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Hey readers. First, let me say thank you for picking this book up, and giving it a chance. For a while I wondered  if it would ever be completed as most of the stories we're written on my phone. The book is centered around an idea that popped into my head. The idea was to ask people to give me a word and I would include that word in a story. Some stories got swapped for others as ideas changed, or I decided they were not a good fit for this book. Those stories will be written and published someday. Until then, enjoy these and thanks again for reading. 

It's zombie killing and pizza night pg.5

The message pg. 24

Invisible you pg. 40

Helping my dead friend get revenge pg. 43

Acting pg.59

The eyes in the woods pg.69

A haunting melody pg.90

Closed pg.103

My girlfriend Zinnia pg.115

Red Bobby pg.127

I had a similar idea to this a while back. Nothing more than a few sentences came about it. I knew I wanted to do something with zombies or zombie-like things. So I took my old idea and combined it with some real life similarities. The word for this story is peaceful. 
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It's zombie killing and pizza night 
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"Do you think there are still any of them on the block?" I asked my father.

"If there is,I don't think it will be a lot.

Still enough for us to still be extra cautious though."

"I have both our backpacks ready to go," Derrick said. He opened one to show me what was inside. Four packs of crackers with cheese, six water bottles, rubbing alcohol, rags, bandages, a knife,and a taser. 

"Wish we had better weapons, " he said. But the knife and the taser are better than nothing."

"After everything that has happened, I'm just glad we have everything we need," Julia said. 

"Me too, Marcus said. Do you remember when the virus first hit and people stocked up on things until the store shelves were empty?"

"Sadly I do." 

Derrick, his father Marcus, and mother Julia, and younger brother henry moved into our house after Marcus was laid off from his job, and Julia's didn't make enough for rent. They had moved in a week before the virus hit. The one that turned people into cannibalistic monsters. Some people called them zombies. Others called them demon possessed. Our families mostly referred to them as the infected. 

This had been going on for six months. The virus came to our town in the fourth. When it hit the neighborhood, our parents decided that the four of them were going to travel to the next town to stock up on things we would need to stay inside the house for a while. I had never worried about anything as much as I worried about them. I'm sure we all worried, me, Derrick, Henry and my sister Ashley. None of us spoke much until they got back.

The four of them had put what money they had left together and filled the back of my parents' truck. My family has a deep freezer so they loaded that with ground beef, frozen pizzas, fish filets, frozen vegetables,  and chicken. They bought twenty boxes of flavored oatmeal. Three cartons of eighteen eggs. Powdered milk, and other things like bread, tuna, and lots of toilet paper. 

That night my mother made chicken fried rice with peas. Fried rice is one of my favorite foods, but I can never make it correctly. It's mostly because I lack the patience of waiting for the rice to cool overnight. 

"Are you sure you two want to do this? Marcus asked. Us parents can go, just like we have been for all this time."

"I know you guys are worried, Derrick said. But I'm going to lose my mind if I don't at least see the actual outside." 

I felt bad for Derrick. His birthday was coming up and he would have to spend it inside, praying that we didn't have any man eating neighbors left, who could break in.

I got to go out and drink, and have fun on my twenty-first birthday. My best friend Ariel had paid for all of my drinks, which was four shots of tequila, and two glasses of beer. I wanted to drink more, but I started to feel sick. Sometimes when I think of her, I pour myself a shot of tequila. It's my way of honoring our friendship. 

Luckily his father managed to get us a few drinks. They came  from friends who were willing to venture out of their homes for the right price.

"Well just be careful Marcus said. "That vodka was expensive, so you need to live to try it. Though I probably could have just gotten beer. I doubt you'd care. Most people don't. Unless you hate the taste of beer. Which I do. Most people with actual taste do.So I guess I made the right choice."

"Wouldn't know, " Derrick said innocently with a smile. I've never drank."

"Right, you've never drank, and I'm the queen of England," Marcus said. 

"Well, be careful. I promise. Besides, the news said there is less of the  infected now. Businesses are opening up again. So it must be safe."

"My son, you are smart. That is something I won't deny. You have better grades and test scores than I ever did. However, you are a bit naive to how things work in the real world. In the real world, companies don't care that their employees or even the customers they pretend come first, are eaten by zombies. That is why despite the fact that we have a virus that makes people want to eat other people, stores and other such things are already open."

"I wish things would just go back to normal and we can have a peaceful day again," Ashley said.

"I'm sure it will, Derrick said. We just have to stay strong."

I could see in Derrick's eyes that while he believed what he said, he knew it was easier said than done. 
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"I want to go,"Ashley said.

"Absolutely not, our mother said. It's still too dangerous. We need people who can be fast."

"Fast? Are you kidding me? Maxine is as slow as a turtle."

"Hey, I said. I'm not that slow."

