


	

The	following	book	contains	scenes	which	some	readers	may	find

distressing.

The	book	is	intended	for	a	mature	horror	audience.

You	have	been	warned.



	
	
	
	

	

A	Different	Time

	

The	skies	used	to	be	blue	(on	a	good	day)	in	some	parts	of	the	world.	If	we	were

lucky	we’d	get	to	see	some	of	those	blue	skies	over	the	United	Kingdom	too	but

mostly	we	settled	for	 the	grey	that	we’d	been	accustomed	to.	Grass	was	green.

Trees	were	swaying,	in	whatever	winds	were	stirring	on	the	day	you	happened	to

look	 upon	 them,	 full	 of	 life	 as	 they	 danced	 from	 side	 to	 side	 occasionally

shaking	free	a	leaf	or	two.	Rivers	flowed	with	clear(ish)	waters	which	were	also

full	of	life	with	fish	of	all	sizes	darting	around	seeking	food	and	warmth.	Birds

sung	 in	 the	 skies	 as	 they	 glided	 around,	 whether	 by	 themselves	 or	 part	 of	 a

migration.	And	people	 -	 so	many	people	 -	 everywhere	 going	 about	 their	 daily

lives:	some	of	them	happy	and	merry,	a	handful	grumpy	and	a	good	proportion

quiet	and	just	getting	on	with	things	which	needed	to	be	done.

	

These	were	different	times	all	right.	A	world	full	of	life.	A	world	full	of	hope.	At

least	as	much	hope	as	it	could	muster	when	certain	groups	and	countries	failed	to

get	along	and	saw	fit	 to	scream	at	each	other	from	opposite	sides	of	 the	globe,

each	of	them	believing	they’d	more	rights	than	the	person	(or	people)	they	were



addressing	when	-	truth	be	told	-	they	were	always	equal.

	

That’s	as	much	as	I	remember.

	

As	much	of	what	I	remember	of	the	old	world	anyway.

	

The	new	world	is	a	far	bleaker	place.	I’ve	been	outside	and	the	yellow	skies	have

seemingly	 returned	 to	 normal	 and	 the	 trees	 near	 our	 house	 seem	 to	 still	 have

some	life	in	them	but	I’m	sure	it	won’t	be	long	before	they	wither	and	die	like

the	 others	 have	 done	 so	 before	 them.	 Maybe	 the	 yellow	 tinge	 my	 father

described,	hanging	in	the	heavy	atmosphere,	will	creep	its	way	around	to	where

we	 live	 too?	 Maybe	 these	 things	 take	 time?	 And	 when	 it	 does	 get	 to	 us	 the

remaining	birds,	 taking	shelter	 in	 the	 trees	we’ve	somehow	managed	 to	keep	a

hold	of,	will	just	spiral	to	the	floor	dead?

	

I’d	 been	 the	 first	 to	 wake	 up	 -	 after	 Father	 of	 course.	 One	 of	 my	 clearest

memories.	I	could	play	it	back	perfectly	as	though	it	all	took	place	yesterday.	It

wasn’t	yesterday	though.	It	was	months	ago.	I’m	not	sure	how	many.	The	clocks

don’t	work	anymore	just	as	the	electricity	doesn’t.	Our	mobile	phones	died	long

ago	too,	stopping	us	from	using	them	as	time-keeping	devices	or	calendars.

	

Father	was	looking	out	of	the	window.	I	remember	how	scared	he	looked.	I	also



remember	not	recognising	him.

	

“Where	am	I?”	I’d	asked	him	but	he	shushed	me	quiet.	At	the	time	I	thought	it

was	because	he	didn’t	want	me	waking	Sister	and	Mother	who	were	both	asleep

next	 to	me.	 All	 of	 us	 crowded	 together	 on	 the	 same	 bed.	 I	 remember	 feeling

uneasy	about	being	 there	 -	next	 to	 them.	Not	because	 I’m	shy	about	 sharing	a

bed	but	because	I	didn’t	know	who	they	were.

	

I	climbed	from	the	bed	and	walked	over	to	the	window,	next	to	Father.

	

He	whispered,	“I	don’t	think	I	was	followed.”	_____

	

Even	 if	 I	wanted	 to	 forget	 I	 don’t	 think	 I	 could	get	 the	 image	of	 how	pale	he

looked	on	 that	day	out	of	my	head.	His	 eyes	were	 surrounded	by	heavy	black

rings;	his	dark	hair	 looked	greasy	and	messed	up.	More	noticeably	-	he	looked

petrified.

	

He	 turned	 and	 looked	 at	me	 blankly.	 He	 didn’t	 recognise	me	 just	 as	 I	 hadn’t

recognised	him.

	

The	first	thing	he	asked	me	was	my	name.	I	couldn’t	tell	him.	Even	today,	I	still

can’t	tell	him.	He	couldn’t	tell	me	his	either.	Nor	could	he	tell	me	the	name	of



the	two	ladies	on	the	bed.	He	did	show	me	a	photograph	though.	It	was	the	four

of	 us	 standing	 together	 in	 a	 captured	moment	 of	 happiness.	 I	 don’t	 remember

when	the	picture	was	taken.

	

He’d	told	me	that	it	was	on	the	sun	visor	in	the	car.	Stuck	there	with	a	piece	of

tape.	A	 clue	 to	who	we	were.	He	 had	 been	 in	 the	 driving	 seat	 and	 apparently

Mother	was	in	the	passenger	seat	with	my	sister	and	I	in	the	back.	In	the	boot	of

the	car	was	a	suitcase.	He	had	pointed	across	 the	room	to	 the	suitcase.	He	had

opened	it	whilst	we	slept.	The	clothes	inside	were	a	mishmash	of	various	sizes

and	styles.	Clearly	 the	bag	hadn’t	been	packed	with	any	 thought.	Whoever	did

the	packing	had	 just	grabbed	whatever	 they	could	 find	and	 simply	 tossed	 it	 in

there.

	

I	had	asked	him	how	we	got	out	of	the	car	and	up	the	stairs	of	this	house.	I	didn’t

think	to	ask	whose	house	it	was	-	not	immediately	anyway	-	but	when	I	did	ask

him	he	told	me	that	it	was	ours	now.

	

Apparently	 he	 had	 woken	 up	 in	 the	 car.	 The	 force	 of	 the	 blast	 must	 have

knocked	him	out	 just	as	 it	had	done	so	with	us	 too.	That	must	have	been	what

took	our	memories	too.	Some	kind	of	reaction	to	the	shockwave.	He	didn’t	know

where	he	was	driving	-	he	just	told	me	that	he	pressed	down	on	the	accelerator

and	drove.	It	was	purely	chance	that	we	came	by	this	house	and	that	it	had	been



empty.

	

I	 asked	him	what	blast	 and	 that’s	when	he	 told	me	about	 the	bomb.	He	didn’t

know	 exactly	 where	 it	 went	 off.	 He	 could	 only	 remember	 snippets	 of

information.	The	biggest	explosion	in	history	and	millions	dead	upon	impact.

	

“We	must	have	grabbed	what	we	could	and	jumped	into	the	car.”

	

“To	 head	 where?”	 I	 asked	 him	 but	 he	 shrugged.	 If	 we’d	 a	 plan	 he	 couldn’t

remember	what	it	was.	For	now	he	seemed	content	to	wait	in	this	house.	To	this

day	 I’m	not	 sure	 if	 that	was	because	he	 felt	 it	was	safe	or	because,	as	he	 later

told	me,	the	car	had	run	out	of	petrol	as	we	pulled	up.	A	blind	bit	of	luck.

	

I	 looked	 out	 of	 the	window	 to	where	 he	was	 looking	 and	 asked	what	 he	was

keeping	an	eye	out	for.

	

“Looters.”

	

He’d	 told	 me	 that	 when	 bad	 things	 happen,	 society	 tends	 to	 fall	 apart	 and

everyone	 is	 out	 for	 themselves.	 They	 don’t	 care	 about	 who	 they	 hurt	 in	 the

process.	They	just	want	to	protect	themselves	and	keep	on	surviving.

	



“I	don’t	know	where	the	owners	of	this	house	are,”	he’d	told	me,	“but	it’s	ours

now	and	we	must	protect	it.	You	hear	me,	Son?”

	

I	heard	him	all	 right.	The	word	‘son’	sounded	strange	coming	from	his	mouth.

Alien.	I	looked	down	at	the	photograph;	father,	mother,	daughter	and	son.



	
	
	
	

	

Surviving

	

None	of	us	could	remember	our	names	when	we	woke	up.	And	try	as	we	might	-

they	never	 came	back	 to	 us.	To	 this	 day	 I	 often	wonder	what	my	name	 could

have	been.	Sister	says	I	look	as	though	I	could	have	been	a	‘Ben’.	I	don’t	see	a

‘Ben’	when	I	look	in	the	mirror	though.

	

I’m	 not	 sure	 when	 we	 gave	 up	 trying	 to	 remember.	 Starting	 afresh	 in	 this

strange,	but	comfortable	given	the	circumstances,	house	-	we	could	have	 taken

the	opportunity	to	choose	ourselves	new	names.	We	decided	against	it	though	on

the	 off-chance	 our	memories	 came	 back	 to	 us	 -	 one	 day	 -	 just	 as	 they	 had	 so

easily	 disappeared	 in	 the	 first	 place.	We’d	 rather	wait	 to	 see	what	 happens	 as

opposed	to	lose	the	names	forever;	hidden	behind	some	fakes	plucked	from	thin

air.	 As	 it	 turned	 out	 we	 rarely	 bothered	 addressing	 each	 other	 with	 names	 or

labels.	 On	 the	 rare	 occasions	 we	 did,	 we	 kept	 it	 simple;	 mother	 was	Mother,

father	 was	 Father	 and	 sister	 was	 Sister.	 To	 my	 sister,	 I	 was	 Brother.	 To	 our

parents,	we	were	Daughter	and	Son.

	



The	owners	of	the	house	never	came	back	much	to	our	relief.	We	had	claimed	it

as	ours	and	-	at	the	time	-	I	wasn’t	sure	how	far	we’d	go	to	keep	it	as	such.	Ask

me	today	and	the	answer	is	simple;	we’d	go	as	far	as	we	would	have	to	to	keep	a

hold	of	what	we	believe	 to	be	ours.	We	never	knew	where	 they	went	either.	 I

suggested	that	they	may	have	done	what	we	had	tried	-	loaded	up	a	car	and	just

hit	 the	 open	 road	 to	 try	 and	 escape	 the	 destruction.	 Father	 dismissed	 the	 idea

though.	He’d	say	that	if	they	had	done	that	then	they	would	have	taken	the	food

from	the	cupboards.	As	it	was,	 the	cupboards	were	brimming	with	foods	of	all

sorts.	Something	for	everyone.	A	stroke	of	good	luck	considering	we	had	no	idea

where	 the	 nearest	 operating	 shops	were	 (if	 indeed	 there	were	 any	 shops).	Not

just	 food	 either	 but	 candles	 and	 (gas-powered)	 lanterns	 stashed	 in	 the	 garage.

Just	as	well	too,	considering	there	was	no	power	to	the	property.

	

Did	the	previous	occupants	of	the	house	know	something	we	didn’t?	The	amount

of	preparation	they	appeared	to	have	done.	No.	Had	to	just	be	luck.	After	all	-	if

they	had	prepared	for	the	end	of	the	world	then	I	am	sure	they	wouldn’t	have	left

their	house.	Certainly	not	without	taking	the	candles	and	food	anyway.

	

The	first	few	weeks	were	spent	using	the	car’s	radio	to	try	and	get	a	station	-	any

news	 from	 the	 outside	world	 that	 could	 be	 useful	 to	 know.	 Father	 hoped	 that

there’d	be	a	camp	set	up,	or	something,	nearby	that	we	could	make	our	way	to.

Father	would	fiddle	with	the	radio.	The	girls	were	in	the	house	and	I	would	be



instructed	to	stand	outside	of	the	car	keeping	watch	for	possible	looters.

	

Of	course	the	radio	was	useless.	Static	on	every	channel	we	continually	tried	and

then	-	after	a	while	-	the	car’s	battery	just	gave	up	the	ghost	entirely,	killing	any

chance	of	finding	salvation	on	the	radio.	In	the	end	we	ended	up	doing	nothing.

We	had	food,	we	had	each	other	and	we	decided,	as	a	group,	that	sooner	or	later

help	must	come	by;	hopes	 raised	by	 the	 fact	 that,	 from	 time	 to	 time,	we’d	see

what	must	have	been	military	aircraft	flying	overhead.

	

Food-wise	 -	 we	 ate	 well.	 Looking	 back,	 it	 was	 silly	 really.	 We	 should	 have

rationed	what	we	had.	Tried	to	make	it	last	longer	than	it	actually	did.	I	think	we

managed	to	eat	well	for	just	over	a	month,	maybe	longer	but	not	by	much.	When

Father	realised	the	food	supplies	were	diminishing	quicker	than	anticipated	-	he

did	start	rationing	but,	of	course,	by	then	it	was	too	little	too	late.	Our	meals	had

been	reduced	to	nothing	and	we	were	living	off	the	smallest	of	portions,	all	of	us

getting	hungrier	and	hungrier.

	

I	think	I	miss	shortbread	biscuits	the	most.

	

And	real	steak.

	

The	slices	of	meat	we	got	to	eat	before	this	happened.



	

“What	did	happen?”	Sister	would	occasionally	ask	Father.

	

He’d	sit	next	to	the	open	fire	-	burning	away	logs	we	had	collected	from	outside

with	an	old	axe	we	found	in	the	garage	next	to	the	house	-	and	tell	us	bits	and

pieces	of	what	led	to	the	bomb	being	dropped.	To	this	day	I’m	not	sure	if	he	was

telling	the	truth	or	simply	using	his	imagination	to	give	what	happened	a	reason.

	

The	summary:	one	man’s	greed	led	to	the	end	of	the	world.

	

Father	 told	us	how	he	 saw	 the	mushroom	cloud	billow	up	 into	 the	 air	 and	 the

bright,	near-blinding	light	of	the	explosion.	He	described	how	the	bang	vibrated

his	guts	to	the	very	core	making	him	instantly	queasy	and	fearful	that	something

important	was	going	to	rupture.	Again	-	I’m	not	sure	how	much	of	it	was	truth

and	how	much	of	it	was	fabricated	for	our	benefit;	a	 little	bedtime	story	to	tell

the	children.

	

Soon	 enough	 the	 day	 that	we	 feared	 came	 by.	 The	 food	was	 practically	 gone

(other	than	a	few	crumbs	here	and	there)	and	our	stomachs	were	rumbling.

	

“We	need	to	leave	the	house,”	Father	told	me	as	I	came	down	to	a	non-existent

breakfast	one	morning.	“We	need	to	see	if	we	can	find	some	food	before	we	all



starve	to	death.”

	

I	didn’t	argue	with	him.	 I	knew	if	we	didn’t	do	something	(and	soon)	 then	his

words	wouldn’t	be	as	melodramatic	as	how	they	sounded.	I	didn’t	even	question

whether	 it	 was	worth	 one	 of	 us	 staying	 behind,	 at	 the	 house,	with	 one	 of	 the

women	whilst	 the	other	woman	went	out	with	Father.	That	way,	 there’s	a	man

outside	to	find	food	and	a	man	inside	to	defend	the	property.

	

Chauvinistic	thoughts?

