Lottery

Chapter 1
November 5th 2005

“Hello?”

“Ahh, Hi Captain, This is Justin Abbcott. Sorry to call you so early but I have a little problem that I wonder if you could help me with?”

“Oh no Sergeant, What jail are you in?”

Laughing slightly Justin calmed him with, “No Sir, It isn’t anything like that. I, ahh, don’t quite know how to say this, but I need some advice because I won the Mega Lottery.”

“You WHAT?”

“Sir, apparently I am the sole ticket holder of the $192 Million dollar ticket. I just checked online and only one ticket was sold - MINE. What do I do try and keep this out of the papers and have all the freaks and gold diggers not knocking on my door 24/7?”

A long pause ensued. “Sir? Are you still there?”

“Sorry Sergeant, I’m still waking up and I don’t really know what to do. You’ll need someone who deals with financial law, I’m criminal law.” He added, “What did you do when you found out you won?”

“Well, to be honest, after I changed my pants, I just sat there stunned - just out of habit, I checked online and nearly passed out. I’m just too excited about this.”

“Does anyone know yet?” 

“No Sir, as soon as my family finds out, I know they’ll be at the doorstep with one hand slapping my back, the other hand with a fist full of bills for me to pay.”

“That’s a damn shame Sergeant, that’s a damn shame.” 

“You’re telling me. Is there any way you could help me with this? I’ll be more then happy to pay your normal fees - don’t worry, I’m loaded.” Justin laughed kind of nervously.

“I bet, let’s take this one step at a time. Are you SURE you won it and not just looking at it the wrong way?”

Looking down at the ticket enclosed in a ziplock bag he turned it over in his hand. “Yes Sir, I’ve checked it six times, and one line matches up perfectly with all six numbers for Friday’s date. I even signed it right away once my hands stopped shaking.”

The Captain laughed slightly, “Well, if you’re that positive, let me make a phone call to see if a guy I know can help you. He’ll set it up to go through him as your council. You’re going to need a tax accountant, and a whole lot of legal and financial advice on what you’re going to do with that money.”

“That’s what I’m afraid of Sir, I don’t even balance my checkbook because I suck at math.”

“Justin, one last thing.”

“Yes Sir?”

“You know I’m no longer in the State Reserves, neither are you anymore. You can call me by my first name, you can drop the Sir and Captain protocol.”

“Thanks Sir, I mean Kevin. It’s just a hard habit to break.” Justin sat down in his recliner, he’d been pacing throughout the early morning and was nearly exhausted by it. He had fallen asleep watching “Battle for the planet of the Apes” and missed the 11pm news broadcast with the numbers, so once he had awoke around 8am, he checked online for the numbers - it wasn’t until nearly 10am he called his former company commander he served with in the State Defense Force. 

“Okay Justin, let me give this fellow a phone call and I’ll get back to you. My advice, don’ tell anyone yet until we get confirmation you really DID win this jackpot. Don’t quit your job, don’t go out and buy anything expensive, just don’t do anything except what you normally do on a Saturday. Okay?”

“Message received Sir. I’ll talk to you later.” Justin hung up the phone and reclined the chair, closing his eyes wondering what he was going to do with all that money. He knew, he’d be expected to give a X amount to his brother and his family, a X amount to his Mother, expected to pay for his niece and nephew’s education because he could afford it now. It was all giving him a terrible headache. For someone who had never made more then $25 thousand dollars a year in his life and was barely making it as it was - this influx of millions of dollars was mind blowing. His headache was getting worse by the minutes, all stress and anxiety related he surmised. Before he burst a vessel or something, he better take some action. Going to his closet, he opened up his CFP-90 backpack digging around for the medical kit he carried in his BOB, inside was a few antibiotics, painkillers and anxiety medications. Finding it, he nearly couldn’t open the small bottle that held, Vicodin, Xanax, Percocet and Ambien. He had acquired them from his family doctor on various occasions - all except for the Xanax. That he had acquired from his girlfriend of three months to keep in his kit as a just in case. Grabbing one of the Xanax tablets, he popped it into his mouth and swallowed it, not bothering with anything to chase it down. 

Putting everything back into his BOB backpack, Justin went over to his couch to lay down, hopefully to be able to chill out before things really start to get hectic. How was he going to tell his family? How was he going to tell his girlfriend? Would things change? Would things stay the same, but now only get better because now he actually HAD the money to do things he’s always wanted to do?

There was a phrase that popped into his head he had heard long ago from his father. As he closed his eyes it echoed inside his head, “Sudden wealth is like a drug, if you’re not careful, it controls you instead of you controlling it.” 

Chapter 2

Monday Nov. 7th 2005 
“Will you stop twitching your leg, it’s shaking the car and about damn near spilled my coffee.” 
Justin made a conscious effort to not have his leg bounce while seated in the car as they waited down the street from the doors to the regional Lottery commission office. He was a nervous wreck and just wanted this to be over with. It was a good thing his girlfriend wasn’t around this weekend, having opted to go home and spend it shopping with her mom, sister and aunt - a yearly thing they do. Against better judgment he accompanied his lawyer (Stephen Jenkins) that his Captain referred him to go to the office to cash the lottery ticket. As they had driven past the place minutes earlier, there were several area news crews setting up for the big event and suddenly Justin wished he wouldn’t of shown up. Even though in Jenkins’ darkly tinted Mercedes sedan, he didn’t feel as if it was dark enough to shield him from the cameras. “I need to get out of here Stephen, this is too much for me.”

“Justin, they are expecting us to show up when the doors open. You sure you don’t want to just go in there and get this taken care of now? By going the secretive route, it might make things harder for you and your family if you don’t do it right. The press will eventually find out and they’ll be camped out on your front doorstep looking for a story.”

“I’m sure Stephen, I’m just not use to all the fanfare and sudden celebrity status this is going to bring. I’m a very private person, and I just don’t want to be crushed by all this crap.”

“Okay then Justin, let me do something first then.” Jenkins reached around to get his portable laptop computer from the back seat next to his briefcase. Opening it, he began to type quickly watching the dash mounted clock as the time neared to when they were to enter the building. He reached again back into the back and out came a portable printer with a small inverter he plugged into the cigarette lighter. “Hold this please.” 

“You’re a office on wheels.” Justin remarked as Jenkins fed paper into the miniature printer that Justin was holding. “What are you doing?”

“I’m typing up a letter saying that you wish to remain anonymous and that I am acting in your behalf on certifying that this ticket was the winner. It also states, that I do not have any authority unless prescribed by you in writing to make any donations, payments, or transfers to any account or private party. It’s basically a ‘I can’t use your money without your permission’ type of letter. Since I can’t notarize it myself, you’ll just have to take my word that I’ll do the right thing on this - I’ll make three copies for us to sign.” With that he made three copies and after reading each one very carefully, Justin signed it allowing Jenkins to confirm that the ticket was a winner, and to see what was needed to transfer the winnings into his private account after the Federal, State, local Gov’t’s took their “Fair” share. Justin would drop him off at the door, acting as if he was his driver so they switched seats and drove up to the door. 

His hands were sweating profusely on the steering wheel, hoping he didn’t ruin anything in the process as he waited for Jenkins to emerge from the office. Reporters were beginning to set back up as someone from inside emerged and said something to them. Justin could just barely make out that the legal council of the winner will be out to make a statement in a couple of minutes. He waited anxiously for him to emerge so they could leave and get on with his life. Jenkins had called fifteen minutes ago telling him that he was indeed the sole winner of the jackpot drawing and was just getting the necessary paperwork together for the fund transfers and tax papers. 

Jenkins emerged from the office with several people surrounding him, several reporters began firing questions at him and he began to answer them in line. “Ladies and Gentlemen, my name is Stephen Jenkins and I am representing the individual who won the jackpot on Friday’s drawing. As per their wishes, they wish to remain anonymous and any and all questions asked will go through me. This individual has conveyed to me that at the appropriate time they will make it public knowledge of who they are, so until then, I wish you will honor their request. Thank you very much.” Jenkins looked towards where Justin had parked and waved for him to come over. He did so with a huge smile on his face, with all the cameras and photographers there as he climbed into his chauffeur driven Mercedes and sedan, he had to laugh at it all. 

As they pulled away, Jenkins let out a laugh. “They actually asked if you’ll be donating any of your winnings to a certain political party, if so they reminded me to tell you about the new campaign donation laws so you don’t get into trouble. Can you believe that?”

“Yes I can, who cares what your own beliefs are, just as long as you donate to the right ‘cause’ in the proper manner is all they care about. Aren’t you worried that someone at the office will tell the reporters who I am?” Justin turned the corner looking into the rear view mirror to see if anyone was following them Never knew about reporters and how sneaky they could be. 

“Not likely. I also had a standard non disclosure letter typed up stating that if anyone who was party to the authentication of the ticket was to disclose your name, they’d be held liable for $1.5 million dollars. I doubt the State would want to pay that in court. You know, anyone who saw me getting into a car driven by someone else will know something was up. I only let my wife drive this car.”

“I guess I’m your wife for the day then.”

“I doubt that, you have better looking legs.” He replied in all seriousness. 

Justin nearly ran the stoplight at his lawyers reply. He WAS being serious by the stone faced look on his face. He checked the dash mounted clock, showing that he’d only be a couple hours late for work.

Showing up at work late was only greeted by a “How did things go?” by his boss. Justin had told him he had forgotten about a Dr’s appointment to get a MRI done on his knee again along with some blood work


* * * * * * * *


Nov. 21st. 2005

“When did you finally buy yourself a new watch?” His girlfriend said pointing over to the dresser as Justin came back in from taking a shower. She had the Thanksgiving week off from work and had him spend the night after they had spent the day at the park, then dinner with friends of hers that previous evening, the effects of the OSU/Michigan game was still hitting them both. Megan was a OSU fan, Justin was for Michigan - it appeared most of HER friends were psychotic OSU fans also…what a shame, he actually liked a few of them except for that handicap they had. 

“Oh, last week, I ordered it from online a few weeks ago and it finally showed up.” The watch was a Seiko kinetic energy divers watch, he had been wearing a Timex Ironman for the last ten years of one variation or another and finally decided to buy himself a ‘new’ one. He could of bought a Rolex Submariner or a Sea Dweller, but that would defiantly show to everyone he had suddenly came into a bunch of cash. It had only been a couple weeks since he won the lottery jackpot, still the press didn’t know who had won it, but it would leak out soon enough. He had deposited the lump sum of $131,502,150 (after taxes) into three different banks after getting a non-disclosure letter signed by the person handling the transaction, and the bank manager. If they released the information that he had deposited the money, they could be held liable for up to $1.5 million dollars. If a place refused to sign it, he took his money AND lawyer to another bank. Already two banks refused to sign the non-disclosure form and he was smart enough not to deposit it into the credit union account he had for the last 30 years - that definitely would get out. He just did his usual transaction on payday, but instead of taking out his usual $50 in cash, he added it to his savings account.

“What did that cost you?” She picked it up from the dresser top looking at it closely. She knew exactly what they had cost, about $300 easy, but as she looked closer at it, it was the $400 model being more water resistant to 600ft. “You should of let me buy it for you for Christmas Justin.”

His girlfriend Megan, 31, single, never married, no children worked for the state in a well paid job. They had met at the park early in September on the trails. She was jogging and had tripped, Justin was just approaching her and as she was laying there laughing to herself for the clumsiness he said, “Wow, I’ve heard of women tripping over themselves to meet me, but I never thought it would happen in real life.” From that day on, it was as if they’d known each other for longer then what they had. Similar tastes all around, yet different enough to keep things interesting. She made a good $20K more then he did, yet she never let it on that it bothered her, actually she appreciated the fact he didn’t just throw money at her to impress her when they went out, like most men she had dated in the past. 

“Well, it wasn’t too bad. You know I’ve wanted one for a while now since I know you hate it when we go out and I’m wearing that Timex. That's why I stopped wearing it.” He took the watch from her and put it on. Going to grab his jeans he reached under her bed for one of his dress shoes he’d worn last night. Knowing he’d be spending the night, he packed a bag of work clothes so he didn’t have to run home to change before going into work. 

“Are you still planning on coming out to my parents for Thanksgiving or do you have other plans?” She asked, knowing the answer and just trying to be playful in her usual manner.

“Of course I am, like I want to go to my brothers in laws place and listen to them complain about everything that’s not going right in the world. I told you, just give me the directions, what to bring, and I’ll see you there. I promise. Crap, I’m going to be late.” He walked over to her and gave her a kiss, grabbed his daypack that was laying on the floor and left closing the door behind him after saying. “I’ll call you later this afternoon to see if you’ve gotten out of bed yet!” 

Megan laid down back in bed, her dog Leslie came up and snuggled against her. Scratching her neck she said. “Okay Leslie, new watch that he didn’t say how much he paid for it, new shoes, new cellphone, a new Carhart style work jacket. Either he received that raise or he’s maxing out his credit cards to try and impress me by buying nicer things. If he’s doing the latter - I’m going to kick his butt.” Leslie just yawned and snuggled closer to Megan who in turn pulled the covers up more and went back to bed. 

Outside, waiting for his Cherokee to warm up, Justin reached into his jacket for his tiny Razer cellphone. Megan noticed it right away last week when he had stopped over to where she played volleyball after work. When questioned about it, he had told her that he had broken his work phone and this was just a replacement, but they had to get him a new number. Turning off the vibrate mode he noticed there were five messages on it so he checked them. One was from his brother, wanting to know if he was coming to Thanksgiving dinner, one was from his long time buddy wondering where he’d been hiding at and two were from his lawyer who needed to speak to him about signing some papers before the holiday and the last one made his skin crawl. It was a message he hoped he would never get. “Game is in play. I repeat, Game is in play, we’re in the 3rd quarter.”
Chapter 3

Sitting there he replayed the messages. That last one still gave him the chills. It was from a close friend who had access to a information-gathering network of major events occurring through out the nation and the world. His information had always been 80% good in the past. First thing Justin needed to do is take the day off from work and see what was going on. The phrase "Game is on" meant there was a serious incident occurring and what level of threat it was corresponded to what quarter it was - one being the lowest, forth being the highest, with half time being a wait and see, and Final Score being "Too late". 

Calling into work, he left a message that he wouldn’t be making it in today. Instead he was going to take a personal day at no pay. He also said there wasn’t much for today so it should be relatively slow, if they had any questions to call him on his cell phone. He hated calling into work for the day off, it always turned into a wasted day especially if he wasn’t sick. He didn’t need to work at all now that he was worth what he was, but he had to keep up the disguise for a while longer, at least until the spring and claim he’s found another job and leave gracefully. It wasn’t hard work he did, it just was a dead end one that he was starting to dread going into every day. 

Putting the hands-free ear piece in he speed dialed his friend who left the cryptic message. He answered on the second ring. "Don’t check your messages much hugh, she’s got you that tied down?" he gruffly said.

"Hello and good morning to you too Dan. What’s going on? Just heard your message." He turned the corner noticing at the corner gas station from Megan’s apartment a worker outside changing it. "Damn, went from $2.09 up to $2.21 already."

"You better fill it up then Justin, We’re expecting some major news later this morning and gas is sure going to be rising. Check your mail - PGP mail that is ASAP."

"I’ll have to go home to do it, already called in for a personal day. Can’t tell me over the phone?"

"Hell no boy, check your email then give me a call. I took the day off too. Gotta go, taking the kids to go shopping this morning since they have school off this week. I’m keeping them close to home."