"If running from zombies was a competition and you and I were The only contestants, you'd come in third place."

"Mom, Ashley's being mean to me."

"I can't wait for all of this to be over so you two can move out, our mother said. You are going to drive me crazy."

"I'm only sixteen,Ashley said. You have at least two more years with me."

"You're probably old enough to be emancipated," our father said jokingly.

Ashley scowled at him, but he just laughed.

"Ugh, Ashley said. I've been in this house for three months now."

"You got to go on the back steps yesterday," I said. 

"Woo fucking whoo. Best time of my life."

"I promise as soon as it's safe for everyone,  you'll be the first to go for a ride in the car, our father said. Would you like that huh? Wanna go for a ride in the car? Who's a good girl?"

My sister growled and our mother and I toppled over with laughter.

So  by now you are probably wondering where we were going. The answer to that is we were going to get pizza. To be more specific, it was three pizzas, forty Buffalo wings, and two boxes of cheesy garlic bread. You may think it was a crazy idea, going out for pizza while a zombie pandemic was still going on, and you would be correct. But if you had ever spent over  six months never leaving your house, then you'd understand why we were willing to take the risk. 

"So have we come to an agreement on what kind of pizza to get?" Julia asked.

"One Supreme, one Buffalo chicken, and one pepperoni and green olive," I said.

"Sounds good to me," Marcus said.

Derrick and I put on our backpacks and headed out the door. Despite the fact that our car was pretty close to the house, we still had to be very quick about getting into it. The infected could have been anywhere. That was also why even when we didn't use it, we made sure the car was locked.

"The streets are so dead, Derrick said. No dogs barking, no kids yelling, no other cars. It's not right."

"My dad was saying something about how they are close to a cure."

"It's only been about a year since it started spreading, Maxine. There's no way they have a cure for the zombie virus just yet. No way they're even close. If people would have listened and paid attention a lot sooner, we wouldn't be dealing with this as bad as it is."

"Do you think things will ever go back to normal?" I asked

"I pray every night that it does. Lately though, I've been thinking that if my prayers do get answered, it won't be in the way that I want them to be."

"What do you mean?"

"I think we might have to create a new normal. It will be hard but it's not like people haven't done it before. Humans always find a way to adapt. Well life in general does."

"You have a point." 

"God. I wish the damn pizza place wasn't so far away."

"We're going to Pizza Castle right?"

" Yup. Pizza castle."

Pizza castle had been built five years prior to these events. My family tried their pepperoni pizza at their grand opening, and we were hooked. Somehow in the months our families had spent together, the topic of favorite pizza places never came up. 

"You know, we never talked about things like pizzas," I said to Derrick. 

"Huh? What do you mean?"

"Well until now I didn't know that you and your family liked pizza castle and we've been friends for years."

"Oh. Yeah it does seem weird that that never came up. Especially lately since we've been living together."

"I guess our parents have been too busy conversing about survival tactics and the importance of not wasting anything for us to talk much about anything else."

"Yeah. For once I'd like a day free from zombie talk. I understand why they do it, but it's everyday. This is the first time in three months we are outside. Like actually out, away from the house. We had to beg them to let us go and I'm an adult with a job. I don't know when I can go back to that job, but I have a job."

"Do you ever wonder about everyone else?" I asked.

"Like people we knew?"

"Yeah. Like the neighbors or people we worked  or went to school with. I wonder who is still alive."

"I wonder sometimes. But to be honest I don't want the answer, because what if it's no?"

"Yeah I get that.  The thing is though we could see someone we know on the way to get pizza."

"I know. My plan is to just keep driving until we get there." 

"Have you seen an infected person? You know, before you guys came to live with us."

"My uncle."

"Oh. Are you talking about the uncle I met at Thanksgiving last year?"
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"Yup. Before we knew about the virus we were by my aunt and uncle's place for dinner. They didn't go out much. They mostly just worked and slept. Well one of them at least."

"Huh? What do you mean?"

"My uncle was coming home thirty minutes late that whole week. Turns out he had started having an affair with a woman he worked with, and she had the virus. I have no idea what happened to the woman. I never even knew what  her name was. Before dinner was over, my uncle was trying to stab my aunt with a fork. My cousin shot him. He and my aunt took off to Europe." 

"I hope this doesn't come off as rude, but they didn't offer to take your family? I remember you mentioning that your aunt and uncle had money."

"They left that same day. Didn't even pack. Just left all of their stuff behind. Left their family behind. I guess you learn who's really there for you when you go through a zombie virus."

"Well I'm glad you guys are living with us. I would have gone crazy from boredom, if it was just my parents and Ashley."

Derrick laughed. "I'm glad I'm there too."

For the first ten minutes the streets were empty, then we saw something. A woman with the bottom half of her face missing. She was stumbling around in circles.

