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Dr. Pus, Michael West, read a fragment of this story on his podcast several years ago. 
I’d like to dedicate this story to the dream he built back in 2008 and to all the good librarians.  
Proud to be part of all that, but mourn the passing of The Library of the Living Dead/The Twisted Library.  
Doc, you are missed.  




Praise for Undead in Vegas


“As I was reading, I could hear the amusement park ride announcer:  Passengers, please fasten your seat belts. Remain seated and keep your hands and feet inside the ride at all times. Avoid all contact with those outside the ride until Undead in Vegas by Stephen Alexander North comes to a complete stop! It’s crazy wild ride and at the end I wanted more.“ Kerri C Gregory
“Zombie Vegas.” -Patrick D’Orazio, author of Comes The Dark
“A pleasant surprise. I picked up Undead in Vegas, not really expecting much, and for some reason quickly became absorbed by it.” -Wally World
“Lots of action. North throws readers across a highway and straight into zombie hell.” Astradaemon’s Lair
“Fun Dead Read. I love Stephen North’s zombie fiction. For me they just work as pure escapist fun. Love tat he doesn’t take himself too seriously. Gordon Wallace is a cool character. And while no novel is perfect, I had no problem giving this zom romp five stars.” -J. Sousa
“I wasn’t expecting that ending at all.” Ophelia Kee
(Author: in response to Ophelia Kee) “Me either.”















Character Description by Ophelia Kee
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Wallace Gordon is a middle-aged divorced guy. He needed a new life after his bitch ex-wife got the house, most of the money, and all of his friends. Driving a big rig was a quick fix for a midlife career change. It took less than six weeks to obtain the necessary license and start over the road trucking, leaving the past as far behind him as it was possible to do. It wasn’t far enough. 
At fifty-two, Wallace is facing the effects of a broken loveless marriage. He’s overweight, has indigestion, possible encroaching alcoholism, and erectile dysfunction. He wasn’t looking for love and no woman was looking for Wallace Gordon.
As Undead in Vegas begins, Wallace is riding a rig with almost as many issues as he has. He’s the new guy, even as an older man, he’s taking his lumps as he attempts to rise in the commercial trucking industry. He’s almost arrived at his destination. Only he never quite makes it.




Book Description


What’s dead in Vegas, doesn’t always stay dead in Vegas! The zombie apocalypse has begun, but not everyone is immediately aware of what’s happening. As the situation escalates and more of the country is affected, people are scrambling to secure their positions by whatever means may be necessary. 
Wallace Gordon is another divorced guy heading to Vegas to drown his sorrows when he gets trapped in a traffic jam, his rig blows up, and he gets bit by a possibly zombified hooker. And that’s just the beginning of his troubles…
Undead in Vegas is a short story set in the world of the Dead Tide series and is an apocalyptic thriller horror tale. Grab your copy now and join Wallace for a fast-paced, in-your-face, deadly dangerous thrill ride. 
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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. Subscribe to his  Beyond Apocalypse Newsletter to get the latest news, updates on book releases, free stuff, and more. 
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Undead in Vegas


Dawn is breaking on an ugly day in May when I run into heavy traffic. I’m hung over, and the inside of my truck cab smells like the Italian Sub I ate last night. High time to air things out and roll down my windows for a few minutes. Reminds me that there’s a terrible story behind me, but I’ll save you the details. The bare bones of my past are that I’m fifty-two, about forty pounds overweight, and sometimes need a little medicinal help after being in a loveless marriage for years.   
So, where does this leave me, you might ask? On the road. In the months following my divorce, I went to a truck driving school to get a Commercial Driver’s license. Been driving a company rig on my own for a month and a half now.  
At the moment, I’m almost at my destination. Seen some crazy traffic the last few hours, and I’m wondering what’s going on. My in-dash radio quit working, and I don’t have a CB. The low man gets the beat-up piece of junk, I guess. Cheap bastard owner. I could check my cell phone, but I’m focusing on driving. I see the exit sign, then an overturned car, a police cruiser, and a bunch of cars piled together just as I take an exit ramp off Interstate 15 for Las Vegas. See an oil slick covering the road, try to slow down, clip the rear of another semi-trailer and run up and over the police cruiser. My rig careens across two lanes, overturns onto the driver’s side and slides into the guardrail. I’m thrown around like a doll, but my seat belt saves me.  
My heart’s pounding and hands are trembling as I unfasten my seat belt and climb up and out of the cab, through the passenger side. The truck’s on fire, so I jump off and down to the road. People are running around, screaming and shouting for help. Someone in a Hummer drives through the crowd without stopping, and several people get run over. Something explodes not far away, and I duck the bark of a large caliber revolver. I spot a cop holding a gun. She’s struggling with two people and losing the fight. I hear her scream and run her way. I have to do something. Her gun skitters across the pavement toward me. One attacker rips out her throat with his teeth, while the other gnaws an arm.   
What the fuck?  
I might be in zombie hell.  
Smoke billows across the road, probably from my truck, and a hulking man with an axe runs through it. I scoop up the revolver and watch as the crazy guy chops both of the cannibals…and the cop!    
The axe-man’s face is a gory mess. His hair is stringy with sweat, and plastered to his forehead. While the bodies are still twitching, he wipes his face with a shirt sleeve, then cleans the axe blade off on the cop’s pant leg. I see him squint over at me, teeth bared in a grimace as he hefts the axe.
I raise the gun. I’m guessing five bullets left, because I only heard one shot, but who knows what I’ve missed already?
“Yah!” the axe-maniac screams.  
I squeeze the trigger, and the gun belches fire and thunder. I miss at less than ten feet with my first shot. The guy doesn’t even blink or break stride as he raises the axe on high.  
My second shot hits him in the gut and ruins his day. His legs give out and crumple beneath him. My ears are ringing, and I can barely hear his screams.  
He curls up into a fetal position, bleeding out between his fingers, as I leave him lying there. I make my way down the exit ramp. I stop beside a car at the edge of a parking lot.
With a large percussive thump, my tanker truck blows up, and strews a flaming sheet of debris. An angry cloud of smoke billows toward heaven: Hardly how I envisioned entering Sin City. Nothing seems to go my way. Some moments are better than others. Probably sums up a Vegas vacation as well as any. Hiding outside behind a beat-up Chevy Citation in the furnace-heat of the Excalibur Casino’s parking lot doesn’t fall into the better moment category. Feel feverish and thirsty as I kneel behind the car and try to catch my breath.
No time to rest, though. The cannibals, or zombies, are everywhere. I have to find some place to hide.
My skin is dry and no longer sweating as I run the last few steps across the soft asphalt. Squint as morning sunlight reflects off the mirrored panels of the nearby Luxor Pyramid. The doors to the Excalibur casino are open and shattered. Pretty dark in there, but hesitating will get me killed. Glass crunches beneath my loafers as I hurry inside. I hold the gun in both hands, aiming everywhere I look, like they do in the movies.    
I pause a moment, and open the cylinder on the revolver:  Three bullets left.  The lady cop doesn’t need it anymore, but I do.  
The power is off, or someone turned off all the lights and machines.  It’s quiet as a tomb inside, and smelling like death.  The dim outline of a service counter is to my left.  In front of the counter there’s the body of a scantily clad woman on the floor.  She’s facedown, wearing a red mini-dress and thigh high boots.  Blood cakes the back of her head in her long blonde hair.  I step closer, pull out my cell phone, and turn on the flashlight.  Inadvertently kick a plastic cup.  Gambling chips and the cup skitter across the floor.  I freeze in place.
The woman’s head moves.  Stirred
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