	

Before	the	bomb	went	off	and	things	changed,	I’m	sure	women	would	have	been

just	as	capable	as	men	(in	some	ways	more	so)	but	now	-	in	this	new	world	-	I

couldn’t	help	but	feel	 that	way.	No	doubt	something	to	do	with	all	 the	 tales	of

looters	Father	told	us	during	the	cold	nights.

	

Armed	with	a	knife	from	the	kitchen,	an	axe	from	the	garage	and	a	torch	-	Father

and	I	left	the	house	in	search	of	supplies.	We	didn’t	know	what	we	were	going	to

come	across.	Perhaps	some	wildlife	wandering	the	woods	with	the	same	goal	as

us?	Perhaps	some	other	survivors?	Perhaps	some	glimmer	of	hope?	Whatever	it

was	 -	 soon	 after	 leaving	 the	property	we	 realised	 just	 how	bad	 things	 actually

were	 and	 that	 nothing	 would	 ever	 be	 the	 same	 again	 despite	 our	 hopes	 for	 a

rescue	party	plucking	us	away	from	the	destruction	to	some	safe	haven	we	could



learn	to	call	home.

	

	

*

	

The	first	time	Father	and	I	left	the	house,	we	had	been	walking	for	what	seemed

to	be	hours.	In	reality	it	was	probably	no	more	than	thirty	minutes	but	-	of	course

-	it	was	impossible	to	tell.

	

My	first	impression	was	that	everything	seemed	normal.	It	just	made	it	that	little

bit	more	heartbreaking	when	you	realised	 it	wasn’t.	Despite	 the	way	 it	 looked,

the	 world	 was	 ruined	 and	 chances	 were	 we	 were	 breathing	 in	 radiation	 with

every	breath.	An	invisible	killer.

	

Father	was	the	first	to	hear	it;	the	sounds	of	branches	snapping	nearby	to	where

we	were.	He	held	his	 finger	up	 to	his	mouth	 as	 though	 to	 silence	me	before	 I

even	opened	my	mouth.	 I	did	as	his	gesture	 suggested	and	kept	quiet.	 If	 there

was	 a	 chance	 for	 a	 meal,	 at	 the	 end	 of	 this,	 I	 didn’t	 want	 to	 be	 the	 one

responsible	for	scaring	it	off.

	

I	held	back	as	Father	went	forward	with	the	axe	in	his	hands	-	poised	ready	to

swing	it	at	the	neck	of	whatever	he	stumbled	across.	I	had	the	knife	in	hand	-	not



that	it	was	going	to	be	of	much	use.	Or	so	I	thought.	Looking	back,	I’m	glad	I

had	 it.	Had	we	 left	 it	back	at	 the	house,	had	we	not	bothered	with	 it,	 then	I’m

pretty	sure	things	would	have	been	different.

	

“I	thought	you	were	a	deer!”	my	father	said.

	

I	 couldn’t	 see	 who	 he	 was	 talking	 to.	 Not	 from	 where	 I	 was	 standing.	 I

remember	getting	my	hopes	up	 though.	The	 thought	 of	 him	 talking	 to	 another

person.	It	showed	that,	despite	how	it	appeared,	we	weren’t	alone.	For	a	minute	-

I’d	felt	a	glimmer	of	hope.

	

It	was	around	that	point	 that	Father	had	sworn.	He	even	took	a	step	back	from

where	 he	 was	 standing.	 Something	 he’d	 seen	 had	 knocked	 him	 off-guard.	 I

called	out	 to	him,	quietly,	 to	 see	 if	everything	was	okay	but	he	didn’t	 reply	 to

me.	He	just	raised	the	axe	in	the	air	and	told	-	whoever	was	there	-	not	to	come

any	closer.	His	voice	 filled	with	 threat.	His	body	defying	his	 tones	and	visibly

quaking	with	fear.

	

I	think	I	called	out	for	his	attention	a	couple	of	times	but	he	didn’t	reply	either

occasion	and	then	-	from	the	other	side	of	the	tree	-	I	saw	why.

	

	



	



	
	
	
	

	

Present	Day

	

The	meat	was	stirring	again	bringing	me	back	to	the	now.	I	noticed	Father	was

looking	 directly	 at	me.	 He	was	 chewing	 his	 food	 and	 seemed	 bothered	 that	 I

wasn’t	eating	mine.	A	quick	glance	to	Mother	and	Sister	-	 they	were	staring	at

me	too.	Wasting	food	is	sinful.

	

“You	aren’t	hungry?”	asked	Father.

	

His	 dark	 eyes	 looked	 as	 though	 they	 were	 slowly	 turning	 black.	 Something

which	happened	when	he	was	angry.	I	 tried	to	 ignore	it.	Could	just	be	 the	dim

light	of	the	candles	making	them	appear	that	way.

	

“Sorry!”	I	said.	“Drifted	off	for	a	moment.”

	

“That’s	okay.”

	

He	forked	the	last	of	his	own	meal	into	his	mouth	and	swallowed	it	down	before



asking	the	awkward	question,	“So	what	has	everyone	been	doing	today?”

	

When	 things	 changed	 -	 after	 the	 first	meat	 we	 ate	 -	 Father	 often	 asked	 this

question.	 Of	 course	 he	 knew	 what	 we	 were	 doing	 with	 our	 days.	 The	 house

wasn’t	big	enough	to	hide	our	activities.	Not	from	anyone	who	really	wanted	to

know	what	was	going	on	anyway	and	Father	was	definitely	that	sort	of	person.

He	had	to	know	what	was	going	on.	He	made	it	his	mission.	If	he	knew	where

everyone	was	and	what	was	happening	within	his	four	walls,	it	gave	him	a	little

more	 control	 over	 the	 situation.	 It	 led	 to	 fewer	 opportunities	 for	 things	 to	 go

wrong.	With	that	in	mind	-	when	he	asked	the	question	-	he	didn’t	want	to	know

the	truth.	He	didn’t	want	to	know	what	we	were	really	doing,	just	as	we	didn’t

want	to	discuss	it	with	him.

	

He	wanted	a	 lie.	Perhaps	-	considering	what	(or	who)	was	stretched	out	on	the

table	in	front	of	us	-	he	wanted	the	chance	to	feel	normal	again.	Even	if	it	was	a

lie.

	

*

	

“What	have	you	been	doing	today?”	Father	would	ask	us.

	

Our	first	answers	were	that	we	had	been	watching	out	of	the	window	for	them.



	

“Don’t	 tell	 me	 that,”	 he	 had	 stopped	 us,	 “tell	 me	what	 you	would	 have	 been

doing.	On	a	normal	day.	That’s	what	I	want	to	hear.	Your	mother	and	I.	That’s

what	we	want	to	hear.”

	

*

	

“I	 met	 this	 guy,”	 said	 Sister.	 She	 was	 looking	 directly	 at	 the	 meat	 who	 was

continuing	to	slowly	come	round	despite	the	blood	loss.	I’m	surprised.	Normally

they	don’t	wake	up	again	once	 they	 fall	 unconscious.	 “He’s	 just	moved	 to	 the

area	 from	 up	 north.	 For	 some	 reason	 he	 took	 a	 shine	 to	 me	 and	 introduced

himself	to	me	before	introducing	himself	to	anyone	else	in	the	class.	It’s	funny,”

she	continued,	“we’ve	only	just	met	but	we	have	so	much	in	common.	We	like

the	same	television	shows,	we	both	want	to	become	doctors,	both	have	a	love	of

animals...He’s	really	nice.	We’re	going	to	meet	for	lunch	tomorrow.	You	never

know,	I	might	get	asked	to	the	end	of	year	dance	yet...”

	

“And	why	wouldn’t	you?	You’re	beautiful!”	Father	smiled.

	

Father	was	right.	She	was	beautiful.	Brilliant	blue	eyes	that	dazzled	like	precious

stones	despite	the	dim	light	offered	by	the	candles	dotted	around	the	room.	Long

eyelashes.	 The	 blondest	 of	 hair	 and	 full,	 kissable	 lips.	 A	 perfect	 size	 eight



although	I’m	not	sure	whether	that’s	because	she’s	naturally	slim	or	because	of

the	lack	of	food.	I	suspect,	given	the	rest	of	her	features,	it’s	the	first	of	the	two

options.

	

To	this	day	I	still	don’t	understand	how	such	a	creature	could	come	from	Mother

and	Father.	Neither	of	them	were	skinny,	neither	of	them	had	blonde	hair	(both

had	 dark)	 and	 neither	 had	 blue	 eyes	 (Father	 had	 dark	 brown	 and	Mother	 had

green	eyes).	Other	than	the	weight	(I’m	pretty	slim	too)	at	least	I	appear	to	have

inherited	the	same	genes	as	Mother	and	Father	with	the	dark	eyes	and	dark	hair.

Thankfully	I	got	Father’s	height	-	the	pair	of	us	knocking	on	six	foot	two	inches.

	

The	meat	started	to	get	more	vocal	as	it	realised	it	hadn’t	been	dreaming.	We	did

our	 best	 to	 ignore	 it	 as	 Father	 looked	 to	 me	 -	 expecting	 my	 answer	 to	 his

question.	I	hated	these	questions.	It	was	hard	to	remember	what	I	enjoyed	doing

before	the	bomb,	before	all	this.	Did	I	do	normal	activities	before	any	of	this?	I

don’t	remember	them.	Did	I	play	computer	games	with	friends?	Did	I	like	to	go

out	drinking	and	dancing?	Was	I	even	social?	I	don’t	feel	as	though	I	may	have

been.	I	feel	as	though	I	could	have	preferred	my	own	company.	Maybe.

	

“Well?”	Father	asked.

	

Mother	sensed	that	I	was	struggling	to	think	of	something	that	would	be	deemed



satisfactory	so	she	chipped	in	with	her	own	day,	“I	went	shopping!”	she	said	as

she	took	another	bite	of	the	fleshy	mess	upon	her	plate.	She	licked	her	lips.

	

“Oh?”

	

“I	found	the	most	beautiful	dress.	It	was	long,	flowing...”

	

“What	colour?”

	

“Red.”

	

“Matching	shoes?”	Father	was	getting	into	Mother’s	scenario	with	a	smile	on	his

face.	He	relished	the	chance	to	escape	to	a	different	(better)	world.

	

“High	heels.	Admittedly,	 I	 don’t	have	 anywhere	 to	wear	 the	 clothes	but	 I	was

hoping	that	-	when	you	saw	me	in	them	-	you’d	want	to	take	me	to...”

	

Father	interrupted,	“The	finest	restaurant!	There’d	be	a	piano	in	the	corner	of	the

room.	A	pianist	effortlessly	playing	a	quiet	 tune	as	 the	diners	-	on	surrounding

tables	 -	 enjoy	 the	 finest	 cuisine	 from	 around	 the	 world.	 The	 low	 murmur	 of

happy	 chitter-chatter	 from	 the	 patrons	 as	 staff	 busy	 themselves	 making	 sure

everyone	 is	 catered	 for.	The	occasional	 chinking	 sound	as	wines	glasses	 come



together	 to	 toast	 various	 celebrations.	 I’d	 have	 the	 fish,”	 he	 continued.	 “What

would	you	have?”

	

Mother’s	eyes	lit	up	at	the	prospect	of	fish.	We	hadn’t	had	fish	since	all	of	this

kicked	off.	Not	 real	 fresh	 fish.	The	original	owner	of	 the	house	had	 some	 fish

fingers	in	the	freezer,	which	we	ate,	but	they’re	not	the	same.	“I’d	have	the	fish

as	well!”

	

“And	then,	as	we	enjoy	our	starters	-	I’d	have	pate	by	the	way	-	I’d	tell	you	how

beautiful	you	looked	in	the	dress.”

	

“And	I	would	thank	you...”

	

“And	then	I’d	ask	whether	it	was	purchased	with	my	credit	card.”

	

“And	I’d	smile	innocently	and	flutter	my	eyelids.”

	

“And	I’d	have	my	answer,”	he	laughed.	He	sighed	as	he	picked	up	the	carving

knife	from	next	to	the	top	end	of	the	meat.	“Anyone	for	seconds?”	he	asked	as

he	ran	the	blade	across	the	neckline	of	the	meat	causing	blood	to	spurt	across	the

room.

	



Waste	not,	want	not.



	
	
	

	

A	Trace	of	Humanity

	

I	was	sitting	on	the	edge	of	my	bed	in	darkness.	I	had	left	the	candle	with	Sister.

Just	as	food	had	been	rationed,	so	had	the	candles	been.	One	per	bedroom.	Those

were	the	rules	put	in	place	by	Father	and	it	so	happened	Sister	and	I	were	forced

to	share	rooms	(no	choice	really,	given	that	there	were	only	two	bedrooms	in	the

house).	Even	if	there	had	been	more	rooms,	Father	would	have	still	insisted	that

we	 shared.	 Safety	 in	 numbers;	 he	 was	 ever	 paranoid	 some	 lowlife	 scum	 was

going	 to	creep	 into	 the	house	-	 in	 the	middle	of	 the	night	 -	and	slit	our	 throats

whilst	we	slept.	Less	chance	of	that	happening	when	we	all	share	rooms.	Sister

and	I	in	one	room,	Mother	and	Father	in	the	other.

	

Sister	had	stayed	downstairs	with	Mother	and	Father;	talking	of	times	gone	by	as

only	they	could	imagine	them	(shopping,	trips	to	the	pub,	going	out	with	friends

-	 the	usual).	She	was	giving	me	my	space.	I	hadn’t	asked	her	 to	but	she	knew,

after	a	meal,	I	liked	a	little	time	out	to	myself.	A	little	bit	of	quiet	time	to	try	and

forget	 about	 what	 we	 had	 just	 done.	 By	 that	 I	 mean	 the	 person	 we	 had	 just

disposed	of.



	

They	all	knew	I	 struggled	with	my	 thoughts	after	a	big	 family	meal.	On	some

level	 I’m	 sure	 they	 felt	 the	 same	 too.	 I	 guess	 they	 just	 handled	 their	 thoughts

better	than	I	handled	mine.

	

My	thoughts?

	

Not	so	much	my	thoughts	that	I	struggled	with.

	

It	was	my	guilt.

	

Father	helped	with	the	thoughts	of	course.	He’d	say,	“If	it	wasn’t	one	of	them	on

the	table,	it	would	be	one	of	us	tied	there	and	one	of	them	sitting	at	the	head	of

the	table	with	the	carving	knife.”

	

He	was	right	too.	We	all	knew	it	but	it	didn’t	matter.	It	still	played	on	my	mind.

They	were	still	a	person	after	all.

	

“No	 -	 they’re	 not.	 They’re	 meat.	 Nothing	 more	 and	 nothing	 less.	 Remember

that!”	Father	had	shouted	the	first	time	I	tried	to	make	the	family	see	we	couldn’t

live	as	such.

	



I	 had	 told	 them	we	needed	 to	make	a	 run.	We	needed	 to	 leave	 the	house.	We

needed	to	try	and	find	a	city	-	some	camp	at	least.	I	had	told	them	we	were	there

living	 as	 savages	 and	 for	 all	 we	 knew	 there	 was	 civilisation	 right	 around	 the

corner.	Some	kind	of	 rebuilt	 society	 living	 in	 the	wreckage	of	 the	cities	which

once	stood.	Father	had	an	answer	for	me	though.	He	always	had	an	answer.

	

“They’re	out	there.	We	won’t	make	it	through	the	first	night!”	he	said.