"Gottcha Dan. I’ll call you later." Dan hung up without saying "Bye", that kind of shocked Justin by his unusual abruptness. Sitting at the light, he looked down at his gas gauge. Half full, or is it half empty? Whatever the case, he should fill it up before it rises any more today IF the information was true. Pulling into the gas station he laughed as he got out reaching for the 87 octane ‘start’ button after running his ‘rewards’ card in the pump card reader. Here he’s worth several million dollars and still trying to save a few cents. "The heck with it." He said to no one in particular, pushing the 92 octane ‘start’ button. He needed to put some good gas in it anyway to clean the injector nozzles and shock the system into running a little better. Maybe he’ll stop by and get some parts to do a tune up on it after he checked his email at home, then work on a list of supplies…. Sirens brought him out of his thoughts, watching as a pair of police cars screamed by, followed by a ambulance heading off to who knows where. "Someone’s having a bad day." said the guy on the opposite pump nodding his head toward the passing emergency vehicles. Justin just nodded in reply. How bad it was going to get was anyone’s guess.

* * * * * *

Justin arrived home, grabbing his day pack and it’s smoky smelling clothing to wash immediately. He hated cigarette smoke on his clothing, but wasn’t much he could do about it. It was a legal substance, and until they outlaw it, he’d have to deal with it. Before he could wash the clothing, he’d have to turn on the hydronic boiler system he normally kept off to save natural gas cost while he was gone. The house was about 55 degrees, so he turned the thermostat up to 65 as he passed it, then threw the clothing into the washer and started it. Finally making it up to the spare bedroom turned den to see what the email was about. Just last week, he had wireless DSL installed along with cable - something he had never had before since living alone - he just couldn’t justify it’s cost on his heavily restricted budget. Firing up his new laptop to replace his ancient Win 95 Op system Compaq desk unit was just flipping it open, and clicking on his email icon. All the information he had stored on the old computer was inside the new Gateway laptop and it’s 100GB hard drive that had laughed at the 1.2GB of memory it took up from his old system. Even after downloading dozens of songs, several action games of WW2 era, files from various preparedness and gov’t sites he still had 90% of the hard drive empty. So far he was spending his money wisely. He paid off the remainder of his Cherokee loan, his 2nd credit card, leaving the balance alone on his credit union charge card. It was a pain in the butt, but having four banks was becoming a real hassle especially keeping tract of how much was in each account when he used the debit card or wrote a check. He did do some clothing shopping, but still kept it down to where he wouldn’t draw too much attention. 

He opened his mail. There were several PGP read only files from his friends network he belonged to. Downloading them into a separate file each, took mil-seconds, he then signed out of his email program, disconnected the wireless Internet connection and opened up his encryption program the network supplied. The program would only operate if you were disconnected from the Internet so information couldn’t be hijacked once the PGP encryption program was running. It was overkill, but sometimes being careful was a good thing. 

"ATTENTION IMMEADIATE ACTION: 
The H5N1 virus is to be officially named H5N2 today and reported to be found in the Asian pacific region, country is unknown at this time. The W.H.O. along with DHS will announce air travel from those areas are to be restricted later Monday morning with flights already being diverted to quarantine areas as we send this message. This information is 95% accurate. To remind everyone. Without using code phrases, we’re at a emergency level 3. This means, we have a 75% authentication that a major even is in the process. As per our previous agreements you are to make your way to your compound no later then 48hrs from now. 10:48 EST 20th Nov. 2005. Take all protocol SOPs dealing with contagious diseases. MOPP 3/4 IS recommend when coming in contact with other people. After arriving at the Compound, assume Decontamination SOPs before entering your cabins or main house. A Decon tent is being set up by onsite caretakers as SOP. Message ends."

The other emails were from network members wanting to know if it was real or not, that they’ll be taking a wait and see stance to see if the information was correct or not. One email was a reminder of the Decon procedure that will be strictly enforced upon entering the compound gates. If one doesn’t follow it, their membership and assets will be forfeited ASAP. No matter what, because of Justin’s location, there weren’t any of the network’s Compounds or as they like to call them, "Safe Camps" for him and Megan to go to. The nearest one was located in Kentucky which was about four in a half hours away if driving non-stop and at 75-80MPH. No problem for Megan since going the speed limit to her was at least 10MPH over the posted signs. There was his buddy’s little place in western Michigan he could go to if this WAS the H5N2 event everyone dreaded but, his cabin needed a lot of work and it wasn’t ready for four season living. It was basically a 3 season camper built in the late 60’s without any electricity or heat other then provided by a propane stove or lantern. They had talked about putting in a small wood burning stove like a M1941 tent stove, or something but money was always a issue. Maybe with things looking like they were, he could opt for something that was always on his mind as a emergency long term shelter. 

Reaching over to his bookcase for the red three ring binder labeled "Disaster SOP" nearly dropping it as he pulled it from it’s spot. Justin could feel the shakes coming on and needed to take a breather, this was just getting all too real, too fast. Years before he had made lists of items he would try to acquire before and after TSHTF and their priorities, every couple of months he would revise them. Would this be a good time to liquidate some of his assets and get these items? Should he wait for a few days and see what develops? He had his own ‘Disaster plan’ he had made up months ago when the idea of Bugging out to his friends place began to develop into the only feasible one. Shelter was a problem especially since the trailer wasn’t set up for four season use, but he had another option. Justin had once been friends with a couple who had their ‘retreat’ on five acres in the thumb area of Michigan. If someone wasn’t standing by the dirt road, you wouldn’t know where to turn in safely. On either side of the entrance, there was a three foot ditch heavily covered with thorny blackberries and brush along it’s length to limit access by foot. Because of the fact they couldn’t afford the property if a actual mobile home or foundation house was located on it (and wanted to keep the place as their secret retreat) they opted to erect two 8’x12’ storage sheds side by side and then piled earth around it. After erecting, waterproofing the sides that would be earthened with rubberized coating, insulating with R19 foam and wrapped in Tyvek then finally wiring it for 12volt usage. A pair of used marine 850amp batteries supplied all the power they needed and with a home built lawnmower generator they were able to charge the batteries when required. The only problem they had was water, two fifty-five gallon drums were positioned to be gravity fed into their cabin, but you had to manually fill them from a small stream maybe 400 yards away. That became a pain in the butt fast and during the winter, the stream always froze solid.

One side contained the living area that included a small kitchenette, foo-ton and a 96,000 btu Boxwood stove that if you weren’t careful would turn the place into a sauna if it was stoked to much. The other side held the sleeping and storage area containing a double sized bed and several sets of wooden shelves. It wasn’t the Ritz Hotel, but Justin was very impressed with it, so much so he had drawn plans copying it for use if he ever acquired property similar to theirs but replaced their bed with a set of bunk beds. He had the property available to him now, had the plans, and there was a lumber yard near the area his buddy’s place was at. He could live in his 6-person dome tent until it was finished which shouldn’t take more then a week to assemble if he were to start as soon as he arrived.

First things first though. He needed to notify his friend he was going up there, letting him know what his plan was - he had already ran it past him while up there and agreed to Justin doing it. It wasn’t likely he would be making it up there, opting for a friends farm closer to his home. Second was to either acquire a moving van or borrow one of the work delivery vans to carry all the gear/food/supplies stored in the house he rented from his mother and third, once on the property, to batten down the property and hope his food doesn’t run out before the pandemic outbreak runs it’s course. The list of materials could be faxed into the lumber yard and be waiting for him, but should he commit to it? This plan was made prior to meeting Megan, and wondered if he should clue her in on how his "dark side" is. She knew he took the "Be Prepared" boy scout motto to a higher level, and only kidded him a couple times about it, but would she understand him not telling her about it earlier in their relationship at what level he was really at? Would she understand why he didn’t tell her about the lottery winnings he’s kept secret for the last couple of weeks? Would she even go with him up to the cabin to ride out this possible pandemic, or would she just pack up her stuff and head out to her parents farm. Too many "IF’s" were emerging now that he was no longer single. Otherwise, he’d just load up everything into a rental truck, get a tow behind car carrier and head south for as fast and as far as he could. Hopefully he’d make it though the cities before the travel restrictions started. Always have three alternative plans to your primary one, he had learned from his time in the State Defense Force. Though he wasn’t a trained Green Beret or Special Forces soldier, he was confident the training he did receive in medical, NBC, weapons, security, communications and field survival/combat techniques would get him thorough most TSHTF situations. 

Grabbing a legal pad from his desk drawer, Justin began to calculate how much more material if instead of using a single 8x10 shed as his plan entailed, using two 12’x16’ or 12’x20’ sheds, maybe use a 12x16 with a 8x10 so it looks like a L? Rummaging around for his calculator he started on his shelters plan. Laughing at the thought of how stupid he was for doing this, he could just go online or to a Realtors office right now, have them locate a out of the way farm house with all he wanted and just transfer the funds and probably be moved in by the end of the weekend. A better option would be to have them locate him land with five to a hundred acres of forested land in the mid western Michigan area and buy it. It was just his freaking luck that TEOTWAWKI was fast approaching, he’d just won millions of dollars, and won’t be able to use it. He picked up the land line phone after looking at the clock to call his friend back. How much time was left before TSHTF? Didn’t matter, it either happens or it doesn’t happen. All you can do is prepare for it and ride out the storm with what you have. 


* * * * * * * *

Chapter 4
November 21st Continued…

After writing out his shelter shopping list and his phone call to his friend to confirm the emails he received who didn’t answer so he left a message. He decided to put part of his Disaster plan into motion but he had things to do today instead of sitting online waiting for the news to come out. Justin smiled grimly entering the small walk in closet turned ‘gun safe’ in the den. About the only security modification he did to it was install a steel door instead of the hollow wood doors typically found in 70’s era built homes. It held a small fire safe, a ten gun steel cabinet to hold his firearms and on the floor were a dozen or so metal ammunition cans with plastic carry totes affixed with labels identifying what was inside. Most of his camping gear and food storage was downstairs in the basement. The stuff he kept in the upstairs closet were mostly camping clothing and self defense items. He until just recently didn’t have the typical arsenal one would imagine a survivalist would have. Before becoming "rich", he owned a Russian SKS and Mosin M44, all bought prior to Y2k, a Marlin 60 .22 that had a Chinese imported 4x scope, two shotguns - one a modified Remington 870 Express into a riot shotgun he used during his time in the State Defense Force, the other a Winchester 120 Ranger used to shoot skeet. There was also a well used police turn-in 9mm Beretta 92F Centurion and a Bulgarian Makarov to even out his ‘arsenal’. The ‘Mak’ loaded with 90gr CCI JHP’s was his everyday carry pistol, the Beretta he only carried when he thought ‘trouble’ was around. He only recently had bought a .40 cal 96 Centurion upper assembly so he could use the heavier .40cal bullets instead of the measly 9mm rounds everyone these days seem to hate (he still loved shooting them). He also had two blackpowder firearms. One was a case hardened framed 1860 Army .44cal 5 ½" barreled revolver, the other was also a case hardened framed 1860 Army he called his ‘Cattleman’s carbine’ also in .44caliber but had a shoulder stock and a 8" barrel. There is a shop that makes drop-in cylinders that converts these rifles/pistols to cartridge guns. The two-piece cylinders are based on the 1868 Remington conversion cylinders except they are chambered for .45 Colt cartridges. The same drop-in cylinders that you can buy for Uberti replica Remington pistols fit the carbines as well. Justin had a pair of cylinders for his ‘Cattlemans Carbine" as he called it and pistol, but only used the lighter "Cowboy loads" only. While not a ‘true’ revolving carbine like the 1858 or 1866 Remington originals by it having a shoulder stock attached and a 8" barrel. The only significant difference between the Uberti replica and the originals in the barrel length. Original ’66 Remingtons had either 24 or 28 inch tubes. Occasionally a 26-inch barrel shows up, but they were only available on special orders. Today’s replicas have an 18-inch barrel, and they are designated as Remington Revolving carbines by Uberti. Justin was just about to the point of being able to purchase one before winning the lottery. Even though made from 1866 till 1879, the ‘66’s were actually Remington 1858 44cal. steel frames with shoulder stocks and 24 or 28" barrels. (editors note: confusing isn’t…)

The latter carbine was a favorite of his to fire at the gun club he belonged to, when others were out there popping away with M1A’s or the latest version of the AR, he would just enjoy the looks on their faces as he loaded and fired the blackpowder carbine on the pistol range. There had been one to many times where he ended up going home without blackpowder or lead balls left. During those times to the range and cross unit training, he was able to test out various rifles and get his likes and dislikes in those 4 and a half years. The best time was while at a field training OP with another unit, just for grins he had taken the Cattleman’s Carbine there. That particular FTX session was a class on full auto weapons and he was able to fire several submachine guns for familiarization purposes, his old time carbine was a hit too. As usual, he had ran out of lead balls for everyone wanting to fire it. He promised himself that day, if he ever had the money, he’d try and buy a MK760 or a M/11 9mm SMG - they were just too much fun to fire. Now he had the money, what was stopping him from buying them both? He’d have to look into getting the proper paperwork filled out - but was there enough time? 

He went to the gun locker and opened it. The Makarov was a great hideout piece, but today with the upcoming news, he should be carrying something more formidable. The weekend of the 12th there had been a gun show he normally went to where there were always dozens of things he wanted to buy but never had the money to do so. Knowing that his money should be deposited that week or next and having a outrageous limit open on his one credit card, he went alone to it hoping to find the items he wanted - AND get a good price in the process. The only catch, he could only use his credit card, then pay off the card once he had the money deposited into his account. 

He had done his usual walk around taking note of what table contained the items he was looking for including a spare 20" deer barrel and 26" game barrel for both his Winchester and Remington shotguns - which he bought. He saw several knives he would like to have too, along with several handguns and rifles - there was even a semi auto M1919A4, Barrett M82A1 and M90 at one table. Since he was in Michigan he couldn’t buy any of the handguns, unless he wanted to pay the transfer fees to a dealer in Ohio, and that would negate any savings. The rifles and shotguns on the other hand, he could purchase. Once he did his rounds, compared prices, he began making his purchases starting with the knife dealer, he wanted to buy some items from the surplus guy and a medical supplier table normally set up, but neither guys were there this time. Only half the show area was full and it was technically hunting season, it should of been pretty full. The knife dealer had a Sunday only 10% off any item sign. After the table owner asked if he could help him with anything Justin just smiled. "What kind of price would you give me if I would say I’ll take four of those Cold Steel Bushmans, two Becker BK10 Crewman and BK7 Combat Utility knifes, those four Gerber 600 multi pliers and two 800 models, two each of those Spyderco Endura, and blackened Para-Military and Military folders?" The dealers jaw dropped, "Oh yeah, how about four of those Benchmade 910 Strikers with blackened blades".

"Are you serious? Do you know how much that will run?", was his reply.

"Yes I do, about fifteen hundred dollars retail. Would you like my business, or should I go some where else? There’s one catch though. I’ll have to use my credit card because I forgot to bring my check book or cash along."

Beaming from ear to ear the dealer replied, "I’d only take cash or credit card if you were buying that much stuff. I’ll tell you what, I’ll give you 5% off of each item on top of the 10%, but to use the credit card, I’ll have to charge 3%."

"Well, I don’t know, that 3% cuts my savings down to only 12%, I can probably go on Ebay ® and get it cheaper for a few more dollars." The dealer thought for a moment, "That’s the best I can do. I get charged 3% of what the card company charges for transactions over $500. I don’t make much off of these anyway but if your card is good, I’ll wave the 3% charge. Heck son, this will make my weekend."

