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For Tyler and CJ. Best friends forever
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AUTHOR'S NOTE


[image: ]


I was working in my office one night when my son's best friend came to me and said he knew that I was a writer of books and stories and wanted to know if I would write him one. Heavy with action. An apocalypitic tale, creatures eating people, stomping on houses and cars. He wanted the main characters to be boys. Rough boys fighting their way through the apocalypse.

Well, now. Since I am a writer of those types of tales I told him I could probably whip up something to his liking. I knew I liked him when he started talking about creatures tearing stuff up.

Right up my alley.

You go boy.

I knew he was big on those Attack on Titan books so I knew this really had to be loaded with some serious people stomping and earth shattering and blood gushing machines.

Turned out he loved it.

Tyler. I'm glad you found it worth the wait there pal.
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IN THE BEGINNING
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A thirteen- year -old boy named Tyler, brushed the dusty debris from his arms and legs.

The explosion left him surprised he was still alive. He’d read several books about the apocalypse but never expected to be like this. 

So hard.

So rough.

It had been one thing after another after another after another. People trying to rob him and his friend CJ. Not just that, trying to capture them for they were the only two boys left on this earth, at least that's what they felt like. The only people they've been coming across were ones trying to rob them, steal them to sell for slaves and yet they’d succeeded in eluding them so far.

So far?

Yes, it has been hell up to this point. Total and complete hell. Nothing like playing Marines with his friend in the front yard, shooting fake enemies with toy guns, pretending to be all they can be. 

To join the Marines when he and CJ graduated from school was his dream. They’d stayed up late at night watching Marine boot camp video and classic black and white movies from WW 11. 

Now their schools were gone.

So were most of the houses and the dollar stores where he used to get his cheap toy guns and army men.

“CJ! CJ!” He called out.

No answer.

Birds chirped in the trees nearby as if everything was okay.

He turned over a few large rocks, not even able to move most of them. “CJ”

He heard coughing.

Hacking.

“CJ is that you?”

“I’m over here.” CJ’s voice raspy and hoarse from swallowing building dust.

Tyler turned over more rocks calling his name. A leg stuck out from under one. He recognized the Jordan tennis shoe CJ had saved up for last year. The shoe that was going to help him become a great basketball player.

“Tyler.”

Tyler climbed over the debris, turning over more rocks. Grunting, groaning as he could barely move them. He managed to get enough debris out of the way and was able to pull CJ out.

A bone stuck out of the skin of CJ's right leg.

“My leg hurts! My leg hurts!”

“It’s broken,” Tyler said.

Of course he knew what to do.  He’d read enough about this too. He grabbed a board, broke it to where he could make it manageable and used it as a brace for CJ’s  leg. He saw some cord under the pile, cut it and wrapped it around his leg.

“Good as new,”Tyler said.

CJ grunted. “Don’t feel like new.”

“Bout as good as it can get right now. I’ll set the bone when we settle in somewhere safe for the night.”

“You’ll do what?” He wasn’t sure he liked the sound of that.

“I’ll fix the bone.”

“You know how to do that?”

Tyler shrugged. “Not much to it. I read about it in by dad’s Army field guide and saw a movie about it once.”

“It’s going to hurt isn’t it?”

“I don’t know. Maybe. Never broke a bone before.”

It was starting to get dark soon, which meant they were going to have to find some place safe for the night. It was very hard trying to get around at night cause you couldn’t see anything and those robots could see really good at night, had special night vision or something.

There was a loud screeching noise.

The sound of metal clanking.

The ground rumbled.

“We better get out of here,” Tyler said. “They're coming.”

A giant creature walking toward them.

***
[image: ]


The  creature's mandibles moving back and forth. Snapping. Their jaws were like saws as they chomped up cars, buses and anything else that got in their way. They stood about thirty feet tall. All eight of its eyes, like radars moved about taking in its surroundings. There were hundreds of them. No, thousands. 

They were called the Berzerkers. 

Tongues that flicked like a lizard used to pick humans off one by one.

Sharp teeth with serrated edges.

Long sharp  talons and feet so large that it made Bigfoot look like a chump.

They were here, all over the United States and they came in with a roar.

Once here the Berzerkers separated.  It was every Berzerker for himself.

One of them honed in on a human. They had no clue what the funny looking people were, they were just told they were tasty.

The human was sitting on a bench, head down, reading something. The human didn't even know he was there. 

The Berzerker's long tongue flicked, snagged the human before he knew what happened.

His cell phone fell to the ground and shattered.

Glasses fell off.

It was down the hatch.
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IT ALL STARTED WHEN....

CJ first saw them land. He and Tyler were out playing war with their new air-soft guns they saved and bought themselves from the grass cutting business they started. Actually, they only had three customers so far, hardly enough to get them started making some real money but the neighbors were so happy to see kids their age actually working they tossed them an extra twenty from time to time.

CJ was the first one to watch it fall from the sky. A large cylinder metallic object, sort of like a huge egg. A large fiery trail in its wake.

Fifteen then twenty more fell.

Then more and more.

"We're going to be attacked," Tyler said.

"Better tell my dad," CJ said. Then he remembered his dad was asleep. He was always asleep when the good stuff went down.

CJ's mother, Dina, came out of the garage. "Boys. Come wash up and eat some lunch."

By that time the creatures were gone.

"Ahhh, Mom," CJ said. "I think we're going to have more important things to worry about."

Tyler made sure his air-soft gun was fully loaded and took a few practice aims at the
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