	

When	he	said	that,	I	didn’t	argue	with	him.	There	was	no	point.	He	was	right.	Of

course	he	was	right.	They	were	out	there	waiting	for	us.	When	it	was	just	one	of

them	and	my	father	and	me	-	we	struggled	 to	keep	 it	back.	And	when	we	saw

more	on	the	horizon	we	knew	that	we	didn’t	stand	a	chance	against	them.	They

would	have	 torn	us	apart,	 limb	 from	 limb.	Mother	and	Sister	wouldn’t	 stand	a

chance	 against	 them.	No	way.	Father	was	 right.	We	wouldn’t	make	 it	 through

the	night.

	

The	door	opened	and	my	sister	walked	through	the	door	clutching	the	candle	in

her	 hand.	 She	 smiled	 at	 me	 sympathetically.	 She	 knew	 what	 I	 was	 going

through.	She	had	gone	through	it	herself	after	all	-	just	like	Mother	and	Father.	I

don’t	 remember	 much	 but	 I	 remember	 the	 look	 on	 everyone’s	 face	 the	 first

evening	we	 sat	 around	 some	meat.	Everyone	 looked	 repulsed	by	what	we	had

come	to	do.	Father’s	hand	-	steady	on	the	knife	nowadays	-	was	shaking	like	an



autumn	leaf	hanging	onto	the	branch	of	a	dying	tree.

	

“Are	 you	 okay?”	 she	 asked.	 She	walked	 over	 to	 the	 sideboard	 and	 placed	 the

candle	 in	one	of	 the	waiting	holders	before	coming	over	 to	 sit	with	me	on	 the

bed.

	

“Do	you	ever	think	about	whether	there	is	anyone	else	out	 there?	I	mean	other

than	them	and	the	odd	survivor?”

	

“What	do	you	mean?”

	

“Do	you	ever	think	there	are	families	living	out	in	the	country	living	their	lives

as	we	live	ours?”	I	asked.

	

“I	don’t	know.”	She	shrugged.	“Maybe?	Why?”

	

I	didn’t	say	anything.	I	knew	that	-	if	I	did	-	it	would	only	turn	into	an	argument

between	the	household	and	I	couldn’t	be	bothered	with	that.	Especially	when	I

knew	 it	 was	 just	 the	 post-meal	 guilt	 speaking.	 By	 tomorrow	 I’d	 be	 fine.	 By

tomorrow	 I’d	 be	 back	 to	 doing	 anything	 and	 everything	 just	 to	 survive;	 the

reason	 why	 we	 ended	 up	 going	 down	 the	 road	 we	 were	 traveling	 in	 the	 first

place.



	

“Come	 here!”	 she	 pulled	me	 close	 and	 tenderly	 kissed	me	 on	 the	mouth.	Her

hand	snaked	its	way	down	my	chest	to	my	jeans	where	she	-	no	doubt	-	expected

to	 feel	 a	 bulge	 starting	 to	 strain	 against	 the	 fabric.	 She	 was	 in	 for	 a

disappointment.	She	looked	at	me	as	though	to	ask	what	was	wrong.

	

“You	mind	if	we	leave	it	tonight?”	I	asked	her.

	

“You	owe	me!”	she	hissed.	She	rubbed	my	crotch	harder,	in	an	attempt	to	kick

start	the	beginnings	of	an	erection,	before	unbuttoning	my	jeans.	She	moved	off

the	 bed	 and	 onto	 her	 knees	 in	 front	 of	 me	 where	 she	 ripped	 the	 jeans	 down

around	my	 ankles.	 I	 should	 have	 known	 the	 kind	 caring	 sister	 wouldn’t	 have

been	 there	 for	 long	 before	 the	 animal	 took	 over.	 Her	 warm	 mouth	 wrapped

around	my	flaccid	penis	as	she	started	to	bob	up	and	down	-	clearly	determined

to	force	me	to	an	erection.

	

I	shuddered.	Not	because	what	she	was	doing	was	painful.	It	was	actually	fairly

pleasant	despite	my	best	intentions	to	ignore	it.	I	shuddered	because	of	what	she

has	turned	into	because	of	the	state	of	the	world.	I	shuddered	because	of	what	we

had	all	 turned	 into.	We	had	gone	where	-	before	 the	bomb	-	none	of	us	would

have	 ever	 dreamed	 of	 going.	 As	 the	 days	 and	 months	 continued	 to	 dissolve

before	us,	all	traces	of	humanity	were	going.



	

With	my	sister’s	hand	and	mouth	actions	it	wasn’t	long	before	I	had	an	erection.

She	 got	 up	 and	 pushed	me	 back	 on	 the	 bed.	Without	 any	words,	 or	 anymore

foreplay,	she	removed	her	own	jeans	and	pulled	her	knickers	to	one	side	before

impaling	herself	on	my	shaft.

	

“And	you’d	better	make	me	cum!”	she	demanded.

	

I	closed	my	eyes	as	she	started	bouncing	on	top	of	me	-	grunting	like	a	woman

possessed.	My	mind	took	me	to	a	better	world.	A	world	where	everything	was

normal.	A	world	where	we	were	all	able	to	keep	a	hold	of	our	humanity	and	stop

from	turning	into	whatever	we	had	mostly	changed	into.

	

“You’re	fucking	pathetic!”	she	spat	at	me	when	she	realised	what	I	was	trying	to

do.	A	far	shout	from	how	she	was	when	we	first	laid	together...

	

	



	
	

	

	

Questions

	

That	 night	 (after	 everyone	 had	 been	 filled	 in	 with	 regards	 as	 to	 what	 was

happening	outside)	Sister	and	I	were	lying	wide	awake	in	the	bedroom	that	we

shared.	She	was	on	 the	bed	and	 I	was	on	 the	 floor	where	 I	had	gotten	used	 to

sleeping.	After	 the	 first	 uncomfortable	 night	 I	 actually	 found	 it	more	 bearable

than	I	had	first	imagined.

	

I	could	tell	by	the	moonlight	spilling	in	through	the	gaps	in	the	barricade	by	the

window	that	she	was	wide	awake.	She	was	staring	through	the	same	holes	which

allowed	the	light	into	the	otherwise	dark	room.

	

“What	are	you	thinking?”	I	asked	her.

	

My	 voice	 made	 her	 jump.	 She	 had	 presumed	 I	 had	 fallen	 asleep.	 Like	 her,

though,	I	found	sleep	to	be	the	last	thing	in	my	mind.

	

“I’m	can’t	sleep,”	she	said.	“I’m	hungry.”



	

“Me	too.”

	

“And	scared.”

	

I	hesitated.

	

“Me	too.”

	

“How	do	you	think	this	will	end?”	she	asked.

	

I	hesitated.

	

“Someone	will	come	by.	Probably	in	a	day	or	two.	Like	Father	says.	They’ll	take

us	to	where	the	other	survivors	are.”

	

“What	if	they	don’t	come?”	she	asked.

	

I	hesitated.

	

“I	don’t	know,”	I	told	her.	There	was	little	sense	in	lying	to	her.

	



“Why	can’t	we	remember	anything?”	she	asked.

	

“The	bomb,	I	guess.	Something	to	do	with	the	blast	radius?”

	

“If	it	weren’t	for	that	picture,	I	wouldn’t	even	know	to	call	you	Brother.”

	

“Be	thankful	for	the	picture	then.”

	

“Those	things	out	there	in	the	woods,”	she	said,	“what	if	that	is	all	that	is	left?”

	

“It	can’t	be.”

	

“But	how	do	you	know?”

	

“Because	 we’d	 be	 one	 of	 them	 too.	 If	 they	 turned	 into...Into	 whatever	 they

are...We’d	have	turned	as	well.”

	

“What	do	you	think	they	were?”	she	asked.

	

“I	don’t	know.”

	

“Do	you	think	they’ll	come	to	the	house?”



	

“I	don’t	know.”

	

“If	they	do,	the	barricades	won’t	hold	them	forever.”

	

“I	know.”

	

“They’ll	kill	us.”

	

I	 didn’t	 say	 anything.	 She	 was	 right	 and	 I	 wanted	 to	 agree	 with	 her	 but	 it

wouldn’t	have	helped	the	situation.	If	anything,	it	would	have	made	it	worse.	At

the	same	time	I	didn’t	want	to	lie	to	her	and	tell	her	that	everything	was	going	to

be	okay.

	

We	sat	there,	for	a	while,	in	silence.

	

“Brother?”

	

“Yes,	Sister?”

	

“Did	you	want	to	share	the	bed	tonight?”

	



I	 looked	 at	 her.	 I	 could	 tell	 by	 the	 pale	moonlight	 that	 she	was	 crying.	 Tears

glistening	 on	 her	 cheeks.	 I	 got	 up	 from	 the	 floor	 and	 sat	 on	 the	 edge	 of	 the

mattress	where	 she	was	 lying.	 I	put	my	hand	on	her	 side	 for	 comfort	 -	 a	 little

gesture	to	let	her	know	that	I	was	there	for	her.

	

“Everything	will	 be	okay,”	 I	 told	her.	 I	 hadn’t	wanted	 to	 lie	but	 found	myself

doing	just	that.	“Father	is	right.	Someone	will	come	for	us	and	everything	will	be

okay...”

	

“I	 don’t	 know	 what	 I	 am	 more	 scared	 about,”	 she	 said.	 “What	 is	 happening

outside	or	the	fact	that	my	own	mind	is	so	confused	I	don’t	know	who	I	am	or

what	has	happened.”

	

“You’re	my	sister,”	I	told	her,	“and	I	am	your	brother.	Your	protective	brother!”

I	gave	her	hand	a	gentle	squeeze.

	

“Please	cuddle	me,”	she	said.

	

I	positioned	myself	 to	lie	behind	her.	I	put	one	arm	under	my	head	for	support

and	the	other	I	wrapped	around	her.	I	gave	her	another	gentle	squeeze.	We	both

just	 lay	 there	 in	 silence	 -	 staring	 out	 into	 the	 world	 beyond	 the	 gaps	 in	 the

barricades.



	

It’s	 funny.	 It	 looks	 so	 beautiful	 out	 there.	 So	 peaceful.	 You	 could	 almost	 be

fooled	into	thinking	that	everything	out	there	is	perfectly	normal.

	

Almost.



	
	
	

	

The	Hunger

	

The	following	morning	Sister	and	I	awoke	in	each	other’s	embrace	to	rumbling

stomachs	and	an	overbearing	feeling	of	despair.	Yesterday,	we	had	hardly	eaten

anything	and	yet	we	knew	that	(what	we	did	eat)	would	be	more	than	what	we

were	going	to	see	today.	I’m	sure	that	I	read	(somewhere)	that	you	could	survive

for	 a	 longer	period	without	 food	 than	you	could	 last	without	water	 and,	 at	 the

moment,	 the	 taps	 were	 still	 working.	 I	 didn’t	 care	 though.	 I	 was	 hungry,	 not

thirsty,	 and	 I	 already	 felt	 as	 though	 I	was	 getting	weaker	 by	 the	minute	 (even

though	I	was	sure	it	was	mostly	in	my	head).

	

Last	night	Sister	had	fallen	asleep	in	my	arms	pretty	quickly	after	I	cuddled	up

behind	 her,	 my	 presence	 bringing	 her	 some	 kind	 of	 comfort.	 Unfortunately	 I

didn’t	have	the	same	luxury	and	stayed	up	most	of	the	night	looking	out	of	the

window	 (through	 the	 barricade)	 to	 the	world	 outside,	wishing	 things	 could	 go

back	 to	 how	 they	 were	 before	 the	 incident	 which	 changed	 everything	 for	 the

worse.	 I	 knew	 there	 was	 no	 point	 in	 wishing	 such	 things	 yet	 I	 couldn’t	 help

myself.	I	still	wished	away	regardless.	And	then	(when	I	realised	I	was	wasting



my	time)	I	lay	there	wondering	whether	I	should	take	charge	of	the	situation	and

leave	the	house	by	myself.

	

“I’m	 going	 to	 find	 some	 food	 or	 help.	Whichever	 comes	 first.”	 That’s	what	 I

would	have	said	to	Mother	and	Father.	Of	course,	he	would	have	told	me	not	to

be	so	bloody	stupid	but	I’d	argue	with	him.	I’d	tell	him	we	didn’t	have	a	choice

and	that	one	of	us	would	have	to	go	out	there.	If	he	wasn’t	going	to	do	it,	then	it

only	left	me.

	

“Did	you	 sleep?”	Sister	broke	my	playback	of	how	 I	 thought	 the	 conversation

would	go.

	

“Yes.”	I	don’t	know	why	I	lied.	Just	felt	right.

	

She	squirmed	away	from	my	embrace.	Was	she	suddenly	uncomfortable	with	me

being	so	close?	Was	it	not	her	who	asked	me	to	come	onto	the	mattress	with	her

too?

	

“You	okay?”	I	asked.

	

“I’m	fine.”

	



I	don’t	remember	my	name	yet	I	remember	the	words	I’m	fine.	If	someone	used

the	 phrase,	 the	 chances	 are	 they	 were	 far	 from	 fine	 and	 that	 something	 was

bothering	 them.	 I	 didn’t	 push	 her	 to	 find	 out	 what	 she	 was	 really	 thinking.	 I

didn’t	need	to.	I	expected	I	already	knew	the	answer.	She	was	scared	about	the

situation	(both	inside	the	house	and	out).	And	she	had	every	right	to	be;	both	of

our	stomachs	were	rumbling	loudly	and	that	wasn’t	going	to	fix	itself	by	sitting

around	in	the	hope	someone	would	come	by	the	house	and	find	us	here.	Besides,

if	someone	did	come	by,	would	Father	believe	they	were	actually	there	to	help	or

would	 he	 just	 regard	 them	as	 a	 possible	 threat?	Looters	 here	 to	 see	what	 they

could	scavenge?

	

“I	was	thinking	about	leaving	the	house,”	I	 told	her.	There	was	a	brief	spell	of

silence.	“Thought	 it	might	be	worth	going	out	and	seeing	 if	 I	can	find	help,	or

some	food.”

	

“What	about	what	Father	said?”	she	asked.

	

“You	know	we	can’t	just	sit	here	and	wait.”

	

“But	 if	 you	 leave...What	 he	 was	 saying	 about	 the	 things	 out	 there...Those

people...”

	



“If	 I	 stay,	we’re	 going	 to	 starve.	How	 long	 can	we	 last	with	 no	 food?	 I	 don’t

have	a	choice.”

	

“Father	won’t	let	you.”

	

She	was	right	(of	course)	but	maybe	he	didn’t	have	to	know.	Maybe	I	could	just

avoid	the	whole	conversation	with	him?	I	could	just	leave	via	the	window.	Move

one	 of	 the	 barricades	 and	 sneak	 out.	 All	 it	 would	 take	 is	 for	 Sister	 to	 go

downstairs	 and	 keep	 them	 talking.	 I	 could	 leave.	 A	 little	 time	 later	 they’d

discover	me	missing	but	by	 then	 I’d	be	 long	gone	and	 there’d	be	nothing	 they

could	do	about	it.	I’d	either	come	back	with	help	or	food	-	either	way	it	would	be

a	win	for	the	family.

	

“I	won’t	ask,”	I	told	her.

	

“He’ll	be	mad.”

	

“I	won’t	be	here.”

	

“But	I	will	be.”

	

“You	 don’t	 need	 to	 let	 him	know	we	 had	 this	 conversation.	 Just	 act	 surprised



when	he	comes	and	tells	you	both	that	I’ve	left	via	one	of	the	windows.	It’ll	be

fine.”

