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      There are currently 17 episodes of Woody and June versus the Apocalypse, but episodes are collected into novel-length volumes with a larger story arc. This is the most economical way to consume these stories:

      
        	Woody and June Versus the Apocalypse: Volume 1 (Episodes 1 - 7)

        	Woody and June Versus the Apocalypse: Volume 2 (Episodes 8 - 12)

        	Woody and June Versus the Apocalypse: Volume 3 (Episodes 13 - 17)

      

      To stay abreast of all things Woody and June, head over to WoodyAndJune.com and sign up for my e-mail newsletter so you don’t miss out on a thing! Plus, you’ll get a free ebook that includes “Park’s Law of the Apocalypse,” a newsletter-exclusive story in the world of Woody and June.
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      The pod is following us. I can’t call them a “horde” anymore. A zombie horde doesn’t follow you—they lock onto the closest living human with their cooperative fresh brains radar and shamble toward them without stopping for any reason until they find that human and their flesh is consumed.

      This pod is following us but keeping its distance. It is tracking us. It is…

      I don’t know what it is doing.

      “They still there?” Dallas asks. It’s a cool morning in early June in the Arizona high desert and she’s got on her pink down jacket with the white faux fur trim.

      Dallas is in her early thirties with shoulder-length brown hair, generous curves, and pronounced frown lines. Those frown lines are in use as she stares at me as I stare at the tablet screen that shows me the view from the drone up in the air near the Zs.

      “Yeah,” I say with a nod. “We stop. They stop.”

      We are in a flat stretch of desert north of I-40 and east of Flagstaff, Arizona. The San Francisco peaks are visible a ways to the west along with the more rounded contours of Mount Elden. Closer to us are the dark rounded humps of cinder cones, all these landscape features signs of the violent volcanic processes that created this land.

      The soil here is pale and sandy and there’s not much more than grass covering it. Some green with spring, some dried and straw-yellow from last year.

      It honestly looks like a great location for a western, all we need are some horses and cowboy hats and a small town that’s not big enough for the two of us.

      June is still rolled up in a sleeping bag about five yards away. We walked as far as we could after we escaped the cell tower treehouse between Winslow and Holbrook, after we watched another one of these zombie pods use some intelligence in attacking a group of guards at Winslow. We walked all night and then all day until we couldn’t walk any farther. We let our fear drive us until we were punch drunk on fatigue and being scared didn’t matter anymore.

      Camping in the open is a stupid thing to do these days. Any old roof is better since the Zs can’t climb, but we were at our limits and stopped here, each of us taking shifts on watch. We are watching for the Zs, of course, but also for the living, which up until now worried me far more than the Zs. But this pod is a new thing. This intelligent zombie pod.

      Yeah, I know. Intelligent and zombies sounds like an oxymoron, and it used to be, but it isn’t any more.

      I’m squatting on a rock, of which there are not many around here, as I stare hard at the display, trying to get an accurate count. The drone just made it to the pod and is only about fifty feet above them now and I hold it still.

      “Shit…” I say, invoking the official, useful in most every occasion, word of the apocalypse.

      “Are there more?” Dallas asks. She’s pacing over the grassy soil kicking at the tufts of dried grass, her pink jacket unzipped and her hands crammed into the pockets of her jeans.

      “Yeah,” I say, my stomach tightening and from more than hunger. “Yesterday there was maybe 150. I’d say we are up to 175 now.”

      “Shit!” Dallas says and then covers her mouth. We were trying to be quiet enough to let June sleep.

      She paces some more and I try to count again. Looking at them from above, they kind of look like an amoeba. A few of them sometimes shambling away a couple of feet and then coming back, or some others shambling in another direction and the rest of the pod catching up as its group mind decides that’s what it wants to do. From above the circle, if you look at it as a whole, it seems to move in an organic way.

      And “look at it as a whole” is the key phrase here.

      “Most of these are our Zs, right?” Dallas asks.

      Our Zs. The words just hang there between us in the cool morning because those terrifying two words are more or less true.

      Our Zs.

      This growing pod was part of the Winslow zombie horde that chased us up that cell phone tower into that treehouse. This was all part of Talia’s sick “game.”

      Talia is June’s ex and a psychotic, petty, wannabe warlord if there ever was one. The “game” was her way of extracting excruciating revenge on the three of us for… well, it’s complicated.

      If you’ve been reading my diaries you know the whole sordid story, but since I don’t know how much of these diaries will survive, if any, I feel the need to at least sketch it out.

      June is the love of my life and we didn’t meet until thirty-six days ago, long after the Zs came and the world went to hell. Talia is June’s ex. The two of them were together when it all went down. But Talia is one of those people that took to the apocalypse like a fish in water, and in Albuquerque June faked her death via zombie just to get away.

