

    
        
          Savage

        

        
        
          Savage, Volume 1

        

        
        
          S L Davies

        

        
          Published by S L Davies, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      SAVAGE

    

    
      First edition. November 15, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 S L Davies.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231594795

    

    
    
      Written by S L Davies.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Epigraph

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Chapter Twenty-Three

Chapter Twenty-Four

Chapter Twenty-Five

Chapter Twenty-Six

Chapter Twenty-Seven

Chapter Twenty-Eight

Chapter Twenty-Nine

Chapter Thirty

Chapter Thirty-One

Chapter Thirty-Two

Chapter Thirty-Three

Chapter Thirty-Four

Chapter Thirty-Five

Chapter Thirty-Six

Chapter Thirty-Seven

Chapter Thirty-Eight

Chapter Thirty-Nine

Chapter Forty

Chapter Forty-One

Sign up for S L Davies's Mailing List

Further Reading: Asylum

Also By S L Davies

About the Author



  	
        
            
            This is a human-written book with no AI use. 

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One
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“The asteroid is set to hit Earth around four o’clock in the morning. NASA has advised us that there is a chance the asteroid will peter out, and the damage will be minimal; however, they have suggested that it is important to shelter in place, stocking up on fresh water and food.”

I scrubbed my hands over my face as I stared at the television while the anchor of the evening news advised on how to survive an asteroid that was about to come hurtling to Earth. When I glanced outside, I could see my neighbours standing around, laughing, drinking, and one had even set up a BBQ on the front lawn, as if it were some kind of frat party that was about to kick off. I licked over my bottom lip and frowned at the television.

“NASA spokesperson, Abigail Jenkins, has informed Seven Nightly News that we can expect ash clouds to be floating overhead throughout the atmosphere. These clouds may cause or exacerbate asthma and breathing problems. Abigail reported that if you can avoid leaving your home until the ash clouds settle, it is better to do so. We are hearing from our team in the sky that highways and roads have been clogged, and we urge you not to leave your home at this time but instead take shelter. Unfortunately, we don’t have experience with this kind of event,” the anchor sighed before she turned to her cohost.

“Yeah, that’s right, Janice. We can’t say with complete accuracy what is going to happen. However, after speaking personally to Abigail Jenkins from NASA, I do believe that we are better off staying put inside. NASA have assured us that they are monitoring the asteroid, and while it appears to be very large at the moment, it is likely to shrink as it enters our direct atmosphere.”

Nothing they were reporting filled me with hope. I glanced over at the bedroom where Dad lay. I briefly thought about whether it would be possible to get him to the hospital in case something went wrong. I chewed on my lip as I considered what I could do. Dad didn’t have a lot of time left before he died; he’d been sick for so long with cancer that I worried about what this was going to do. I didn’t know how we were going to get through it without casualties. Although if I were like my neighbours, apparently, they weren’t worried at all. I wondered if I was overreacting and putting too much thought into something that might not happen at all. 

Shaking my head, I stood and grabbed my cell phone from the table and scrolled through to Dad’s cancer support worker and pressed on her number.

“Hello, this is Brenda Wright,” she answered on the second ring.

“Hi, Brenda, it’s Ilah Olsen, Jacob Olsen’s daughter.”

“Ilah, how is your father doing?”

“He is doing okay, but I’m worried about what is happening at the moment. I don’t know whether it would be better for me to take Dad into the hospital or stay here.”

Brenda hummed, and I could hear her tapping her fingers on a table or something. “I’ve been at the hospital all morning, and I don’t think it would be a good idea to bring him here. The place is currently overwhelmed because of the number of people who are frightened about what is going on. Do you have a basement?”

I frowned and shook my head before I answered. “No.”

Brenda hummed again. “Let me call you back. I’ll see what I can do. Maybe we can find somewhere safe for a few of my patients to go. I’ve had a few phone calls this morning about what to do.”