	

“I	don’t	want	you	to	go.”

	

“I	 don’t	 have	 a	 choice.	 We	 don’t	 have	 a	 choice.	 In	 an	 ideal	 world	 -	 yes	 -

someone	 would	 come	 and	 find	 us	 and	 everything	 would	 work	 out	 perfectly.

We’d	go	on	 to	 have	our	 happy	 ever	 after	 but,	what’s	 happened	outside,	 that’s

proven	we	 aren’t	 living	 in	 an	 ideal	world.	The	place	 is	 ruined	 and	 if	we’re	 to

survive...I	need	to	do	this.”

	

Sister	didn’t	say	anything.	She	knew	I	was	right	as	much	as	I	wished	I	wasn’t.	I

didn’t	want	to	go	out	there	-	especially	alone	-	but	I	knew	I	didn’t	have	a	choice.

Not	if	we	wanted	to	survive.

	

“When?”	she	asked.

	

“This	morning.	Now.”

	

Her	 eyes	welled	 up.	 She	 looked	 away	 from	me.	 I	 didn’t	 know	what	 to	 say	 to

make	her	feel	better.	She	must	have	been	able	to	see	that	it	was	the	best	thing	to

do.	She	must	have	realised	what	it	would	have	meant	if	I	just	sat	there	and	did



nothing?

	

“I’ll	come	back!”	I	promised	her.	I	don’t	know	why	I	told	her	that.	It	was	stupid

of	me.	 I	 hoped	 I’d	be	 coming	back,	of	 course	 I	did,	 but	 I	 couldn’t	promise	 it.

What	if	there	is	no	food	out	there?	What	if	there	is	no	one	out	there	to	help	us?	I

could	end	up	walking	until	I	collapse	from	exhaustion.

	

“I	could	come	with	you?”	she	suggested.

	

I	shook	my	head.	“You	can’t.	It’s	dangerous	out	there.	Besides	which	-	as	much

as	 I’d	 love	 for	you	 to	come	with	me	 -	Mother	and	Father	would	 realise	pretty

early	 on	 if	 we	 were	 both	 to	 go	 missing.	 We	 wouldn’t	 exactly	 get	 far	 away

enough	before	they’d	come	looking.”

	

“They	wouldn’t	come	looking,”	she	said.	“Father	won’t	leave	the	house.”

	

“If	both	of	his	children	vanished	from	the	house	I	am	sure	he’d	come	after	us.

Look	-	just	stay	here.	You	can	tell	him	why	I	would	have	left	when	they	realise	I

have	gone.	You	can	say	that	you	didn’t	know	I	was	going	to	do	it	but	that	I’ve

probably	gone	for	help.	It	might	make	him	feel	better	about	it	all.	Help	him	see

that	I	didn’t	have	a	choice,	yeah?”

	



Sister	reluctantly	nodded.

	

“I	love	you!”	I	told	her.	I	pulled	her	close	for	a	hug.	She	hugged	me	back.

	

“Just	come	home!”	she	ordered	me.

	

“I	will.”



	
	
	

	

Most	Important	Meal	of	the	Day

	

Father	was	sitting	at	 the	head	of	 the	 table	with	a	smile	on	his	face	by	the	 time

Sister	 and	 I	 walked	 into	 the	 room.	 At	 first,	 I	 thought	 he	 was	 being	 strange	 -

perhaps	lost	the	plot	entirely	-	but	then	I	realised	why	and	did	my	best	to	ignore

it	(and	the	sounds).

	

Sister	and	I	took	our	seats	opposite	each	other.	In	front	of	us,	on	the	table,	were

bowls	full	of	off-cuts	from	last	night.	I	looked	up	at	Sister	who	wasted	no	time	in

digging	 in,	 using	her	 fingers	 as	kitchen	utensils.	 I	 chose	not	 to.	My	mind	was

tormenting	me	with	the	expression	on	the	meat’s	face	last	night	when	it	was	all

in	one	piece	in	the	centre	of	the	table.

	

It	was	missing	 from	 the	 table	 now	of	 course.	Where	 it	 had	 been	 bound,	 there

were	just	dark	patches	from	where	it	had	leaked	(piss	and	blood).	I	knew	it	smelt

bad	in	here	(in	the	whole	house	in	fact)	but	I	didn’t	notice	it	anymore.	At	least	I

could	be	thankful	for	that.

	



Father	grunted	with	 satisfaction	 as	 he	 fisted	 a	 handful	 of	meat	 into	his	 gaping

mouth.	 I	 couldn’t	 help	but	wonder	whether	 it	was	 the	 taste	 of	 the	meat	 or	 the

other	goings	on	which	made	him	grunt.

	

He	 realised	 he	 had	made	 a	 noise	 and	 quickly	 cleared	 his	 throat	 as	 though	 the

sounds	were	all	part	of	the	same	action.	Sister	couldn’t	help	but	laugh;	a	laughter

stifled	behind	her	hand.

	

“So	how	was	your	night,	you	two?”	Father	asked.	He	grunted	again.

	

“Satisfactory!”	Sister	teased.	I	looked	at	her.	She	was	staring	directly	at	me	with

a	knowing	smile	on	her	 face.	 I	 smiled	back	at	her.	Not	 that	 I	wanted	 to.	 I	 just

didn’t	want	Father	to	think	there	was	a	problem.	I	suddenly	flinched	as	I	felt	a

foot	dig	into	my	crotch.	Another	glance	towards	Sister	and	she	gave	me	a	playful

wink.

	

“Well	 the	 good	 news	 is	 that	 we	 still	 have	 a	 fair	 amount	 of	 food	 left	 in	 the

kitchen,”	 Father	 said,	 in	 between	 grunts	 which	 seemed	 to	 be	 getting	 more

frequent.	“With	that	in	mind	I	think	it’ll	be	safe	to	say	we	don’t	need	to	venture

out	today,	Son,	so	the	day	is	yours	to	do	with	as	you	please.”

	

The	hunting	 trip	cancelled	 thanks	 to	 the	poor	bastard	who	stumbled	across	 the



house	yesterday.

	

“That’s	good,”	I	 told	him.	In	some	ways	 it	was	good	and	in	other	ways	not	so

much.	On	the	one	hand	it	meant	that	I	didn’t	have	to	help	hurt	someone	(if	we

even	 stumbled	 across	 a	 normal	 survivor	 out	 there	 as	 opposed	 to	 one	 of	 the

infected)	 but	 -	 on	 the	 other	 hand	 -	 it	meant	 that	 I’d	 definitely	 survive	 another

day.	 Out	 there,	 there	 was	 always	 a	 strong	 possibility	 of	 running	 into	 a	 large

group	of	the	infected	and	getting	torn	from	limb	to	limb.	I	was	too	afraid	to	take

my	own	life	but		if	this	is	how	life	is	to	be	lived	now,	I	wouldn’t	bat	an	eyelid	if

death	did	come	along.

	

Father’s	eyes	momentarily	rolled	to	the	back	of	his	head	as	he	let	out	a	sigh.	He

slammed	his	hand	down	on	the	table,	“Goddamn!”	he	shouted.	He	quickly	tried

to	cover	his	 tracks	even	 though	we	all	knew	 there	was	no	point,	 “So	what	are

you	going	to	do	with	your	day	now	then,	Son?”

	

I	shrugged.

	

“I	can	think	of	something,”	Sister	laughed,	her	toes	still	buried	into	my	crotch.

Suddenly	 her	 foot	 was	 pulled	 from	 my	 lap	 and	 the	 toes	 were	 replaced	 with

stroking	fingers.	I	heard	Mother	laugh.

	



Sister	just	looked	pissed.

	

I	 kicked	Mother	 away	 and	 jumped	 to	my	 feet,	 sending	my	 chair	 flying	 in	 the

process,	before	 she	had	a	chance	 to	unbutton	 	my	 jeans.	Father	and	Sister	 just

looked	at	me	as	though	I	had	lost	the	plot.

	

“I’m	sorry,”	I	said,	“I’m	not	feeling	very	well.	I	think	I’ll	just	go	for	a	lie	down.”

	

I	started	towards	the	door	but	Father	stopped	me,	“Son...”

	

Slowly	I	turned	to	face	him.

	

“Breakfast	is	the	most	important	meal	of	the	day...”

	

“I	know	but	I’m	really	not	feeling	very	well.	I	think	I’ll	just	skip	it	today...”

	

“...And	the	meat	won’t	 last	forever.	It’s	already	started	to	 turn.	We	need	to	eat

whilst	we	can,”	he	continued.	“Maybe	you	should	take	your	food	upstairs	with

you	on	the	off-chance	you	get	peckish.”

	

The	look	in	his	eyes	hinted	it	wasn’t	so	much	of	a	suggestion	as	opposed	to	more

of	an	order.	I	flashed	him	a	smile.



	

“Of	course.”

	

I	walked	 back	 over	 to	 the	 table	 and	 collected	my	bowl	 of	 off-cuts.	 Sister	was

staring	at	me,	meat	hanging	from	her	mouth,	shaking	her	head	disapprovingly.

She	knew	I	didn’t	feel	tired,	or	unwell.	She	knew	I	just	wanted	to	escape	from

my	family	like	the	ungrateful	bastard	that	I	am.

	

I	hoped	the	look	in	my	eyes	was	enough	for	her	to	not	tell	Father	what	was	really

going	on	in	my	mind.



	
	
	

	

Father	and	Son

	

I	closed	my	bedroom	door	and	sat	in	the	small	beam	of	sunlight	which	managed

to	find	its	way	in	through	the	gaps	in	the	barricade.	I	wanted	to	cry	but	couldn’t.

The	 last	 fragment	of	my	humanity	wasn’t	quite	enough	for	 tears.	 Instead	I	 just

felt	a	rage	slowly	build	within	me	as	I	 thought	about	my	family	and	what	they

had	become:	a	mother	pleasing	a	father	beneath	the	dinner	table	whilst	kids	are

present	-	and	then	trying	to	do	the	same	for	son;	a	sister	sitting	there,	aware	of

what	is	happening,	whilst	eating	slithers	of	a	person.	I	felt	sick.	The	bowl	of	food

I	was	forced	to	take	with	me,	resting	to	my	side,	reminding	me	of	what	we	had

become.	I	shoved	it	across	the	room.	It	crashed	against	the	wall	and	the	contents

flew	out	leaving	splatter	marks	where	they	landed.

	

I	couldn’t	help	but	think	of	how	long	it	had	taken	for	us	to	get	to	this	level.	Or

how	 long	 it	hadn’t	 taken	us	 to	be	more	precise.	Without	 society	here	dictating

what	was	right	and	wrong,	things	have	changed	quickly.	We	had	become	more

animalistic	in	our	nature	and	I	hated	it.

	



I	 looked	beyond	 the	barricade	blocking	 the	window	and	wished	 that	 I	 had	 the

guts	to	pull	it	all	away	and	just	leap	from	the	ledge.	End	it	all.	Hope	to	God	that

I’d	still	be	entitled	to	a	seat	by	his	side	despite	what	I	had	done	since	the	blast.

	

Something	might	come	along,	a	nagging	thought	kept	whispering	in	my	head.

	

The	nagging	thought	was	right.	Something	might	have	come	along	any	day	now.

If	I	killed	myself	now	I’d	never	know.	But	if	something	did	come	by	-	could	I

really	 live	my	 life	 to	 the	 full	knowing	 the	 things	 I	had	partaken	 in?	Was	 there

any	hope	I	could	become	normal	again?	But	then	what	is	normal?	Is	society	all

that’s	wrong	in	the	world	and	how	we	are	now	-	is	that	normal?	Is	this	how	we

are	supposed	to	behave	as	humans?	Is	this	what	we	really	are?	The	thought	made

me	 feel	 uncomfortable.	 Who	 was	 it	 (in	 the	 first	 place)	 who	 deemed	 the

difference	between	rights	and	wrongs	anyway?	Who	was	to	say	they	were	right

in	what	they	initially	said?

	

I	 tried	not	 to	 think	about	 it.	 It’s	not	 as	 though	 there’d	ever	be	anyone	 there	 to

answer	the	question	for	me.	I	was	just	tormenting	myself	further.

	

With	 no	 advance	warning	 (of	 a	 knock	 or	 such-like)	 the	 bedroom	 door	 swung

open	and	Father	appeared.	He	looked	angrier	than	he	had	done	downstairs	when

we	were	talking.	I	could	only	presume	Sister	had	told	him	the	things	I	had	been



saying	to	her.

	

“You	don’t	have	to	stay	here,	Son.”

	

“What?”

	

“If	 the	 way	 we	 live	 doesn’t	 meet	 your	 requirements	 then	 you’re	 more	 than

welcome	to	try	and	go	it	alone...”

	

Sister	 had	 told	 him	 then.	 Damn	 her.	 I	 couldn’t	 help	 but	 wonder	 whether	 she

would	have	kept	her	mouth	shut	if	it	weren’t	for	the	fact	that	Mother	had	pushed

her	foot	from	my	crotch.	I	saw	the	ugliness	of	 jealousy	on	her	face	at	 the	time

and	knew	there’d	be	repercussions.

	

“I	don’t	know	where	you’ll	go,”	Father	continued,	“but	I’m	sure	it	will	be	better

than	here.”

	

I	wanted	to	argue	with	him	and	explain	how	I	felt	and	that	I	was	surprised	the

rest	of	the	family	didn’t	feel	the	same.	I	wanted	to	tell	him	that	I	felt	shame	for

what	 I	had	done	 (on	many	 levels)	and	 that	 they	should	 too	but	 there	was	 little

point.	 I	 could	 see	 it,	 in	 his	 eyes,	 that	 he	wasn’t	 in	 the	mood	 for	 arguments	 or

someone	 challenging	 him.	 Besides	 -	 I	 wasn’t	 ready	 to	 leave	 the	 house.	 I	 had



nowhere	to	go	and	those	things	are	still	out	there.

	

I	welcome	death,	yes,	but	 I’m	too	afraid	 to	 run	 towards	 it	with	open	arms;	 the

ever	hopeful	belief	lingering	that	-	soon	-	a	group	may	come	by	and	help	us.

	

“Perhaps	 you	 should	 use	 today	 to	 think	 about	what	 you	 really	want.	You	 can

stay	here	and	fit	in	with	our	ways	or	you	can	leave	and	make	your	own	path	in

life.	 You’ll	 always	 be	 welcome	 here	 but	 not	 whilst	 you’re	 continually

challenging	me.	Not	under	my	roof.”

	

It’s	not	your	roof,	 I	wanted	to	 tell	him.	My	tongue	didn’t	move.	Clearly	 it	had

more	sense	than	my	tired	brain.

	

“I	don’t	want	to	go	anywhere,”	I	told	him.

	

He	 didn’t	 say	 anything	 immediately.	 He	 was	 just	 standing	 in	 the	 doorway

looking	 down	 to	 where	 I	 was	 sitting	 on	 the	 floor.	 That	 look	 in	 his	 eyes	 still

blazing	away,	burning	a	hole	through	what	was	left	of	my	soul.

	

“Well	you	be	sure.	Stay	up	here	today.	No	sense	you	ruining	everyone	else’s	day

just	because	you’re	struggling	with	your	thoughts.	You	stay	up	here	and	decide

what	 you	 want	 to	 do	 with	 your	 life	 and	 where	 you	 want	 to	 go.	 We’ll	 talk



tomorrow.”

