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      In the thrilling Hellborn Series, a plague decimates the small Northern California town of Tres Marias. The scourge turns its victims into shrieking flesh-eaters who hunt. To survive, Dave Pulaski, his wife, and a band of former guards must kill the living and the dead.

      After months of fighting, Black Dragon Security rescues Dave and his friends. Just when they think things might get better, something happens. The virus mutates and the infected get smarter. And faster.

      Eventually, Dave uncovers the truth behind the epidemic, a revelation that costs him everything. Hell-bent on revenge, he heads south to Los Angeles to kill Walt Freeman, the man behind the zombie outbreak. But the mission goes sideways when Dave helps a female test subject—a Russian girl named Sasha. She escaped Baseborn Identity Research, a secret government-backed facility. Dave calls it Hellborn.

      Meanwhile, alphas, mutants who flay their victims, run rampant across the city, leaving bodies in their wake. Eamon Trower, a sociopath working for Walt, comes looking for Dave and the Russian girl. After tracking them down, he and the “gray-suits” under him snatch her away while Dave and his friends escape with their lives.

      Committed to saving the Russian girl, Dave calls on Black Dragon Security to help him. Together, they organize a mission to rescue Sasha. During the night raid, Dave and the team encounter more murderous alphas. Somehow they got loose and are killing Hellborn employees. The surviving gray-suits and security guards are powerless to stop them.

      

      Brandon’s Last Words begins at Hellborn’s desert facility days before Dave Pulaski and his team arrive to free the Russian girl. The story is told through the eyes of a young security guard, Brandon Wheegar. He only recently joined the company and doesn’t yet understand how bad things can get when your secretive employer has deep pockets and no conscience.

      Brandon soon realizes he should’ve quit the night his supervisor pulled a gun on him. Later, he witnesses the carnage as the test subjects carry out their rampage. And he encounters the Russian girl, who Trower watches over like a Rottweiler.

      But the alphas aren’t the only story. There’s another test group. Young and fit, they are military trained. And dangerous.

      Hypers.

      These genetically modified soldiers of the future lie asleep in specially designed tanks filled with water. Given nourishment and a drug to keep them stable, they are superhuman—able to heal quickly even after being shot. Before the night is over, Brandon will come face-to-face with a hyper. Her name?

      Jane.

      Jane’s story continues in Faithless: A Jane Doe Thriller, Book 1 in the exciting Hard To Kill Series. The novel picks up where the other series left off. A deadly fighter with skills, she is virtually unkillable. And she’s fearless in the face of those who would harm her. Here’s some friendly advice—don’t cross her. Ever.

      Someone should probably warn Brandon.
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      Dinah’s was not a mean place. From the outside, it gave off a kind of criminal neglect vibe, though. The building was large, rectangular, and rust red. It sat at the rear of a weed lot that fronted the highway. There were no actual parking spaces. Customers lined up their vehicles starting at the ancient hitching post that hadn’t seen a horse since the Gold Rush.

      At Dinah’s, the food was greasy and delicious, and the beer was cheap. You paid in cash—period. There was sawdust on the floor and Country & Western tunes on the elderly Wurlitzer jukebox. On a good night, locals and security guards from Baseborn Identity Research filled the place with sweat, farts, and raucous laughter.

      Brandon Wheegar was twenty-two. With two weeks under his belt, he wasn’t considered a regular. An affable kid, he had brown eyes and straight dark hair that was shaggy in the back. The HR director hadn’t minded so much about the hair. But she advised him to shave before meeting with the site’s security chief, Harry Packard.

      Amber Pfaffman, of the Jacksonville Pfaffmans, was his girlfriend of two years. She had warned him about the shaving. It wasn’t so much that she told her boyfriend what to do—not like his mom. But she was always giving him some piece of advice on how to improve himself. Things that would strengthen their relationship and, at some point, lead to regular sex—her words.

      As she put it, these little pearls of wisdom were designed to help her distracted boyfriend become a man. She’d actually said that. I want you to be a man, Brandon. That way, when we’re married, I won’t have to worry. Recently, she’d completed an online course on goal setting and was studying to become a dental hygienist.

      Dinah’s wasn’t so bad, though. When you first walked in, it smelled like beer and urinal cakes. Shirley, the owner, was all right. Except when Travis Leach had one too many and started hitting on the waitresses, who were all married and had kids.

      She didn’t take shit off anybody—least of all a toy cop who liked bragging about his security clearances. Her sister Dinah had died sometime back under mysterious circumstances. Now that Shirley was running things, there were new rules. You didn’t get drunk. You paid your tab. And you didn’t spit. She was married to a Sheriff’s deputy.

      “Want to know what I think?” Travis said.

      He eyed the little blonde who’d gotten him thrown out the last time. He was twenty-nine with a high school education, a forgettable face, and black frame glasses. Technically, he was Brandon’s supervisor, though he’d only been at Baseborn six months.

      Amber met him once when she picked up her boyfriend in front of the guard shack. It took her a whole two seconds to figure him out.

      “He’s a douche,” she said.

      There were eight guards tonight and the owner had given them the big table. No one was interested in what Travis thought about anything. But Brandon was new and felt obligated to play along.