      After June and I met in Flagstaff, Arizona, and she saved my life and I saved hers, we each stopped being go-it-alone survivors and teamed up. After some post-apocalyptic fun—including being chased down into the Grand Canyon by a tourist zombie horde (just take a moment to picture that)—we ran into Talia who was leading a group of survivors she called Phantom Company at the bottom of the Grand Canyon at Phantom Ranch.

      Since Talia seriously earns the psychotic and petty in her moniker, it all got very ugly and resulted in Dallas, who used to be part of Phantom Company, and I rescuing June which resulted in Talia losing control of Phantom Company.

      So, Talia came after us, but we didn’t know that and slowed down enough to recover a little and she caught up.

      And that’s just the most basic sketch of this mess. It’s been a hell of a month.

      Right before Talia’s game started, the three of us decided not to run but to turn around and go back to the Grand Canyon because Talia had, with deadly efficiency, taken over from the east Flagstaff psychotic, petty, wannabe warlord and was on her way to becoming a real warlord. And we knew that the Grand Canyon survivors would be next.

      But this was before the zombies started thinking for themselves which brings us back to “Our Zs.”

      “Yeah,” I say. “Our Zs.” I look up at Dallas who is still earning her frown lines and staring at me. “Mind if we do a little experiment?”

      She shrugs and I figure that’s as much of a yes as I’m going to get. I nod to the south and say, “Walk that way, about fifty yards. I want to see what our Zs do.”

      Her forehead furrows briefly but then she shrugs again and walks off. I turn my attention back to the tablet and watch the Zs. The drone is still directly above them and I let the impression of them as a single entity get stronger, unfocusing my eyes a bit.

      As Dallas moves off, the pod stretches to the south a bit but doesn’t really move, it just elongates, again looking like an amoeba.

      I get up and walk to the north, keeping an eye on the screen, and sure enough the pod stretched to the north a bit and it is no longer circular but a squished oval.

      I catch Dallas’s eye and wave at her to come back. She trots over and the bottom of the pod rounds and then the whole pod moves a little to the north.

      “Shit,” I say.

      “What?” Dallas asks, standing next to me and looking at the screen.

      “They are tracking each of us individually,” I say and then explain what I just saw. I trigger the drone to return since it’s a ways away and down to half battery. We can’t afford to lose the drone.

      “Because of Winslow?” she asks, her forehead furrowing again. “Because of the cell tower?”

      I shrug. That was my original theory—these Winslow Zs were rounded up and confined together for months and then they were all underneath our cell tower treehouse for most of a week and all of that time together let their cooperative fungus brain get a little smart.

      We saw it. They recognized the bomb we dropped on them and started moving away before we managed to trigger it. And then after the bomb went off and seriously thinned their numbers, they broke up into pods and went off in different directions. The beginnings of this pod was one of them.

      It was the first time any of us had seen them be anything but fresh flesh-eating machines. The fungus nature of the Zs is well established—we’ve cracked enough skulls to see the cauliflower-like bundle of it where the brains used to be, and the group fungus mind is something we have observed many times. The more Zs in one spot, the better their fresh brains radar. But that was the extent of their cooperative nature until the cell tower.

      “Or June is right,” I say, “and it’s just their natural evolution and this is happening everywhere.”

      “That is scary as hell,” Dallas says. “And in any case, this group of… what are you calling them?”

      “Pods,” I say.

      “This pod of Zs knows who we are and they are… scared of us?”

      I look back over to June who is still asleep and scan the horizon. This is the apocalypse and we are in the open. It is crucial to stay aware of your surroundings.

      “Not just scared,” I say, biting my lip.

      “What do you mean?” Dallas asks.

      “If they were scared they’d be long gone,” I say. “This pod headed to the north after the explosion, but then…” I trail off. I don’t want to say it.

      “Spit it out, Diamondback,” she says. Diamondback is a nickname I picked up along the way because of the Diamondbacks baseball cap I used to always wear until I lost it saving Dallas back in Winslow. I’ve currently been downgraded to a silly straw hat with a few holes in it that we scrounged along the way. I hate it. I’m just not a straw hat kind of guy, but I’m also a pretty fair-skinned guy and I burn easily, so a stupid straw hat it is.

      I sigh and nod. “But then they got curious,” I say.

      “Curious?” Dallas asks, her voice loud. “You are telling me these Zs are goddamn curious? About us?”

      I nod. “More curious than they are scared.”

      Dallas just blinks and stares at me and then looks to the east where the pod is and then back at me. The blood drains from her face and she swallows hard. “What the hell are we going to do, Woody?”

      I shake my head and sigh. “The pod isn’t a danger. Yet. But Talia sure as hell is. We keep moving until we can figure something out.”
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