My frown deepened as I wondered why they hadn’t started to put something in place before now. It would have made sense in a situation that could be highly devastating to the country, that the hospital would have thought about their terminal patients. My mind went to all the children who were living on machines. Tears pricked at my eyes; I couldn’t let my mind go down that road.

“The news says that we should be fine if we stay inside,” Brenda was saying as I tuned back into the conversation. 

“Yes, they did, but Dad’s lungs.”

“Oh, that’s right, he has lung cancer, doesn’t he?” Brenda asked, making my eyes widen. She didn’t even know who her patient was. I was filled with dread. There was going to be no help from her. I sighed and scrubbed my hands up over my face. 

“We have now just received an updated warning from NASA. The asteroid has just entered our direct atmosphere and is moving faster than expected. We recommend you find immediate shelter. Again, we urge all people to find immediate shelter as the asteroid is going to hit far earlier than first expected,” the anchor said with fear in his voice. I turned my attention back to the television as I pressed end on my phone and dropped it to the table beside me.

On the screen was a satellite image of an asteroid that looked so big I was convinced that it would hit us and knock the world off kilter. My stomach clenched as I watched it hurtling toward us. A knock on the door startled me, and I yelped. I raced to the front door and saw Mr Bowen, our neighbour on the other side.

“Ilah, come on, get your Dad, we need to get to the basement.”

My eyes welled with tears. He was prepared to share his basement. “Thank you,” I whispered through my tears as I turned and went to Dad’s bedroom. “Dad, I’m sorry, we need to go.”

“Ilah?” Dad murmured.

“Yes, Dad, it’s me, come on, we have to go.”

“Go where? Do I have an appointment?”

I shook my head as I helped Dad sit up in bed. He was so thin that his bones were sticking out of his skin. I could easily lift him if I had to. “No. There is an emergency, an asteroid is coming, and we need to shelter. We are going next door, Mr Bowen is going to take us to his basement.”

“Oh, I can stay here.”

“No, you can’t, Dad,” I argued as I continued to urge him out of bed. Slowly, we made our way over the threshold. Before I even got into the living room where Mr Bowen was waiting, Dad had forgotten what was going on. The pain medication and the cancer had destroyed his brain, and he wasn’t with me as much anymore.

“I’ve got him, Ilah,” Mr Bowen said as he easily lifted Dad into a fireman's hold and walked through the front door.

I frowned before I shook my head. I didn’t have time to worry whether the eighty-year-old man was going to hurt himself. I quickly raced into the kitchen and gathered all of Dad’s medication and the supplies of water I had before I raced from the house and toward Mr Bowen’s home. By the time I reached the basement, Mr Bowen had already placed Dad on a couch. 

I looked around the large room with wide eyes. It was filled with food, water, and toiletries. Mr Bowen chuckled behind me, and I turned to face him. “I always had a feeling that the world was going to end one day, and we would face an apocalypse. Now I’ll need all this stuff.”

I nodded and focused on Dad, who had fallen back to sleep. “I’ve got all his medication. I don’t know what I’m going to do once he runs out.”

“Hopefully, the world will be back to normal by then.”

I nodded but didn’t say anything more. I hoped the world would be back to normal by then, too, but something in my gut told me I wasn’t going to be that lucky. 

I’d just drifted off to sleep after hours of sitting and waiting for something to happen when we finally got the first notice of the asteroid hitting. And when it hit, it hit hard. The house around us shook, and the boom was so deafening that I had to clamp my hands over my ears and cry out. 

Mr Bowen wrapped his arm around my shoulders, and I squeezed my eyes shut. It took minutes before the earth slowed and stopped rattling. Screams sounded around us, and I looked at Mr Bowen.

“We need to stay here. There will be earthquakes, floods, and fires. We can investigate tomorrow.”

I bit into my bottom lip and nodded. Fear like I’d never felt before flooded my system. Suddenly, the lights flickered and the electricity snapped off. I squealed and squeezed my legs to my chest. Mr Bowen moved, and I heard him shuffle across the floor. A light flicked on, and I noticed he held a lamp. 

