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        Chute sucks you in from word one and pulls you down his post-apocalyptic rabbit hole! You will sleep with the lights on, covers pulled over your head, and dust off the old teddy bear for comfort. Chazz ranks among the top tier of our generation's storytellers. ~ Alex Kimmell, Author of The Key to Everything

      

      

      

      
        
        Robert Chazz Chute is such a skilled spinner of tales that the reader is more than willing to suspend any possible disbelief to go along for the ride. ~ David Pandolfe, author of Jump When Ready

      

      

      

      
        
        It's not very often one finds a writer with such a dark side that has such a great sense of humor.

      

      

      

      
        
        The author has a definite talent with words and ideas.

      

        

      
        His words lift and dance off the page, bringing the story to life.

      

      

      

      
        
        The world-building is horrifically well done with twists and turns and deceit around every corner.

      

      

      

      
        
        RCC blends characters' beliefs & worries concerning society's failures, plus vivid action scenes skillfully.

      

        

      
        Nothing but sheer exhaustion could tear my eyes from the captivating dance of words choreographed by Robert Chazz Chute.

      

      

      

      
        
        Wonderful action constantly holds your interest.

      

        

      
        The complexity and attention to detail throughout absolutely blow me away.

      

      

      

      
        
        Very few authors impress me with their actual writing style, it's usually always about the story. But this author paints such beautiful vivid pictures with words that I found myself not only enjoying the story but enjoying the way the words created images in my mind. I know that sounds corny, but it is true.

      

      

      

      
        
        Chute gives us a story worthy of Stephen King. A read both thoughtful and fun.

      

      

      

      
        
        The author does an excellent job building the characters and getting you invested and involved.

      

      

      

      
        
        I just can't say in words what a powerful author this is!

      

        

      
        Robert Chazz Chute writes so skillfully as to make the supernatural seem perfectly logical - and terrifying! There are twists, turns and surprises galore. You will be glad you bought this book - until you lose sleep because you can't put it down.

      

      

      

      
        
        When I want to read apocalyptic books or zombie stories, those books have to also be extremely well-written and something that I could recommend with zeal and confidence to everyone I know. Robert Chazz Chute's books are exactly that.

      

      

      

      
        
        He makes the stuff that is obviously fiction, believable.

      

        

      
        I am a lover of paranormal, dystopian novels and depth of story as well as intelligence in writing style, and Robert has it all. Humor, wit, depth, intelligence and an awesome way with words/writing.
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      It’s been a long time since I wrote short stories. I used to write many. Recently, I realized I was being myopic and a bit too precious dedicating all my writing time to books. I love to write science fiction novels and crime thrillers, yes, but I also enjoy the quick punch a good short story can deliver.

      Whether you’re squeezing in a bit of reading on your lunch hour or you’re settling in to escape into the other worlds, thank you for sharing my love of short fiction. I hope you enjoy reading these five stories as much as I enjoyed writing them. Thanks to friend and fellow author Armand Rosamilia for the inspiration and the kick in the pants I needed to write these tales.

      If you dig what I sling, please do leave a review wherever you bought this book. It keeps the lights on and keeps me writing.

      Cheers and all the best!

      ~ RCC
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            Cold Calculations

          

        

      

    

    
      When I was very young, my father told me a story about getting his first bank card. The daily limit he could withdraw using that card was $200.

      “Which brings a math problem to mind,” he said. “In those days, I drove a Jeep that was prone to throwing a shoe. Suppose I was traveling in remote West Texas when that old Jeep broke down?”

      I waited for him to pose the math problem. He tested me with such questions often. By the time I was a teen, it became less of a teaching tool and more of a fun exercise. Every problem is an equation waiting to be solved.

      “Here is my quandary for you, Julie,” Dad said. “If the radiator goes, that repair costs $500. It seemed anything and everything with that old Jeep cost $500. If I can only take $200 out of the bank machine each day, how many days do I have to stay marooned in some hick town until I’m free to go on my way?”

      “To solve for x, I have to know the variables,” I said. “Where are you staying each night, and how much does it cost? Are you eating ramen noodles while you wait for your car to be repaired? Are you ordering a pizza and making it last the whole day? Are you drinking water, soda, beer, or wine? I can’t answer without knowing your living expenses.”

      My father nodded. “Good! Perhaps another question would be: Do I have a friend from whom I can get a loan? Can I stay with a friend? That’s the real lesson of this equation, Julie. Always have friends. They’ll help you out of trouble.”