He walked his purchases out to his Jeep, smiling as he had his hand stamped to re-enter. Looking over his shoulder he saw the knife dealer making animated gestures to the table next to him and pointing towards Justin. Glad he could do something for the guy. He had treated him decently the couple other times he had bought knives from him so might as well spread the wealth a little. The dealer even tossed in a half dozen imported Chinese copies of Benchmade’s #910 Striker folding knives - great gift items this Christmas he thought.

Justin returned smiling and showing his stamp to the lady manning the booth. He next went to one of the firearm dealers he had bought the SKS from years ago. He always had everything from old Turkish Mausers to the latest M4A4 tactical version semi automatic rifles - he even had one of the new 6.8mm M4s. His ammunition prices were a little higher than most along with accessories for the armchair commandos. He walked the half dozen tables, picking up a rifle here and there after asking permission to handle them. He could get three of the basic Romanian AK variant rifles for the price of one AR15 in it’s latest M4 tactical variant, or the M1A in the latest SOCOM 16 special edition. The SOCOM 16 would make a great urban rifle, but he’d rather be able to carry more ammunition then carrying the equally weighted SOCOM and 20rd magazines of .308. He decided to go to another table when he saw the dealer accepting a wad of cash from three young men who defiantly were of the "gang-banger profile" to purchase three of the folding stocked AK’s he carried. Only thing Justin could understand from the ghetto chatter was "dis iz sum serious **** we’s gots now."

This other dealer had a lot of the AR’s, M1As, AK’s and several Savage and Remington tactical rifles for sale. He really liked the look of the Remington 11-87s police shotguns and they even had a couple Mossberg Military M590s with bayonet lugs. Prices were sometimes higher, sometimes not, especially today. Justin picked up a AR180B that had a different stock on it. Inspecting it closer it turned out to be a ACE folding stock and it’s muzzle had been threaded to accept a M16A2 flash suppressor, it was definitely used but showed hardly any wear, he sat it down and looked over the one next to it. This was a standard AR180B with full stock and factory muzzle break attached. He would of loved to have a Costa Mesa, or original Armalite AR180 from back in the day, but these were the next best thing, except for its polymer stock and lower receiver. "It’s for sale if you like it. I’ll take 10% off the posted price too." A kid not more then early-20’s said from his seat in the middle of the tables stuffing his face with french fries. 

"What price could you give me on that Rock River M4A3, with tactical flashlight, twelve of those used 30rd magazines, a EoTech scope that uses AA batteries, and two cases of that Wolf 62gr FMJ?" He had seen a dealer at the other end selling the polymer coated Wolf 62gr .223 for $104 a case plus tax, then Wolf 7.62x39 a case for $99.95 plus tax, along with Winchester and Federal 12ga tactical buckshot and slugs and various pistol ammunition. He’d probably go down to that dealer and purchase the ammo, but was curious if this guy would deal.

"I’ll take 10% off the posted price on the rifle and scope, then $9 each magazine and I’ll toss in 500rds of that Wolf .223 for free."

"What about for two of these AR180B’s? They’re almost half the cost of that Rock River Carbine. (RRA M4 was listed at $1295 with 70% of bells and whistles) If we can work something out - I’ll take these two off your hands today, plus the other items." Justin wanted a pair of .223 caliber rifles that used the M16/AR15 magazine, was lightweight, had the 1 in 9 barrel twist to use the military 62gr SS109s and the surplus M193 55gr bullets but didn’t want to pay the ridiculous price of $800 plus just for one rifle that will be probably beaten to hell if TSHTF or confiscated if used in self defense. The M4’s and various AR15’s looked mean and cool, but he couldn’t justify paying that much for a rifle that should only cost about $500 without the bells and whistles.

"I’ll be right back." The kid went over to a woman about Justin’s age who was talking on her cell phone, after conversing with her she looked up at Justin and thought for a moment, then nodded her head. The kid returned wiping his hands on his pants. "Okay, how about, $585 for the New 180, and $550 for the used, 10% off the scopes if you still want them, $8 per magazine, and I’ll toss in a case of what ever weight Wolf .223?"

"Make it $6 per magazine and it’s a deal. I know for a fact you get these gently used LEO only marked mags for around $3 dollars each." The kid walked back to where the woman was sitting, said a couple words to her and she nodded her head ‘yes’. A half hour later after filling out the proper forms, with the help of the kid, he placed the items into the back of his Jeep Cherokee and went back inside for one more trip. At one of the tables he spotted parachute flares, light stick trip flare kits, a pair of 26.5mm HK flare pistols with several boxes of flares. Spending the lone $100 he had brought he grabbed the box of pyrotechnics and left for home before he went broke or drew too much attention to himself….

Taking the Makarov from the small of his back, Justin unloaded the pistol putting it inside the locker on the top shelf, then removed one of his more recent acquisitions. This last Tuesday he picked up a .40cal Glock 23 and it’s Blade-tech ® IWB holster from the local gunshop he dealt with on those rare occasions he had money to spend. He had stopped in after work to inquire about ordering a couple pistols and saw it lying in the display case for $325. He thought about getting a couple more Beretta 96 Centurions, or Kimber .45s but since he also liked the Glocks he might as add one to his new collection. It was used, but was still in pretty good shape, he bought it on the spot and asked about getting a second one that was also used since he didn’t believe in paying full price on anything. After checking the Shotgun News and making a couple phone calls the owner was able to find one similar to one that Megan liked around $350 plus shipping. He paid for that too putting down half it’s cost as a retainer with a check. Once he was home, he went online and after searching for a hour off of a Glock site, purchased a pair of 9mm barrels from Lonewolf Distub.® so he could use two different types of ammunition if he ran out of .40cal. Then searched out somewhere to get magazines and holsters from, finding them a short time later and buying eight 13rd G23 mags, four 15rd G22 mags, then six 15rd mags for the G19 for each pistol. Before searching for accessories as a after thought once he arrived home, he had called back asking if the dealer could order him a sub compact model 27 with night sights. He had all the accessories 2nd day air delivered to his work address. Not a question was raised when the package arrived; no one was in the office at the time.

The reason he decided to get Glocks was a month after they started dating they had gone to a indoor range on a ‘date’. Megan had fired a Glock 19 of a woman who was there with her husband and said if she was to get a ‘gun’ that would be the one she wanted. She had tried the husbands Sig P228, Smith & Wesson 640 and a Kimber Classic .45 while liking how they shot and looked, none felt really comfortable as did the Glock. Justin would of rather bought the Sigs, but the Glock did feel pretty balanced in his hands and was relatively lightweight. Another reason was during dinner across the street at his favorite Mexican restaurant, she wouldn’t stop talking about how much she liked the OD Green Glock and it’s cool ‘night sights’ that ‘chick’ carried. 

After making sure it was chamber empty, he placed the pistol into its holster then secured it at the small of his back, and bent down to one of the ammo cans with the .40cal JHP tag, opening it then began filling it’s magazine along with two of the Glock 22 15rd mags with 165gr Federal Hydra-shock ammunition. He still laughed at the sight of his Jeep when he left the gun show, the back end was seriously riding low. There were two AR180B’s with padded cases, four cases of Wolf .223 - two 55gr & 62gr, and a case of 7.62x39 Soviet FMJ for his SKS. He also had bought a full case each of Winchester Ranger Tactical buckshot and slugs along with two cases of Wolf 9mm and 40cal for practice ammo. He could of gone to Wally-World and bought their 100rd economy white box ammo, but he wasn’t to sure how it would go over if he asked to buy case lots at the counter. Then lastly, there was the box of knives. He’d probably have to get the JHP ammo in .40 or 9mm from S.G. or Ammoman® once he was home. The prices the dealers wanted were a good $5 more a box then what he could get from either of the two companies SHIPPED to his door. 

Laughing slightly to himself again, he reached into the locker after replacing the Glock in its holster, shivering a little at the coldness against his skin. Removing one of two Molle 2 harnesses’ he had set up for himself and Megan, he removed the magazines inside the pouches to load. He had bought the harness’s from a website that night after coming home from the gun show and had it 2nd day aired to him. He was spending money like a drunken sailor on leave at the moment, but would settle down once Megan either found out, or he limited out on his charge card. Justin opened a ammo can he had labeled with XM193PD. He began to load the eight thirty round magazines (only to 29 though) with the less expensive but higher quality field ammo, but used the expensive tactically bonded 60gr TAP .223 to load the magazine in the rifle with. At a buck a shot, he wanted to make sure if he shot someone, they’d stay down, if he needed to reload, then it was going to be more practical to use the less expensive rounds to let fly and de-*** the area. Maybe he should of bought that SOCOM 16 after all if he was worried about putting someone down and keeping them down. There’s always tomorrow he could go buy it if they’re still around, he thought absently. Making short order of loading magazines since they were on stripper clips he grabbed "his" AR180B with ACE folding stock from the locker and inserted a magazine but not chambering a round. Instead he put it to his shoulder sighting in on the wall he saw the tritium front post glowing brightly. That was a feature he didn’t know the rifle had until he had placed it into the gun room upon arriving home. Then he turned on the EOTech dot sight to check that the battery was still good. Next he hit the pressure switch for the G2 Streamlight tactical light he had attached to the front handguard in a very unorthodox manner that surprisingly worked well. Maybe he should of just bought four of the Aks and added the M4 collapsible stocks, tactical lights and decent dot sights. If he had time, maybe he’ll call the local store and order four as spares along with a couple cases of ammo each from Ammoman®. Right now there were too many other things to accomplish before the balloon went up. Finding the case for the AR180B he zipped it closed, replaced the magazines into his Molle 2 LBV then set it all including his Advantage Millennium gas mask and carrier outside the door. Another piece of equipment he pondered was the concealable Level 3A body armor with K20 trauma plate or the surplus Kevlar Flak vest he had bought while in the reserves. He had always worn the concealed vest while pulling gate duty and was laughed at on several occasions by active duty personnel once they saw he was wearing it for HIS own safety. Reluctantly, he sat both outside the door adding to the growing pile of gear along with his heavy Kevlar "fritz" helmet with upgraded three point chin strap. Grabbing his ever present notepad from a coat pocket, Justin made quick notes to check online later to the alcohol stove site to buy several of them. He also started a list for Wal-Mart and Lowe’s or Manards for denatured alcohol, batteries, several LED headlamps and flashlights, also to get five gallon kerosene and gas cans to add to his stash of forty gallons of gas, and twenty of kerosene already.

Exiting the room he shut off its light and relocked the door. As he pocketed his keys, his cell phone began to ring the tone for his buddy Dan - his ring tone was Limp Bizkits "break something", "This is Justin". . . . Justin looked at his watch, amazed it wasn’t even 10am yet and he was already tired.

Chapter 5

“You’re not going to believe this buddy! Information just emailed out through network is that the World Health Organization has come out saying that the ‘flu’ found among the suspected cases is not the H5N2 strain. Our person with the CDC just told us they’re not even going to make a announcement about the ‘suspected’ jump. She said to quote her, “It was a mistake at their laboratories analyzing the field tests.” The group still thinks this is just a ploy to allow the different agencies getting their poop in a group before shutting things down.”. 

“You’re serious right?” Justin had just moved the pile of equipment a few feet nearer to the hallway for a grab and go if needed as his friend spoke. He’d have to recheck his BOB to make sure everything was inside for the fall and winter seasons. It was strange how his gear was beginning to switch back to the more civilian style - very slowly though, he still had his ECWCS Gen 1 Gore-tex jacket and pants in the CFP-90, along with OD green, gray and woodland camo BDU style pants and shirts. Maybe he’d run up to Cabela’s or to Dick’s Sporting Goods and do some outdoor clothing shopping this afternoon. That’s after he ran into the lawyers to sign papers, hit either Sam’s Club or a Grocery Warehouse place he’s been checking out, get a oil change, check about transferring some of his banked money into gold and silver coins….

“I’m very serious Justin. Would you want to make a announcement like that and not have the proper people in place in case the citizens panic? We’re keeping a close eye through the network if emergency services, police and military are being activated, and besides the normal emergencies, no one has been activated to our knowledge. I’d take a wait and see but prepare for the worst mentality. How are your plans coming along? You sure you’re not going to be heading down to Safe Camp 6? ”

“I don’t know, I’m going to call Megan and tell her to load up her car and get out to her parents today and not tomorrow like she planned. I’m going to hit Sam’s Club and buy the place out. It’s too late to place a order from Emergency Essentials or Walton Feed to get here in time, so I’ll have to go to other options.”

“Whoa, don’t tell me you’re going to max out those credit cards, let’s not get too serious about this. I know the group had put out the third quarter alert, but there’s still no official notification it’s “here” yet.”

Justin held the phone away from his face staring at it. “What? Did I hear this right. Dan the over cautious preparedness survivalist freak is saying we need to NOT go off half cocked and wait until the Fed dot Gov tells us things are hitting the fan?”

More silence then there was a response. “Justin, we’ve prepped for this for a long time, some within the group are excited this is happening and are looking forward to manning the Safe Camps and starting new. I like my life as it is, I don’t want to have to pull guard duty or go on patrols or do ambushes because I’m forty three years old with a replaced knee that hurts every time the weather changes. I don’t want to have to see my kids go hungry, or be worried about staying warm during the winter. I’ll do it if I have to. Just don’t put yourself in a hole you can’t climb yourself out of. Are you sure you can’t just drop everything and get on the road? You know we can find you a job somewhere other then there.”

“I’m good Dan, just trust me. Remember the shelter plans I spoke to you about and wrote in the groups newsletter as my introduction?”

“The storage shed shelter?”

“That’s the one, I have a place to put it and means to purchase it easily, winter might get a little cold, but I’ll be able to quarantine myself easily.”

Justin could actually visualize Dan shaking his head. “If you think that’s best. Need to get going, talk to you later buddy, wish you were here instead of there.”

“Message received Dan, so do I. I’m not looking forward to two feet of snow this winter. Don’t worry about me. Later.” He hung up the phone putting it back into his pocket then thought about it and dialed Megan. Her cell phone rang until her voice mail picked it up. “Megan it’s Justin, need you to listen and just do what I say - Please. Pack up your stuff, along with your important papers and passport and get out to your parents place TODAY, no later then this evening. Call me on my cell, bye.”

Remembering to call his lawyer came as his cell phone beeped that he had a voicemail message, looking at the caller ID it was his lawyers office, must of called while he was talking to Dan. He had called him on his way home after filling up the Jeep and said he’d be in later today to sign the papers putting $1million dollars into a trust fund for each of his brothers kids. They wouldn’t be able to access it until their eighteenth birthday, at eighteen, there would be a $25 thousand dollar check for a vehicle sent to them. Whether they wanted to buy a $1K junker and pocket the rest was up to them, the rest could only be used for education until the age of 24 where they’d get $30k a year check until the age of 35. That part his lawyer had suggested really amazed him. At the age of 35 they could access the entire trust fund each unless Justin specifically went back and had the kid’s trust funds rewritten. Only he could do it, not even a court order could make him change it since he was in sound mind when the original papers were written.

He speed dialed his lawyers office making a mental note to plug his phone into the charger in his Jeep, it was getting a workout today. “Hi there, This is Justin Abbcott, Stephen left me a message to call him this morning. Okay thanks.” He only waited a few seconds before his lawyer answered. “ Stephen, Hi there, I’m doing great thanks. Look, I was wondering if you knew anyone locally who’d be able to transfer some of my cash into gold and silver coins.”

“How much are we talking Justin.”