“Kerosene lamp,” he said in answer to my unasked question. “Check your phone, I imagine you’ve lost communications too.”

I glanced at my phone and noticed that he was right. I had no service. I nodded and held my phone up. I chewed on my lip nervously. 

“Now it’s about to test everyone,” Mr Bowen said darkly.
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We remained in the basement for three days. I’d kept a close eye on Dad. He was quickly declining. All of the phone lines were down, and there was no electricity. I suspected that even if I needed to get to the hospital, it would be impossible. He was running out of pain medications, and I was trying to ration out what was left. Nerves filled my belly at the thought of what would happen when I ran out. 

“I’m going to have to go and see if I can get medication,” I mused quietly as I counted out the pills. Dad took two pain pills every six hours. At this rate, I would only have enough until around lunchtime tomorrow. After that, Dad was going to be in pain. 

I glanced over at the cot that Dad was lying on. Sweat coated his brow, and his eyes rolled under the lids. He’d been murmuring nonsensical words for the last hour. I scrubbed my hands up over my face. I didn’t know what I was going to do, but I couldn’t let him go without the medication. I wasn’t naïve; I knew he was dying, I knew that he didn’t have long left, so there was no way I was going to let him die in pain. 

“It’s still unsafe. The ash is still clouding, it’s toxic,” Mr Bowen stated.

I huffed out a breath and thrust my hands into my hair and growled. I was frustrated. I was nervous. I was overwhelmed. I didn’t know what to do. I turned my attention back to Dad again; his breathing was stuttered, and he was groaning low in his throat. I felt tears burning at the back of my eyes as I watched Dad struggle to breathe. The ash that filled the sky had managed to filter somewhat into the house. While it wasn’t thick, it did make it harder to breathe. 

“I have to, Mr Bowen,” I argued. “Dad needs more medication. We will need more food soon. I have to risk it.”

Mr Bowen sighed and nodded. While he had amassed a lot of water and food, we only had about two more weeks’ worth left in the basement; it was inevitable that I was going to have to go sooner or later. 

If it weren’t for the fact that Dad needed more pain pills, I might have sat it out until then to give time for the ash to subside, but this was urgent. I hadn’t planned on an asteroid hitting the damned earth and filling the atmosphere with toxic gases. 

If I’d known how devastating this was going to be, I would have stocked up. Not that I would have been able to, the pharmacy didn’t dispense pain medication in large quantities. So, even if I had tried, there was a chance I wouldn’t be able to. And stating that there was an asteroid coming wouldn’t have been a good enough excuse. For all the world knew, NASA was going to protect us from the damage. I scoffed at the thought; a fat lot of good they did. 

“Here,” Mr Bowen said, pulling me out of my thoughts. I glanced up to see him holding out a respirator toward me. “This will protect you from breathing in the ash. I don’t know what it will do if it hits your skin, though.”

I chewed on my bottom lip. I had no idea what this ash was made up of. I guess no one did. But Mr Bowen had a point. What if it were like nuclear waste and would affect me if it touched me? I didn’t know what to expect. So far, the dust that had made its way into the house hadn’t hurt me, but I didn’t know if it had long-term effects. But then, if it was going to kill me one day, there wasn’t anything I could do about it. 

I slipped the gas mask over my face and glanced around the room. The nights had been chilly, so when I’d left our house, I’d already had a hoodie and jeans on. I slipped on my Doc Martens that I wore everywhere and glanced back up at Mr Bowen. 

Hopefully, I should be able to get some medication and be back in an hour or so. I’m assuming that the roads will be destroyed, so I’m going to have to walk.”

Mr Bowen nodded his head. “We don’t know what is happening around us. For all we know, there is going to be looting and destruction. Please be safe, Ilah. Hide if you have to. If you need to come back here without the medication, come back, we can find a way to help your father without putting your life at risk.”

I nodded, but I didn’t say anything. I didn’t have a choice but to get Dad his medication. There was nothing else that could help him. Without the medication, his life would be unbearable. The thought of putting him through that pain filled me with dread. I couldn’t do that to him. With determination, I gave Mr Bowen one last look before I turned and walked up the steps of the basement and into the main house. 

