rumor, for the mayor's own dog, who allegedly tried, allegedly failed, and allegedly still talks about it at length to anyone who will listen.

Sergeant Vale runs that gate, and Vale does not do "five more minutes." You have heard this from three different people today, all with the same tone people use when they are still a little afraid of a substitute teacher who once made the whole class redo a fire drill over a laugh at the wrong moment. Nobody has ever actually seen him smile.

You have a folder of proof about where this whole outbreak started, a small group of people counting on you to get them through that gate, and roughly one afternoon of daylight left to do it in. The folder is smudged, slightly damp from an incident you would rather not discuss, and it is, without question, the single most important object you have ever carried.

Somewhere behind you, something groans, long and unbothered, like it has nowhere in particular to be. You very much do. Priya adjusts her backpack strap and looks at you like she is waiting for you to be brave first, which, honestly, feels fair enough by now.

If you take the highway, turn to section 2. If you take the back roads, turn to section 6.

2

The highway is jammed bumper to bumper, a parking lot that used to be a road, hundreds of cars sitting exactly where their drivers left them weeks ago, some with doors still hanging open like whoever was inside simply stepped out mid-sentence and never came back to finish it. It is loud enough out here already, tires and wind and the occasional distant groan, to draw every Shuffler in the county to what is basically the world's saddest parade, and you have not even started making noise yet, which is somehow the most alarming part of all.

A rusted minivan up ahead still has its hazard lights blinking, somehow, after all this time, a tiny stubborn heartbeat in the middle of all that stillness, clicking on and off, on and off, like it is still faithfully waiting for somebody to come back and turn it off properly one last time. You almost feel bad walking past it without saying anything, like it deserves an apology or at least a respectful nod on your way by.

Priya squints down the endless line of cars and lets out a long, unimpressed breath, hands on her hips like the traffic personally offended her on a professional level. "This," she announces, "is going to take absolutely forever, and I would like it noted for the record that I called it before we even got here."

If you honk through the gridlock, fast and loud, turn to section 3. If you weave quietly between the stalled cars instead, turn to section 4.

3

Honking gets you moving fast between the wrecked and abandoned cars, weaving and leaning on the horn every time a gap opens, a genuinely terrible idea that also happens to work extremely well, at least for now. It works so well that you have now acquired a growing shuffling parade trailing behind you, loud enough that it might tip off something bigger up ahead, a fact you are trying very hard not to think about while you drive as fast as the wreckage around you allows.

Priya, hanging half out the window, is enjoying this far too much, shouting directions and insults at the Shufflers with equal enthusiasm, like she has finally found her one true calling in life. "This is either genius or the worst idea you've ever had," she yells over the noise, wind whipping her hair everywhere. "Jury's still out, but I'm having a great time regardless!"

In the mirror, the parade behind you is getting bigger by the block, a slow river of arms and groans flowing along the highway shoulder like something out of a very strange dream you did not sign up for.

If you push on and use the noise as cover to duck past a Herd blocking the next exit, turn to section 5. If you peel off down a side street to lose the parade first, turn to section 4.

4

Quiet backstreet, clean getaway, whether you picked it from the very start or looped back around to find it after your horn-honking experiment got a little more successful than you actually, strictly wanted it to. Somewhere behind you the honking and the groaning fade out together, like two arguments finally agreeing to disagree somewhere else and go bother a different, considerably less fortunate neighborhood entirely, leaving you both in blessed, ringing silence at last.

You catch your breath against somebody's fence, heart still going twice its normal speed, hands shaking slightly from all the adrenaline still working its way through you, and Priya flops down on a curb beside you, grinning despite absolutely everything that just happened in the last chaotic ten minutes. "Ten out of ten parade," she says, fanning herself dramatically with her own shirt collar. "Would not recommend leading it again personally, but genuinely, ten out of ten, would absolutely watch someone else attempt it."

A cat, entirely unbothered by any of this recent chaos, strolls past like it personally owns the whole street, tail held high and proud, and neither of you have the energy left to react to it in any meaningful way whatsoever.

Turn to section 10.

5

You duck past the distracted Herd using your own noisy parade as cover, timing it perfectly, or at least perfectly enough, sliding along a fence line while every groaning head in the vicinity turns the other way toward the honking minivan chaos still unfolding loudly behind you both. Clever, honestly, genuinely clever, the kind of plan that sounds completely impossible right up until the exact moment it actually, improbably works out.