“I want to get about a hundred thousand dollars into various gold and silver coins, plus pre-1964 quarters and dimes before noon if possible.”

“That’s a LOT of coinage in a very short amount of time. Aren’t you worried that people will find out you’re the one who won that jackpot? Besides, where are you going to store it all?” Jenkins asked, obviously curious as to why he’s transferring money into gold and silver coins. He himself had a quarter of his portfolio in vintage coins including gold and silver but in recent days both gold and silver had been slipping ground ever so slightly, maybe his most recent best client had a inside tip or something that should be looked into further.

Grabbing up his red disaster folder from the desktop he referenced what pages he wanted on coinage. He would want in bullion Canadian, Krugerrand, American Eagle Gold coins in 1/10th, ¼, ½, and 1 ounce sizes, silver US Eagles and Maple Leaf 1 ounce coins, then pre-64 Washington quarters, Mercury and Roosevelt dimes, Morgan and Peace dollars, Franklin and Walking liberty half dollars, “I have a little safe at the house to put it in. What I’m looking for Stephen is someone who can get this coinage, do you have a pen or should I just email it to you?”

“I’m at my desk now, just let me know what you want and I’ll see what I can do, there are a couple people I’ve dealt with who may be able to help you. You know, you should just do this yourself otherwise I’d have to charge you normal rates for my services.” Jenkins smiled, knowing that he was going to make a good commission of this transaction. At $120/hr, this alone could be a all day billable hours. His heart sank when Justin replied.

“You know what Stephen, that’s a good idea. I know a place I can call that I use to go into. Put yourself down for two hours of billed time today and I’ll be in later to sign those papers and bill me for another hour then. I have some errands to do this morning so I’ll be swinging by your office in a hour or so if that’s okay. Stephen, thanks for all your help you’ve provided.”

“I have a court appearance at 1pm Justin, so come in before 11 and we can take care of this paperwork if you don’t mind. Goodbye.” Jenkins hung up the phone nearly kicking himself for suggesting Justin to do the leg work himself. That would of been a easy $720 made today. Maybe Justin was catching on that he didn’t really require a lawyer to do everything for him and would require him less and less. He’ll have to make him a offer when he shows up. Defiantly lowering his price to maybe $95/hr would entice him to keep him around. Jenkin’s office also provided accounting services that many of the area elite and smaller business’s used instead of the large corporate business’s. Jenkins pulled up Justin’s file on his computer checking the balances. Three accounts they’d set up haven’t been touched, his credit union account wasn’t on this file but the forth account was showing activity and it was very frugal. Less then eight thousand dollars had been removed. So far the young man wasn’t just throwing money around like he had seen so many others do once they either inherited or won a lot of money. Normally the first thing one would do is run out and buy a expensive car for each member of the family, pay off their houses, credit cards, and go on a long vacation. Within a couple months they get a notice saying they’re almost broke and wondered where all the money went. Justin Abbcott wasn’t like the normal person by far.

Justin hung up the phone. As he had spoke with Jenkins, he was back working on his new laptop wondering how he ever was able to get by using a dial up modem and a Win95 Operating system. Information was flashing past him about coin dealers in his area. There were a couple so he wrote down their numbers and would call them as soon as he hung up with Jenkins, there was another one just north in Monroe Michigan that he may try as well. So much to do, so little time. He absently wondered how much money he was going to spend today preparing for something that might not even happen. If nothing DID happen, he’s going to have a lot of food in the garage and ammunition arriving at work. Hopefully the pallet won’t be too big to give himself away, but maybe today he should tell his boss he had won the Lotto? Shrugging that idea to the back burner, he then began pulling up the spreadsheets and lists from his computer. Most of the information from his “disaster book” was now in the computer and downloading the pages to print would be easier then carrying around his three ring binder. The can of coke a cola next to him was suddenly empty so he reached to the small refrigerator kept in the den for another one. Checking over the word documents labeled “Sam’s club, Lowes, Home Depot, Gordon Foods, WalMart” He hit the print button and went downstairs to get himself a bowl of frosted flakes. He stopped at the top of the stairs and went back into his den to turn on the TV. He had decided not to put a TV into the master bedroom because he’d end up just laying in bed watching TV and not sleeping. Since doing that, he’d been able to get to bed faster and sleep better knowing that there wasn’t one easily available. He turned it to FOX news, wishing he had a second TV to turn on CNN and thought of the TV downstairs. Before making breakfast he turned on CNN and turned up the volume. Still nothing about the breaking news Dan said was to be released any minute now. Once that broke, who know how the government and the people would react to it with nothing but the “Bird Flu” being in the news just about every day for the last few weeks. Billions of dollars were being spent on whether it will hit the US shores and some experts were even claiming it might not mutate for at least ten years. What a crock - it was almost starting to turn into another Y2K scare that soaked millions of people out of their money into preparing for the end of the world. Justin had fallen for it, but thankfully he didn’t spend too much that he couldn’t dig himself out of the hole he got himself into. He’d never do that again. Looking up at the clock as he was stuffing the luscious tasting frosted flakes into his mouth, he had to get going if he was going to be meeting Stephen to sign those papers. Looking at his phone, Megan still hadn’t called him back. Maybe she had her phone on vibrate again and was still sleeping - she wasn’t a morning person at all. Washing out the dish, he grabbed his insulated Carhart Ranch work coat (purchased over the weekend on sale) and ballcap then headed out the door, making sure it was locked behind him. When he started his Jeep he smacked the steering wheel and climbed back out. He had forgotten to turn off the lights and computer upstairs, and turn the heat down to 55F since he won’t be home for the rest of the afternoon.

* * * * * * *

Listening to the radio as he drove to the lawyers office was frustrating, nothing was being said about the outbreak in Asia being renamed the H5N2 strain. Maybe Dan’s intelligence network was wrong after all. Maybe they did jump the gun on this and not realize what they were doing. As he drove he dialed up the numbers of coin and bullion dealers. One wouldn’t be able to help him with the amount he required, the other was closed on Mondays, but the third located in Michigan would be more then happy to get what he wanted AND Justin wouldn’t have to pay the new tax the Governor reinstalled on rare coins and bullion. Before this summer, you weren’t charged sales tax in Ohio on gold, silver or platinum bullion or non-legal tender vintage coins. Due to Ohio’s deficit, the governor as part of his balanced budget plan, rescinded a ten year old tax cut. The store owner/manager was going to handle his request personally and asked if Justin would like to stop in later in the day to provide the final signatures and bank money wire transfers. Another thing to do today IF the feces doesn’t hit the fan. 

Arriving at the office twenty-some minutes later he was greeted by Stephen’s secretary Barb Nelson, she’d been working for him for a good ten years and always had a smile on her face. “Good morning Mrs. Nelson.” Justin said as he closed the door. He had brought in his little soft sided briefcase Stephen suggested he carried for his newly acquired papers one of his wealth should carry around. What no one would know unless they had one themselves, was the hidden compartment inside that could hold a pistol - which he had forgotten to put inside today. He was still carrying the .40cal Glock that was covered very nicely by the canvas Ranch coat though. The black ballistic nylon padded briefcase was another new item he bought last week and had Next day aired to him at work, it raised a few eyebrows but they were dismissed once he said, “I found it on Ebay and only paid $26 bucks for it.” Justin had bought the majority of his field and camping equipment used during his service the last four and a half years in the Volunteer State Defense Force. He finally resigned from it in late Summer realizing he couldn’t afford to be part of it with all the time required to put into it. He missed it, but maybe now he could get back into it. With the new found money, he could buy his unit some great equipment and at the same time use it as a tax write off. 

Stephen was in his office and upon hearing him come in came out and greeted him in his usual manner. “How’s my best client doing today? Come on inside Justin so we can get this over with and you can be on your way.”

Justin entered taking a seat before his desk. Several folders were opened across his desk and noticed two had his name on them. “Is everything set up the way I asked?”

“It sure is, one million dollar trust funds for each of your family members including your best friend and his family. Are you sure you want to part with that much money at one time?”

“Heck, I’m worth what - a hundred thirty million dollars Stephen, I think I can spare a few million to buy their love and admiration.” Justin was going to present the paperwork and their first checks on Thanksgiving before heading out to have dinner with Megan’s family. With his mother and her long time boyfriend living in Florida for the winter, he would either have to fly down and give it to them personally or have it Next Day Aired to them so they’d receive it on Friday. His best friend and his wife Mike and Cheryl, brother Scott, sister in law Diane, mother and her boyfriend Jim would each receive a million dollar trust fund, that gave them a check of $50 thousand dollars a year for the next 20 years. His brothers kids would have a million dollar trust fund also, he had thought about putting one aside for his best friends kids, but would have to ask his buddy about it first. Today he was using $10 million of his winnings to hopefully ensure a good life for his family. What they did with it was all up to them. 

“You know they’ll ask for more and expect you to give it to their extended families once they find out how much you’re worth. That’s what I’ve found in cases like this.”

“I know, and I’m ready to deal with that. Thanksgiving is a time to be thankful for those around you, not for what is expected of you to dole out.”

Nodding his head, Stephen handed him a pen. I just need your signatures where indicated and we can get the funds transferred into their awaiting accounts. We’ll still need their account numbers to deposit the money before they can start receiving their yearly checks. Oh, did you happen to find a coin dealer yet?”

Shaking his own head, he signed. “I actually did. I’m stopping in there later this afternoon and see what they can do for me. I know they’re going to look at me like I’m some kind of wackjob, especially dressed like this.”

“If they treat you poorly dressed like a average working Joe, they don’t deserve your business. Okay, here are the fifty thousand dollar checks made out to your family and friends with a copy of the trust agreement and my card if they have any questions about it.” Stephen handed Justin nine envelopes rubber banded together. “I need you to sign this saying you took possession of them” He pushed another piece of paper in front of him, Justin signing it after reading it. “Then there is one last item I’d like to take up with you.”

“Oh, what’s that?” Justin put the envelops along with his copies of the paperwork into his briefcase, zipping it closed.

“I’d like to reduce my hourly legal fees to $95 per hour and $75 per hour for our accounting and financial services we could provide to you if you are interested. I know we spoke before about you getting someone to take care of the everyday bills and accounting and you said you’d think about it.”

Sitting there slightly shocked Justin just said, “Why the decrease?”

“Well, to be honest, business is starting to decline with people not requiring the services of business related lawyers and accountants anymore with all the smaller home based business’s popping up all over the place. Most people are now working out of their homes to save office rental, travel and transportation costs, paying employees, etc. I’d just like to keep good customers happy and my family well fed.” He smiled at the last part. One thing Stephen Jenkins sure wasn’t lacking was a lack of good meals.

Rising to his feet, Justin held out his hand to Jenkins. “Don’t worry Stephen, until proven otherwise, I’ll keep you as my business legal advisor and after the holidays, I’ll be more then happy to chat with your financial people about investing.” 

“That’s great to hear Justin. That’ll ease my mind for a while now.” Jenkins shook his hand and released it. Justin could tell the man had been nervous about bringing up this topic so he just had to add a little reminder to him.

“Besides Stephen, you know who my criminal lawyer is, and how good he is at what he does. Plus, he wouldn’t charge to represent me in court.” He smiled a wide smile seeing the look on Jenkin’s face was priceless especially when he replied with. “I wouldn’t want to be on the opposite side of Kevin - that’s for sure.”

Justin walked out of the office saying goodbye to Mrs. Nelson with the biggest smile on his face. Next stop after checking his watch was the Safety Supply Store to pick up items he knew he was missing in his isolation/biological kit. More real Tyvek coveralls, N100 masks, those purple High Risk Nitrile gloves, filters for his Millennium mask, antibacterial gel wash, cleaner/disinfectant and a mask for Megan, now that she was part of his preparedness planning. Justin laughed, he already had a M17A2 mask along with a couple N100 and N95 masks, a older US woodland pattern chemical suit still sealed inside it’s bag and a pair of the Tyvek knock-off material coveralls with hood and booties all stuffed inside his parachute bag labeled his C-Bag. He better stop at the bank and withdraw a couple thousand dollars in cash. He should of grabbed some more money from his safe. Upstairs in the small fire safe, he had ten thousand dollars in ten’s and twenties, but only about a hundred dollars on him at the moment. He wondered if the store could get him a couple of the new J-List Chemical suits…hmmm, he’d have to ask. If not he could order a few off of a site he came across by accident. It was something like gasmasks dot com or something similar to it. They had everything related to NBC protection and contamination avoidance. Just thinking about being able to afford one of the new military grade J-List suits now made him laugh out loud. The old OD Green BDO (battle dress over garment) charcoal impregnated chem suit he was issued was a far cry from the new lighter weight J-List’s or Rampart chemical suits. Maybe he should get a couple fully encapsulated bio-suits with SCBA units too?? Hmmm, he thought. 

He saw one of his new banks branch and turned into it’s lot. Time to make a withdraw, or two, he smiled walking across the parking lot after parking his Jeep. He was halfway to the doors when he remembered he was carrying concealed. He pretended to forget something and climbed back in removing the pistol, locking it into the glove compartment once he looked around to see if anyone was watching.. . .

Lottery 6

Chapter 6
STILL…November 21st, 2005….

Sitting in his Jeep outside of the wholesale grocery store he had driven past hundreds of times he rummaged through his clipboard for the right printout. He had found their number and had called on his way from the Safety Supply Store if he could buy in bulk as a private citizen or if he had to have a Tax ID number or owner of a business that sold retail.. Surprisingly the person on the phone said, that they did, but you didn’t get the wholesale cost if you didn’t have a retail store or tax ID number but you did get a discount depending the amount he bought. The back of his Jeep was already full of items from the Safety Store, including with it’s back seat down. At first they didn’t want to sell to him, due to a ‘no walk in’ policy, until one of the ladies there recognized him for coming in every now and then to pick up their one serving electrolyte drink pouches he used while in the field for reserves. When he did, he’d buy a box each of the cherry, grape and lemonade flavors, and hand them out to the guys in his squad before drill to carry in their pocket or LBE. A couple times he had forgotten those packets and didn’t hear the end of it from his guys so he made sure he had some all the time. When he had asked to see a catalog to point out the items he would like, they questioned why he was interested in getting them. It was far from the usual items he normally purchased. So he fessed up - slightly, telling them his boss wanted to get some supplies set aside just in case this “Bird Flu” thing was for real and since he had been following it, was selected to go shopping for him. The two women looked at each other in silence, before the younger of the two spoke. “We’ve had a lot of people coming in here asking for masks and gloves, we’ve kind of relaxed the ‘no walk-ins’ policy if that is what they were buying it for. Once they see the prices on them, they always go with a lower quality item or don’t buy anything. I hope you’re not going to do the same.” 

He had assured them, he wasn’t going to skimp on the quality of item. Looking into his rearview mirror, he defiantly didn’t skimp and was glad they accepted cash so he didn’t have to use his work’s credit card, although they did question why he was given so much cash. A MSA Millennium mask for Megan, he had nearly wiped them out of their on hand stock of 3M® protective masks. seven boxes of odor removing R95 masks, eight boxes of N95 healthcare/surgical masks and ten boxes each of N100 and P100 masks with valves, ten boxes of N-Dex Nitrile powder free medical grade gloves, four boxes of 25 each XL and 1X Tyvek hooded coveralls with non-skid boots, and four boxes of Butyl rubber over gloves. He also had picked up two ESP 2 Communication system adapters that clipped to the face piece diaphragm housing to amplified speech for both their Millennium gas masks along with all six of the Unknown environment (NBC) rated filters they had at the time to add to his own stock of six Scott NBC filters. As he was about to pull out of the lot, he forgot about a couple more things. The women both groaned as he reentered the store. He purchased several boxes of their Squench one-serving electrolyte drinks, several Uvex® Genesis protective eyewear frames with a box each of clear XTR and mirrored UD replacement lenses then several cases of antibacterial disinfectant spray, hand gels and spray bottle solutions.