I couldn’t stop the gasp that fell from my lips as I took in the main floor of the house. Windows had been shattered, the floor was scattered with glass, and the decorations that had once been on the walls were gone. Doors hung on their hinges, and the curtains were torn. 

We hadn’t heard anyone in the house; this damage must have happened with the initial blast. I glanced around the rooms, and the ash settled on every piece of furniture. The front door hung open, and the outside was another devastation. The trees that had been planted in the nature strip had fallen across the roads. The houses over the road were destroyed. One was completely collapsed.

I groaned as I looked up and down the street to see the devastation that reigned. Glancing toward my home, I narrowed my eyes as I tried to work out what it was that was lying in the middle of the road. My breath felt like it was sucked out of my lungs as I realised that what I was looking at wasn’t a pile of rubbish, but a dead body. Bile filled my throat, and I blinked, closed my eyes. 

“Jesus Christ.” 

The more I looked, the more I began to notice. Bodies were scattered across some of the lawns. The people who had been celebrating the coming asteroid. All of them are dead. The streets were eerily silent. No birds, no cars, no voices. Nothing but devastation and death. 

“I don’t know if I can do this.” 

I didn’t have a choice. For some reason, I was still alive. I had to find a way to help Dad. Sucking in a deep breath, I squared my shoulders and started toward the town where the pharmacy was located.
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The atmosphere was eerie. Everywhere I looked was covered in a layer of grey ash, as if it were snow. The streets were empty, which added to the eerie feeling. There weren’t even the sounds of birds; I hadn’t seen a single fly or bug. 

I’d never experienced anything like that in my life, and I would be lying if I didn’t mention how scared it made me. Normally, the streets would be congested with cars, trucks and buses, but with every street I walked down, there was nothing but silence and death. 

The smell of death was disgusting; it clung to me. I thought I was going to vomit at the first body I saw lying out on the street, dead, but then, after every car I passed, there were dead bodies everywhere, all in different states of decomposition. I wondered whether they had been killed in the initial asteroid strike, or if the ash was as deadly as Mr Bowen thought and if I didn’t have the respirator, I would die too.

The shop windows had been smashed in the town centre. Some looked to have been looted, while others appeared to have been smashed in the strike. I looked up and down the street, seeing if anyone was about. I didn’t think that my Dad and Mr Bowen were the only ones who had survived the strike, but the further I went, the more I began to think that it was a possibility. 

My mind was racing, and every sound I thought I heard had me on edge. The feeling of the town was beyond terrifying. It was eerie, and the silence was deafening. I didn’t know how to fight. I’d done karate as a kid, but I hadn’t gone beyond a yellow belt, and that was well over fifteen years ago. There was no way I was going to be able to fight against anyone who wanted to attack me. The thought had nerves bubbling in my belly, I shoved my trembling hands deep into my jeans pockets and ducked my head as I began to rush down the street toward the pharmacy.

Looking at the shops, it was apparent that none of them were open, and my nerves started to take over. If no one was at the pharmacy, I didn’t know that I would be able to get Dad’s pain medication. I knew the name of it and the dose, which meant I’d be able to find it if I could get into the pharmacy, and of course, that was if it hadn’t already been looted. 

As I passed the supermarket, I glanced in through the broken windows. Stock was scattered across the floor, and I hummed. It definitely appeared like people had been inside to take the produce. I didn’t have a lot of hope that pain medication would be available. I couldn’t help but think that would probably be the first thing to be taken by survivors. I hoped I was wrong, but I highly doubted it. 

With a sigh, I continued toward the corner where a fire truck had smashed into a light pole. The traffic light had crashed down onto the fire truck, and the closer I got, the more I winced as I noticed three men all dead. The driver was slumped over the steering wheel while his passengers were hanging out of windows and lying across the seat. Bile sat in my throat as I took in the horror of their bodies that were starting to mummify. No flies meant no rotting and eating away of the flesh.