	

He	waited	for	an	answer	but	 I	didn’t	have	one	for	him.	Not	one	 that	he	would

have	 liked	 anyway.	 I	 remained	 silent.	He	grunted	 and	 stepped	 from	 the	 room,

closing	the	door	behind	him.

	

I	still	can’t	cry.

	

My	mind	is	still	too	poisoned	for	that.

	

All	I	could	think	about	was	what	had	brought	us	to	this	moment.

	

It	was	all	my	fault.

	

Sister	was	right.



	
	
	

	

Meet	the	Family

	

Walking	back	through	the	woods	with	the	man	by	my	side	felt	both	strange	and

comforting	at	 the	same	time.	On	the	one	hand	I	didn’t	know	him	and	he	could

have	been	anyone.	On	the	other	hand	it	was	nice	to	have	a	bit	of	company.

	

“So	it’s	your	house?”	he	asked.	“Your	father’s,	I	mean?”

	

“Yes.”

	

I	didn’t	want	 to	 tell	him	that	we	took	it	 from	someone	who	was	either	dead	or

had	run	away.	I	couldn’t	help	but	think	it	would	have	potentially	painted	us	in	a

bad	 light.	 More	 to	 the	 point,	 I	 didn’t	 want	 him	 thinking	 it	 would	 then	 be

acceptable	to	take	it	from	us.	After	all,	if	we	had	done	the	same	to	someone	else

then	surely	it	would	be	okay	for	someone	to	come	along	and	take	it	away	from

us	again.

	

“So	you	can	tell	me	where	we	are	then?”



	

“What	do	you	mean?”

	

I	looked	at	the	man	and	could	tell	by	his	face	that	he	had	no	idea	where	he	was.

The	whole	place	was	alien	to	him.

	

“I	just	woke	up	here	in	the	woods.	I	have	no	idea	where	I	am	or	even	how	I	got

here.”

	

If	 I	hadn’t	 lied	about	owning	 the	house	 then	I	could	have	put	his	mind	at	ease

and	 told	 him	 that	my	 family	 and	 I	were	 the	 same.	We	woke	 up	 in	 the	 house,

moved	there	by	Father	who	woke	up	in	a	car	in	the	middle	of	the	woods.

	

“I	believe	 it’s	 something	 to	do	with	 the	blast.	The	 things,	 the	memory	 loss	 -	 I

believe	it’s	all	connected.	My	family	and	I	have	gaps	in	our	memory	too,”	I	told

him,	skirting	around	the	question	of	where	we	were.

	

He	actually	looked	relieved	to	hear	he	wasn’t	the	only	one	with	memory	loss.

	

“I	 don’t	 even	 know	 about	 any	 fucking	 blasts!”	 he	 said.	 “What	 the	 fuck

happened?”

	



We	still	had	a	way	to	walk	so	I	figured	now	would	be	as	good	a	time	as	any	to

fill	him	 in	with	what	had	happened	 (according	 to	my	 father	at	 least).	 “I’m	not

sure	of	all	the	details,”	I	started,	“my	father	told	me	about	this	so	I	can’t	answer

any	further	questions	you	may	have	but	apparently	political	arguments	escalated.

One	 thing	 led	 to	 another.	 It	 started	 with	 rockets,	 then	 invasions	 and	 then	 -

eventually	-	someone	just	dropped	a	bomb	and	ended	it	all...”

	

“A	nuke?”

	

“I	guess.”

	

“I	 thought	 there’d	be	a	dust	cloud,	or	something.	Ruin	for	miles	and	miles	but

look!”	he	pointed	skywards.	Past	the	trees	(overhead)	and	out	into	the	blue	sky,

the	sun	was	still	shining	brightly	despite	making	efforts	to	go	down	for	the	night.

“I	thought	things	like	this	were	supposed	to	vanish	behind	layers	of	radioactive

smog?”

	

I	shrugged.	I	didn’t	know	what	was	supposed	to	happen.	All	I	knew	was	that	it

had	happened	and	this	is	how	we	lived	our	life	now.	We	were	starving	and	it	was

us	and	them.

	

The	man	stopped	asking	questions.	He	looked	pale.	I’m	not	sure	whether	he	had



run	out	of	questions	or	because	he	didn’t	want	to	hear	any	more	of	the	answers	I

had	for	him.	I	wanted	to	ask	him	whether	he	was	okay	but	didn’t	bother.	It	was	a

stupid	question.	Of	course	he	wasn’t	okay.	He	had	woken	up,	in	a	strange	place,

and	discovered	his	world	had	more	or	less	ended.	Suddenly	it	dawned	on	me	that

I	might	have	had	some	good	news	to	share	with	him.

	

“Planes!”	 I	blurted	out.	“Occasionally,	back	at	 the	house,	we	see	planes	 flying

overhead.”

	

The	man	looked	at	me	blankly.

	

“It	means	we	 aren’t	 the	 only	 ones	 alive.	 There	 are	more	 survivors.	My	 father

thinks	 they’re	military.	He	 says	 they’ll	 be	 looking	 for	 people	 like	 us	 and	 that

they	probably	have	somewhere	safe	to	take	us.	That’s	something,	right?”

	

The	man	didn’t	look	as	impressed	(or	hopeful)	as	I	had	hoped	he	would.

	

“They’re	up	there	and	we’re	down	here.	It’s	a	lot	of	ground	to	cover	and	I	doubt

they	can	even	see	us	from	up	in	the	skies,”	he	said.

	

I	didn’t	let	his	words	bring	me	down.	I’d	rather	have	a	little	hope	than	no	hope.

	



“My	father	said	that	if	we’re	to	survive,	we	need	to	remain	optimistic.”

	

The	man	didn’t	respond.	I	could	tell	by	his	face	he	had	lost	all	hope	already.	We

continued	 the	 rest	 of	 the	walk	 in	 silence	with	 only	 the	 noises	 of	 our	 footsteps

crunching	 on	 the	 woodland	 debris	 underfoot	 to	 break	 the	 uncomfortable

atmosphere.

	

*

	

By	the	time	we	reached	the	house	I	couldn’t	help	but	think	I	had	made	a	mistake.

The	 man’s	 silence	 was	 uncomfortable	 and	 made	 me	 feel	 nervous.	 At	 first	 I

thought	 he	was	 a	 victim	but	 now	 I	 had	 the	 unpleasant	 feeling	 he	was	 nothing

more	than	a	looter;	someone	who	was	out	to	take	what	he	could	get	in	this	shitty

world.

	

I	 stepped	up	onto	 the	porch,	by	 the	 front	door.	The	man	waited	on	 the	drive	a

step	or	two	behind	me.	He	looked	apprehensive	too.	I	raised	my	hand	to	knock

on	 the	 door	 but	 it	 swung	 open	 before	 I	 had	 the	 chance	 to	 do	 so.	 Father	 was

standing	there.	Mother	and	Sister	were	behind	him	-	watching	from	further	down

the	hallway.

	

Mother	and	Sister	looked	relieved	to	see	me	but	Father	-	he	wasn’t	even	looking



at	 me.	 I	 was	 invisible	 to	 him.	 His	 eyes	 were	 transfixed	 on	 the	 man	 standing

behind	me.

	

“So...”	he	said.

	

His	voice	was	quiet.	I	hadn’t	seen	him	like	this	before.

	

“Did	you	return	as	 the	hero?	Some	food	for	us?	Some	help?	Or	did	you	return

with	your	tail	between	your	legs	and	another	mouth	to	feed?”

	

I	couldn’t	help	but	feel	it	was	a	rhetorical	question.

	

“Who’s	your	friend?”	he	asked.

	

With	no	words	(or	warning)	I	spun	round	on	the	spot,	with	the	axe	in	hand,	and

struck	the	stranger’s	neck	with	so	much	force	that	his	head	separated	clean	from

his	 body.	 The	 body	 just	 stood	 there	 for	 a	moment	with	 a	 fine	 jet	 of	 red	mist

spurting	from	the	stump	painting	the	blue	skies	(and	then	splattering	the	floor).

After	a	couple	of	seconds	the	body	then	slumped	to	the	floor	in	a	crumpled	heap.

	

Father	jumped.

	



The	girls	screamed.

	

The	severed	head	rolled	to	a	standstill.

	

“What	the	hell	are	you	doing?”	Father	shouted.

	

He	stepped	from	the	house	and	closed	the	door	behind	him	to	stop	Mother	and

Sister	seeing	anymore	than	what	they	had	to	-	even	though	we	both	knew	they

had	already	seen	more	than	they	needed	to.

	

Father	snatched	the	axe	from	my	hand	and	asked	me	again,	“What	 the	hell	are

you	doing?”

	

“There’s	nothing	out	there!”	I	told	him.	“Nothing	but	those	things	and	whoever

this	was...I	bumped	into	him	in	the	middle	of	the	woods.	He	told	me	he	had	seen

those	 infected	 people	 too.	 He	 said	 there	 was	 a	 lot	 of	 them	 and	 not	 a	 lot	 of

anything	else...”

	

“So	you	killed	him?”	Father	hissed.

	

“He	was	going	to	come	this	way	with	or	without	me!”	I	said.	In	truth,	I	hadn’t

planned	to	kill	the	man.	It	was	only	because	of	the	change	in	his	personality	that



I	 realised	he	couldn’t	be	 trusted.	Too	unpredictable.	Too	dangerous.	 I	couldn’t

shake	the	thought	from	my	mind	of	the	man	being	a	looter;	the	worry	that	he’d

attack	my	family	and	me	just	as	soon	as	we	entered	the	house.	“I	didn’t	have	a

choice!”

	

Father	didn’t	say	anything.

	

Another	 thought	 (albeit	disgusting)	flashed	 through	my	mind.	 I	could	see	from

Father’s	face	that	he	too	had	had	the	same	troubling,	yet	necessary,	thought.

	

“And	now	we	have	something	to	eat.”

	

I	dropped	the	bloodied	axe	onto	the	floor	of	the	porch.



	
	
	

	

Nothing	Stopping	You

	

“We’re	leaving!”	I	told	him.	“You	can’t	keep	us	here.”

	

“How	many	more	times	are	we	going	to	have	this	conversation?	Same	old,	same

old...You	eat	a	little	food,	you	start	to	feel	guilty	about	your	desire	to	survive	and

what	you’ve	done,	you	talk	about	leaving,	you	go	quiet,	you	bang	your	sister,	all

is	 right	 in	 the	 world...You	 eat...You	 feel	 guilty...Just	 go.	We	 don’t	 want	 you

here.	 It’s	hard	enough	 surviving	without	 someone	as	negative	as	you	 trying	 to

make	things	harder	for	us.	So	-	yeah	-	leave.	You	want	to	go,	I	want	you	to	go

and	 your	 mother	 wants	 you	 to	 go...Your	 sister,	 though,	 she	 isn’t	 going

anywhere.”

	

“I’m	not	leaving	her	here	with	you!”	I	told	him.

	

I	don’t	know	why	I	said	that.	I	should	have	just	gone	whilst	he	was	letting	me.

That	little	glimmer	of	the	sister	I	once	knew	flashing	in	her	eyes	though	-	I	didn’t

want	to	leave	that.	I	didn’t	want	to	lose	it.	I	wanted	to	bring	her	back	from	the



dark	place	she	found	herself	in	at	the	moment.	I	still	felt	I	could.	The	blackness

in	Father’s	eyes	now	showed	me	 that	 for	him,	 it	was	 too	 late.	He	was	 lost	 for

good.	But	not	my	sister...

	

“Then	we	have	a	problem.”	Father	turned	to	my	sister	and	asked	her,	“What	do

you	want	to	do?	Do	you	want	to	leave	too?”

	

“Not	without	you	and	Mother...”

	

“We’re	 not	 leaving	 though.	 Someone	will	 come	by	 and	 find	 us.	They’ll	 come

and	take	us	to	safety.	It’s	just	a	question	of	waiting...”

	

“And	when	 they	 do	 come	 -	what	makes	 you	 so	 sure	 you	won’t	 just	 kill	 them

before	 they	 reveal	who	 they	are?	After	all	 -	how	do	you	know	 they’ll	be	your

saviour	as	opposed	to	another	lump	of	meat	for	the	table?”	I	blurted	out.	I	turned

back	to	Sister,	“We	need	to	leave	-	he’s	lost	the	plot.	Look	in	his	eyes.”

	

Sister	looked	at	Father	and	then	back	to	me,	“What	about	them?”	she	asked.

	

Her	own	eyes	had	dulled	once	more.	The	sparkle	had	once	again	slipped	away.

	

“Please,”	I	begged	her,	“come	with	me.”



	

She	shook	her	head,	“Not	without	Mother	and	Father.”

	

“And	we’re	not	going	anywhere,”	he	said	with	a	smug	look	on	his	face.

	

I	wished	I	had	the	axe	to	hand.	I	would	have	stuck	it	in	his	face	right	there	and

then.	I’m	not	sure	whether	the	thought	was	from	the	darkness	battling	inside	of

me	or	whether	 it	was	part	 of	my	good	 side.	After	 all,	 killing	 something	 evil	 -

surely	 that’s	 not	 a	 bad	 thing	 to	 do?	 The	 line	 between	 right	 and	 wrong	 has

become	blurred	since	the	bomb.

	

“I	can’t	stay	here,”	I	told	Sister,	trying	to	ignore	the	look	on	my	father’s	face.

	

“And	I	can’t	go.	Not	without	my	family.”

	

I	wanted	to	tell	her	that	they	weren’t	her	family	but	I	couldn’t.	At	the	end	of	the

day	 -	 despite	what	 they	 have	 become	 in	 the	 bad	 days	 -	 they’ll	 always	 be	 her

parents.	They’ll	always	be	our	parents.

	

“What	 are	 you	 waiting	 for?”	 Father	 asked,	 that	 same	 smug	 look	 on	 his	 face.

“We’ll	even	move	 the	barricade	 from	 the	 front	door.	Save	you	 from	having	 to

leave	via	the	window	again.”



	

I	hate	him.

	

“Fine,”	 I	 said	 after	 a	 slight	 hesitation	 -	 trying	 to	 decide	whether	 Sister	would

change	her	mind	or	not.	It	appeared	not.

	

“You	 might	 want	 to	 eat	 that,”	 said	 Father	 as	 he	 pointed	 to	 the	 meat	 on	 the

bedroom	 floor,	 “you	haven’t	 eaten	 anything	 since	yesterday.	You’ll	 need	your

strength	 out	 there	 if	 you’re	 going	 to	 survive	 for	 long...Lot	 of	 walking	 to	 do.

Could	be	miles.”

	

I	looked	at	the	meat.	Father	was	right.	I	didn’t	want	to	eat	it	but	I	had	to.	If	I	left

on	an	empty	stomach	I’d	get	hungry	even	quicker	once	I	had	walked	for	a	bit.	At

least	staying	in	the	house,	doing	nothing,	kept	hunger	at	bay	for	a	little	longer.

Out	there,	doing	the	exercise,	though	-	I’d	definitely	need	a	full	stomach	before	I

left...

	

“We’ll	 leave	you	to	your	meal.”	He	smirked	at	me	as	he	beckoned	Sister	from

the	room.	She	didn’t	even	look	back	at	me	as	he	closed	the	door	behind	them.

	

I	 walked	 over	 to	 the	 meat	 and	 picked	 it	 up.	 Certainly	 not	 as	 fresh	 as	 it	 was

yesterday	but	it	will	do.	In	my	mind	I	pictured	a	nice	fillet	steak.	And	then	I	bit



down	on	a	section	which	squelched	between	my	teeth.