      I think he was worried about me. I was good at math, but I had few friends. Worse, I had to find a way to solve a similar equation, and the stakes were life and death. To complicate matters, my father was dead. So was anyone else I counted as a friend.

      I tapped the gauge on the tank and looked over my clipboard again, checking the inventory. Then I rechecked my calculations to determine the burn rate.

      I’d shut down the water purifier already. From the beginning, I’d argued that we could do without the luxury of that energy drain. The water could be treated chemically. Despite all the whining from the bunker’s crew, it didn’t taste that bad.

      In the early days of the Last Days, all we had to do to kill the bugs in the water was to boil it. Gary and his girlfriend Linda complained about the flat taste of boiled water. I told them it was better than a slow death, rotting from the inside out.

      Linda made a face at me, as if facing the truth was antisocial or something. I appeased their tender sensibilities by teaching them a cute trick. Yes, boiled water doesn’t taste good. To make it taste better, get two glasses, one empty, the other with your allotted water ration. Pour from one container to the other back and forth a few times. When air gets into the mix, voilà! Your water doesn’t taste flat anymore.

      “Or you could just stop whining and be grateful you aren’t up there,” I added.

      I shouldn’t have said that last part. Gary had been a colleague for several years. I’d worked with him on the Meteorological Survival Variables Project long before the Big Melt. When we reached critical mass, Gary insisted we let Linda through the airlock with him. If I’d been on security detail at that moment, I would have given Gary a choice: come in alone or take your chances outside. He was supposed to be the leader of the project. He knew better than to allow romantic entanglements to cloud his judgment. He brought her inside anyway.

      The MSVP vault is a big bunker, as orderly as a submarine and packed with supplies. Linda was a variable we hadn’t planned for, an agent of disorder. To survive the Last Days, we didn’t need a whiny TA from the anthropology department whose only marginally useful skill was that she could cut hair. Communal meals and playing board games were supposed to be good for morale. I’d often look over at Linda on these occasions and think: You’re still breathing.

      The air scrubbers did their job, but one more person strained the original equation and messed up my math. Sleeping, standing, sitting, or talking, we contributed to the pace of our race against the clock. At one point, to extend our stay in a safe haven, I considered drugging all the staff in staggered shifts so they could sleep more and drain fewer resources. Gary argued that such drastic measures were too dangerous. Medically induced comas were much less harmful than the solution we eventually had to employ.

      Every night, I lay in my bed and ran the numbers in my head, searching for hidden variables that could keep everyone in relative safety. I couldn’t find any helpful hidden variables. Each time I solved for x, I didn’t arrive at a solution per se. Instead, I received an answer: The rations would outlast our air supply by almost a year. When the good air went, we wouldn’t last more than a few minutes. I’d thought to stockpile a few scuba tanks in case the vault was temporarily filled with smoke due to fire. When our systems failed, and the clock ran out, a lot of uncomfortable choking would be involved.

      Linda complained about the rations more than the others but, to be fair, toward the end everyone complained about the MREs. One day after Linda and Gary got into a deep bitch session about our living conditions, I casually mentioned, “Just up the stairs, take a right, and head up the ladder. Go out through the airlock, and you won’t have to worry about living conditions for long. It’s all dying conditions everywhere you look.”

      Gary pounded the table with his fist and yelled at me, “Julie, that’s enough!”

      Startled, I shook. “Wh-what?” I asked, genuinely mystified. “Is complaining helping? I’m not clear on your purpose.”

      “We’re just blowing off steam. It’s healthy!”

      “I’m not sure about that,” I said. “Isn’t calm better? I feel calm and I feel fine.”

      “That’s you,” Linda said. “Think of it from my point of view for a second. I used to love the peach cobbler MREs. Now the idea of peach cobbler makes me want to vomit.”

      “That ration has all the necessary vitamins and nutrients to sustain life. The only issue with it is that it’s two meals, not one. The calorie count is too high. I’ve told you guys not to eat one bag all at once. It’s—”

      “You’re talking about ‘sustaining life.’” Linda said, her voice low, lips pouty. “I’m talking about living!”

      Tears rolled down her cheeks, but she made no sound as she cried. I thought that was her best feature.

      “Well,” I said, trying to sound conciliatory, “up there it’s probably devolved to cannibalism by now so … you know … ” I shrugged.

      The vault became a quiet place for several days after that helpful conversation. Only when Gary began speaking to me again did I realize their silence was meant to punish me.
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