I scrunched up my nose and continued past the truck and slipped into the alcove of the pharmacy. The glass doors were shattered. I breathed in deeply and slowly let it out. My heart was pounding with fear. I had no idea what I was going to find. 

I was tempted to walk away and go back to Mr Bowen’s house, but I knew that if I didn’t try to at least get Dad his pain killers that it would be worse for him. He wasn’t going to be able to live long with the pain that cancer brought. I wanted to make it as easy for Dad as possible. I steadied my breathing and stepped into the pharmacy, glancing around and up every aisle as I moved toward the back of the shop. There didn’t appear to be anyone inside, and I let out a choppy breath.

I stepped in behind the pharmacist's counter and groaned as I saw two people dead on the floor. I frowned and cocked my head to the side in confusion. These people hadn’t died in the strike; there was dried blood beneath them. They appeared to have bullet wounds in their chests. I wondered if they’d been murdered. Had people really stooped to that level in just three days? 

I glanced up at the shelves that held the boxes of medications and noticed that it was very empty. The thought of being able to get painkillers was looking slim. My stomach dropped at the thought, and I felt tears burn at the back of my eyes. I straightened my shoulders and huffed out a breath and moved toward the back of the shelves. I glanced up at the different boxes and attempted to find where the medication Dad was on would be. I knew that if the staff had been shot, then there was a good chance that the medication would’ve been taken, but I needed to take the chance anyway. 

Moving up and down the shelves, I ran my fingers over the names on the boxes. With every box, I felt my heart sink further as I began to realise there was none of the medication I was looking for. My tears started to run down my cheeks. I was too late. I shouldn’t have waited three days. I should have known that people would become savage animals the minute the world turned upside down. But I had faith in humanity, I had wanted to believe that people wouldn’t come and murder people and take all of the medication. It was a naïve and stupid thought. 

I sighed and looked around the rest of the pharmacy. There were still stocks of Tylenol available, not much, but enough that I could give Dad something. It wouldn’t help much, but it might take a small amount of the edge off. It seems that whoever killed the people here and took the medications, they knew what they were looking for; everything with codeine and morphine was gone. Pretty much everything that was addictive. It made sense when I thought about it; there wasn’t going to be any meth, heroin or any kind of drugs coming into the country any time soon. If they were alive and addicted, they would need it. Not to mention that now that cash was useless, medication and drugs could be a good commodity. 

I bit into my bottom lip as I thought about what was going to happen to the world now. It didn’t appear that the governments or military were making any appearances in this area, at least. The town was small, so I figured that if there was action, it would be the capital cities' first, and then they would filter out. That could mean we were left to our own devices for many days or even weeks. 

I went back behind the counter and grabbed one of the plastic bags. I moved back over to the pain medication and shoved what was left into the bag. I felt guilty for taking it all, scratch that, I felt guilty for taking any of it. But if it weren’t for Dad being in desperate need, I wouldn’t have taken any. 

Looking around the shop to see if there was anything else that I might need, I tried to get my head straight and think about the future. How long were we going to be left to our own devices? I wondered if there was going to be a time we would be saved, or if we were all going to be left to the savages to pick apart our bones like vultures. I had a feeling deep in my gut that normal wasn’t going to happen. This was going to be our life now. Covered in ash with the stink of death in the air. The very thought filled me with dread. But it was something I was going to have to get used to.

Before I could get stuck deeper in my thoughts, I left the pharmacy and crept back into the streets, watching to make sure that there weren’t any people who wanted to harm me around. The fact that someone had killed the two staff members in the pharmacy filled me with fear. If someone wanted to kill me, there wasn’t going to be any hope for me, and Dad depended on me. I needed to get home to him. I promised I wasn’t going to let him die alone; I meant that.
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I clutched the plastic bag against my chest. Out of the corner of my eye, I thought I could see shadows move, but every time I turned around to pay attention, there was nothing there. My heart was thumping with panic in my chest, and my breath was choppy as I raced through the streets back to Dad and Mr Bowen. 

