
  
  Praise For Dead Tide Rising


“Even more of a whirlwind of adrenaline fueled zombie terror than its predecessor. [An] intense sequel that outdoes the original.” -Patrick D’Orazio, author of Comes the Dark 

“North captures the chaos, confusion and violence of collapse very well, creating a fun thriller.” -Craig DiLouie, author of The Infection

“Stephen A. North once again does a great job with the zombie sub-genre. Recommended.” -Monster Librarian

“This is one of those books where the author actually manages to go beyond the level of his original book and drag the reader in even deeper. An awesome zombie novel by a talented author.” -Eric S. Brown, author of Bigfoot War

“Gritty, hard-nose zombie horror… North writes from the ‘animalistic’ perspective of humanity; these people are in an insane situation. I was constantly wondering what they were going to do next and what they were capable of… This story is as much about depraved human beings, pushed to the edge, as it is flesh-eating zombies.” -NEO

“Zombie soap opera continues… The worst is yet to come when the characters meet monsters worse than zombies… It’s those moments when someone chooses to do the right thing, even when it’s the hardest thing to do, that really creates a strong bond between the survivors and the reader. I can’t wait for the third book!” -AstraDaemon’s Lair

“Stephen is great at crafting fast-moving scenarios, and the pacing of Dead Tide Rising is just perfect. No boring filler, just fast and furious zombie action that is packed with compelling characters, great dialogue and wonderfully dreadful scenes of flat-out gore. I appreciate the fact that he crafts characters that you really come to care about in spite of the quick pace, and they don’t always do what you think they may do, which is nice too. Predictability is NOT one of Mr. North’s weak points.” -Michael Johnson

“Credible characters you care about... An author at the top of his game - this book is very highly recommended !!!” -Richard D

“Brilliant as always.” -Craig Saunders, author of Rain and Spiggot

“A dark and twisted series that will have you looking over your shoulders until the very last blood smeared page. Be sure to read with the doors locked and the shutters closed.” -Allen Gamboa, author of Five Roads to Texas






  
  
      
        
          Dead Tide Rising 

          
		      
          Stephen Alexander North

        

        
          [image: image-placeholder]

          Stephen Alexander North

        

      

    


  
  Original Copyright ©2008,2009 Stephen A. North and Library Of The Living Dead Press 
Copyright © 2013 Stephen A. North and Permuted Press. All Rights Reserved.
Edited by Felicia A. Sullivan 
Cover art by Ophelia Kee
Copyright © 2024 by Stephen Alexander North 
All rights reserved.
No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.






  
  For my friend, Tom Boyles












  
  Book Description


[image: Dead Tide Rising]
Dead Tide Rising


THE LIVING DEAD TERROR RISES AND ENGULFS THE WORLD!
The progression of the virus was too rapid to be contained. There would be no cease-fire, or thought of peace talks. The President of the United States strategizes over his few last moves, recalling the troops still overseas, and cowers in his bunker, hoping for a miracle to save his country and his family.
Meanwhile, the drama plays out for those who still survive… trapped on the Pinellas County Peninsula on Florida’s West Coast. Some still struggle on, scattered in groups, or alone, fighting, dying, loving and hating: President Foster; Talaski, the cop; Trish, the dancer; Jacobs, the special ops soldier; Morgan Blake, janitor; Janicea, the activist; Dead-Eye Johnny, the discount store cart pusher; and many more.
All of them, caught together, against the backdrop of humanity’s swansong, trying to escape to a place far from the maddened crowd.
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  Beyond Apocalypse


If you enjoy apocalyptic horror, thrillers, and science fiction tales, you will love Stephen Alexander North’s prose fiction. Join his  Beyond Apocalypse Newsletter to get the latest news, updates on book releases, free stuff, and more. 
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  Dramatis Personae


Juliet Foster, First Lady, wife of President Burt Foster 

George Foster, only surviving child of Juliet and Burt Foster

Agent Costas, secret service agent attached to Juliet Foster

Johnny ‘Dead Eye’ Kruger, retail store cart pusher/stockman, blind in the right eye and wears an eye patch, and has a speech impairment