	

To	think	-	this	used	to	be	hard.



	
	
	

	

Bad	Dreams

	

I	don’t	remember	who	told	me.	It	could	have	been	my	father.	It	could	have	been

my	mother.	I	doubt	 it	would	have	been	my	sister.	Like	so	many	of	my	beliefs,

ideas	and	thoughts	-	they’re	all	in	my	head;	I	just	don’t	remember	how	they	were

planted	there.	For	all	I	know	some	teacher	in	some	school	(or	even	a	friend	from

years	 gone	 by)	 told	me	 this	 particular	 thought	 and	 I	 just	 don’t	 remember	 the

occasion:	 eating	 cheese	 before	 you	 go	 to	 bed	 gives	 you	 nightmares.	 I	 don’t

remember	if	there	is	any	truth	in	that	sentence.	I	can’t	recall	ever	trying	it	if	I’m

going	to	be	honest.	Had	I	(before	the	blast)	at	some	stage	in	my	life	eaten	cheese

before	bedtime	because	of	some	uncontrollable	urge	or	because	I	was	curious	to

see	what	happened?	Or	was	I	the	sort	of	person	who	believed	most	of	what	I	was

told	and	did	my	best	to	avoid	it?

	

I	really	wish	I	knew.

	

I	also	wish	someone	had	told	me	the	same	rule	applied	when	discussing	human

flesh.



	

It	wasn’t	human	flesh.	It	was	prime	fillet	steak.	The	best	you	can	buy.

	

Despite	 finishing	 the	meal	 a	 few	hours	 ago	 I	 couldn’t	 shake	 the	 taste	 of	 flesh

from	my	mouth.	 Sadly	we	 had	 all	 but	 run	 out	 of	 anything	 to	 drink	 other	 than

water	which,	by	some	stroke	of	luck,	was	still	obtainable	from	one	of	the	house’s

many	 taps.	 Refreshing	 -	 yes	 -	 but	 hardly	 what	 you	 need	 when	 you	 want	 to

cleanse	your	mouth	of	disgusting	tastes.

	

We	 should	 have	 been	 more	 careful	 when	 it	 came	 to	 rationing	 the	 toothpaste

when	we	first	moved	into	the	house	but	then,	I	guess,	we	didn’t	expect	to	be	here

so	 long.	 Stupid	 really.	We	 should	 have	 known	we	were	 going	 to	 be	 here	 for

some	time...

	

I	 rolled	 onto	 my	 side.	 Sister	 was	 sound	 asleep.	 She	 looked	 so	 pretty	 there,

illuminated	 by	 the	 few	 beams	 of	 moonlight	 penetrating	 the	 barricades	 by	 the

window.	 I	don’t	know	why	but	 impure	 thoughts	 leaked	 into	my	mind	-	at	 first

they	weren’t	 necessarily	 of	 her.	 They	were	 just	 of	women	 in	 general.	What	 it

would	feel	like	to	be	with	one,	to	lay	with	one,	to	feel	their	touch	upon	my	skin.

	

I	 couldn’t	 remember,	 whereas	 other	 sensations	 I	 hadn’t	 experienced	 since	 the

blast,	like	stubbing	a	toe	for	example,	I	could	recall	perfectly.	I	couldn’t	help	but



wonder	whether	 I	was	a	virgin	before;	a	 thought	which	promptly	slipped	 from

my	mind	as	I	wondered	about	the	touch	of	a	woman	once	more.	Even	the	sight

of	a	naked	woman...

	

I	hesitated	for	a	moment.

	

My	mind	stuck	on	the	last	thought	I	had;	the	sight	of	a	naked	woman.	There	was

a	girl,	only	a	few	feet	away	from	me,	who	was	near	naked	under	the	thin	sheet

which	 covered	 her,	 choosing	 to	 sleep	 in	 bra	 and	 knickers	 as	 opposed	 to	 full

clothes.

	

Quietly	I	sat	up	and	dragged	myself	across	the	floor	to	where	her	mattress	was.

Quiet	as	a	mouse	(and	slowly	so	as	not	to	wake	her)	I	pulled	the	sheet	back	to

reveal	her	perfect	body.

	

My	penis	strained	against	my	shorts	at	the	mere	sight	of	her.		At	the	thought	of

her	touch,	I	couldn’t	help	but	touch	it.	All	the	time,	my	eyes	were	transfixed	on

her	 breasts.	 I’d	 give	 anything	 to	 feel	 her	 hand	 wrapped	 around	 my	 shaft.

Anything...

	

“What	are	you	doing?”

	



I	looked	up	to	her	face	and	jumped	when	I	realised	she	was	staring	-	not	at	my

face	but	at	my	right	hand	gripping	my	penis	within	my	shorts.	I	pulled	away	but

she	already	knew	what	was	happening.

	

“I’m	sorry...”	I	said.	I	felt	my	face	redden	and	went	 to	 turn	away	from	her	but

she	bolted	upright	and	stopped	me	mid-turn.	She	turned	me	back	around	to	face

her.	“What	are	you	doing?”	I	asked.

	

She	shushed	me.	A	smile	on	her	lips.	A	twinkle	in	her	eye.

	

“Let	me	help!”	she	pleaded.

	

Before	I	could	object	or	do	anything,	I	felt	her	hand	fondle	my	crotch.	Her	touch

felt	so	good.	So	electrifying.

	

“How’s	 that?”	 she	 asked	 as	her	 fingers	wrapped	 around	 the	 shaft	 and	began	 a

firm	stroking	motion.	I	couldn’t	help	but	sigh.	I	didn’t	need	to	answer.	She	knew

I	was	enjoying	it.	I’m	not	sure	how	but	I	felt	myself	harden,	more	so	than	I	had

already	done.	“Close	your	eyes,”	she	whispered.

	

I	 didn’t	want	 to	 though.	 I	 couldn’t	 take	my	eyes	off	 her	 body.	 I	wished	 that	 I

could	be	 inside	 of	 her.	 Feel	 her	 snatch	 around	me.	 I	 knew	 it	was	wrong	but	 I



didn’t	care.	After	all	-	what	if	we	were	the	last	humans?	We’d	need	to	repopulate

the	world	so	surely	it	would	be	deemed	acceptable.	We	ate	human	flesh	for	our

survival.	Who	was	to	say	we	couldn’t	fuck	for	survival	too?

	

I	 pushed	 her	 back	 onto	 the	mattress	 and	 ripped	 her	 knickers	 off	with	 a	 quick

motion	 revealing	 a	 hairy	 bush	 and	 pretty	 pink	 lips	 of	 her	 tidy	 looking	vagina.

She	didn’t	stop	me.	She	pulled	me	closer	until	I	fell	on	top	of	her.	A	little	bit	of

fiddling	on	her	part,	and	a	thrust	on	mine,	and	I	was	inside	of	her.

	

I	 slipped	 in	 with	 so	much	 ease.	 She	 was	 so	 wet	 yet	 so	 beautifully	 tight.	 The

sparkle	 in	her	eye	was	brighter	 than	 the	beams	of	 light	offered	by	 the	moon.	 I

felt	 her	 hands	 grab	my	buttocks.	 She	 seemingly	 pulled	me	 even	 closer	 to	 her,

forcing	me	in	as	deep	as	I	could	go.	We	both	let	out	a	sigh	of	delight.

	

Suddenly	I	woke	up.	I	was	on	the	floor	where	I	had	drifted	off	to	sleep.	She	was

on	her	mattress	where	I	had	 left	her.	A	peaceful	 look	on	her	face.	A	frustrated

look	on	mine.	An	erection	straining	uncomfortably	against	my	boxer	shorts.

	

A	weird	dream?

	

I	felt	disgusted	with	myself.

	



I	started	the	evening	by	eating	human	flesh	and	then	I	ended	it	with	dreams	of

fucking	my	own	sister.	After	killing	someone	today,	too,	I	don’t	know	who	I	am

anymore.	I	don’t	know	what	I	am	becoming	and	exactly	how	far	I’ll	go	to	ensure

my	own	survival.



	
	

	

A	New	Day

	

I	had	hardly	slept	a	wink	during	the	night.	I	was	tired	and	hungry.	Before	leaving

the	 house	 I	 searched	 around	 (fruitlessly)	 on	 the	 off-chance	 I	 could	 find

something	to	eat	but	there	was	nothing	in	the	house	other	than	some	crumbs	in	a

couple	 of	 the	 boxes	 and	 I	mean	 crumbs;	 not	 even	 big	 enough	 to	 pick	 up.	 Of

course	I	tipped	the	near	empty	box	into	my	hand	and	licked	the	tiny	crumbs	from

my	palm	but	it	gave	no	nourishment,	only	a	taste	for	food	that	I	miss.

	

I	stopped	in	the	kitchen	and	took	a	long	drink	from	the	tap.	I’m	still	amazed	that

the	water	runs	freely	from	the	taps	but	I	don’t	care.	I’m	just	grateful.	 I	filled	a

bottle	up,	that	I	found	in	one	of	the	cupboards,	and	did	the	lid	up	tightly.	I	had

made	the	mistake	of	leaving	the	family	home	without	any	water	and	I	had	learnt

from	that	mistake.

	

I	 left	 the	 house	 determined	 to	make	 it	 back	 to	where	my	 sister	was	 and	 even

more	 determined	 to	 bring	 her	 away	 from	Mother	 and	 Father	with	me.	 I	 knew

she’d	kick	up	a	fuss	but	I’d	do	my	best	to	explain	to	her	what	was	happening.	Do

my	best	to	explain	my	theory	about	the	poison	we’ve	been	subjected	to.



	

Who	knows	-	maybe	Mother	and	Father	would	listen	to	me	too?	Maybe,	if	they

stop	what	they’re	doing	now,	they	won’t	change	any	further?	Maybe	there’s	still

a	 possibility	 for	 us	 to	 all	 leave	 together	 and	 find	 some	 help	 in	 the	 form	 of

whatever	 camp	 we	 can	 find.	 And	 maybe	 there’s	 a	 chance	 that	 others	 in	 the

camps	(or	towns	or	whatever)	have	been	going	through	what	we’ve	been	going

through	too?	There	could	be	a	support	group.	There	could	be	a	way	of	cleansing

our	souls	and	claiming	back	the	humanity	we	once	shared.

	

I	 shook	 my	 head.	 I’m	 getting	 ahead	 of	 myself.	 There’s	 a	 strong	 chance	 they

won’t	 even	 believe	 me.	 There’s	 also	 the	 possibility	 that	 I’m	 already	 too	 late.

They	could	have	already	turned.	Not	just	mother	and	father	but	maybe	Sister	too.

Maybe	I’m	wasting	my	time	in	going	back	for	her	(them).	Maybe...

	

No.	I	can’t	think	like	that.	Just	as	the	sun,	shining	brightly	in	the	sky,	offers	hope

then	this	is	also	a	ray	of	hope	that	I	refuse	to	let	go	of.	At	least	until	I	know,	for

sure,	that	it	is	definitely	too	late	and	then	I	suppose	I’ll	have	no	choice.

	

They	will	listen	to	me.

	

They	will	hear	me.

	



They	will	come	with	me.

	

We	will	find	help.

	

Our	souls	will	be	cleansed.

	

That’s	the	way	it	will	be.	That’s	the	way	it	has	to	be.	I	won’t	give	up.	I	won’t.

And	I	know	my	family.	I	know	them.	I’m	sure,	if	they	hear	what	I	have	to	say,

they	won’t	want	to	give	up	either.	They’ll	want	to	do	all	they	can	to	claw	back

their	souls	(and	humanity).	They’ll	want	it	as	much	as	me.

	

As	 I	 entered	 the	woodlands,	 headed	 in	 the	direction	of	 the	old	 family	home,	 I

couldn’t	help	but	think	about	all	that	we	had	gone	through	so	far	(in	a	relatively

short	amount	of	time).

	

Our	souls	are	so	damaged.	I	hope	it’s	not	too	late.

	

Please	don’t	let	it	be	too	late.

	



	
	

	

Father	and	Son	‘Chat’

	

I	was	led	into	the	lounge	by	Father.	He	told	me	to	close	the	door	behind	me	so

we	didn’t	disturb	Mother	and	Sister	and	then	he	instructed	me	to	take	a	seat.	He

sat	on	the	larger	of	the	sofas	meaning	I	could	either	sit	next	to	him	or	choose	the

armchair.

	

I	chose	the	armchair.

	

“You	 saw	 what	 it	 was	 like	 out	 there,”	 he	 started,	 “with	 those	 things	 running

around.	We	nearly	died,	you	and	 I,	killed	by	whatever	 the	hell	 that	 thing	was.

And	yet	you’re	still	here,	with	your	sister,	saying	that	leaving	is	the	best	option.

With	what	you’ve	seen	out	 there	do	you	honestly	believe	 that’s	 the	case?	And

let’s	not	forget	what	happened	the	second	time	you	left	the	house.	You	bumped

into	a	stranger.	A	stranger	who	then	made	you	fear	for	your	safety,	as	well	as	the

safety	 of	 your	 own	 family,	 forcing	 you	 to	 take	 his	 life.	 An	 axe	 to	 the	 head,

wasn’t	it?”

	

“We	can’t	stay	in	here.	We	can’t	pretend	that	a	group	of	people	will	come	on	by



claiming	 to	 be	 survivors	 and	 that	 they’ll	 lead	 us	 away	 from	 all	 of	 this	 to

somewhere	safe.”

	

“You’ve	 seen	 the	 planes	 overhead.	 There	 is	 something	 out	 there	 other	 than

destruction	and	decay.	There’s	something	out	there	and	they’ll	find	us.”

	

“But	 you	 can’t	 be	 sure	 they’re	 even	 looking.	 They	 might	 have	 enough	 to	 be

getting	on	with,	 repairs	and	such	 like.	There’s	nothing	 to	say	 they’re	out	 there

and	 looking	 for	people	 like	us.	And	what’s	 to	 say	 that	 they’re	not	 the	enemy?

Flying	 overhead	 -	 it	 could	 be	 the	 people	 who	 dropped	 the	 bomb	 in	 the	 first

place.”

	

Father	didn’t	say	anything.	I	could	have	sworn	I	saw	a	little	doubt	in	his	eyes	but

only	for	a	second.

	

“What	we	have	here	 is	sanctuary.	Safety.	Relative	comfort.	Your	mother	and	I

thought	you’d	be	happy	here.	We	thought	you’d	both	be	happy	here.	And	safe.

And	you	are	safe.	You	saw	what	happened	to	the	woman	who	came	by	here.	She

wasn’t	given	a	chance	to	ruin	what	we	had...”

	

“She	wasn’t	given	a	chance	at	all.	What	if	she	were	one	of	the	only	survivors?

You	talk	about	someone	coming	here	and	rescuing	us	but	how	are	they	going	to



do	that	when	you	kill	them?”

	

“One	lone	person,	even	two	people	together,	will	not	be	the	ones	who	come	and

pluck	us	from	all	of	this	and	you	know	it.	The	military	-	or	whatever	surviving

groups	have	formed	out	there	-	wouldn’t	send	a	couple	of	people.	There’d	be	a

convoy	 of	 some	 description.	 People	 who	 travel	 by	 themselves	 or	 in

twos...They’re	not	 to	be	trusted.	I	did	what	was	necessary	just	as	you	did	what

was	 necessary	with	 the	man	 you	 brought	 home.	We’re	 survivors	 now	 and	we

need	to	do	whatever	it	takes	to	remain	alive.”