Closer to him at the loading dock without bays he saw several SUVs, cargo and mini-vans being loaded with case lots of foodstuff, mostly soups, soft drinks and various paper sundries. Hopefully the person he spoke with wasn’t pulling his leg, otherwise he’d have to go to Gordon foods or Sam’s club. He’d hate to do that and then try to find a way to get all the items back to his house. His cell phone began ringing with the reveille tune signaling it was Megan. “Hey there babe, I tried calling you earlier.” Justin began to say watching as a big semi tractor trailer pulled into the lot and up to one of the empty dock bays.

“Oh I had it on vibrate and decided to sleep in then go for a run. I heard your message, what’s going on, your message was kind of strange.” 

How to tell her tactfully the world might be coming to a end before the weekend? “Oh I was just thinking, with all the travel and I’ll be busy the next few days, why don’t you head out to your parents today instead of tomorrow.”

“But why did you say to take my important papers and passport? You planning on taking me on a secret trip or something over the holiday?” She laughed slightly, knowing he couldn’t afford to get away especially during this weekend since he had to run the office on Wednesday and Friday.

“Just in case I guess, if you don’t want to, that’s okay - forget I even said anything. But seriously, head out to your parent’s, they probably could use your help getting ready for the big dinner. You sure it’s still okay for me to show up, it’s not like I’ve met them before and this is the big first meeting.”

“Sure it’s okay. They think it’s a little strange you’re going to drive out by yourself and face the mob I call a family though. You better bring a couple bottles of wine, even though my brother will be bringing a couple bottles of his home made hooch he pretends to call wine.” 

“Not a problem, I know you like seeing me work under pressure - it’s all good!” He laughed watching as a pallet of canned good were off loaded from the tractor trailer - boy they don’t waste any time. Hopefully he’d be able to buy the bulk goods in case lots without too much hassle. “I’ll tell you what, I need to get going and I’ll give you a call later. Okay?”

“Sure, don’t work to hard. Love you” She just had to rub it in she had the week off. Justin wondered what she would think when she found out he was now a millionaire. 

“Love you slightly more” he replied, almost gagging on saying it. But if it made her happy, why not. She so far was a good woman after all and turning out to be a fantastic one he could really see himself spending he rest of her life with. Being 36 years old, never married, no kids that he knew of, he just wasn’t really interested in getting married until he found the “right one”. He had been witness to too many friends who just settled for what they could find - most were divorced and remarried today. As the days go by, he was thinking he really did finally meet the “right one”. It was scary - especially keeping this secret from her. Was it because she actually liked him for who he was, she was use to dating guys from work who were making the big bucks, even was engaged to a guy making six figure income, but turned out to be a complete sleeze once he gave her a ring. Maybe it was because of him, now with all this money, maybe he’d find someone better or didn’t want to be tied down with just one person now?

Muttering something to himself about how he over thinks everything, Justin walked inside to see if he could get his order placed, if not, it was off to Sam’s club or Gordon foods. 

* * * * * *

Pushing the last pallet of merchandise to the awaiting moving van, Justin slipped the two warehouse guys two twenties each for helping him load the cube van. He couldn’t believe how much stuff was loaded into the back once he began to list off the items he wanted. The warehouse’s prices were amazing, especially after getting the bank to vouch for him that he was in very good credit standing and had well over $20 thousand dollars available and could wire the total amount if they didn’t want to accept a debit card or personal check. They even gave him a scanner to just go around the warehouse and scan the item to download into their register when he was ready to checkout and the warehouse will pull the merchandise for him. Among the things he bought were ten fifty pound bags of rice, dried pinto, black and red beans, corn meal in twenty pound bags, toilet paper, olive and peanut oil, toothpaste, shampoo, deodorant, cleaning supplies, tampons, cases of canned soups, tomatoes, beans, vegetables, fruits in both #10 and grocery-store sized cans, sugar, powdered milk, shortening, butter beads, various spices, pasta, canned chicken, turkey, ham, beef, corned beef, dried beef by the case lots, cases of bottled water - it looked like he was providing his own relief supply truck to some disaster zone a guy said to him in a joking manner. Justin was going wild buying a couple cases of this and four cases of that. Once he was at the end of the warehouse, he had spent nearly $6,300. There was defiantly enough food to last six people for a year easily. He had used a program found on a prep site to calculate how much of what item was needed, he just multiplied it by six then added two in case surprise guests showed up. Once he had realized how much was purchased, he asked if they could deliver it. The warehouse owner shook his head saying that they didn’t provide it but the U-haul place up the street didn’t price gouge people too bad. He had also told him, it would take a hour or so to get his order together anyway so off Justin went to rent a truck to get everything home. As he pulled into the business’s lot, he tried thinking where he was going to put everything. It may be best if he rented the truck for a couple or three days. By then, if TSHTF ‘hit’ before Thursday, he’d have a vehicle to haul everything he had in and not worry about returning it. Only stipulation he made to himself was, is that it had to be a diesel powered one.

Spending more then he should have, Justin decided to make a couple more trips before going home, he had left his Jeep at the U-haul store against better judgment once he transferred his briefcase, vehicle BOB bag, CERT bag and protective gear. Next he took a drive up to the coin dealer in Michigan. As he pulled into their lot, he was surprised at the size of the store located in a newer strip mall. He parked the rental van towards the back, backing it in for easier egress and as he approached, noticed the no firearms sign in the window. Justin grimaced at the options before him, a) leaving his pistol in the rental van, b) either continue to carry concealed and carry his briefcase inside that contained his checks for his family and two thousand dollars in cash he had left or c) leaving it all in the rental van. He said hell with it and continued into the store, making sure his coat was covering his Glock. There was no way he was going to be leaving his briefcase outside. Upon entering the store, he was given a warm welcome by a armed uniformed security guard just inside the doorway. “Hi, I spoke with the owner this morning about getting some coins?” From in front of him behind a dozen or so display cabinets was a massive vault, one would see at a bank. A well dressed man in his late 50’s emerged, a smile beaming on his face and walking around the displays with his hand outstretched. “I’m glad you were able to make it today Mr. Abbcott. I’m Hugh Petersen, owner of this store. How can we help you today?”

Being totally caught off guard by the over friendliness of Petersen, Justin shook his hand. “Well sir, like I had spoken to you on the phone, I’m looking to transfer between $50 and 100 thousand dollars into various pre-64 quarters, dimes, half dollars and into gold and silver bullion. Are you capable of handling that?”

Still beaming with a huge smile the man nodded enthusiastically, “I assure you we’re more then capable of that, with four stores in SE Michigan and contacts thorough out the region, we can supply you with that somewhat easily, but it will take at least a couple of days to gather.”

“That’s good, now, let’s see if we can work something out.” 

Two hours later all Justin wanted to do was go home and go to bed. Megan had called saying she was at her parents place and they were happy she decided to come out earlier then planned so she can help them get the house ready. He still had one last place he wanted to hit, (it was after 5pm and still no news of the H5A2 jump yet) was out to a home he saw that sold used steel barrels by the side of the road. Pulling the cube van off to the small shoulder was no great feat, but it still stuck slightly onto the roadway. The barrels were in great shape without any rust or dings on them. He was planning on filling these with gasoline and kerosene since he didn’t have any diesel powered vehicles - he suddenly thought about buying one of those big Ford Diesel crew cab Super Duty’s, those would haul a ton of equipment and pull a trailer he could fit all his supplies in too if he had to bug out. Why didn’t he think of that before, but, it would really advertise he suddenly came into money with his neighbors. With the moving van, he could just say he was helping a friend move and decided to return the van in the morning (although he’d probably be working into the night unloading the thing into his garage if TSHTF doesn’t occur within the next couple of days), he had paid to return it before 6am Thursday or be charged for another day.

“Can I help you?” A voice called out from behind the house. Out came a man wearing striped coveralls dirty with grease and what not smeared on his coveralls as Justin was shoving the last of his Taco Bell order into his mouth, four crunchy taco’s never tasted so good when you haven’t eaten all day.

“Hi there, I’ve wondered about your barrels here, You still asking $6.00 each for the metal and $5.00 for the plastic ones?” The guy had a half dozen 55gal metal drums, four blue 55gal plastic drums and maybe eight of the smaller white 30gal plastic drums. 

“Up, that’s what the sign says, gotta tell you though, you can’t use those for drinking water, they were used for storing paint thinner, pesticides, apple or grape juice but it’s nothing that some Simple Green ® and hot water can’t get rid of. Well second thought maybe the white ones you can put water in, we got them from a guy who said they were used to ship apple and grape juice in. We’re just getting rid of them for him.”

Justin walked up to the man extending his hand, “Hi name is Alan Myers, I’d like to get four of the steel drums, two of the blue plastic and four of those white drums. Would cash be acceptable?”

The guy shook his hand saying, “Cash has never been a problem with me. Let me help you get them into your van.”

Laughing slightly as they walked back up to his rental truck he opened the back rolling door, the guy let out a “Holy crap that’s a lot of food, you feeding a army or something?”

“Or something is more like it. By the way, do you know anywhere I could get bulk purchase of kerosene and gasoline, maybe some diesel around here?”

The guy looked at him as if Justin just felt him up, “You’re one of them crazy survivalists aren’t you. Prepping for that Duck and Bird Flu to come wipe us off the planet I bet. I’ve had a few of you stop by over the last few months for these barrels.”

“Is that a problem Sir? If so, I’ll be on my way.” Justin began to close the trucks door when the man stopped him.

“Hell no it doesn’t bother me, it’s just strange to finally meet one of you who’s actually admitting you’re really preparing. Everyone else was just getting a barrel for ‘storing rainwater for the garden’.” He even made the exaggerated quotation notes with his fingers that made Justin laugh - he hated it when people did that, it looked cheesy. “Heck, As long as you’re not going to do anything illegal with these drums - like they did out in Oklahoma we’re good to go.”

“That’s great, I wanted to stock my cabin up north before things get crazy, and finding barrels to put fuel in is getting harder every day because of the stupid Meth heads. So, where could I get some fuel from?” he asked again removing he money clip he began carrying in his pocket. The clip itself was a black CRKT “KISS in the Dark” folder. The guy eyed the tens and twenties with a new interest.

“Let me help you with these, that’s if there’s any room left.”

Justin loaded the barrels into the back by placing them wherever they could go. He paid the man and said he might be back for more which the man greatly appreciated, otherwise he would just have to take them to the dump. Justin could barely keep his eyes open as he drove home finally pulling into his driveway and backing up to the door. Right now he didn’t care if the world ended, he just wanted to go to bed. As he exited the cube van he suddenly thought how was he going to explain to his boss why he was driving a moving van and not his Jeep to work tomorrow? Damn, never thought of that…. 

Lottery 7

November 24th 2005

It had been three days since getting the alert signal and nothing more had come from the government or news outlets about any H5N2 outbreaks in the Asian-pacific area. There were several of the more fringe blogs and newsgroups stating that the government was keeping a lid on it and hundreds of people have died overseas so far. Dan’s network of folks had put the alert down into “Half-time” mode but to be ready to move to their Safe Camps at a moments notice. All of the network members were reminded to follow protocols pertaining to limiting exposure with large groups unless at least wearing a N95 mask, gloves and use of antibacterial soap if touched anything ‘communal’.

Justin awoke today feeling like a idiot buying all that food, coveralls, masks and placing such a large ammunition order on Tuesday and those items since then. Stephen had called almost immediately after receiving a fax about Justin’s $75 thousand dollar purchase of bullion and coins that Monday afternoon too and raised holy hell about him spending that much without getting at least three quotes from different dealers. At the close of the markets on Wednesday he saw that spot bullion was up $8.10, so he’s made some money to cover the expenses earlier in the week, gold had closed $2.02 up on Monday, $3.58 up on Tuesday then yesterday’s close grand total $13 bucks up from when he placed his order, silver was now above $8.60/ounce, and he paid around $7.70/ounce. He had nearly made back what he had spent in the food alone. If this kept up, the earnings from the gold/silver would pay for what he had already bought. Other then that, at least no one will be in the office when the truck showed up on Friday for the ammunition delivery. He had ordered a case of 50gr Frangible .223, ten cases each of XM193PD .223, five cases of M885 .223, five cases each of 9mm Wolf 115gr and M882 NATO Ball, five cases each of Speer Gold Dot and Federal 124gr +P JHPs, five cases each of Federal 40 caliber 165gr FMJ, 165gr Tactical JHP and four cases of Wolf 180gr FMJ. Then five cases each of Wolf 7.62x39Soviet HP (they were out of FMJ) and Federal 12ga tactical low-recoil 00 buckshot and slugs. He had picked up two cases of Remington #7.5 shot Game/trap loads from a local sporting goods store along with a new real-tree pattern insulated coat for himself and Megan, and second pair of hunting boots just like his Wolverine insulated work boots and a spare pair of boots for Megan - he had asked her what size she wore, because he was buying her a new pair for Christmas. When she questioned a pair of boots he replied, “Some women get diamonds and jewelry others get boots, I’m the practical gift kind of guy.” In reality, he was looking at a nice watch and matching earrings set for Christmas at the same place he bought his watch at. 

Right now, his garage looked like a warehouse instead of a garage, there was no room what so ever to park his Jeep inside. So it was out in the driveway for now. His basement, was a disaster too. Tuesday after work, and getting the speech ‘You’re spending too much time on the computer’ again with continually checking his email for any alert notifications by his boss, he had torn into his camping and former reserve gear checking to see what was good and not placing them into piles that was somewhat organized. Wednesday they closed early at 3pm instead of 5pm, that night as soon as it became dark, he unloaded the cube van that took him almost two hours to do since he wanted to keep it organized for easier loading later. He returned the rental van and stopped into a favorite bar of his to meet some friends for a couple beers and headed home. Opening he garage door when he arrived home he forgot it was full of supplies. What on earth was he going to do with all that food, if this didn’t blow up like Dan’s network claimed it would, their sources say it’s down to 65% chance of this brewing into something worse. Though, that was the last thing on his mind. Today, Thanksgiving, was the day he was going to announce he had won the Lottery to his family and he was as nervous as hell.

“What’s wrong with you?” Justin’s brother Scott asked, “Are you really that nervous about going out to your so-called girlfriends place this afternoon that we’ve not met yet, or what?”

Shifting positions again Justin felt as if he was going to puke. He could feel the anxiety welling up and couldn’t take not telling everyone his surprise before the 2pm dinner was to be served. Reaching over to his coat he removed the envelopes his lawyer had put together. “I have a little announcement I’d like to make before I pass out I guess.”

Everyone turned to Justin, it wasn’t like him to be the center of attention and it surprised everyone by him doing this. His brothers family including his wife’s mother and father, her grandmother, her sister and boyfriend with children were all turned towards him. Justin looked at the envelopes feeling woozy and handed them to his brother and sister in law. His brother gave him a strange look upon seeing the imprinted address of Jenkins Attorney at law in the corner. Holding up three other envelopes he began to speak nervously. “These are for Daniel, Sarah and Michelle too, but I’ll get to these a little later.” He now had everyone’s attention.