Harry Ferrell, retail store assistant manager, and Johnny Kruger’s boss

Ernie, retail store manager in charge of Johnny’s store

Rick, security associate at Johnny’s store

Bill, cart pusher/stockman and Johnny’s co-worker

Captain Victor Ralls, cruise ship captain

Yeoman Banks, cruise ship crew member

Helmsman Shroder, cruise ship crew member

Chief Engineer Nast, cruise ship crew member

Crewman Bailov, cruise ship engine room member

Staff Sergeant Paul Jeffrey Jacobs, black ops soldier

Marybeth Jacobs, Paul Jeffrey Jacobs ex-wife

Watson, deceased member of Jacobs black ops team

Booth, surviving member of Jacobs black ops team

Hicks, surviving member of Jacobs black ops team 

Lepski, surviving member of Jacobs black ops team

Warrant Officer Lassiter, Blackhawk helicopter crew chief

Captain Pete Duncan, Blackhawk helicopter pilot

1st Lieutenant Lot, Blackhawk helicopter co-pilot

Natalie, St. Pete High Green Devil Cheerleader, senior

Army Reserve Private Mark Leonard, a soldier befriended by Natalie

Army Reserve Private Frances, deceased team mate of Mark Leonard

Army Reserve Corporal Hunt, deceased team leader of Mark Leonard

Anton Lesk, police emergency call dispatcher

Matt Keller, retired soldier, and friend of Nick Talaski

Debbie, police emergency call dispatcher

Morgan Blake, morgue janitor

Patricia ‘Trish’ Reed, widowed gentlemen’s club exotic dancer 

Nick Talaski, divorced St Pete Police Department patrolman

Mitch Fallon, opportunistic thief/pimp, and short-lived partner of James Dodd

Suzy, Mitch Fallon’s partner/girlfriend

Adam Mills, St. Pete firefighter, single

Amy Lenz, St. Pete Police desk clerk, and potential love interest for Matt Keller

Reggie, Vietnam War Veteran, and St. Pete cop slain in the line of duty, father of Tracks

Tracks, (real first name Alan) former soldier and boxer, friend of Bronte, and son of Reggie

Jubal Hadley, St Pete Police Chief, Vietnam Veteran, widowed husband of Marge, and friend of Reggie

Sergeant TJ ‘Hazy’ Harriman, Vietnam War friend to Jubal Hadley and Reggie

Private Yodges, Vietnam War soldier in Sgt Harriman’s squad

Graham, divorced taxi cab driver with an undiagnosed heart condition 

Ozzie, grizzled fisherman, and reformed alcoholic

Bronte, Gulf War Veteran, friend of Tracks, and love interest of Janicea

Janicea, activist, and love interest of Bronte

Daric, orphan pre-teen befriended by Tracks, Bronte, Janicea and Beth

Beth, orphaned pre-teen friend of Daric, Tracks, Bronte and Janicea

First Lieutenant Green, military attache to President Foster

Lance Mathers, veteran news anchor

Second Lieutenant Sinclair, only surviving member of the military contingent assigned to Rall’s cruise ship

Skip Bachman, reporter

Monk, deceased gang member who assaulted Natalie

Odin, live-in renter and friend with benefits of Natalie’s mother

Mr. Clemente, resident neighbor of Sara Downes, also known as Clements

Sara Downes, self-proclaimed owner of a multi-story apartment building including an assisted care facility, mother of Abby, and aunt of Tucker

Abby, five year old daughter of Sara Downes

Tucker, five or six year old nephew of Sara Downes

General Kyler, Chairman of the Joint Chiefs Of Staff

Dmitri Chaikov, Corvette driver and New England native

Sergeant First Class Preston, senior NCO (Army) given command of a spousal/dependent rescue operation

Private Perez, Marine under Preston’s command

Private Brown, Marine under Preston’s command

Private Reedy, Marine under Preston’s command

Private Berry, Marine under Preston’s command

Private Grossman, Marine deserter (presumed), and brother-in-law of Preston

Bob Best, deceased grocery store assistant manager

Candace Fiore, Speaker of the House

Lieutenant Graves, elderly junior grade Coast Guard Officer

Sussu, female Yellow Labrador Retriever, befriender of Sergeant Jacobs

Devlin, alleged murderer of Bronte’s brother 

Captain Marsh, Coast Guard Officer, ship captain

Mikel, Tanglewood Island wave runner thug

Ray, Tanglewood Island wave runner thug

Charlie, Tanglewood Island wave runner thug

Survivors from St. Anthony’s Hospital:

Dr. Hull, geeky ER surgeon

Watkins, ER nurse

Tate, ER nurse

Army Reserve Sergeant Amedeo De Roma

Army Reserve Sergeant Creek

(includes five other unnamed individuals, a cop, one soldier, and three civilians)