Nothing felt right, and everything felt wrong. I couldn’t be sure, but it felt like I was being watched by a thousand eyes, and yet I couldn’t see them. I wondered if it was just my paranoia, but I couldn’t be sure. I knew I couldn’t be on the streets much longer, and the sheer thought of being out on the streets at night was terrifying. If people were still living, which I had to believe they were, I had a feeling they would be hunting victims like a lion stalking its prey. 

Finally, I rounded our street, and like my body had a mind of its own, I started to sprint down the path toward Mr Bowen’s home. My fear was all-encompassing, and my stomach was threatening to revolt with nerves. I reached the front porch of Mr Bowen’s home and stopped dead. My breath caught in my lungs as I looked down at the front door that hung open off its hinges. Bile rose in my throat, and tears trickled down my cheeks as I peered down at the porch. Mr Bowen lay on the porch, his body bloody and broken.

A groan fell from my lips as I took him in. Confusion flooded my mind. What the hell had happened? I hadn’t been gone that long. Had he just fallen and hurt himself? Or had someone attacked him? Finally, my brain caught up with what I was looking at and moved toward his body.

“Mr Bowen?” I called quietly as I approached him. 

I knelt beside the man and gently pressed my fingers to his shoulder. He didn’t stir, and I moved my fingers to his throat and over his pulse. There was nothing. I pushed against his shoulder and let out a cry of disgust as I rolled his body to his back. His face was unrecognisable. It appeared to have been bashed to a pulp. His eyes were swollen shut, and his nose was pressed against his face.

My eyes were wide, and my hands trembled as I stood on shaky knees. I think I knew what I was going to find before I even reached the basement. But it didn’t stop the grief and cry of agony as I reached the bottom floor and saw the blood that splattered against the walls and the cot that held Dad. His body twisted, and his eyes were wide in fear. 

I ran toward my father's body and collapsed to my knees beside him. Cries echoed throughout the room as I pulled Dad’s head into my chest and rocked back and forth. My heart felt like it was gripped in a tight vice. Everything I’d ever known, the man who had raised me and loved me when no one else did, was dead. I smoothed my hand over his blood-soaked hair as I cried. My tears dripped down onto his face.

“Why?” I cried. “Why, why, why?” How could people be such animals? There had to be hundreds of empty houses along the streets; they could have taken anything. Why did they need to kill him? 

I don’t know how long I sat with my father’s head cradled against me as tears flowed down my cheeks. He was close to death already, but that didn’t make the pain any less real. I felt robbed. I felt like the last little time I had with him had been stolen from me by faceless and nameless people. We were just trying to survive. Dad and Mr Bowen didn’t deserve their deaths. The pharmacy staff didn’t deserve it either. But it made me realise that the world was going to turn to shit. People were going to become savage, and if I had any choice of life, I was going to have to outdo savage others. But did I want to live in a world like that? Did I want to live in a world where the bigger and angrier would kill to survive? 

I sighed and sat back on my backside and stared at the basement. As I glanced around the room, I realised that whoever was responsible for Dad and Mr Bowen’s deaths hadn’t even taken anything. The water, the canned food, it was still all on the shelves. The deaths were completely senseless. This wasn’t killing for survival; they were killing for fun. Disgust washed over me. It made it worse. Knowing that someone had come in here and destroyed the man that I loved more than life itself for fun set fury in my belly.

What was worse was that no law and order could find the killer or killers. There were no cops to call. There were no courts. The person who killed my father was going to get away with their crimes. There was no justice for my father. Helpless tears fell down my cheeks as I contemplated what my next move should be. I knew that Dad would have been glad that I wasn’t in the house when the killers came here, even though I wish I had been there to help fight against them. Not that I really knew how to fight, I could have done something. Anything was better than nothing. 

I chewed on my bottom lip in thought. I didn’t know what to do now. I wasn’t safe here. I didn’t think that they would come back, but others may come, and I didn’t want to be here alone. I felt useless. I had no
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