“How do I say this…”

“HOLY ****, you gotta be F*** kidding me!” his brother shouted after tearing open the letter. He held out the check for fifty thousand dollars waving it around. He reached over and snatched the three envelopes from Justin’s hand and tore them open, from the look on his face he wasn’t pleased at what he saw.

“Oh ****, I have one too.” His wife showed the check to her mother who then spoke up. “Where’s MINE at? Next was her sister who shouted, “Where’s MINE? Don’t we get one too?”

And then it started….

* * * * * * *

The drive out to Megan’s parents gave him a chance to relax and gather his thoughts. His brother’s in-law’s were not happy that they didn’t get a check from Justin and made it CLEAR they expected one too. His own brother said he should of at least gave them something since they were part of the family - it’s not like he couldn’t afford it now. Justin expected some complaints but was overwhelmed by their brashness of telling him what cars for him to buy them, how much they needed to pay off their loans, his brothers sister in law actually told her kids to start making out a list of things “Uncle Justin” was going to buy them for Christmas - and laughed that now she didn’t have to buy them anything using HER money. He had to get out of there fast before someone got hurt. Before he left he told everyone. “I never heard a single ‘Thank you’ or ‘Congratulations’ from anyone except from my niece.” He pointed to Danielle. “At least she was grateful and happy I won, all I heard from the rest of you was ‘What else are you going to do for me’. Well, forget it. What you have is what you’re getting - NOTHING ELSE! Happy Thanksgiving.” Then walked out the door. He was lost in thought when his cell phone rang. Looking at the caller ID it was his Mother.

Putting in his hands free ear piece he sighed, “Hi Mom, Happy Thanksgiving.”

“Hello Justin, Happy Thanksgiving to you too. Your brother called just now.” there was a pause. In the background he could hear Jim off on a rant about something most likely related to the bombshell he dropped on his brother.

“I can only imagine what was said. Yes, I won the $192 million dollar lottery. You also have a package coming tomorrow morning via FedEx. It’s a couple of letters with checks in them same as what Scott and Diane received.”

“Why didn’t you tell us you won the lottery?” his mom questioned with that, ‘you’re in trouble voice’.

Sighing he nearly wanted to just pull over and cry, he was that stressed out. Stephen was exactly right in how things might go. His brother reacted even worse then what he thought and then some. “I wanted to get some basics in order before telling you guys instead of just yelling and screaming ‘I won I won’ then be expected to give everyone a equal share so they can go out and buy things.” He told her how he had set up the trust funds for everyone and the checks at certain times to help pay for things. “Do you think I didn’t do the right thing?”

Another long pause. “Well, your brother is mad that it wasn’t more. But that is your brother these days, nothing is ever good enough. You have always been the one who tried being fair and expecting nothing in return from anyone.”

“I know Mom, I know.” Justin realized he wasn’t even going the speed limit and pulled off onto the shoulder so he wouldn’t get hit. “Scott actually told me that both checks wouldn’t even cover their debt and wanted to know when he will be getting another check to cover the remaining money they owe. I won’t even begin to tell you what her side of the family is expecting me to buy them.”

“That’s your brother these days. What’s mine is mine, what’s yours is mine too.” There was more silence. “How are you handling this? Are you okay?”

“Yes, no, I guess so. I’m really stressed out about this. My lawyer said to expect chaos, I didn’t really believe him. I can’t worry about that now, I’m going out to Megan’s parents place for dinner tonight. I should probably cancel and just stay home instead.”

“Is this the same girl you’ve been dating for the last few months?”

“Yes, she’s a pretty damn good woman Mom, it kind of scares me how much I like her.” Justin watched as cars sped past not caring if he was going to be to Megan’s parents in time for dinner or not. 

“Does she know about you winning that lottery?”

“No, and it’s probably going to be a mistake. I’ve not told her yet, and probably won’t until at least the weekend. The last thing I want to do is let her family know I’m a millionaire at our first “meet the family” dinner deal. I saw how MY family reacted, god knows how hers will react and not even knowing me. Other then the ‘guy Megan’s been dating’.”

“I can see your point there. Well honey, I’ll say a prayer for you and be looking in the mail tomorrow for your package. I hope it’s nothing too big.”

“Mom, basically it’s the same amount I gave Scott and Diane for you and Jim. Plus a little extra to add to your retirement funds.”

“OH JUSTIN, you shouldn’t of. We don’t need any money, we’re doing perfectly fine.” In the background he heard Jim yell, “like hell we don’t need it, send it all our way.” Justin smiled at Jim’s remark, knowing he was kidding about it. 

“Tell Jim thanks for the laugh. Mom, I gotta get going, so Happy Thanksgiving and I’ll call you this weekend. Hey Mom? How are you guys set up with stuff.”

“What do you mean Justin.”

“Well, do you guys still have that hurricane kit I made for you and added those things from that list the last time you had left?”

“Yes, it’s around here somewhere, why do you ask?”

Sighing, he thought of a way to tell her the news from earlier in the week without putting her into a panic. “Mom, just try and stay healthy, keep at least a month worth of food and water at your place, and have Jim dig out that hurricane kit I put together. Just do it and amuse me okay.”

“Okay Hun, I’ll do that just to amuse you. Bye Justin, I love you.”

“Love you too Mom, bye.” Justin tossed his phone onto the passengers seat and cringed forgetting about the ear piece as it tore out of his ear. He was feeling slightly better and glad his Mom had called when she did. He can’t believe how calm she was about it, at least he tried telling her to get prepared. Last thing he wanted to do was put her into a anxiety attack over the phone. Looking behind him, he used his signal to merge onto the turnpike and accelerated.

* * * * * * *

“So what was his excuse for not telling anybody?” Jim asked as Justin’s mother hung up the telephone. 

“He did as he always did, kept things private until he could think out a way to make it fair to those around him who he cares about. His biggest problem, he cares too much what those people and those he doesn’t care about think of his well intended actions.”

“I hope we’re going to get a good chunk of cash out of this.” 

“JAMES, you know better then saying that.” she scolded him, “He’s never asked us for money once to use for himself or pay off bills. He’s always did without or found a way to pay for it himself.”

“Ya, Ya Ya, I know dear, I always thought good things would come to that boy one day. Hopefully he found himself a good woman with this one. Otherwise he’s in for a world of trouble because every gold digger will be trying to get into his pocket book.”

Justin’s Mother sat down in her chair and picked up a magazine, “We’ll just have to say a prayer and hope he does he right thing. He did tell me to make sure our hurricane kit is handy with enough food and water for a month.” She covered her mouth as she coughed hard, green spittle appearing on her hand. “I can’t believe this cold I’m getting all of a sudden. Are you feeling okay?”

“I feel fine. I told you not to go over to the Benson’s with that son of theirs home from college being down with the flu.”


* * * * * * * *

Dinner and the after dinner football watching with Megan’s family was one to be remembered. Her whole family was there, her brother and sister with their spouses and children. It was a full house. Megan made her traditional thanksgiving lasagna, her brother brought several bottles of his very potent homemade peach and apple wine, her sister-in-law brought pumpkin and apple pies. It was just a generally good time unlike earlier in the day with his brothers family. He received the twenty questions about how they met, (laughs of her reply from the other room ‘the good old fashioned way, nearly passed out at last call’, what on earth do I see in their daughter/sister, what line of work am I in, if previously married and of course received a nasty look from her mother and a laugh from her father when I replied. “No kids that I or the courts know of”. The evening was just a complete opposite of what occurred at his brothers place. Before he left, he and Megan were outside sitting on her parents front porch. The farm they grew up on was about twenty miles down the road, but was sold once the kids moved out and her father retired from farming ten years ago. Their current house was just on a five acre lot backed by forested trees and a small creek running along one side normally empty during the summer months. The neighbors to the right had a small farm, raising organic chickens and vegetables in a very modestly sized garden that her father helped maintain. It was a nice peaceful place to be. The ones on the other side, owned a bunch of farmland though rented it out and always left for Florida for the winter. 

For how great the night went, a strange thing happened as they sat around the glass fronted wood burning stove talking and catching up, Megan’s sister, the nurse, brought up the Bird flu that’s been on TV so much lately. She told the family how her hospital was taking it serious, making sure everyone was wearing at least a N95 mask working in the ER or dealing with walk in patients. She asked her father what if anything they were doing about it. Megan was half sitting/leaning into Justin’s lap when she said, “Justin’s been following this pretty closely, Haven’t you hun.” 

All eyes turned towards him and he replied, “Actually I’ve taken a slight interest in it, but from what I see, it may be turning out to be another Y2k scare. It’s not to be taken lightly, just not going off half cocked and dumping your life’s savings into something that might hit tomorrow or ten years from now. Only a stupid person wouldn’t make basic preparations though, even if it’s just treating it like a bad snowstorm” At that minute, he decided that he REALLY needed to not say what was on his mind as they all looked at him for his truthfulness. 

After a heated discussion among the family, it was decided by Megan’s father that IF a outbreak - pandemic her sister corrected him - occurred. Her mother brought up how they had prepared for that Yk2 thingy and it turned out to be a bunch of nonsense, this was just the same thing. For those nut jobs to make a quick buck. In the end, the decision was that all the kids and their families were all to head to the main house with whatever food they had, and they’d ride out the rough weather together, like a family should. Megan’s father Tom, pointed at Justin saying, “As long as you’re dating my daughter, treat her well and do your job, that includes you too.” Justin smiled looking down at Megan, then everyone busted up laughing when her Mom pipped in, “But you young man, will be sleeping on the couch - we won’t have any cohabitation under this roof.”

Later that evening, He finally looked at his watch, and announced it was time for him to get going or he’d never get up to open the office. Giving her a kiss goodbye was returned with whistles and cat calls by her brothers and sisters, who were in the dining room playing cards and witness to the kiss. He left Megan’s parents place with a smile on his face that lasted until his head hit the pillow a hour and fifteen minutes later. Before that, on his drive home, he looked at his cellphone for any messages. There were nine, all from his brother. He elected not to listen to them instead taking out the napkin of notes he made during his snooping around the house while getting the standard tour. Wood burning stove in the living room, about a 500gal propane tank out back, septic tank hookup, well water, small pantry in the unfinished basement/storage area, and a small pole barn in the back that housed a small workshop, garden tractor and accumulated ‘junk’ from over the years. One of the most interesting items was the outdoor wood furnace her parents had and Justin talked with Tom for almost a hour about it. It was their next door neighbors who turned Tom onto the furnace and glad they did. Their heating costs using the outdoor furnace and wood burning stove were ¾ what it use to be. They even went outside and Tom showed him where the lines ran to the house and pole barn until Megan came out to get them back inside then ribbed Justin trying to get brownie points with her dad. He could add a few items to his shopping list to help out her parents if they had to bug out there, generator, fuel tank, more storage food staples, and a few other items he’d have to snoop more about. It was only a hour away if driving like Megan did normally - a far better cry then nearly 5 hours to Safe Camp 6 or his buddies un-insulated trailer three hours away.

* * * * *

25 November 2005

Boy was he tired, he didn’t get home until nearly midnight and was just utterly exhausted. He should of stayed at Megan’s parents as they had offered a spot on the floor to him, the other rooms, couches and fold away mattress’s being occupied by her brother, sister and their families. It was a tradition for them to go cut firewood the weekend after Thanksgiving and that following day everyone to go shopping. Apparently they had been doing this for the last twenty some years and every year they were both dreading it yet looking foreword to it. He wished one day he could be part of a family with some kind of tradition other then expecting to get more then what they received. He wondered absently how long his brother will stew about not getting more then what he was given.

It was almost 11 am and nothing was going on in the office. His boss had called wondering how things were going and who showed up for work and doing what. Justin just filled him in and began to do some filing and organizing the customer files then planned on starting to input new pricing for their parts inventory. He heard in the background his tune for new mail in his email account and went to check it. It was a semi cryptic message from his buddy Dan to keep the news on, and his alert email up and running. Justin tried calling but only received his voice mail. Crap, he didn’t take his laptop with him this morning he sat back in his chair spinning around as the store door opened and it’s buzzer going off. He had been playing “Call to Duty ” on his work computer and was really getting into it. It still amazed him using the M1 Carbine, M1 Garand’s or German Mausers to fight with instead of using today’s ‘spray and pray’ battle field of automatic weaponry. As soon as he did get the chance, he always equipped his guy with a Thompson, .45 pistol and a BAR with the occasional scoped bolt action for special occasions. Standing in the doorway was a guy in his early 50’s with a slightly confused look on his face wearing a security guard uniform. “Excuse me, is this 2143 West Laskey?”

“Yes it is, can I help you with something?” Justin stood up and walked towards the outer office where he stopped in his tracts. In the lot was a big gray armored car.

“I’m looking for a Justin Abbcock, or Abbcott I think it is. I have a delivery for him, but it’s by signature only.” He held out a clipboard with a invoice from a bullion dealer in Michigan with a big “paid in full” across the top half.

“Holy crap, I forgot this might be coming today too.” He took the clipboard and looked it over. “I’m Justin Abbcott. I guess you would like to see some identification first before I sign this?”

The security guard was obviously shocked, “You’re receiving all of this? There’s at least four bags, and three boxes of items we’re delivering. Ahh, yes, I do need to see at least a drivers license, two picture Ids if you wouldn’t mind.”

Justin smiled, and pulled out his wallet. Who would of guessed a guy wearing jeans with a huge hole in the knee, sweatshirt and dirty University of Michigan ballcap ( GO BLUE!) will be receiving $75 thousand dollars in gold and silver bullion. Handing the security guard his drivers license and his CCW permit he wrote down the ID numbers then pulled out a small ink pad. 

“One last thing Sir, I need a thumb print here,” and pointed to a box on his clipboard.

“Would you like a DNA sample also? I’d be more then happy to supply you with some” Justin joked, easing the tension. “You are just totally blown away at this aren’t you.”

“Yes, I am. What, did you win the lottery or something?” the guard joked as he handed Justin back his Ids then calling on his radio to bring the items in.

“As a matter of fact, I did win the lottery. I’m just transferring some of my cash into hard currency just in case.” He might as well be honest. Knowing what he knows now, to make up lies will only make people start talking and making assumptions drawing more suspicion to himself. That’s the last thing he wanted. 

The armored car guard held the door open with one hand, the other was firmly on the holstered revolver at his waist as another guard began carrying in the bags two at a time asking where to put them. Justin motioned for him to place them into the office to his right. The salesman who’s office it was wouldn’t be in today so he could at least close the door to not allow the casual walk in customer to see what was inside there. Justin also excused himself to answer the telephone, beginning to look up some parts for a ice machine when the guard signaled he was finished. “excuse me a second” he put the phone on hold and walked into the outer office to once again sign another piece of paper. 

“We delivered eight bags with security tabs in place. If you could inspect the bags and boxes to make sure that everything is secured, please sign here and we can be on our way.” Justin quickly looked over the bags and made sure the security devices were in place and nodded. “Can I just cut these off with scissors or do I need bolt cutters?”

“A pair of wire cutters works just fine. Only thing, you can’t reseal the wires, but we’ve seen people use cable ties to do that. Have a good day Sir, Congratulations on winning that lottery.”

Justin stood there looking at the bags and boxes of coins. He absently wondered why there were seven bags/boxes when there should of only been six, then remembered as he looked at the invoice. He had asked to include $20 thousand dollars in cash - 10’s, 20’s,50’s and 100’s. “Damn, that’s a lot of money.” Laughing, he suddenly remembered he had someone on hold and ran to the telephone. “Sorry about that, had a couple lines ringing at the same time.” So he lied, what are they going to do, fire him?