  
  Prologue


How old is he? Two? Three maybe? 
When the child looked up at him, his chin masked in a bloody froth, he saw that at least two front teeth were missing. The shopping cart was on its side and groceries were spilled everywhere.
Where are the parents?  
“You fucking monster! Get away from my child!”
The man’s voice had a drunken slur, and there was no doubting the tone or unspoken context of the message that was coming from his blind side: the right.
Fear, loathing, ignorance were all there and maybe rightly so. Johnny, whether he wanted to or not, looked the part.
For a moment, he closed his eye. The wave of self-hate and pity that followed was almost unbearable, even after countless repetition.
Something jabbed him, and he blinked.  
The drunken father was in front of him now, poking a finger into his chest, still ranting, but now his pale face was flushed, a toothpick dangling from his lips.  
“Get away from my boy.”
Johnny wanted to answer, but it would only make things worse. So instead, he stood there, hands at his sides, wearing his bright yellow safety vest and name badge that read: “Hi, I’m Johnny. How can I help you?”
It wasn’t his fault that the boy had fallen out of the shopping cart seat. The father must have been an aisle or two over when the son decided he wanted out of the shopping cart. The kid fell long before Johnny could even think to catch him.
Now, here he stood trying to endure the tirade, wondering why the father found it more important to shift the guilt and blame Johnny, chewing him out over nothing, rather than attend to his injured child.
“Why don’t you speak?” The man squinted up at him. Johnny noticed the man’s face and neck were flushed. He also had some sort of faded tattoo visible beneath the thinning hair on his head.
Johnny gave the man his best smile, but knew it appeared lopsided, and maybe insincere.   
“You some sort of retard, or something?” the man asked.
Johnny shrugged, and held onto the smile, focused on the toothpick.
“Gonna have your job, dumbass. Just keep smiling at me like that!”
Johnny knew people were gathering. A young brunette woman approached the still squalling kid and cradled him. “Aren’t you going to do something for your son?” the woman wanted to know. She wore her hair in a ponytail that bobbed with each indignant shake of her head.
“Piss off lady. He’ll calm down.”
“His teeth are knocked out!”
The man turned away from Johnny, grabbed the woman by the throat with his left hand, and went for a knife in a sheath at his waist with the other.
Chaos ensued. The woman screamed; Johnny stepped forward and grabbed the hand holding the knife. One-eyed or not, Johnny was fast and strong. He twisted the man’s arm down and behind his back, then pressed it up, forcing him up on his toes, then slammed him headlong to the floor. Something gave. The knife clattered to the ground, and the man screamed beneath him. The scream was tortured, and the man offered no resistance when his arm went limp and lifeless. 
“What’s going on here?”
Johnny looked up, full awareness returning, and realized he was straddling the man’s back and holding an arm that had been pulled free of the socket.
The hoarse voice of his boss huffed, “Jesus, Johnny, what have you done?”
A large circle of people surrounded him, all gaping, some slack-jawed with shock. Blood was spattered on the floor, smeared on his skin, and the scent of copper hung in the air.
He gaped at his boss, Harry Ferrell, a small-hearted weasel of a man with gray-streaked hair and an enormous ego.
“What the hell are you doing, Johnny?” Ferrell shouted. “Get off that man right now!”
Johnny let the man’s arm go and got to his feet on trembling legs.  
The injured man rolled over and sat up, still screaming, trying to cradle his arm. “I’m going to sue you! You people saw it all! That one-eyed freak broke my arm! Hurt my kid and broke my arm!”
I have to get out of here! Get away from the shouting. Away from the words.
Johnny pushed Ferrell out of his way and lurched toward the front of the store. Behind him, a chorus of shouts and exclamations caused him to pause and look back.
The woman with the ponytail was chewing out Ferrell as he stood over her, looking shocked. Maybe ten other customers were just watching. “That man saved my life. This asshole wasn’t watching his kid.”
Johnny stepped on something and looked down to see a little plastic figurine. He wondered if the object was the reason the kid had tried to climb out of the cart. More people were coming. Johnny stepped to the side, letting the security guy and the store manager brush past him. He continued toward the front of the store and the exit, deciding he would just get away from here and go do his job. He’d let security sort this out.  
Almost against his will, Johnny looked back once again. A lot more people were heading toward the scene. The security guy, Rick, had the drunk guy standing up, while Ernie, the store manager, questioned him. Johnny shook his head. Better not to know any more. He turned away and glanced over at the shopping cart corral. It was nearly empty. The other stockman, Bill, was probably taking another smoke break. Bill was in his fifties and thought he was entitled to frequent smoke breaks.  
“I’ve been here almost twenty years,” he’d often say, “the bastards owe me.”
Nothing for it, but to get to work. Johnny walked outside into the sunshine.
The heat beat down on the asphalt parking lot and blanketed anyone daring to move in a layer of perspiration. Johnny felt sweat roll down his face, gather at his armpits, and soak his underwear. He held the remote control and pushed the forward button. The cart pusher machine mashed the two lines of shopping carts together, and another wedge of twenty-five was ready. While holding down the button with one hand, and the first, front-most cart with the other, he began walking back toward the front of the store.
The parking lot was full. Probably three hundred cars, at least. Also out by the edge, there was a bloodmobile set up, advertising free restaurant coupons for a donation. Not many people were going in, but Johnny was thinking about it. There was air conditioning, and they would give you whatever you wanted to drink, and maybe even some fruit. Then there was the coupon. Would it be for Chick-Fil-A? That was his favorite. 
This time of day, he guessed, that thirty people were scattered around, walking in or out of the store, with the odd panhandler hanging around. The newest swindle they used on people was “My car ran out of gas. Can you help me out?” Johnny paid attention. It wasn’t good to be surprised by people out here. Better to be alert.
Five minutes later, a police car pulled up to the front of the door and parked, lights still flashing. A tall female officer wearing the light green uniform shirt and dark pants of the St. Pete Police Department climbed out. She paused a moment to adjust her gun belt, then headed in through the exit doors.
Johnny was now near the pond and the exit road that went to Thirty Eighth Avenue North. Ducks were everywhere. For the moment, he was in the shade and glad for it. He watched a derelict roughly a hundred feet away come up out of the ditch bordering the Pinellas Trail, and cross over to the Blood Mobile bus. The guy looked like he was wearing a burlap sack for a shirt and khaki shorts and, Johnny squinted, what looked like maroon stains marred the shirt and shorts.
A well-dressed brunette in a black suit and high heels exited the bus, but she spotted the bum and stepped back inside. The derelict banged on the bus’s door and pried at the edges. Was he too drunk to pull the handle? They never locked the doors of the bus.
A moment passed while the man continued to pound on the bus. Johnny drifted closer, grabbing carts as he went. The door to the bloodmobile flew open, clipped the derelict guy, and sent him sprawling onto his back.
Johnny grabbed another cart, struggling with it due to a bad wheel.
A tall, clean-cut black man stepped out of the bus and shouted something Johnny couldn’t make out. The derelict was slow to get back up.
Someone else was now climbing out of the ditch to the concrete path of the Trail. It looked like a young woman in a pale yellow jogging outfit, a t-top and shorts. One of her long tanned legs was streaked with blood, and her blonde hair was loose and tangled. Normally, Johnny would have a hard time not watching a woman like her, but even from a distance, he could tell something was wrong.  
Maybe how she is favoring the bloody leg?
The tall black man, probably a nurse, was helping the derelict to his feet. Johnny grabbed another cart—this one full of empty quarts of oil and a few beer cans. He watched the nurse fall backwards as the other man clawed at his face. Both of them collapsed against the bus, and as Johnny watched, the woman joined the derelict man in assaulting the fallen nurse.
Someone screamed, and Johnny looked back toward the front of the store and the police car. Several people were struggling close to the entrance. He heard a gunshot. Saw a man holding a pistol in both hands, sighting it toward a teenager with blood on his face. The man fired five more shots, then turned and ran. The teenager seemed unaffected, and Johnny thought that perhaps the shooter had missed.  
He turned back toward the bus. The nurse was almost stripped bare, and the two people were sitting next to him—eating him! The woman dug into his intestinal cavity and pulled out something that flopped in her hand.
Johnny couldn’t look. He ran toward the bike rack in front of the store, but he never made it. More people were fighting all around the entrance. Little kids were running and screaming. He felt the adrenaline kick in, and for lack of anything better to do, he ran toward the pond and 38th Avenue North beyond; home was that way. He could think of nowhere else to go. 