	

“It’s	not	right...”

	

“No	it’s	not	but	it’s	all	we	have.	But	please,	if	you	want	to	leave,	don’t	feel	as

though	you	have	to	stay	here.	By	all	means	leave.	The	door	will	be	open	for	you,

should	you	wish	to	come	home	again.	But,	know	this,	 if	you	choose	to	 leave	-

you	do	so	alone.	I	won’t	let	you	take	your	sister	out	there.	I	won’t	let	you	put	her

life	in	danger.”

	

I	fidgeted	in	my	seat.	Staying	here,	we	were	in	danger	-	danger	from	those	things

out	 there	 stumbling	 across	 the	 house	 and	 getting	 in,	 and	 a	 strong	 danger	 of

starvation.	After	all	 -	 it’s	not	everyday	people	accidentally	come	by	 the	house.

They’ll	stop	coming.	For	all	we	know	no	one	will	come	by	the	house	again	and



yet	Father	couldn’t	seem	to	see	that.	Blinded	by	what	he	thought	to	be	the	best

course	of	action	for	our	family.

	

“Everything	 I’ve	done	with	 regards	 to	 getting	 the	windows	 and	doors	 blocked

up,	what	happened	to	that	lady	and	doing	what	we	did	to	the	man...I	did	it	for	us

just	as	you	took	a	man’s	life	for	us.	It’s	all	with	the	best	 intentions.	The	world

we	used	to	live	in	is	over	now.	It’s	gone.	There’s	a	new	world	out	there.	One	in

which	we	need	 to	 find	our	place.	 It’s	 cruel	 and	 it’s	harsh	and	old	 rules	we	all

used	 to	 live	by	are	out	of	 the	window.	You	need	 to	 realise	 that	or	 else	you’re

going	to	go	mad...”

	

I	 couldn’t	help	but	wonder	 if	 I	 had	already	gone	mad.	Lustful	 thoughts	of	my

sister,	 what	 happened	 between	 Mother	 and	 I	 and	 (of	 course)	 what	 we	 ate

now...I’ve	already	gone	mad.	But	so	has	the	rest	of	my	family.

	

“It’s	natural	 that	you’re	 feeling	a	 little	guilty.	Any	normal	person	would.	 I	did

too.	 But	 we	 need	 to	 bury	 those	 feelings.	 In	 this	 world	 guilt	 doesn’t	 exist.

Surviving	exists...”

	

“We’ve	heard	birds	outside	though.	Remember?	When	we	first	got	to	the	house.

When	we	 left	 the	house.	Before	we	 found	 those	 things	out	 there	 -	 the	mutated

people...We	could	be	out	there,	you	and	I,	hunting	for	food.	At	the	same	time	we



could	be	looking	for	survivors	too	-	the	convoys	you	mentioned.	Two	birds	with

one	stone.	Staying	locked	in	the	house	isn’t	the	answer.”

	

“You	step	outside	and	you	bring	attention	to	all	of	us.	What	if	those	things	are

out	 there?	What	 if	 they’re	close	by?	You	see	 them	and	 they	see	you?	You	run

back	to	the	house,	they	chase.	You	get	in	here	and	then	-	eventually	-	so	do	they.

We’re	sitting	ducks.”

	

“We’re	sitting	ducks	by	staying	in	here.”

	

“Not	 all	 the	 time	we	 are	 keeping	 look	 out.	 Every	 day	 I	 go	 around	 this	 house

periodically	to	look	out	of	the	small	gaps	left	in	the	windows.	Every	day	I	check

to	make	 sure	 they’re	not	 coming	 towards	 the	house	or	 even	 to	 see	 if	 there’s	 a

convoy	out	 there.	And	 I	will	 continue	 to	do	 so.	At	 some	point,	 I’ll	 expect	 the

same	from	you	and	the	others	too.	We	need	to	work	as	a	team.	Trying	to	divide

us,	like	you	did	to	your	sister,	is	only	going	to	cause	trouble.”

	

I	didn’t	say	anything.	I	just	sunk	into	a	despairing	silence.	Father	was	wrong	but

he	wasn’t	going	to	hear	it.	In	his	eyes	he	was	right	and	it	was	like	his	ears	were

closed	to	any	suggestion	otherwise.

	

“Do	you	want	to	leave?	Knowing	it	will	be	by	yourself?”	he	asked.



	

I	shook	my	head.

	

“So	you	want	to	stay?”

	

I	reluctantly	agreed.

	

“Then	remember	 -	all	 the	 time	you’re	 living	under	my	roof,	you’re	playing	by

my	rules.	These	conversations	with	your	sister	about	leaving	-	they	stop.	Now.	It

doesn’t	get	mentioned	again.	If	it	does	then	you	need	to	leave	and	-	next	time	-	it

won’t	be	your	choice.	Do	you	understand	me?”

	

I	nodded	again.

	

“I	can’t	hear	you.”

	

“Yes!”	I	said.

	

Father	 nodded,	 “Good.	 Then	 we’re	 done.”	 He	 stood	 up.	 “Let’s	 see	 how	 your

sister	and	mother	are	getting	on	with	cutting	up	the	meat.”

	

He	walked	over	to	the	lounge’s	door	and	opened	it.	He	stepped	back,	keeping	the



door	open	for	me.	I	walked	through	and	Father	followed.

	

In	the	dining	room	the	woman	had	been	decimated.	Most	of	her	flesh	was	piled

up	high	on	a	plate.	I	couldn’t	begin	to	describe	the	stench	and	I	almost	gagged

when	 I	 saw	Mother	was	 sitting	 at	 the	 table	grating	 a	piece	of	 the	 flesh	onto	 a

plate	for	herself.

	

“It’s	much	easier	if	you	eat	it	like	this,”	she	said,	“because	you	can	get	the	same

quantity	of	meat	but	it’s	in	smaller,	easier	to	swallow	flakes.”

	

Sister	was	staring	at	me.	Her	eyes	had	changed.	They	no	longer	looked	to	be	the

windows	to	her	soul.	They	looked	to	be	closed.	Dead	almost.	The	once-sparkle

shining	no	more.	I	couldn’t	help	but	wonder	what	Father	had	said	to	her	to	get

her	 to	 change	 so	 suddenly;	 to	 go	 from	 a	 crying	 tormented	 angel	 to	 this	 so

quickly...But	 then	Mother	 had	 changed	 too.	One	minute	 she	was	 lecturing	me

about	 sleeping	with	 Sister	 and	 telling	me	 it	 was	 wrong	 and	 the	 next	 she	was

grinding	herself	against	my	tongue.

	

Father	pushed	past	me	and	joined	Mother	and	Sister	at	 the	table.	I	remained	in

the	doorway.

	

“You’ve	done	a	good	job,	ladies!”



	

This	is	my	family.	They’re	all	mad.

	

We’re	all	mad.



	
	

	

	

Setting	the	Table

	

Once	 I	 had	 thrown	 some	 clothes	 on	 (quickly)	 I	 helped	 Father	 down	 the	 stairs

with	 the	unconscious	man.	 It	was	a	 simple	 technique	dictated	 to	me	by	Father

which	involved	dragging	the	man	to	the	top	of	the	stairs	and	then	simply	pushing

him	 down	 them.	 He	 tumbled	 all	 the	 way	 to	 the	 bottom	 and	 landed	 with	 an

almighty	crack.	Looking	down	at	him,	it	was	clear	to	see	that	the	crack	had	come

from	his	leg	as	it	was	bent	in	the	wrong	direction.	Father	laughed.

	

“What	was	all	that	about?”	I	asked	Father.

	

He	 turned	 to	 me,	 from	 where	 he	 was	 looking	 down	 at	 the	 man,	 and	 simply

turned	the	question	back	on	me,	“What	was	all	that	about?”	he	asked.

	

Of	course	he	was	talking	about	the	scene	he	had	run	into.	With	Sister	and	I	both

naked	(and	my	erection)	I	knew	it	was	a	rhetorical	question	posed	by	Father.	He

didn’t	 need	 an	 answer.	 Not	 when	 it	 was	 so	 obviously	 standing	 to	 attention,

glistening	with	the	cream	of	my	sister	upon	the	softening	shaft.



	

Father	winked,	“Naughty	boy.”

	

Not	the	reaction	I	was	expecting.

	

He	 didn’t	wait	 for	me	 to	 say	 anything;	 he	 simply	 bounded	 down	 the	 stairs	 to

where	 the	 man	 was	 groaning.	 He	 scooped	 him	 up,	 from	 under	 his	 arms,	 and

dragged	him	towards	the	dining	room.	I	guess	dinner	is	about	to	be	served.

	

I	didn’t	want	to	help	Father.	In	fact	I	wanted	no	part	in	what	was	about	to	unfold

but	I	knew	now	was	not	the	time	to	be	arguing	with	him	-	what	with	the	fact	he

still	had	the	axe	and	the	fact	he	had	seen	Sister	and	me	in	a	position	which	most

fathers	would	baulk	at.	 I	made	my	way	down	the	stairs	and	 took	a	hold	of	 the

man’s	legs	so	that	there	wasn’t	a	part	of	him	dragging	on	the	floor.	With	the	two

of	us	carrying	him,	we	made	it	through	to	the	dining	room	in	no	time.

	

To	my	surprise	there	was	already	someone	else	in	there,	other	than	Mother	who

was	 busy	 pulling	 a	 chair	 out	 from	underneath	 the	 table	 for	 Father	 to	 drop	 the

man’s	body	onto.	On	the	table	was	the	body	of	another	man.	Looking	at	the	one

being	carried	by	Father	and	me	(and	the	one	on	the	table),	they	could	have	been

brothers.	Unlike	the	man	being	carried	in	my	own	arms,	the	one	on	the	table	was

very	 much	 dead.	 His	 head	 was	 perfectly	 split	 down	 the	 middle	 and	 it	 was



entirely	possible	to	see	where	the	axe	had	cleaved	the	brain	in	half.

	

“You	two	missed	all	the	fun!”	Father	said	as	we	propped	the	second	man	up	on

the	 chair	 Mother	 had	 prepared	 for	 us.	 He	 turned	 to	 Mother,	 “Have	 we	 got

anything	we	can	tie	him	with?”

	

“His	leg	is	broken!”	I	pointed	out.	“He	isn’t	going	anywhere.”

	

Father	 looked	 down	 at	 the	 man’s	 leg	 and	 saw	 the	 obvious	 crack.	 He	 smiled.

“Hold	 out	 his	 other	 leg!”	 he	 quickly	 instructed	me.	 I	 didn’t	 ask	why.	 I	 knew

there	was	no	point.	 Just	do	as	Father	says.	That’s	 the	 rule.	That’s	always	been

the	rule.

	

I	picked	the	man’s	(good)	leg	up	and	held	it	outright	so	it	was	stretched	perfectly

straight	in	front	of	where	he	was	sitting.	The	man	groaned.

	

“Got	it	nice	and	tight?”	Father	asked.

	

I	nodded,	unsure	of	what	his	next	move	was	going	 to	be.	Father	grinned	again

and	then	-	all	of	a	sudden	-	he	jumped	into	the	air.	He	landed,	both	feet	together,

on	the	man’s	knee.	There	was	a	god-awful	crack	as	the	leg	literally	snapped	to	a

ninety-degree	 angle.	 The	 man	 suddenly	 screamed	 himself	 conscious	 before



falling	 unconscious	 again.	 Father	 landed	 on	 the	 floor	 in	 a	 crumpled	 heap,

laughing.	I	fell	over	too,	due	to	the	kick	of	the	man’s	leg	sending	me	to	my	arse.

	

From	the	floor	I	started	to	retch.	The	sound	was	bad,	yes,	but	I	felt	it.	I	felt	the

bone	splinter	into	pieces.	I	felt	it.

	

I	gagged.

	

Even	Mother	had	a	complexion	more	pale	than	usual.

	

“I	think	it’s	fair	to	say	he	won’t	be	running	away	from	us!”	Father	pulled	himself

up.	The	look	on	his	face	disgusted	me.	He	looked	as	though	he	was	having	more

fun	than	he’d	ever	had	before.

	

“Why	don’t	you	just	kill	him?”	I	asked,	trying	to	hide	my	disgust.

	

“Because	 his	 friend	 is	 already	 dead.	 That	 had	 to	 happen.	 If	we	 can	 keep	 him

alive,	for	as	 long	as	possible,	 then	we’ll	have	something	to	eat	when	we	finish

this	one,”	Father	pointed	out.	“You	need	to	think	of	the	bigger	picture.”

	

*

	



During	 the	course	of	 the	afternoon	Father	explained	 to	us	 that	he	had	seen	 the

two	men	from	the	upstairs	window.	They	were	loitering	around	by	the	tree-line,

watching	the	property,	and	he	could	tell	they	were	looters	(or	intent	on	taking	the

house	for	themselves).	I	didn’t	ask	how	he	could	tell.	I	just	sat	there	and	listened

to	him.

	

Sister	was	more	excited	about	his	story	than	me.	She	said	that	she	was	grateful

Father	had	spotted	them.	Thankful	that	he’d	had	the	insight	to	do	what	needed	to

be	 done.	 Two	 of	 them,	 against	 us,	 could	 have	 caused	 trouble	 for	 us.	Yes,	we

would	have	won	but	they	could	have	hurt	one	of	us	in	the	process.	If	 it	wasn’t

for	Father,	one	of	us	would	have	been	hurt.

	

I	wanted	to	slap	her	but	refrained	from	raising	my	hand.

	

Father	 continued	with	 his	 story.	He	 had	 run	 down	 the	 stairs	 and	 removed	 the

barricade	 from	 the	 front	 door.	 He	 had	 unlocked	 it	 too,	 knowing	 the	 two	men

outside	would	try	the	handle	before	resorting	to	smashing	a	window.

	

Just	 as	 he	 surmised,	 the	 door	 handle	 turned	 and	 the	 two	men	 stepped	 into	 the

property.

	

Father	had	already	told	Mother	to	get	Sister	and	me	to	stay	as	quiet	as	possible.



Mother	 had	 simply	 chosen	 to	 hide	 herself	 away	 in	 one	 of	 the	 upstairs	 rooms

without	interrupting	us.	No	doubt	she	could	hear	us,	through	the	door,	and	knew

we	wouldn’t	be	in	a	hurry	to	come	down	the	stairs	and	ruin	Father’s	plan.

	

With	the	two	men	in	the	property,	Father	slammed	the	door	behind	them.	They

both	 jumped	and	 turned	 to	see	him	standing	 there	with	 the	axe	high	 in	 the	air.

The	 first	 man	 died	 instantly	 as	 the	 axe	 split	 his	 head	 open	 as	 though	 it	 were

nothing	more	than	a	grape.	The	second	man	screamed	and	darted	up	the	stairs.

We	knew	what	happened	from	there.

	

I	guess	his	plan	was	to	jump	from	one	of	 the	windows.	Why	he	deemed	that	a

good	idea,	when	he	could	have	just	run	to	the	back	door,	I’ll	never	know.	I	guess

he	 just	panicked.	God	only	knows	what	he	 thought	when	he	burst	 in	on	Sister

and	me.

	

At	least	he	didn’t	know	we	were	siblings.

	

“This	is	why	we’re	going	to	survive,”	Father	said.	“By	staying	one	step	ahead	of

trouble!”