After finishing with the telephone he hung up and turned back to looking at the office containing the money. He immediately went outside to his Jeep to retrieve his pistol and after putting its holster on went back into the office to go sit at his desk. It was pretty stupid of them to deliver that to his work, even though it wasn’t a bad area of the city. No sense being caught off guard, he thought, turning back to his monitor where his game was on pause. He clicked off the game and began looking up local used car dealers searching for a used 2003 or 2004 Ford F250 or 350 Crew Cab pickup truck with a diesel engine and four wheel drive. Within a half hour, he found over a dozen at three different dealers and called to ask how late they’d be open tonight. Luckily they were not too far from each other so he’d be able to go to both before they closed. Satisfied, he started looking for covered utility trailers, he’d have to get something at least 16’ long, that was the minimum length since everything he had bought had almost not fit into the rental truck, maybe one of those huge 24 foot trailers people tow race cars around with. He’d have to check out to see what the towing rating is on a newer F-250. In between taking service calls, people ordering parts and the occasional tele-marketer he surfed the different preparedness sites downloading information onto his several flash cards (that he remembered yet forgot his laptop) to put into his lap top at home. He should spend at least a million on supplies, but where was he going to put it all and how can he justify spending that much money on food, water, equipment that he’d probably NEVER use? Maybe I should contact Stephen to see about a Realtor to find me a place up north or down south. Taking out his pocket calendar/planner he wrote down on Monday he’ll call Stephen to set something up. From the couple Blog sites he’s read, having a pre-stocked retreat was the only way to go. 

Stretching he noticed it was nearly three PM, he completely forgot to eat lunch, no wonder he was hungry. Boy was the day flying, there were no UPS’s to be shipped out, but Monday will be busy day for them. So he didn’t have to worry about printing a pickup sheet so he went back to his surfing the Internet, maybe he should hop over to Lightfighter or Brigade Quartermaster’s and buy a couple grand worth of items he could never before afford. He shook his head, how easy it would be to just buy everything he had always wanted, still it wouldn’t make him happy. After work today he would have to stop by either Home Depot, Sears, or Lowes to check out what they had in stock with generators. He hated waiting and chasing down the best deal, but he had a idea of what he was looking for. At least a pair of 8500w diesel extended run gen set, one for him, another for Megan’s parents. While surfing the Internet the last few days searching for anything about the jump to human to human contamination, he came across a local Co-Op who supplied soybean bio-diesel and K-1 or dyed kerosene in bulk. He had called them about filling up several fifty-five gallon drums to use for agriculture use only on property he owned, but didn’t grow anything that would get him a Dept of Ag certificate/sticker. They just said to bring the drums down as long as they’re intact and in good shape, or they could send a truck out to fill them. He would be charged a delivery charge though. Justin opted to take it to them, that’s if he can find a truck and trailer before the weekend. He wished he could find more items that could run off of the E85 ethanol blend gas too or a hybrid Escape, especially since it was far under $2/gallon, but from what he had read online, it’s storage life is pretty bad, almost half of that of regular gasoline with stabilizer mixed in. He grabbed a copy of Mother Earth News used as restroom reading material he had brought in the other day but never took home. In it was a add for making your own bio-diesel. Maybe that would be a option too, he typed in the web address and waited for the page to appear. The buzzer sounded again and looking up he saw another tractor trailer in the lot. Motioning for the driver to wait as the telephone rang, Justin finished taking the order and hung up. “What can I do for you?”

The driver looked to his clipboard saying, “I have a expedited shipment for a Justin Abbcott from a place called Ammoman. I guess it’s a ****-load of ammunition or something.”

Laughing slightly Justin grabbed his sunglasses from his desk. He could only imagine how big this was going to be. “How much do you have.”

“Son, I have a pallet of stuff and it’s HEAVY. I hope you have a forklift, because I’m not unloading this by hand.”

Justin walked outside to the opened rear doors to the trailer. The guy wasn’t kidding, did he REALLY order that much stuff? HOLY CRAP! The pallet was shrink wrapped with a dark blue plastic, but he could see it was nearly four layers high. He would be taking the works delivery van home tonight, it had 1 ¼ ton suspension. Where was he going to put all of this?
Chapter 8

November 27th 2005 0518hrs

The phone was ringing along with his cell phone and all Justin wanted to do was pull the pillow tighter over his head to make them stop. His cell phone went to voice mail, then began ringing again. His land line phone continued to ring. Fumbling for where he normally kept his cell phone at night it wasn’t there, then remembered it was still in his coat pocket, opening a eye he spied it on the floor with it’s light flashing. How did it fall out of his pocket? Oh ya.

He reached over and answered the telephone, “ya, what is it?” He wasn’t in the mood, not one bit. He had gone out at the last minute with a couple casual friends last night and they ended up closing the bar. He had the grand daddy of all hangovers and as his eyes slightly focused on the LED clock, he’d only fallen into bed about two hours earlier - still pretty drunk.

“JUSTIN! WAKE UP!” Shouted a voice that turned barely audible from the distortion.

Justin’s head nearly exploded as the voice shouted into his ear causing him to drop the receiver. Fumbling to get the receiver he shouted back, “STOP SHOUTING!” even before putting it to his ear. “Who is this?”

“JUSTIN, IT’S DAN, IT”S HAPPENING… TURN ON FOX OR CNN OR…ANYTHING, TIME TO BUG OUT OR HUNKER DOWN!” came a distortion yelling voice of his friend he now recognized as Dan.

“What’s going on Dan, what’s happening?” He rubbed his eyes, careful of his contacts that were glued to his still drunken eyes. He noticed his land line phone stopped ringing.

“It’s the forth quarter - two minute warning. We’re in deep crap buddy, it WAS H5N2 but they didn’t want to release the information until all the important people were safe and sound over there. *******s are hanging the citizens out to dry. Get your *** to a hole and hunker down. It’s probably already to late and we’re all contaminated.”

“Just great, I’m still freaking DRUNK from last night.” he said to no one in particular. 

“You’re screwed then buddy, If I’m ever up that way, I’ll make sure I try to give you a proper burial. Good luck my friend. Contact me via Safe Camp Coms. Later.” Dan said and hung up, Justin could hear his family in the background shouting at each other but what it was he couldn’t make out.

With a pounding headache he dragged himself out of bed and into the den where he turned on the TV, blinding him in the process. What he could make out from the intense pain in his head and blurry vision was the “BREAKING NEWS” scrolling along the bottom. “…..INTERNATIONAL TRAVEL IS HALTED AS OF 5AM EST…. BORDER CHECKPOINTS ARE CLOSED AT THE CANDADAIN AND MEXICO BORDERS… CIVIL UNREST REPORTED IN MANY EUROPEAN CITIES…” it went on and on. The news anchor looked on the verge of a meltdown as he was being handed sheets of papers by the second. Justin shook his head and regretted it as he dashed for the bathroom, smacking his forehead on the toilet seat as he raised it. While he prayed to the porcelain goddess, swearing to God and who ever, he’d never drink again…. 

* * * * * * *

Friday night after finally getting home from Cabela’s, truck dealerships and spying out a place that sold trailers, he had received a phone call from a buddy of his who was in town with his family for the holiday and wanted to know if he’d like to get together for lunch on Saturday. It so happened to be his buddy he was giving one of the trust funds to so things would work out for the best. He had asked if he could help him with a couple projects planned for that day and met him at his in-law’s house at 9am. First stop was to the car dealership where he found the trucks he wanted the night before. The dealer he found to have the best selection had a dark green 2004 Ford F350 Crew Cab 4x4, dual tanks, long bed - the thing was a monster and had less then 22K miles, and a 2004 White F350 Super Cab with same accessories with 34K miles on it. There was also a 2003 F450 crew cab dually 4x4 with long bed and 4x4 in diesel also, butt had nearly 100k miles on it. He couldn’t decide which one to get. On one hand, by watching the Hurricane coverage, most Fed. Gov. and LEO vehicles running around were either White or Black, but he felt the green would be a natural camouflage if he had to go off road. So he would have his buddy decide which one was best, he was leaning to the white truck, white trailer more Fed. Gov. look for some reason.

His buddy since High school gave him a funny look when the stores general manager and head salesman met him outside with a “Good morning Mr. Abbcott, have you made a decision yet?” When Justin told him he would like the Fords but his buddy was going to pick which one because he couldn’t decide what color to get. His buddy Ken, just stood there open mouthed saying, “You can’t afford either of these, what the hell are you doing?” The look on the salesmen’s faces made Justin laugh out loud. They each looked at each other and turned a greenish white color - just like the color one turns when they pass out. “Mr. Abbcott is this…”

“No, no, no.” Justin began, “My friend here doesn’t know my little secret yet, but might as well tell him about it.” He handed Ken the envelopes after forcing him to sit down on the fender of a used 2005 Chevy Cobalt, the head salesman began to protest and the manager shushed him. It was a good thing because his buddy nearly passed out after reading his letter. “What? Hugh? So, you were the….”

* * * * * * *

Later that day Justin arrived home around 7pm after dropping Ken off at his in-laws and explaining to them his recent wealth and what he planned on doing with it. He had even suggested to Ken that he’d give him some money to buy a place outside the city he lived and put in a storm shelter loaded with a years worth of supplies. Being overly cautious as he always was, Ken refused the offer saying that spending that money was just a waste and he should invest it instead. While on a test drive, Ken posed the question the need for the pickup.

“I want to use it as a bug-out truck if TSHTF. I’m getting reports that this “Bird Flu” is hitting the population soon, if not hitting us now.”

Ken stared ahead, obviously thinking about his choice of words. “Okay, so you’re wasting your money on all this survivalist crap - then what? Look at all the money you had put into Y2k and nothing happened. It’s the same thing.” Turning a corner Justin pulled into a gas station throwing the truck into park.

“So I’m wasting my money, isn’t that what us rich fools do? Should I just sit on it and let the interest climb giving it to some charity so I can get another tax write off to collect the amount I gave?”

“It’s NOT what I’m implying, you have a tendency to do projects that are useless Justin. I don’t want to fight with you on this, I’m just saying, watch how you spend your money. It won’t last forever.” Justin put the truck back into drive and pulled out of the lot. They had spoke of investing, suggestions of how to do it and what areas he should look in made the test drive go quick when they nearly ran a stop sign when Ken said. “If you’re looking for a trailer to pull all your crap, why don’t you get one of those.” He pointed to a International 4700 with 24’ box and lift gate. “Wouldn’t that carry more of your crap? Isn’t that the point this anyway?”

Justin looked at his friend, “Damn, you have a point.” The afternoon began to fly by as they drove over to a Truck dealership to look at both new and used diesels while still out in the white F350, after a few minutes of looking, Justin and Ken decided that the big truck was only good for hauling, not the multi-purpose uses the pickup and trailer could provide. At least they both agreed on that it still was going to be a big trailer. 

Once the paper work was finished, the manager said it would take at least till Monday to have everything in order. Justin told him, “Be done in two hours or I go across the street where they guaranteed to be done within a couple hours.” They had left to grab some lunch and upon their return, the pickup was parked outside, washed and a new oil change sticker in the window. Their next stop was the trailer shop they spied while driving around. That took barely a hour to purchase since he knew what he wanted and they had on the lot. Once that was taken care of, they each drove a vehicle back to Justin’s house and loaded everything from the garage into a 28ft tandem axle covered Haulmark trailer that was also white. Both trailer and truck had 30 day tags on them, and he had called his insurance provider to get full coverage ASAP. She had asked him to drop off a check so they can get it started as soon as she entered it into the system then she had asked him twice what he said after telling her to call him back with the total and he would swing by the office or her home and drop off the check. 

The only thing not accomplished was filling the drums he had bought. He was planning on getting the drums filled either Sunday or Monday so he placed these into the bed of the Ford and covered with a tarp. He’d have to pick up a rotary fuel transfer pump to off load the fuels before taking them off the truck. Justin wasn’t thrilled with the idea of rolling them off the back hoping they didn’t burst at the seams. Then that brought up the question of how to get the three, three hundred gallon storage tanks to Megan’s parent’s place without them making a huge fuss over them being installed on their property along with one of the 10kw generators he had bought from Lowes - on the way home. He’d have to think about it later, he had already made arraignments with a local fuel Co-Op to deliver the fuel when he called and they promised, no matter what especially since he had prepaid the order already to lock in the current price. As they finished loading the truck and trailer under the watchful eye of his neighbors who didn’t dare to approach Justin to see what he was doing but sure would be asking each other these next few days behind his back. He found it amusing when they pulled back the drapes or made a trip outside to check his progress. The hardest items to load were the generators themselves - all four of them - two 10k diesels and two 5500w gas powered. Ken kept questioning why he had wasted his money like that and nearly went ballistic as they loaded the cases of ammunition. He half joked, “Okay,” looking around the garage, “where are the cases of M16s, grenade launchers, rockets and machine guns like they suddenly come up with in those stories you’ve forwarded me?” Justin had to let him down softly with, “Sorry buddy, this is reality - not some online fiction story.” 

Once they took a much needed lunch break of delivered pizza and several Cokes, Justin drove the pickup while Ken followed in his Jeep to a U-Store it storage facility forty minutes west of Toledo. The storage yard was surrounded by a 8ft fence and razor wire atop it. It had a manager who lived on site to give it 24hr protection offering Justin a discount for storing two items on site after he paid for a full year in cash. He left both there under a security light towards the front where the on site manager could see it clearly and drove Ken home being assaulted by a hundred questions of his new wealth, why he’s doing what he’s doing, does he need a full time accountant, etc. After dropping Ken off he went home to take a quick shower and go to bed. But once stepping into the doorway, all he wanted to do now was relax and get some sleep. Around eight PM a casual friend of his called while he was getting ready to pop in a DVD - “Panic in the year Zero”, saying they were going to be out at a local bar and for her to join them. Reluctantly Justin showered and dressed meeting them for a few too many drinks….

* * * * * * * *

Turning the shower to straight cold was starting to sober himself up yet nearly put him into a hypothermic shock. It was stupid of him to have drank so much with his friends, he was just glad he had the $500 in his wallet or they’d probably be still there cleaning the place up. Even though he stopped drinking at 2am, it wasn’t a pretty sight as someone sober drove them home after Justin offered them $100 to do it. He couldn’t remember if it was someone they knew, or just a stranger they met. A knot formed in his stomach as he re entered his booze and smoke smelling bedroom, praying there wasn’t a woman in his bed. He had been talking and dancing with several total knockouts during and towards the end of the night and just couldn’t remember much after that. Thankfully no one was in there. He looked outside, hearing car doors slamming and shouts of “hurry up”. What he saw terrified him. Neighbors were mostly outside talking to the other neighbors, only a couple were loading their cars or in one case, the family directly across the street, all just piled into their Durango SUV and took off -- all still in their pajamas. Once downstairs, he took four ibuprofen tabs, drank the remainder of a 32oz Gatorade from the refrigerator and after a few minutes was beginning to feel slightly better yet still had a jackhammer pounding headache he decided he better grab a cold shower. There was no way he could drive at the moment, even IF the crap was hitting the fan. It was barely just after 6am when he looked at his watch while ascending the stairs to go to the shower, it was going to be a long day.

Afterwards he dressed, trying to call Megan and a couple other people on his cell phone, then the land line phone - he kept getting “all circuits are busy, please try again later”, then went to the dresser where he removed his Glock checking the chamber and placing it into the small of his back. He’ll put on the holster later, first he had to get loaded and out of here fast. He dialed Megan’s cell phone again and on the ring before her voice mail picked up she answered. “JUSTIN, I’ve been trying to call you but the phone’s been busy. Did you see what’s going on?”