He crouched in the shadow of an old oak tree, peering cautiously in all directions. Sweat was rolling off him in rivers, and his shirt was literally soaked and salt-rimed.    
Fucking crazy, hateful people.  
His massive chest heaved as he tried to pull in enough air and to settle down.
Not everyone had their own personalized theme music, but Johnny “Dead Eye” Kruger did. For thirty years now, the a cappella lines still resonated in his mind: 
“What’s the name of that guy? Dead Eye, Dead Eye, Dead Eye!”  
Clear as day, Johnny could still hear the three kids who used to torment him, still hear the harmony and dedication that they would pour into the song. Even if he could forget, there were always people out there just waiting for their chance to put him down, to dehumanize him, mistaking him for the monster they wanted him to be.
Always the voices: “Better behave, or I’ll let that man over there get you!” That one was the classic, never-to-be-forgotten chart topper. The frustrated mother trying to quiet a distraught child, pointing a finger at him, and threatening her child with him, as if he were some monster without feelings of his own, to be pointed at without regard.
People could never see past his fright mask of a face. Add his six and a half foot frame to the picture and he either frightened or amused people. Whether he liked it or not, he would always be noticed. There was a choice. He could either mystify people by wearing an eye patch or horrify them with his blind, milky white, right eye. Most of the time, he simply kept the eye closed and wore the eye patch. He was wearing the eye patch now.
Across the street from him, a woman burst through the front door of a burning office building. Her blouse was torn, and she was screaming. Two men followed closely behind her, one of them laughing, as the other shouted, “You can run, bitch, but we’re going to catch you!”
He reached up and pulled the patch off, then shoved it into his pants pocket.  
Becoming a monster might be his best option right now.