"Is that Mrs. Mathews?, I asked.

"You mean from seventh grade science?"

"Yes. It is her."

What the fuck? See this is what I mean. This is why I debated with myself about going outside. I just fucking knew I was gonna run into this shit. He hit the steering wheel with his fist. She was a good teacher. Did her job. Never gave anyone any crap. Now look at her. Half of her God damn face is gone."

"We should go,I said.I hope I can get that image out of my mind."

He continued to drive. Pizza castle was now twelve minutes away,but it still seemed like hours. As we got closer, the streets got messier. Clothes, newspapers, empty cigarette boxes, and half drunken liquor bottles were All over the place.

I was daydreaming about the time when my sister and I were sitting in our  backyard watching a monarch butterfly, when Derrick stopped the car. I went forward slightly and was snapped back to reality. 

"What's wrong?" I asked.

He pointed straight ahead to a man lying on the ground. I thought he was just going to rant again and keep driving, but to my surprise he opened his door instead.

"Derrick, are you crazy?"

"I've gotta see if he's okay."

"There is a ninety nine point one hundred percent chance that he is most definitely not okay. And neither will you be if you don't shut that door and drive."

"I don't think that percentage exists. I'm going to check it out."

Who cares if it exists or not. Get back in the car. 

He held up his taser for me to see. I sat up straight so I could better see what was going on. The man was lying face down. Derrick slowly approached him. He gave the man a tap with his foot. He didn't move so Derrick used his foot to push him onto his back.

"He's breathing, he yelled to me."

"Check for bite marks," I yelled back.

Derrick looked over the man.

"None that I can see. Can't believe it. Either I missed one or he's pretty damn lucky." 

Derrick shook the man. Then he suddenly jumped back and I could see the man waving his arms to defend himself. 

"Who are you?," the man yelled.

"Derrick. My name is Derrick and that's my friend Maxine in the car."

"What are you doing here?"

"I know it sounds crazy, but we are getting pizza."

Pizza? Are you serious?

"Well we haven't left our house in about  six months, maybe longer than six months actually. So we decided to risk it, now that the ummm, infected population is down."

"It is?"

"That's what the news said."

The man stood up and I could see that he had a bushy beard and his clothes, which looked expensive, had tears and stains.

"When the outbreak first happened my wife contracted the virus from work. We didn't know she had it. When it first got here it took a long time before people turned.  Which I'm sure you knew. Anyways, she had it for a week and seemed perfectly fine. I was beginning to think that maybe people were making it a bigger deal than it really was. I changed my mind when she jumped out of bed and tried to bite me. I hit her in the head with a lamp and ran downstairs and out the front door in nothing but my boxers. 

I ran straight across the street,not even watching for cars, to the neighbors. I pounded on the door screaming for help. My neighbor Ken opened the door and told me to duck. I did. I got down on the ground. I closed my eyes and covered my ears, but I still heard the shot that killed my wife." 

"I'm sorry to hear that. Derrick said. I can't imagine."

"She gave it to our daughter Eloise. I had her chained up for days hoping they'd find a cure, and I could at least have my daughter. The thing was, she wouldn't eat anything. I had all of her favorite food and nothing. I knew what she wanted. I knew what she needed. I couldn't do it.

It wasn't that I just couldn't hurt people to get human meat, I couldn't let her be that way anymore. Eloise was a straight A student. She wanted  to be an astronomer when she grew up. She loved the stars. She was a star. My star. 

I couldn't stand the thought of her starving to death, so I took a piece of raw steak and covered it in rat poison. The time that took to kill her was agonizing to watch. I was afraid of catching the virus myself, so I washed my hands with bleach, and left."

"Where did you go?" I asked from the car. 

"The woods. I packed some food and supplies in a backpack and threw two blankets over my shoulders. I was lucky enough to find trees where I could throw the big blanket over their branches and make a sort of tent. To stretch out my food, I sometimes ate grass. There were berries, but I didn't want to risk eating poisonous ones." 

"How did you end up on the road?" I asked.

"I started hearing voices, and screams. I didn't think anything, I just ran straight ahead. I didn't take anything with me. I just ran until I passed out." 

"So you didn't see what caused the screaming?" Derrick asked.

"No. I'm not sure if any of it was real. I think the lack of food and the heat got to me. At least I hope that's what it was."

"Why don't you come with us,Derrick said. You must be hungry. You can have some food, we are getting a lot. I'm sure our parents can help us figure something out."

"My dad has a list of resources, I said. We also have some space downstairs if you need somewhere to stay for a while."

"Thank you very much."

I offered the man my seat in the front but he declined. 

"No,no. I'll get in the back. You're both doing me a huge favor. I don't want to be picky about seats." 

"Hope you like pizza," Derrick said.

"I like anything that's not grass."

"We haven't had
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