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INTRODUCTION
 
This short story was originally published prior to the release of DOG BLOOD in 2010. It leads directly into the beginning of that novel, picking up the story of DANNY MCOYNE, following the world-changing events of HATER.
 
For those who are new to the HATER series, the original novels were published between 2009 and 2011, with a second trilogy of books published between 2017 and 2019. The second trilogy - THE FINAL WAR books - wrap in and around the original series, expanding the story and showing the opposite side of the conflict.
 
You can find details of all my other books at the end of this eBook. EVERYTHING AND NOTHING is also available in print as part of my collection, THE LAST BIG THING.
 
Many thanks for downloading this quick and nasty tale. Although short, I think it does a good job of conveying the brutality and violence of the HATER world.
 
If you’re new to my work, you can keep in touch with me on Facebook, Twitter, Instagram, and Goodreads. To be among the first to hear about new projects, and to get more free fiction, please sign up to my (spam free) mailing list at https://www.davidmoody.net/signup/. 
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Best wishes,
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

DRIFTING
 
When this war began, killing was everything. You did what you had to do, when you had to do it. The only thing that mattered was wiping out the Unchanged whenever you could, however you needed to do it. Those first days and week were a constant blur of blood and battles. The enemy was everywhere, and they were easy pickings. You chose your spot, you went in there, and you started killing. And you didn’t stop until you were the only one left standing.
	Things are changing.
	There are fewer of them left now. Just last month I was killing more than ten a day on average, usually more. Even as recently as a couple of weeks ago I was still finding them regularly, and the hunt, the chase and the kill seemed to fill every hour of every day. But now they’re getting harder to find. The gap between kills is increasing, and in the spaces between I’m left drifting: frustratingly purposeless and directionless. 
	My life has changed more than I could have imagined. I’m learning to live off the land now, picking at the flesh which hangs from the bones of what used to be here before and taking whatever I need from wherever I can find it. I see things now that I used to look straight past, taking chances and finding opportunities I would previously have missed. I understand and accept things which never used to make any sense. I’m a thousand times the man I used to be. 
	Before all of this happened, life was simple and easy. We used to bitch and moan but we had it all on a plate and everything was there for you whenever you wanted it. We all took things for granted and expected that what was there today would still be there tomorrow. You went out to work and you were paid to do your job. You used that money to buy food and to pay for the roof over your head and the clothes on your back and whatever else you thought you needed. Today I hunt and fight for everything. I eat scraps to survive and I stop and find whatever shelter I can when I’m too tired to keep going. There’s no certainty about anything anymore – no plan, strategy or routine – but I don’t care. I’m free of the shackles of my past. The war has taken everything I ever had, but it’s given me so much more. Now all I have is the clothes I’m wearing and the weapons in my hands, and that’s all I need. Everything and nothing.
*
It poured with rain earlier this afternoon but the sky cleared a while back and the sun broke through. Now night’s coming and the light is fading. Long shadows are stretching across the land all around me. It’s been a long, frustrating, and uneventful day, with just a single uninspiring kill so far, first thing this morning. I keep telling myself the Unchanged are becoming harder to find because we’re winning. I’ve killed hundreds of the fuckers, and if everyone like me has done the same then there should hardly be any of them left. But there’s no way of knowing for sure. Communication between us is virtually non-existent and the uncertainty and lack of information is sometimes hard to handle. All I know for sure is what I see for myself, and I’ve got no choice but to keep fighting because until every last trace of their kind has been completely and unequivocally wiped from the face of the planet, this bloody war won’t end.
	Finally now, after hours and hours of nothing, something has happened to relieve the painful tedium and frustration of this long, dragging day. I think I’ve found a nest. Most people wouldn’t have given this place a second glance, but I’m not most people. To me it’s obvious. I stumbled across this village by chance. It’s little more than a short stretch of road with a handful of large houses scattered haphazardly on either side of the central tarmac strip, but I sensed something as soon as I got here. As this war has dragged on, people like me have become increasingly nomadic, drifting from fight to fight, never staying in any one place for too long. So if there is anyone left here and they’re dug in, then they’re almost certainly Unchanged.
	One of the houses looks different to the rest. There’s a car on the sweeping drive that’s been clamped to prevent it being taken. The house itself has been deliberately made to look empty. I’ve been watching it for a while now from the safety of the branches of a sturdy old oak tree across the road. The ground floor doors and windows have all been blocked and boarded up, but the upstairs windows are still intact. Surely both floors would have been damaged if this place had seen as much violence as the rest of the surrounding area? Credit where credit’s due, whoever’s here has done well to survive for this long, but it’s all been for nothing. They think they’re making a stand and protecting what’s theirs, but all they’ve done is back themselves into a corner. They’re just delaying the inevitable.