  
  Chapter one
Juliet


The earplugs helped with the noise, but there was nothing to do about the ride. Juliet Foster could feel sweat at her temples and someone’s deodorant had failed miserably.   
Her once pristine white pantsuit was dirty and rumpled, and she had never wanted a shower more in her life. 
“Mom, where’s Daddy? Why is it taking so long?”
Beside her, sitting on either side, the children clung to her waist, crying. The bench seating was uncomfortable, and soldiers were wedged in all around them. There was nothing she could do to comfort the children beyond a hug. The motion of the helicopter’s twin rotors was rough. For the last three minutes since take-off, she’d felt a tension headache building, maybe even a migraine.
The soldier sitting behind her grunted, “Is something burning?”
Before anyone could reply, the engine whined, coughed, then died. The craft began to spin.
“Hold on, ma’am,” the man behind her said.  
The children were screaming.
Then everything blurred…






  
  Chapter two
Ralls


He awakened to sirens and smoke. Other, less savory smells lay underneath the smoke. Captain Victor Ralls wondered how long he had been out and glanced at his watch. Ten minutes, at least, and they were hard aground. They must have drifted out of the channel when the missile hit.   
The cruise ship’s bridge was full of smoke; shattered glass littered the floor.    
Yeoman Banks was sprawled against the far wall, gray-faced and motionless, maybe dead. Schroder, the helmsman, was definitely dead. Still sitting at his station, but with two or three inches of the top of his skull missing.
“I wonder what happened to the Colonel?” he asked himself out loud, raising a hand to his cheek. He was bleeding, but it was just some cuts. He noticed he had bled quite a bit on his white uniform, too. 
His vision blurred a moment as he stood, but it passed. He walked over toward the starboard, or right side of the room. A little breeze played across his skin from the broken windows. He hit the switch that killed the emergency siren and instantly felt better.
I guess the Government was serious when they quarantined the city.   
He almost smiled at this inanity, but the sight that awaited him out on the exposed decks squashed any humor.
Bullets had literally chewed the deck, and the dead were all over. Soldiers lay in clumps, mixed in with civilians. The words wholesale slaughter came to mind. Someone high in the government chain had panicked on this one. Just imagining this happening all around the country was tough to take.  
He figured he’d better get a section report before he did anything else. He grabbed the microphone to the ship’s intercom and keyed it to talk. “Chief Nast, this is Captain Ralls. I need a sitrep for engineering. Are we completely dead? Over?”
“Crewman Bailov here, Captain. The Chief is fighting the fires. Almost all the engine crew personnel are dead or severely wounded. We need help down here, sir. Over!”
“Affirmative, Bailov! I’ll see what I can do. Out!”
Someone moaned behind him. He wanted to turn and confront whoever or whatever was behind him, but his terror was so great that he stood paralyzed. The moan came again, and his bladder let go, adding the reek of his urine to the other smells.
Think, man. Do something!
Nothing in the last twenty years had prepared him for this. He thought about abandoning his bridge.
Weapons weren’t far away. In his duty cabin, just feet from where he was now standing, he had his personal sidearm in a safe, and maybe enough ammunition to get him to the arms room below.
He spun around. Yeoman Banks was even now climbing to his feet. Not a scratch on him that Ralls could see, but he looked dead.  
Ludicrous! The dead don’t come back to life. Still can’t believe it.
Dead or not, Yeoman Banks didn’t look to be in a conversational mood. He was moaning, and when he was standing, he appeared to notice Ralls for the first time. He snarled and shambled toward him.  
“Stay back, Banks,” Ralls warned. Just behind the man was the door to his duty cabin. Too far. He could run around the outside of the bridge on the catwalk…It might work, but others might notice. Banks stepped closer, gathering momentum and, clumsy or not, the man had some long arms. Ralls swung a fist that connected with Banks’ nose. The man staggered with the impact, but came on. Ralls ducked under his arms and came out behind him. Banks slipped on the broken glass, crashed into the wall, and slid toward the floor.  
Ralls jumped on his back and grabbed Banks by the hair and ears, pulling with all his might. He felt the hair coming free, and then an awful crack.
The body beneath him went limp.
But the head still groaned.
How can the head still be alive? Oh, sweet Lord, what did I do? I’m in hell.