	
	

	

Zone	‘B’

	

I	 opened	my	 eyes	 with	 a	 jump.	 I	 rolled	 onto	 my	 back.	 The	 sky	 was	 directly

above	 me.	 Perfect	 blue	 skies.	 White	 fluffy	 clouds	 moving	 slowly	 across	 the

peaceful	scene.	Hard	floor	beneath	me.	Wall	to	my	right	side	and	salvation	to	my

left.

	

I	pulled	up	and	nearly	fell	straight	back	over	again;	either	a	bump	on	the	head,

the	lack	of	food	or	the	mental	exhaustion	taking	its	toll	on	my	body	and	state	of

mind.

	

I	 looked	 around.	 There	were	 a	 number	 of	 cabins	 in	 front	 of	me	 and	 some	 set

back	 from	 those	 too.	They	weren’t	 the	biggest	but	 it	didn’t	matter.	Each	cabin

was	a	sign	of	other	survivors.	I	wasn’t	alone	anymore.	We	weren’t	alone.

	

I	stumbled	over	to	the	first	one.	There	was	a	billboard	next	to	it	with	a	large	map

on	it.	I	couldn’t	help	but	stop	and	look	at	it.	Jesus.	Is	this	the	size	of	the	area?	It’s

huge.	So	many	survivors.	It	seemed	to	be	divided	into	areas.	Different	zones.	I

felt	my	hopes	rise	a	little	as	I	continued	towards	the	first	cabin.



	

Three	small	wooden	steps	up	to	the	door.	I	turned	the	handle	and	pulled	the	door

open.	Inside	were	a	series	of	cages.	Cages?	What	the	hell?	There	was	a	body	in

the	far	cage	but	the	rest	of	them	were	empty.	Some	keys	hung	from	the	lock	in

the	door	closest	to	me	as	though	they’d	been	used	and	simply	abandoned.

	

I	hurried	over	to	the	far	cage	to	check	on	the	person.	I	could	tell	by	the	smell	that

they	were	 dead	yet	 I	 still	 rolled	 them	onto	 their	 back	 so	 that	 I	 could	 see	 their

face.	It	was	a	man.	He	looked	to	be	in	his	forties	-	at	least	-	but	it	was	hard	to	tell

considering	the	state	of	his	rotting	flesh.

	

What	puzzled	me	more	was	that	he	was	wearing	a	lab	coat.

	

Ian	Woodhead	was	on	a	name	badge	that	hung	around	his	neck.

	

I	 looked	 around	 the	 cabin.	 There	 was	 nothing	 else	 in	 here	 of	 note.	 Certainly

nothing	 to	 help	 me	 determine	 what	 the	 hell	 had	 taken	 place	 here.	 My	 only

thought	was	that	they	must	have	caught	some	of	those	things	that	were	running

around	outside	in	the	woods.	They	must	have	caught	them	and	kept	them	here.

Something	must	have	happened	and	 they	escaped.	 I	didn’t	 care.	 I	 didn’t	 come

here	 looking	 for	 trouble.	 I	 just	wanted	 help.	 For	me	 and	what	was	 left	 of	my

family	-	 if	anything.	I’d	need	to	be	careful.	 I	guess	 it’s	not	as	safe	 in	here	as	I



first	believed	it	to	be.	The	wall	being	nothing	more	than	an	illusion	of	safety.

	

I	left	the	cabin.

	

Would	I	find	similar	stories	in	the	other	cabins	too?	My	heart	sank	a	little.	I	was

hoping	to	find	a	way	out	from	this	nightmare,	not	more	corpses.	I	stopped	myself

from	calling	 out	 again.	 If	 those	 things	 are	 around	here,	 I	 don’t	want	 to	 attract

attention	to	myself.

	

I	hurried	across	to	the	next	cabin	-	only	a	few	short	feet	away	from	the	last	one	-

and	tried	the	door.	Just	as	the	last	one	had,	this	one	opened	with	a	quick	twist	of

the	handle	too.	The	stink	of	death	hit	me	immediately	but	it	wasn’t	the	sight	of

the	dead	bodies	inside	-	four	or	five	of	them	at	a	glance	-	which	shocked	me	the

most.



Now

	



No	Way	Back

	

I	 stumbled	 from	 the	 cabin,	 leaving	 the	 corpse	 of	 Michael	 Bray	 behind	 in	 a

bloodied	pool,	and	dropped	to	my	knees	outside	as	the	door	swung	shut	behind

me.	I	bent	over	with	my	hands	to	my	head	as	though	they	had	the	power	to	take

away,	 or	 ease,	my	headache.	My	broken	mind	was	 torn	between	playing	back

previously	 lost	 memories	 of	 what	 happened	 back	 in	 the	 offices	 -	 with	 the

government	 officials	 -	 and	 thoughts	 of	 fucking	my	 sister	 (not	my	 sister!)	 and

mother	(not	my	mother!)	and	what	I	did	to	that	man	who	I	had	taken	back	to	the

house.	He	wasn’t	a	looter.	He	was	just	someone	like	me.	A	prisoner.	Forced	to

be	a	part	of	this.	Was	he	one	of	the	ones	they	had	put	in	here	-	just	to	see	what

happened	-	or	was	he	one	of	 the	men	who’d	escaped	only	 to	 then	be	killed	by

myself?	I	screamed	as	the	thoughts	continued	to	muddle	themselves	in	my	head.

	

I	can’t	blame	myself.	 I	can’t.	This	 isn’t	my	doing.	This	 isn’t	my	fault.	 I	didn’t

ask	for	this.	I	didn’t.

	

Yes	you	did,	though,	you	signed	up	for	it.

	

I	didn’t	know.	There	was	no	way	of	knowing.

	

Just	your	stupid	greed...



	

Had	I	known	what	was	going	to	become	of	us,	I	would	never	have	gone	ahead

with	it.

	

My	 mind	 flashed	 thoughts	 of	 being	 secured	 against	 my	 will	 on	 an	 operating

table.	 I	was	struggling	but	 the	 restraints	kept	me	 in	place.	Even	 if	 they	hadn’t,

the	hands	of	two	strangers	made	sure	I	went	nowhere.	I	was	screaming	then	too.

Screaming	for	them	to	get	off	me	but	they	didn’t	listen.	They	just	stuck	me	with

that	needle	and	everything	went	dark.	My	mind	 flashed	back	 images	of	 eating

my	sister’s	moist	cunt	 (not	my	sister!)	and	my	mother	 riding	my	face	 (not	my

mother!)	I	threw	up	onto	the	muddy	floor.	Because	of	the	meat	I	had	consumed,

so	greedily,	or	because	of	the	pain	in	my	head	and	the	flooding	of	my	thoughts.

	

The	water	will	make	the	thoughts	go	again.	Maybe.

	

I	 looked	up	and	around.	The	wall	was	to	my	right	and	an	unknown	horizon	on

my	 left.	 I	 struggled	 to	my	 feet,	 using	 the	wall	 of	 the	 cabin	 as	 a	much	 needed

support.	 I	didn’t	know	what	 to	do.	 I	didn’t	know	 in	which	direction	 to	 turn.	 It

wouldn’t	be	long	before	the	people	who	really	run	this	place	-	not	the	ones	who

just	 work	 here	 -	 would	 realise	 something	 had	 happened	 and	 they’d	 come

looking.	What	would	they	do	when	they	get	here?	Terminate	the	programme	or

enlist	new	staff	 to	keep	an	eye	on	the	proceedings?	If	I	run	-	would	they	leave



me	out	there,	this	sick	bastard	they	created,	or	would	they	come	for	me?	Snatch

me	away	from	my	real	family,	who	I	still	can’t	remember,	and	run	more	tests	on

me?	I	felt	another	bubbling	in	my	stomach.

	

Ignore	it.

	

Swallow	it	down.

	

Keep	the	meat	down.

	

You	need	the	strength	for	whatever	does	come	next.

	

What	does	come	next?

	

I	felt	my	eyes	well	up.	Seconds	later	 there	were	tears.	Not	just	one.	But	many.

And	they	all	felt	good.	They	all	made	me	feel	human.

	

But	 you’re	 not	 human	 anymore.	 They	 took	 your	 humanity	 away	 from	 you.

They’re	to	blame.	Not	you.	You	are	the	victim.

	

I	screamed	again.

	



I	 looked	around	desperately.	There	was	no	one	else	around.	No	one	 to	 tell	me

where	I	was.	No	one	to	point	me	in	the	direction	of	the	exit	to	this	nightmare.

	

You	can’t	leave.	Where	will	you	go?	You’re	broken.	You	don’t	belong	in	normal

society	anymore.	You’re	damaged	goods	now.	You’re	a	murderer.

	

I	staggered	back	towards	the	cabin	where	I	first	found	my	file.	I	opened	the	door

and	went	 in,	 letting	 the	door	swing	shut	behind	me.	The	files	were	still	on	 the

floor	where	I	had	left	them.	I	picked	them	up	until	I	found	my	own	file.	Bits	of

my	memory	were	slowly	filtering	back	to	me	but	I	still	didn’t	know	who	I	was.

Not	who	I	really	was.	Not	without	checking	the	name	on	the	folder,	and	in	the

video	footage	that	I	had	seen.

	

I	flicked	through	the	pages	hoping	to	unlock	more	of	who	I	was	but	nothing	was

jumping	out.	Just	pages	and	pages	of	questions	about	why	I	believed	I	would	be

a	good	candidate	for	the	programme	(loyal,	trustworthy,	hardworking	-	standard

answers	given	to	impress	a	potential	employer).	Nothing	about	my	real	family.

Nothing	which	hinted	where	I	lived.	Nothing	of	any	use.

	

In	a	fit	of	rage	I	threw	the	file	across	the	cabin.	The	pages	flew	out	and	spread

themselves	across	the	floor.	I	wanted	to	scream	again	but	kept	it	contained.	I	was

so	angry	but	didn’t	know	who	to	direct	the	anger	too.	Was	it	them?	Were	they	to



blame?	Should	 they	be	on	 the	receiving	end	of	 it?	Most	of	 them	here	are	dead

and	I	don’t	remember	where	I	went	for	the	initial	chats	and	interviews.	Was	I	to

blame?	 If	 it	 weren’t	 for	 my	 initial	 greed	 I	 wouldn’t	 have	 even	 gone	 to	 the

meeting	in	the	first	place.	I’d	still	be	at	home,	wherever	that	was,	with	my	real

family,	whoever	 they	were.	And	what	of	my	real	 family?	Are	 they	 looking	for

me?	Are	they	out	there	somewhere,	asking	people	of	my	whereabouts?	Do	they

even	care?	Are	they	even	alive?

	

Swallow	the	sick	feeling	down	once	more.	Hold	it	in.

	

I	dropped	back	down	to	my	knees.	I	wasn’t	sure	where	to	go	from	here	(again)

and	 I	 was	 tired.	 My	 head	 spinning	 from	 the	 information	 gained	 and	 the

withdrawal.	I	started	to	weep	once	more.	I	had	just	found	out	that	the	world	had

not	ended	and	yet	I	had	never	felt	so	alone.	Another	tear	spilt	from	my	left	eye.	I

wiped	it	away.



	

	

Author’s	Notes
	

I	suppose	I	should	start	with	an	apology	really.	 I	understand	that	 the	story	you

just	 read	 is	 sick.	 I	appreciate	 that	and	sort	of	expect	some	flak	 for	 it	 (on	some

levels)	too.	Just	believe	me	when	I	say	that	not	all	of	my	stories	are	as	dark	and

twisted	(gory	or	incestious)	as	the	piece	you’ve	just	read	(if	indeed	you	managed

to	read	it	all	the	way	through	to	this	point).

	

Know	this	too...

	

It	wasn’t	my	fault.

	

I	was	never	going	to	write	this	story.	I	have	a	long	list	of	ideas	and	stories	that	I

need	to	get	written	down	before	I	am	put	into	my	wooden	box	and	buried	under

the	earth	and	“Sick	Bastards”	was	not	amongst	the	list.

	

So	how	did	it	come	to	be	written?

	

Simple.

	



Ladies	 and	 gentleman,	 I	 present	 to	 you	 Graeme	 Reynolds	 of	 Horrific	 Tales

Publishing.	 Graeme	 and	 I	 are	 acquantiances	 on	 Facebook	 and	 (dare	 I	 say	 it)

friends	 too.	At	 least	 I	 regard	him	as	a	 friend.	For	all	 I	know,	he	hates	me.	 It’s

nothing	something	we’ve	actually	discussed.

	

Anyway,	 if	 you’re	 on	my	 author	 page	 on	Facebook,	 you’re	most	 likely	 aware

that	Graeme	and	I	are	working	together	on	a	new	novel	(due	out	in	2014)	called

“ART”,	a	story	I	wrote	with	the	talented	author	Michael	Bray.

	

ART	is	a	dark	tale,	there	is	no	doubt	about	that,	but	it	isn’t	what	I	would	call	truly

horrific	(like	this	title)	but	it	does	indeed	have	its	moments.	One	evening	I	was

chatting	 to	Graeme	on	Facebook	 (as	you	do)	 and	he	 signed	off	 saying	he	was

going	 to	 go	 and	 read	more	 from	 sick	 bastards	 (myself	 and	Bray).	He	 actually

meant	he	was	going	off	 to	 finish	 reading	ART	but	my	brain	 took	 it	 in	a	whole

new	direction.	I	just	sat	there,	at	my	desk,	thinking	he	hadn’t	seen	anything	yet

and	if	he	wanted	sick	bastards	-	well,	I’d	be	the	guy	to	give	it	to	him.

	

Having	just	finished	ART	and	being	between	projects,	I	immediately	penned	the

opening	to	this	story	(the	opening	that	you	guys	read	two	hundred	and	forty	odd

pages	ago	as	it	remained	unchanged).	I	just	wanted	to	make	it	sick	(proper	sick)

and	 to	make	 him	 realise	 that	 the	work	 he	was	 currently	 reading	was	 nowhere

near	as	dark	as	I	could	take	things.	Well	I	think	I	did	it	well.	The	opening	pages



including	 sex	 (incestuous	 at	 that),	 a	 hint	 of	 blasphemy	 and	 -	 of	 course	 -

cannibalism.	 I	 sent	 it	 off	with	 a	 smile	on	my	 face	 and	even	posted	 it	 onto	my

author	page.

	

To	my	surprise	my	readers	seemed	to	lap	it	up	and	even	wanted	more.

	

Well	-	who	was	I	to	argue?

	

By	 the	 following	morning	 I	had	 the	plot	 in	my	head	and	 so	many	 twists	 as	 to

what	was	 actually	 happening	 that	 I	 immediately	 began	work	 on	 the	 full	 piece

and	it	turned	into	my	next	serious	project.	Not	bad	considering	it	started	off	as	a

joke.	More	surprisingly	-	it	is	also	my	longest	piece	of	fiction	that	I’ve	written	on

my	own!

	

All	because	of	Graeme	Reynolds.

	

Anyway	-	I	won’t	 tell	you	where	my	dark	thoughts	came	from	(for	this	piece),

just	 trust	 me	 when	 I	 say	 that	 I	 haven’t	 actually	 slept	 with	 any	 of	 my	 family

members	and	I	almost	definitely	haven’t	eaten	a	person	in	real	life.	At	least,	not

that	I	am	aware	of.

	

I	hope	you	enjoyed	the	story	(is	‘enjoyed’	 the	right	word?)	and	that	you	aren’t



put	off	from	supporting	my	work!	Until	the	next	time	-	take	care!

	

Kind	Regards,

	



Matt	Shaw
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