      “Those bodies in the Hyper lab?” the supervisor said. “Sex slaves.”

      Wally, the only African American in the fraternity, gagged on a pretzel. “What now?”

      “Hear me out. Have you been in there?”

      “No. Have you?”

      “I sneaked in once when the Mexican janitor went to clean the tanks.”

      “She’s Honduran.”

      “Whatever. I saw the bodies lying there naked in the water. Tubes and wires sticking out all crazy. And I gotta say, they’re really hot.”

      Wally nudged Brandon. “He means the guys.”

      “This from a grown man whose wife won’t let him drink,” Travis said.

      “You sonofabitch.”

      Wally was a large man with thick, beefy hands and a huge neck. When he pulled away from the table, everyone grabbed their beers.

      “What’s going on?” Shirley said.

      Now that the young guard thought about it, the owner was kind of mean-looking. She had short blonde hair, acne scars she tried hiding with gobs of drugstore makeup, and upper arms that jiggled when she walked. And when she gave you the stink eye? Legendary.

      “Nothing,” the supervisor said.

      “What did I tell you the last time?”

      Lowering his head, he stared at his hands. “We were just talking.”

      “Sure you were. That’s why this one looks like he’s about to pop a vein. Siddown, Wally.”

      “Yes, ma’am.”

      The bruiser took a sip of root beer that had by now gone flat. It was true what Travis said. Though his wife grudgingly permitted him to attend these after-hours soirees, under no circumstances was he ever to touch alcohol. Not after the infamous Fourth of July barbecue last summer. If she so much as smelled it on him, she would drive herself and the kids to her sister’s in Slab City.

      “That’s better,” Shirley said. “Now, who’s ready for another round?”

      When the owner had gone, the supervisor waved everyone in and kept his voice low.

      “So I go in there, right? And the women, aah… If it wasn’t for that Mexican⁠—”

      “Honduran—”

      “Whatever. I swear I’d of dropped my drawers right there and…”

      “You should’ve been a mortician,” another guard said, chortling into his 7 and 7.

      His name was Erck and none of the other guards liked him because he was creepy—tall with jet-black hair and eyes that reminded everyone of a rat.

      Travis side-eyed him. “My uncle’s a mortician. I actually thought about going into the biz. But then I heard Baseborn was hiring and…”

      “I don’t get it,” Brandon said.

      “That’s because you’re a cuck.”

      “No, how can those test subjects be sex slaves? Why would a company with a defense contract waste time with⁠—”

      “Maybe they’re not human at all,” Wally said. “They might be robots. I seen this documentary once. Lemme tell you something. The shit the Japanese are making over there is unreal.”

      The supervisor rolled his eyes. “Sure. Robots with pubic hair. I’m tellin’ ya⁠—”

      “Well, whatever they are, we’re not allowed in there.” He pointed at each of the other guards. “Those areas are top secret.”

      “Which is why I like working graveyard. Speaking of which.” He punched Brandon in the arm.

      “Ow, cut it out.”

      “I had a meeting with Operations. They’re switching us to dogwatch starting next week.”

      “Wait, what? Why?”

      “Something to do with the Alpha program. And you know I’m always looking out for you, little buddy. That’s why I volunteered you.”

      “I don’t like working graveyard.”

      “Man up, Brandie.”

      “Shut up, I am a man.”

      Travis winked at the others. “Which is why he still wears Batman briefs.”

      “And you know this how?” the big man said.

      While those two went at it, Brandon nursed his beer and considered his future at Baseborn. Was he doomed to be partnered with this tool for eternity? This couldn’t be good for his chronic anxiety. Since joining, he had worked graveyard twice—both times with the douchemeister. And each night, the supervisor pulled new shit on him.

      The first time, he told Brandon to guard the glass doors in the hospital wing. Though no one was inside, it was imperative the area remain secure. Never mind that you needed an ID badge to get in. Eight friggin’ hours of standing around and only one pee break. Okay, so that was on him—he’d been stupid. But the second time…

      Travis ordered him to go outside and keep an eye on the drones circling the complex. One of them was acting funny, he told the noob. Brandon needed to identify which one and report back in two hours. Though suspicious, the guard followed his instructions to the letter. He even kept a written log. When he returned, he found the supervisor in a restroom stall, sucking on a hash pipe.

      “Looks like it’s you and me again, little buddy,” Travis said.

      The others rolled their eyes. As a flourish, the supervisor slugged Brandon in the arm again.

      
      It was after eleven. Everyone had split except for Brandon and Wally. They sat in the big man’s car, pounding down chili cheese fries and Pepsi from the local Gas-N-Gut.

      “What’s the deal with Erck?” Brandon said.

      “Scary, ain’t he?”

      “There’s something about him that… So, how long have you worked for Baseborn?”

      “Aw, man. I been punchin’ a clock there for five—no, six—years.”

      “Seen any weird shit?”

      “Okay so. They’re runnin’ these two different programs, right? You got the alphas and you got the hypers. Now alphas, they was the first. And, lemme tell you something. They’re mean as hell. Cut you up.”

      “No shit? Have you ever seen one?”

      “Hell yeah
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