  
  Chapter three
Jacobs


Sergeant Jeff Jacobs ran, feeling every pound of his equipment holding him back, slowing him down. His M-4 rifle was slung around his neck and held at port arms as he ran down the sidewalk of a three-lane road. Two and three-story buildings lined the road on either side. He hugged the buildings on the right side. The chopper was hovering in an intersection a half block away. 
His men were climbing aboard even now, as he watched. Everybody had made it back, except for Watson.  
Poor Watson. Bastards ran him over twice.  
Booth, Hicks, and Lepski waved to him from the rear seats of the Blackhawk. The crew chief, Lassiter, was leaning out, one foot on the runner, and waving at him to hurry.
With thirty feet to go, three of the things stumbled out of a doorway practically on top of him. He tried to shift the rifle to the right, but was too slow. A hand grabbed his chinstrap and yanked with a strength that surprised him. His helmet actually came right off, and he stumbled to his knees on the road. There went the radio. Even as he drew his pistol, his attacker, an enormous man wearing a baseball cap backwards, was reaching for him, mouth open wide. The guy’s lower lip bulged, as if he still might have some chew in there.  
Jacobs aimed and squeezed the trigger. Once.
The bullet entered the guy’s mouth and blew the cap off the top of his head. The body stumbled backwards and slumped to the ground, taking one other down with him, but the third, a wiry black teenager, lunged at Jacobs.
He fell over backwards with the kid on top of him, wincing at the intense pain from his right ankle as it twisted.
“Fuck!” he shouted, trying to keep the snapping teeth away from him. His gloved left hand was beneath the kid’s chin, and his right still held the pistol, but it was pinned between their bodies.
He fought hard not to panic. Inhuman strength or not, Jacobs outweighed the kid. He bucked his hips and rolled. His gun hand was free now, and he fired once, twice and the head exploded blood and bits of gore everywhere.
Jacobs rose to his knees, screaming as his right ankle gave out. The second zombie, another teenager, now free of the first corpse, was almost on top of him. He aimed and fired. The boy’s shoulder jerked, but he kept coming. He fired again. A black hole appeared just above the eyebrow, and a burst of gore exploded from the back of his head. The corpse fell, and then Booth and Lepski were there, helping him up, carrying him at a run toward the chopper.
“We’re outta here, Sarge,” said Lepski, “just hang in there.”
“The hell we are,” he snarled back. He looked at each of his men, and didn’t like what he saw. All three looked tired and beaten down. None of them apparently shared his rage over Watson’s fate.  
I’ve lost them.  
Doesn’t matter. I won’t quit.
Lepski and Lassiter helped him into a chair and buckled him in. The rest of Jacobs’ men piled in and got settled. Jacobs grabbed Lassiter by the collar. 
“Get me a fucking headset!”  
Meanwhile, his stomach lurched, and he could feel the chopper climbing.
Lassiter scowled at him, but handed him the headphones that connected the crew together. The moment he put it on, Jacobs snapped, “Duncan, I want you to fire your rockets into the Cop Shop.”
There was silence for a moment, as if the pilot, Captain Pete Duncan, was considering the request.  
Finally, the man answered. “What the hell, Jacobs? You lost your mind?”   
“Just do it, and I’ll explain later.”
“I’ll put forward your request, soldier. Sit tight.”
“Goddamn it, sir! That fucking place is loaded with ghouls! Just do it!”
“Take the headset from him, Chief.  I don’t want to listen to anymore of his shit.”
Jacobs glared at Lassiter. The guy was pushing fifty and had a fucking jowl under his chin. Might have been something ten years ago, but he was going soft now.  
Watson is going to be avenged. They took his body.   
Jacobs raised the pistol, still cradled in his hand. “Fire the rockets, sir, or I’ll put a hole in Chief Lassiter.”






