
  
    [image: Woody and June versus the Impossible Choice]
  


  
    
      WOODY AND JUNE VERSUS THE IMPOSSIBLE CHOICE

      WOODY AND JUNE VERSUS THE APOCALYPSE, EPISODE 14

    

    
      
        ROBERT J. MCCARTER

      

    

    
      LITTLE HUMMINGBIRD PUBLISHING

    

  


  
    
      
        [image: ]
      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Woody and June versus the Apocalypse

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

    

    
      
        Episode 15

      

      
        Before You Go

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Books by Robert J. McCarter

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            WOODY AND JUNE VERSUS THE APOCALYPSE

          

        

      

    

    
      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 three of us, June, Dallas, and I, are staring at a paved, two-lane road running through the Arizona desert, eyeing it like it might hurt us, like it’s a dangerous thing. And that’s probably good, because this is the apocalypse and roads are where people are and people are dangerous. Not to mention the zombies.

      The spring afternoon is hot and it’s been two days since we left the honeypot trap that Talia set up for us out in the area of off-the-grid homes called the 40s northeast of Flagstaff.

      Dallas is leaning on a gnarled wooden cane, the kind an old grandpa would use, that we scrounged along the way. Her right ankle is getting better, the swelling is down, but if she walks on it much, she’ll end up lame again. A very bad thing to be in the apocalypse.

      The cane is an odd contrast to the curvy thirty-something Dallas dressed in jeans and a grey T-shirt that hugs those curves. She brushes her shoulder-length brown hair out of her eyes and invokes the official word of the apocalypse. “Shit,” she says. “I’m afraid of a goddamn road.”

      We’ve spent days either on foot or on dirt bikes winding over sketchy, barely-there dirt roads or going overland to get here and now we need to get on a real road if we are to continue.

      “Means you’re not stupid,” June says.

      June is petite and athletic with ocean-blue eyes and short dark hair. She’s in her mid-twenties, like I am, and is beautiful with olive skin and a cute turned-up nose and looks like the kind of young woman you would hire to play an elf at Christmas. Except, she’s an ex-army badass and the love of my life.

      A love I only discovered thirty-eight days ago, long after the zombies came and the world went to shit.

      I’ve started to think of the place our relationship is in terms of gears. Right now it’s in neutral. The affection and attraction are there, but we are still too deep into survival mode for it to get any traction.

      This particular paved road is Arizona State Route 64 and it goes to the Grand Canyon. It’s decision time. Do we go to the Canyon, try to help the survivors there against Talia and her minions, or do we get on these dirt bikes and ride as fast and as far as we can away from here?

      Talia is a psychotic, petty, wannabe warlord well on her way to becoming a real warlord, and she just happens to be June’s ex. You would think that the apocalypse would have taken care of all the crazy exes, but you would be wrong.

      June is convinced that Talia wants us to go to the Canyon, wants us to meet her in battle, wants to defeat us in every way possible or die a warrior’s death. This puts June in the position of killing or being killed by her former lover.

      You see, June committed the cardinal sin for someone as petty and psychotic as Talia. She rejected her, multiple times, once by faking her death via zombie, the second by picking me over her. And I guess if we are really counting it up, there is a third time where June threatened to blow her head off if Talia didn’t release me and Dallas.

      The sun is high above us and I adjust the baseball cap on my head. The same place we scrounged the cane, we found some hats. This one is dark blue and is a touristy Grand Canyon hat. I miss my red Diamondbacks hat, but at least I got rid of that stupid straw hat and can look more like myself while I avoid getting too sunburned.

      The road here is two-lane blacktop with that distinct post-apocalyptic look to it. Dirt and dried grass cover the blacktop and it looks like the land is trying to reclaim the road. And, of course, it is. Roads like this will only get worse from here.

      I look around us at the fairly flat, very dry desert. As spring has progressed, what green grass there was has dried to straw-yellow, the only little bits of green left are small, thorny desert weeds. The dirt here is light with just a touch of red. To the east, in the distance, are the metal towers of high-tension power lines and to the west there’s a low mesa sitting on the horizon. The road here is very straight, and despite being able to see a long ways, we are all still nervous.

      We have the dirt bikes, we could continue going cross country, but we don’t have a lot of gas left. We started with two jerry cans full of the proper gas and oil mixture for these two-stroke engines, but now there is just the one strapped to the handlebars of the bike I’m riding and it’s not full anymore.

      Besides, as we gain in elevation and the topography gets more complicated, using the dirt bikes will get harder and slower. There are a few dirt roads, but not for much longer and the dust would just attract more attention.

      But the issue is we haven’t actually made a decision yet. Do we go to the Grand Canyon or do we run? We headed north for the last few days mostly to get clear of Winslow and Flagstaff where Talia has taken over, but now we really needed to decide.