The only problem is that now both the Herd and your personal shuffling fan club are vaguely, dimly aware that something moved past them, which is not nothing, groan-brain math being what it unfortunately is out here on the highway shoulder. You do not stop to find out exactly how much math they actually managed to do in the end, choosing instead to keep your head down and your pace steady. You just keep walking, fast, casual, entirely too aware of your own footsteps on the cracked pavement beneath you, counting your own heartbeats until the sound behind you finally, mercifully starts to fade into the distance behind you both.

Priya does not say a single word until you are three full blocks clear, and even then it is just a long, low whistle of pure relief, hand pressed flat against her chest like she is checking it is still beating.

Turn to section 10.

6

The back roads are slower and a lot creepier than the highway, all overgrown yards and houses with their curtains still drawn like everyone's just sleeping in late, sprinklers still running faithfully on timers nobody ever reset weeks and weeks ago, watering lawns for an audience that stopped watching a long, long time back. It is quiet in a way that makes the back of your neck itch, the kind of quiet that feels like it is actively holding its breath and waiting for something specific, but they might just beat the clock, potholes and all, if you both keep moving steadily forward.

A garden gnome someone painted to look vaguely zombie-ish stares out at you from a flowerbed, chipped paint and all, one eye slightly crooked and unsettling, and you decide, firmly, for your own peace of mind, not to look directly at it again for the rest of the entire walk.

Priya keeps glancing at every single window you pass, checking carefully for movement behind the glass, which is smart but does absolutely nothing whatsoever for either of your already frayed nerves right now.

If you cut through the golf course, open and exposed but faster, turn to section 7. If you stick to the tree-lined side streets, slower but with more cover, turn to section 8.

7

The golf course is fast going, wide open green stretching out in every direction under a sky that is definitely, unmistakably starting to lean orange at the edges now, right up until a lone Shuffler ambles slowly into view near the ninth hole, still pushing a golf cart in slow, patient circles like it has a tee time it fully, sincerely intends to make no matter what has happened to the rest of civilization in the meantime around it.

You duck behind a sand trap and watch it circle twice more, weirdly hypnotic in a way you genuinely did not expect from a zombie of all things, cart wheels squeaking rhythmically the whole time, before you remember, with some real effort, that you do not actually have time to watch zombie golf right now, however entertaining it undeniably, objectively is.

"I feel like we should clap or something," Priya whispers, watching intently from your shared hiding spot. "That's honestly better form than my uncle ever managed, and he took actual lessons for years."

If you sprint past before it notices you, turn to section 9. If you take the long way around the pond to avoid it entirely, turn to section 8.

8

Side streets, slower going, quiet under a canopy of trees that blocks most of the low afternoon sun, whether you picked them first or circled back around to find them after deciding the golf course was not worth the very real risk of getting personally heckled by a zombie with better manners than most living people you actually know. Somewhere a wind chime someone hung years and years ago is still going, tink tink tink, the most normal, ordinary sound you have heard all day so far, and it is doing something strange and unexpectedly comforting to your chest right now.

It is almost peaceful out here, honestly, genuinely, if you squint hard enough and ignore literally everything else currently happening in the wider world around you at this exact moment.

A screen door bangs shut somewhere off in the distance, and you both freeze completely for a second before deciding, together, wordlessly, without any actual discussion, that it was probably, hopefully, just the wind doing its ordinary thing again.

Turn to section 10.

9

You sprint past the world's most dedicated golf-cart Shuffler, and it does not even look up once, fully and completely committed to a game that ended weeks and weeks ago on a course that has not been properly mowed since that same week. Fast, a little bit hilarious, and clean, though you will absolutely be thinking about that particular cart for the rest of your entire life, possibly even bringing it up at your own graduation someday, much to everyone's confusion and mild concern.

"Did that zombie have better form than you?" Priya asks, not even slightly out of breath herself, jogging easily beside you like this entire sprint is nothing whatsoever to her personally. You do not dignify that question with an answer, mostly because, deep down, you strongly suspect she might actually be entirely right about it, and admitting that out loud would be its own kind of defeat.

Turn to section 10.

10

However you got here, you spot a stalled school bus up ahead, honking weakly, a whole family visible through the windows waving with the specific panic of people whose engine has flooded at the worst possible moment on the worst possible day of the entire year so far. Two blocks over, something warms up its groan like a broken foghorn slowly clearing its throat, low and rising, definitely headed this direction eventually, whether or not you two decide to get involved in the unfolding situation.

The bus driver
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