  
  Chapter four
Natalie


She woke, shivering, realizing that she was soaked. 
She cracked an eye open.
At first, what Natalie saw didn’t register, but details emerged: a short, slightly sloping piece of metal was right below her cheek. Further up, she could see a car’s glass window. She was lying on a car’s trunk, and something was burning.
Don’t move. Just listen. Think things over.
The inner voice was her mom. She was always telling Natalie to think things over and be careful.
She shivered, and this triggered another immediate realization: I’m naked!
She tried to recall the events and figure out what had happened. The last thing she remembered was being in the car with Sam. They had been about to fool around.  
All it had taken was a little strip show. Well, to be honest, revealing her bare foot had probably put the poor guy over the edge, and now that his bitch girlfriend was out of the picture, he could finally be hers.
Someone attacked us! The Goths! Well, they probably weren’t Goths. They just dressed like them. 
The entire scene came back to her. Sam had been knocked out immediately. They just left him behind the wheel while they dragged her from the car, kicking and screaming. The worst part was that the two Goth girls were helping.    
She closed her eyes, pushing away the memory.  
Carefully, she slid an arm beneath her chest and pushed up.  
The sun was rising on a scene from hell.
Sam’s car was gone; several bodies lay close by. One of them was Tim the Goth, dead, and best of all, not moving. She raised up a bit, and looked to her left, toward the mall. Monk was there, sprawled face down. The t-shirt and wild mop of hair gave him away. He also looked dead. A single plume of smoke rose beyond him, from the mall, probably the entrance by Sears.  
No sign of the girls.
The fire engine was gone.
Either the others left her, or they were dead.
She passed a hand through her hair and brushed away a tear.
Why’d you leave me, Sam?






  
  Chapter five
Anton


The power flickered, then resumed. Anton Lesk reached out and hit the seek button on the radio. The warning tone for an emergency sounded as the next station locked in.   
“Stand by for a live update from the Emergency Broadcast System. This is not a test…”
“Might have something here, people!” Anton said.
The first one over was that overstuffed weightlifter named Keller. “What do you have there, sir?”
“Use that walkie and get a hold of Talaski, will you? I think we’re about to hear a message from the Feds.”
“Sure.”
Keller walked off to the side.  
Anton looked around. “Where are the others? I think everyone would like to hear an update.”
Amy was right at his elbow, talking to Debbie. “I saw that janitor guy leave, and then Trish followed him. I think they went to the roof. Talaski and the guy who looks like Freddie Mercury said something about getting more weapons.”
The only other people were that trashy-looking woman named Suzy, and the fireman named Mills. He could see the two of them talking over near the windows that looked over Tropicana Field.  
“Who’s Freddie Mercury? Oh, never mind, I’ll record the message just in case,” Anton decided.
Keller returned. “Talaski needs me to help carry guns and ammo up. Anybody else want to help?”
“I’ll go,” said Amy, “but I’m not very strong.”
“Me too,” said Mills.
“Count me in,” said Suzy.
“Well, hurry back,” Anton grunted. “That message may be important. We may need to decide fast.”
Debbie came over and stood behind him. He felt her hand on his shoulder. “I’ll stay here with you, Anton.”
At that moment, they heard: “This is not a test. The ‘No Live’ order has been rescinded. All government personnel have instructions to help all uninfected citizens to a safe area. The following are all current safe zones for the Tampa Bay Area: The Skyway Bridge; Coquina Key Island; Tierra Verde Island; Weedon Isle; Egmont Key; the St Pete-Clearwater Airport; Venetian Isles. This message will repeat and update every hour.” 