      I look to the south, the way we came. I know we’ve been moving too fast for them to keep up, but I keep expecting the zombie pod that had been following us while we were on foot to crest the horizon.

      Yes, I said following us, not attacking us. The zombies’ group mind seems to have extended beyond their cooperative fresh brains radar—the more Zs the farther their range in detecting the living—into actual intelligence.

      At Talia’s honeypot out in the 40s, after we watched the pod take on fresh Zs, I approached them and yelled, “What do you want?” and the old Z at the center of the pod revealed herself and actually stared at me instead of looking through me like Zs usually do. They didn’t attack. She held eye contact for a while and then they shambled away. This changed everything.

      We now believe this pod behavior is happening everywhere and Zs will no longer be endless hunger and need personified, but endless hunger and need personified with added intelligence and cooperation. A zombie group mind fueled by the fungus that has taken them over.

      Just thinking about the Zs makes the scratches on my arms and hands that I got in Winslow itch like mad. It’s only been eleven days, but these scratches aren’t healing normally, still angry and red, and they are driving me nuts.

      “We need to decide,” I say, ignoring the scratches and looking back at June and Dallas. The dirt bikes are sitting just off the road and we are standing on it. “We have to assume this road is watched. Either by the survivors down at Phantom Ranch or by Talia’s people.”

      “And neither will likely look kindly on us,” Dallas says, kicking at the dust and bits of dried vegetation on the road.

      “There are some dirt roads,” I say, “but I am not familiar with them and our dust will attract a lot of attention. Going overland will get impossible at points and we probably don’t have enough gas. Desert View Overlook is around forty miles away, not long if we can use the road.”

      “Where else can we go from here?” June asks. She’s quiet, not looking at either of us. She wants the fight, maybe as much as Talia does. After what Talia put us through in her sick little “game,” I can’t say that I blame her.

      “North towards Page,” I say. “We’d have to find gas and oil to get that far, but we could double-back to the North Rim and hike down the Canyon that way. Or we could head into Utah, there’s Zion and the Virgin River, that could be a good place to hole up. Would be surprised if there aren’t survivors there already.”

      June sighs and kicks at the pavement without looking up. Dallas is facing another direction doing pretty much the same thing.

      We need a plan. We need shelter. But June wants to fight and Dallas wants to run and I don’t know what I want.

      Well… let me correct that statement. What I want is a safe place to hole up and try to survive this madness. A place where we can grow food and there is water. A place safe enough so June and I can resume our relationship. A place where we can welcome other sane survivors.

      The problem is that Phantom Ranch at the bottom of the Grand Canyon near the Colorado River and next to Bright Angel Creek is just that kind of place. It is remote and defensible. It’s got a long growing season and plentiful water. And Talia used to be in charge there and we are quite sure she’s coming to take it back after she deals with some local conflicts in Flagstaff.

      Talia is not the only psychotic, petty, wannabe warlord. The apocalypse has been fertile ground for the proliferation of them.

      The last time June and Dallas had this discussion, it turned into a fight and it seems they are both avoiding it. But we can’t just stand here.

      “You still want to fight,” I say to June.

      “Yes,” she says with a sharp nod.

      “You still want to run,” I say to Dallas.

      “Right-o,” she says. “Talia wants this fight and I don’t want a thing that bitch wants.”

      “Then we head north,” I say. They both turn and look at me, questions on their faces. “If we decide to fight, I think hiking down from the North Rim is a better bet. It’s very unlikely Talia has any people there. And if we decide to run, we are farther away from Flagstaff.”

      “You should face facts, Woody,” Dallas says, her arms crossed. “I’m not changing my mind and neither is she. Your dream of keeping the band together just ain’t gonna happen.”

      “To go north, we have to get on 89 to cross the Little Colorado River at Cameron,” I say, ignoring Dallas. She’s probably right, but keeping our group together seems more important to me than fighting or running. “We’ve driven through before without a problem, but things might have changed.”

      “Whatever…” Dallas says.

      Silence descends. We are in a remote part of Arizona, so silence was always available in between cars zooming down the road, but this is the silence of the apocalypse we are talking about, and it’s thick and deep, and while I often don’t mind it, right then it bugs the hell out of me.

      “June?” I ask.

      She turns and faces me, her face serious. “Do you want to fight?” she asks, her voice quiet and her tone flat. “I need to know, Woody.”

      I open my mouth to speak, but I don’t have the words. This feels like it’s not just about making a stand against Talia but about our relationship and if it has a future.

      “Because, if you don’t,” June continues, “you and Dallas should go north. Now. Get the hell out of here.”

      Now they are both staring at me and I am having trouble thinking. This is about our relationship. Not just June and me, but Dallas and me, and June and Dallas. June and Dallas know what they
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