	And now I can see one of them, and I know I’m right.
	In their old lives, when the Unchanged were teachers and lawyers and doctors and dentists and lovers and parents and children and whatever else, all they had to worry about was what was for dinner or what time the next episode of their favourite reality TV programme or soap opera was on. And when their world began to fall apart around them, most of them just carried on and stuck to what they knew for as long as they could. They never learnt how to run and hide or forage for food and water, or how to cover their tracks. It’s the simplest thing that’s given the location of these people away. The flat roof on top of the double garage (which looks bigger than my entire apartment used to be) is covered with buckets and pots and pans to collect rainwater, and one of the Unchanged – a dumb, arrogant, long-haired fucker – has just climbed out of a window and is passing the water back to someone inside the house. Idiot’s not even making any attempt to keep out of sight. Thinks he’s superior and above it all. It’s all I can do not to jump down from this branch and run at the fucker right now, but I force myself not to. It sticks in my gut but I’ll bide my time. They’re dead whatever happens. Waiting will only make what I’m going to do even easier.
*
Another half-hour and the light levels have faded substantially. How many of them are in there? I’m not concerned about numbers; I just want to plan my attack. The house is huge and there could be as many as ten or twenty of them cowering in its shadows. No matter. I’ve taught myself to be fast, quiet and hard. I’ll get in and keep fighting until I’m the only one left standing. 
	I’m hungry and tired. No more waiting. Time to move. I climb down from the tree then sprint across the road. I jump up onto the bonnet of the car on the drive then run along its length and launch myself off the roof and up onto the garage. My body rattles as I smash into the top of the door but I ignore the pain and manage to swing my legs up and over. Now I’m standing on the flat asphalt, surrounded by the recently emptied buckets and pans. I accidentally kick a saucepan over the edge and it drops and hits the block-paved drive below with a bell-like clatter. Damn. They’ll know I’m here now. No matter. Their fear and anticipation will make them that much easier to kill.
	I press myself against the wall to one side of the frosted-glass window that the Unchanged man disappeared inside through. I glance in but the house is dark and I can’t see any movement. Taking my hand axe from its holster on my belt, I smash the glass. I can already hear them panicking inside as I climb through the window and I manage to stand upright just as the long-haired man bursts into the narrow, shadow-filled space. I hit him before he can even focus on me: a single strike of the axe, right between the eyes, so hard that the blade is left wedged deep in a vertical split in his skull. He drops to the ground at my feet, his dead bulk propping the door open and the adrenalin rush I feel is immense. First kill of the day or the hundredth, it doesn’t matter. It’s like the perfect drug and for a few precious seconds everything feels right.
	An ear-piercing scream brings an end to my brief moment of bliss. I look up and see a long-haired pencil-thin woman standing at the other end of a galleried landing, frantically backing away from me, then half-running, half-falling down the staircase. I jump the corpse in the bathroom and run after her. The whole house is dark and cluttered, filled with these people’s supplies and their accumulated waste, and the place smells foul. The woman manages to make it into another room and slams a door in my face before I can get close enough to catch her. I break it down easily with just a couple of kicks and find her cowering in the corner at the far end of a massive lounge. I move towards her but a figure comes at me from out of nowhere and shoves me away. It’s a kid, tall and gangly, mid-teens. He hits me hard, but it’s a desperate, last-ditch defence and I know he doesn’t have the balls to attack. Idiot just stands there, waving a carving knife around in front of him like he’s conducting an orchestra, too scared to stab. The end of the blade shakes wildly in the brief pauses between unconvincing swipes, revealing the true extent of his nerves. He hesitates, not knowing what to do next, and in that moment of indecision I rush him, grabbing his wrist with one hand and his neck with the other and pushing him all the way across the room, slamming him back against a grubby patio window. I smash his wrist hard against the glass so he drops the knife and it lands with a dull thud, point down in the carpet. The woman in the corner screams again and the kid tries to shake me off. Just for a second it seems like he might actually be about to put up a decent fight, but I know that no matter how hard he tries, he doesn’t have a hope in hell. I dig my fingers into his flesh and tighten my grip around his throat, then pull his head forward and pound the back of his skull against the glass again and again until it cracks, feeling his weak, starved body judder and rock helplessly with each violent impact. He’s already unconscious but I slam him into the glass a few more times to make sure he’s dead before letting go. He slides down the window like a passed-out drunk, leaving a long smear of blood behind him.
	Apart from the howling woman, I don’t sense anyone else here. She gets up and launches herself at me
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