  
  Chapter six
Hadley


There was just a light chop on the water. St. Petersburg Police Chief Jubal Hadley stood at the rail and stared over at the still burning rear area of the cruise ship. He thought it was called the stern or something. Lionel’s kid was so sure his dad was over there. Hadley was sure he was dead, along with all the rest. Of course, Hadley had beat the odds, again. His late wife, Marge, always said that he was the luckiest bastard she’d ever known.  
How the hell am I still alive? Somebody is playing a joke on me, Marge. Like that day, I beat the odds in ‘Nam.
Hadley closed his eyes. He could still see and feel the sun through his lids. Just like that day… 
“What do you see out there, Jube? Why did you stop?” asked his friend, Sergeant TJ ‘Hazy’ Harriman. The guy’s breath always reeked of that gook fish sauce, nuoc mam or something like that. 
Hadley let out a pent up breath. “I don’t see ’em, Hazy, but I can hear ’em. Fifty or so feet on the far side of that hammock. Two or three of them at least.”
Hazy raised a bushy eyebrow and mouthed the word, “Gooks?”
“What do you think? Jesus, man, it’s a wonder we’re all still alive!”  
“You’re the charm, Jube. We haven’t got hit with you walking point yet.”
“‘Yet’, is the key word, Hazy. I’ll fuck up sooner or later.”
“Let’s back off then, and I’ll call in an airstrike.”
“Sounds good, I’m—“
Twenty or thirty feet away, someone yelled in Vietnamese. Right after, at least ten AK-47 assault rifles fired nearly as one. A grenade went off. Men screamed. The AKs continued to fire. That guy named Yodges begged for mercy. The men that were with him and Harriman were being slaughtered. Yodges’ voice cut off. Had they killed him? Hadley never knew.
From ten guys to two guys in a few seconds. Hadley shook himself free of the memory.
Could anybody be alive on that ship?
Minute by minute, the odds were shrinking.
The cab driver, Graham, stepped up beside him. He looked a little better than he had. The boat actually had a shower and he must have used it. His hair was still wet, and he was now wearing some jeans, a light blue t-shirt and sneakers.
“Everybody’s ready for the meeting, Jubal. You ready?”
“Yeah! Our asses are hanging out here. Those choppers come back and we are meat for the grinder.”
“Ozzie is keeping a lookout.”
“Good.”  
Hadley followed the younger man into the boat’s cabin. Tracks, Bronte and Janicea were all sitting on the couch, while Graham sat on a folding chair. The two kids and the dog were in one of the bedrooms.
“Let me lay this out for you people. We don’t have much in the way of firepower. Graham has a rifle and a bunch of pistols. Tracks has a shotgun. Bronte, Ozzie, Janicea, and I have pistols. Ammo for all the guns is ok, but not ideal.”
He had their attention. The cards were down and they all knew it.
“We have some food, but not enough.”
No one argued.
“I figure we have three choices. One, we go ashore and try to get to the police station. Two, we head for Weedon Island to the power plant and hope we find all we need there. Three, we check out the cruise ship and take what we need from there, then we head for one of the two places I mentioned.”
Tracks was the first to speak up. “May be survivors on the ship.”  
“Maybe,” said Janicea, “but I bet it’s mostly dead people.”
Graham stood up. “If there are survivors, and we help them clear the ship, we may have a good safe place to operate from. We are going to need a doctor at some point. Who knows? We might even find some real good people on board.”
“Anything to say, Bronte?” Hadley asked.
Bronte nodded. “I say we grab some guns and food and get the hell off that ship as quick as we can.”
“Be a death trap,” said Tracks.
“So, if we go, who is going?” asked Graham. “Someone needs to stay with the kids.”
“Ozzie and Janicea stay,” Tracks cut in. “Maybe the Chief too.” 
“Because I’m old?” Hadley asked.
“Something like that. Face facts.”
Janicea turned to Tracks. “And the woman watches the kids, right?”
“Right!” said Bronte. 
“What about that supply convoy that got ambushed near the store, Bronte?” asked Janicea. “Near Thrill Hill.”
Bronte raised a bottle of water to his lips and drank about half of it. “Ozzie’s boat might make it up that canal. I’d like to hear what everyone else thinks, but that might be an excellent place to get supplies.”
“The ship is right here,” Hadley pointed out.  
Tracks leaned forward in his chair, “With death waiting on it.” 





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
08

,e

il

R i

¢
3 — '
& u’%;‘f’“

=





OEBPS/images/5ab718df-6392-43e1-b0bf-dfb7d52fc434.jpeg
08

,e

il

R i

¢
3 — '
& u’%;‘f’“

=





OEBPS/images/7c37dd24-bb5d-40ff-b915-f509c28336c5.jpeg





OEBPS/images/70402dd7-0e89-44dc-9bd1-8eba315cfac4.png








