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Dedication

Thank you so much to my wife and son for their love and support. I could not hope for a better family.  After all, they put up with my nonsense constantly.   Thank you to my cabin mates at Camp Nanowrimo.  Without your encouragement, the idea for this story would never have been possible.  A special thanks to Philip McClimon.  Your zombie stories were a great setting and thanks for letting me use your world.  

If you would like to know more about new releases before anyone else, discounts and special offers, please sign up for the author's mailing list and receive updates on other books when they are released.   

Click here to get started:
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 http://chrisstoesenfiction.blogspot.com/p/mailing-list.html.


Introduction

This book is the result of a conversation between friends during a summer writers challenge.  I was in the middle of attempting to get my mother into a memory care facility.  My friends were both sympathetic to what I was going through, but also helped me to laugh.  The second helped me more than I will ever know.

Given that two of the authors that I was conversing with having written books in the zombie genre, comparisons between some memory care facilities and the genre arose.  I can appreciate dark humor at times and this was one of them.  A parting comment at the end of the discussion resonated with me, "this could make a great scene in a story."

It took a couple of weeks, but the story did indeed come out of that conversation.  The thoughts that drove it were what would happen to people that need essential services once a major catastrophe like a zombie apocalypse occurred?  What would happen to diabetics that were dependent on their medicines?  What would happen to the elderly that are not able to help themselves any more?

Furthermore, the story had to have its lighter moments.  I have visited many nursing and retirement homes.  One of the authors described one of the funnier moments he had while visiting a home.  All of these elements started to congeal and this short story just flowed out from it.

This may not appeal to hardcore fans of the zombie genre.  There is little in the way of the typical blood and gore.  I had honestly hoped to have it included in a larger work, but it took on a life of its own.  So here it is.

There are many worlds that already exist for zombie stories.  There are more flavors of them than Baskin Robins has ice cream flavors.  I decided to adopt a world to base mine in.  Philip McClimon's Nicole's Odyssey: A Journey Through The Zombie Apocalypse and its prequel Substation: The Last Stand of Gary Sykes are the basis of the world in which this story resides.

I hope that you enjoy this short story and will take a look at some of my other works.

 

Thanks,


The Home

Tampa, Florida - 5 Days After The Event

The three sat panting behind the brick sign. The opposite side of the sign faced the street and illuminated by the hidden lights at its base. It read Brighton Commons Memory Care. To the group's left was the driveway that swung in a small loop. This was to allow ambulances access to swing around by the front door of the building. That front door was now some hundred yards in front of them. Inside the loop of the driveway was a nicely kept lawn with a flagpole in the center of it. The parking lot was simply a bulge in the driveway to the left of the building with a mere dozen spaces.

It was getting dark. The sun's rays still poked out above the top of the building in front of them. There were some lights on in the building as well as the perimeter lights. But much of the area was shrouded by shadow.

The blond girl was in her early twenties. She was gasping for breath after her recent run. With a flushed face, her hair was stuck to her forehead with sweat. Her eyes were wide with panic. The man with them placed his hand on her knee.

"Shhh. It's going to be OK, Mikayla. Relax, we can find what we are looking for inside."

The girl on the other side whispered towards them, "How the hell do you know that? This is an insane asylum. We just went through the wreckage of three drug stores and nothing. If we had been there last week maybe, but now there is nothing left anywhere."

"Shut it, Meredith," the man said with a good deal of heat in the whisper. He squeezed Mikayla's knee again before reaching down and picking up the machete.

Using the blade as a pointer, he pointed across the parking lot. The parking lot had a small bus in the parking lot. There was also a single car in the parking lot as well. It sat across three parking spots with the front right wheel up on the grass behind the parking spot. The driver's side door was open. The interior light of the car had died out before the three had arrived. There were no other vehicles in the lot. Silence and stillness were the only features of the lot in front of them. 

"Inside that ALF is medicine. They keep plenty of it on hand. My aunt and uncle are or were in there. Aunt Jenny is a diabetic too. I know they will have insulin. I have no idea why there is still power on everywhere, but for whatever reason, it's on. That means the insulin in there is still good."

"ALF? What the hell does a really bad old TV show have to do with this?" Meredith sneered.

For her part, Mikayla looked puzzled as well.

With his left hand, the man pinched the bridge of his nose and sighed. 

He sighed and said, "An ALF is an Assisted Living Facility. This is a retirement home for people with dementia and Alzheimer's. There is a medical cart in there and in the kitchen, there is a medicine refrigerator. There should be everything we need in there."

He rolled his neck, "We need to get in there. The damn doors are always locked though. We will have to kick them in. Any of those people inside there, will be fucked if we open those doors. Then again, I have no clue if any of them are alive anymore. The staff must have fled when this started. If anyone turned inside there, we could be in for a rough time."

Pointing to the car, Mikayla pointed out, "that car might be usable, Mr. Carlton." 

"Please don't do that again, I told you both, just Carlton. You both make me feel ancient."

A smile broke across both girls' faces. Mikayla said, "We have known you since we were little girls. It's hard to think of you any other way."

He just gave each girl a hard look that made them giggle more.

"OK, we are going to check out that car first. Follow me."

He ran for the car and glanced through the passenger window. Inside was an all too familiar sight. Leaning across from the passenger seat was an infected woman. The back of her head was torn open. There were specks of dried blood and brain tissue on the roof of the
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