“Yes I see it Megan, look I don’t have much time so here it is, I’m heading out to your parents as soon as I can. You or tell your parents to call the company they use for filling their propane and diesel tank to deliver the ABBCOTT order right away. They know what it’s about, hopefully they’ll show up. If they say no, tell them I’ll double the cost.”

“What on earth for?” She began but he cut her off quickly. “Megan, do you trust me?” She replied, “yes, but..” “NO BUTS”, he said forcefully, “Just please trust me that I can handle this. Trust me also when I say, don’t let ANYONE into the house if they appear sick.. watch FOX, they’re giving instructions on sheltering in place and what to look for in people being sick. Love you, gotta go.” He hung up his phone shoving it into his pocket.

He began loading the Jeep, first his BOB backpack in the passenger seat, firearms, important papers, coins, and cash from both safes, ammunition and boxes from the upstairs closet. Next he started grabbing the remaining plastic carry totes from the basement with some of his camping and reserves field gear, the majority had been put into the trailer yet what remained wouldn’t all fit. He had purposely loaded everything into the trailer before hand, leaving him only thirty days of items he normally used. So he did the next best thing, he placed two of the six plastic totes into the roofs luggage carrier and went to look for a tarp and some rope to secure them - that opened up more room inside. While he was looking for that, he found his two duffel bags, carry on luggage bag and large hockey gear sized bag he used as a suitcase then began stuffing them with clothing - jeans, shirts, sweatshirts, socks, boxer briefs, flannel shirts, shoes, a few pairs of dress clothing, a wool blend suit, his favorite sport jacket and lastly, all of his woodland camo BDUs, Class A and B uniforms and combat boots. From the time he started loading, it took just under three hours and he was sweating like a pig, only puked once more, and drank two more bottles of Gatorade. It was 8:39 AM EST.

Suddenly wishing he had a bigger vehicle or his truck he sat down to take a breather. It really was happening he thought listening to the news on the radio. Callers were calling in saying they’re seeing ‘people dead in the streets’, the grocery stores were getting cleaned out, gas lines at the pumps, he was getting light headed and needed something to eat quick then hit the road. He went to the refrigerator, cursing himself for all the fresh groceries he had bought - should he just leave them including the freezer full of steaks, hamburger, chicken, sausage, frozen vegetables, etc.?? This was really the first time he could remember having so much food in his refrigerator and its freezer. Instead of getting the couple of chuck steaks, he had T-bone and sirloin steaks. He would definitely pack those into one of his coolers before leaving. Fresh meat will be hard to come by unless they go hunting. Standing there he began to make himself a couple of bologna sandwiches. After devouring the first and while making a second one, the doorbell rang combined with someone pounding on the door made him literally jump backwards and drop the second sandwich. Regaining his composure he drew his pistol and peeked around the corner, “JUSTIN, C’mon Man!” the storm door opened and the person entered yelling, “JUSTIN, WHERE ARE YOU MAN! IT’S BILLY, TIME TO BOOGIE MAN.”

Rounding the corner with the Glock in a solid two hand hold, both metropolitan rear dots lined up with the front dot he said, “Hold it right there Billy”

“Whoa, wait!” Billy’s hands shot up into the air, smacking against the hanging hallway light. “Ouch, What The F***?” he shouted. Justin didn’t take any chances, Billy and he had been friends for several years involved with preparedness until they had a slight falling out a couple years ago. Billy decided to start running with a different crowd, who were only interested in partying and having a good time. More then one occasion Billy had been arrested for DUI, assault and simple robbery. One night while out having a beer to try mend fences, he caused a fist fight in a bar because someone bumped into him and Justin just decided to no longer hang out with him. 

“What do you want Billy,” Justin said, finger on trigger, still pointed at his former friends chest. He could see there was some kind of pistol stuck into the front of his waistband and something slung over his shoulder but just slightly behind his back.

“Whoa, dude, put that thing down.” He smiled a toothy smile, “I come in peace!” He started lowering his hands but Justin yelled for him to keep them up.

“Man, the F***ing crap is really hitting the fan man. Soon as I heard I came right over. I knew you’d still be into this crazy survivalist crap. I see you’re ready to boogie so let’s get moving.” He motioned towards the doorway, “Time’s wasting man. C’mon.”

Shaking his head, suddenly feeling the hairs on the back of his neck tingling. “I’m heading out alone Billy. I’ve got a place to go and you’re not welcomed. I thought I told you that last time we talked?” Something just wasn’t right with this. He hadn’t spoken to him in over a year and suddenly he shows up at his door? He watched as Billy’s expression change from all smiles to almost a snarl he knew something wasn’t right - or wasn’t getting it HIS way.

Rattle… Spinning his head around Justin saw out of the corner of his eye a figure standing at the back patio door, one hand on it’s handle, the other holding a shotgun with it’s huge opening pointing AT HIM! “AMBUSH!” He shouted, snapping his head back to Billy who’s hands were making for the object slung over his shoulder. Justin pulled the trigger as fast as he could towards Billy, diving back into the kitchen that would offer some protection hopefully if the shotgun fired. Just as he was hitting the floor the shotgun roared sending patio door glass everywhere along with pieces of the wall mounted telephone, cabinet and phone book sitting below the phone of where he was just standing. 

On his back scrambling for a better position if the guy out back came through the now empty sliding door he shouted, “WHAT’S GOING ON BILLY?” He didn’t receive a answer but saw the bald headed man enter with the shotgun to his shoulder. Raising the pistol, Justin pulled the trigger twice watching as the first round tunnel it’s way through the bottom of the cabinet in slow motion then the second round passing lower through the opening between the counter and cabinets striking the man in his upper chest as he turned towards him- the shotgun discharged again, but no where near Justin, he did see plaster falling from the ceiling though. 

He got to his feet, firing the pistol again at the man, not really aiming but just pulling the trigger until it went empty. Dropping the empty and reached to his belt for a spare magazine, “DAMN!” he shouted, realizing he didn’t have a spare magazine on him. He crouched down and moved into a position to get one of his long bladed kitchen knives on the counter. As he reached up and grabbed it, he could see that the man who came through the patio door was hit several times, slumped onto the kitchen table and not moving. He kept his position, not hearing anything more from the front hallway or any other entrance. Outside he could hear more yelling but what was being said, he didn’t know. His ears were ringing like church bells on Sunday mass. He absently wondered how he could of seen the man through his peripheral vision, he had such bad tunnel vision on Billy he had to keep darting his eyes back and forth to even focus on him. ****! Where was Billy?

Inching his way around the corner he poked his head out then back quickly, not seeing anything except for a form laying in the hallway. Poking his head back out, he saw Billy laying face down with a large pool of blood beginning to form under him on the tiled hallway floor. Looking behind him, he saw the shotgun had fallen from the mans hands and was only a couple feet away. “How was he still in that position?” fascinated by how his upper torso was laying on the end of his table arms to the sides. Shaking his head, Justin snatched up the shotgun, working the forearm to chamber another shell. The shotgun, looked to be a Remington 870 had been sawed down to just above the magazine tube, so there should be at least two shots left if he had it chamber loaded. He tucked the stock under his arm trying to keep a eye on both the front and back doors for anyone coming in them and patted down the mans pockets, finding several more shotgun shells in his left jacket pocket along with two magazines for a pistol and a .45 holstered at his waist. Grabbing it, he noticed it was cocked and locked so he tucked it into his waist band and refilled the shotguns magazine tube with shells. Once finished he went to check Billy who was obviously starting to become room temperature. 

Approaching carefully keeping to one side of the hallway, Justin could hear the shouting outside and took a peek around the now bullet pockmarked entry door as he neared it. Three people - a woman and two scraggly looking men were hauling items from Justin’s Jeep and loading them into a Expedition by the street and a Chevy pickup truck parked in his driveway. “OH I DON”T THINK SO!” he shouted bringing the shotgun up to his shoulder as he exited the front entrance and triggering it. “BOOM!”

The recoil of the sawed off monster jerked his shoulder back with such a force he dropped it and winced in agony. His shot struck man #1 who was carrying a plastic tote in the left buttock, the idiot must of had 3” magnum slugs in it, because it spun man #1 into a 360 spin amid a spray of blood and gore. With his right arm numb and could barely raise it as he saw man #2 and the woman drop the items they were carrying and started running for the pickup. It was the crew Billy was running with these days, nothing but trash. Drawing the .45 with his left hand, he swiped down the safety with his thumb and awkwardly lined up the sights - triggering it. Down went the woman with a red splotch appearing high on her back, man #2 kept running a few yards before turning back to Justin and pointing a revolver at him. “Boom” went the .45, then two more times as he lined up the sights. The first and third shots missed, but the 2nd one hit him in the right leg dropping him to the ground. As the man rolled around in agony, Justin approached, his right arm still numb and hanging limp at his side. He raised the .45, pulling the trigger once to finish off the man.

Turning around he saw several neighbors staring at him in horror. Two were on their cordless telephones, one was emerging with a long barreled shotgun in his hands. Stopping as he saw Justin standing there in his front yard. “ARE YOU OKAY?” his neighbor shouted with the shotgun who was now crossing his own driveway alternating looking between Justin and the two now dead robbers in his yard. “ARE YOU OKAY?” he shouted again.

Why did Billy try to rob him? How was he now going to get out to Megan’s parents place after he’d just basically executed two people outside his house, and killed two more inside his house. How was he going to explain that to the police with all these witness’s around? Justin dropped the .45 and fell to his knees, the contents of his stomach exploding from his mouth as everything was spinning around him. The last thing he heard before emptying his stomach was, “Is that bologna stuck to your back?”

Chapter 9

In a fog staring at the carnage before him he sat on the front porch steps waiting for the police to arrive so he could be arrested, he couldn’t believe what just occurred. Neighbors, some he knew, some he didn’t walked past the ‘crime scene’, pointing at Justin and muttering to each other. Nearly thirty minutes of waiting passed and still no police showed up to arrest or even take a report. One of the neighbors who called 9-1-1 originally had been trying for the last twenty minutes to get through actually connecting with a person instead of the busy signal said, ‘they were all busy and we’re on our own for a while, but keep the crime scene intact and people involved nearby….’. Justin came out of his fog after hearing his neighbor with the shotgun yell to another neighbor whose name he couldn’t recall, “We’re on our own - they’re not coming for at least a couple hours.”. He stood up then began picking up the items the robbers had dropped reloading the Jeep and prepare to leave. As his neighbor was telling him he couldn’t leave until the police arrived, Justin paid him no attention instead placing a Fobus paddle holster and two sets of double magazine pouches from one of his plastic totes then retrieved the sawed off shotgun, placing it on his drivers seat after reloading it. He’ll never be unarmed and without at least two magazines ever again. He shouldn’t of survived the attempted robbery, he got lucky - plain and simple. That one instance he used up all of his nine lives!

“The hell with staying around any longer,” he told his neighbor, “if they’re not here by now, they’re not coming.” Wincing as he reached for his Jeep’s back door he stopped and reached for it with his left arm. His shoulder still ached and was already showing the signs of a massive bruise, but was regaining mobility in it by the minute. He knew why the shotgun hurt so much. Replaying it over inside his head again and again, he never had it into the pocket of his shoulder before firing, probably was a couple inches from the pocket and pulled the trigger too soon also - that’s why he hit the guy in the butt and not center of mass where he was aiming for. He had done similar things before while rabbit hunting and trap shooting. His next door neighbor’s wife was a nurse and she checked it to see if anything was dislocated or possibly broken to her husbands urging. With the current news she claimed she didn’t have any gloves on her, so Justin grabbed his CERT first aid fanny pack from the ground where it was discarded and tossed it to her saying, ‘there’s several sets inside a ziplock bag’. Her husband had been the one to emerge with the shotgun to give Justin a hand and now stood guard over the crime scene as neighbors tried to get close to see the carnage, he shooed them away.

The Expedition and pickup contained a lot of items. Cases of liquor, beer, cigarettes, rifles, shotguns, several pistols, revolvers along with blankets, sleeping bags, tents, blue tarps, assorted camping gear, canned goods in boxes and pillow cases. Then not to forget several trash bags filled with regular clothing mixed into the mess. It was now obvious they were on their own shopping spree and going to rob Justin for his things and hit the road to do more shopping. While his neighbor was looking inside the Expedition, he found a envelope with writing on it tucked in the drivers visor. Showing it to Justin just made him more mad. His name was the fifth in line of places to hit on their “shopping list”. It was apparent Billy was hitting people he knew who had specific items. Next to Justin’s name - food/guns/camping gear, another name had booze/drugs, yet another had food/guns. He recognized the name too, it was a guy he lost contact with around the same time he and Billy were prepping for Y2k. This guy had it all and then some. The guy actually had bought a crate of Chinese SKS’s and six Mak-90’s for his family to use come some post-Collapse before the banned importation in the 90’s - that’s how far ahead he was thinking. When Y2k fizzled, they never heard from him again but both he and Billy knew the guy had a basement and garage full of food, ammo, and survival gear. 

Once the long string of profanities ended, he decided to only take a few extra items, he had been batting around the idea of taking anything but after seeing the list, he was taking extra items. His neighbor and his son helped him reload his Jeep of the items the robbers had removed and Justin suggested that if the police still don’t show up to dispose of the bodies within the next hour, to get rid of them - follow the 3 S’s.. Shoot, Shovel, Shut up and feel free to use whatever was inside the vehicles and his own house because he wasn’t coming back. As they loaded, Justin kept his Jeep’s radio tuned to 1370AM where the news reports were coming in even more frantic then before, over a dozen eastern, western and southern seaboard cities were in full riot mode as the city and state governments tried to enact quarantine zones within them. Citizens were doing whatever they could to get out, even if that meant going to battle with police and national guard troops armed with M16’s and they only had baseball bats. Local, State and Federal officials were urging people to ‘shelter in place’ for the next 72hrs and get prepared for up to two weeks of quarantine or isolation. They kept on repeating the noon-time travel restrictions and anyone caught driving without a medical emergency would be arrested for at least 72hrs under emergency powers act.

Dumping out a cooler full of un-iced assorted beers onto his front lawn, he loaded his remaining freezer contents into it then thought about grabbing several of the bottled beers for later placing them where he could in the cooler. The few items Justin took from the thieves were several twelve and twenty-four packs of Coca-Cola Classic, sealed half gallon bottle of Segrams 7 Crown, two half gallons of Rum, two cases of vodka (to make tinctures), three bottles of Everclear (medical uses only), a bottle of unopened Jagermister (to use as cough syrup), a pillow case half filled with various prescription pill bottles and Ziplock bags of pills, the .45 he used to execute the remaining two robbers - a well used Colt 1991A1 in stainless steel, and Fobus Paddle holster, all the .45ACP ammo for it, the pistol in Billy’s waistband - a SIG P226, only finding the two loaded magazines in a back pocket. He had plenty ammo in the trailer so he left the majority of it alone. Also taken were a old Colt Woodsman .22 pistol with a leather field holster, a AR15A2 with it’s accessories, a lever action Marlin in .357mag and 30-30, a scoped Savage 111 in 30-06 and half the hunting ammo found along with the sawed-down Rem870, but exchanging the 12ga 3” mag slugs/buckshot inside it with some 2 ¾” Trap shot instead. He was going to leave the rest, (several shotguns, lever action rifles, a couple oddball caliber bolt action rifles and several handguns he couldn’t find additional magazines, speedloaders or holsters for) with his neighbor who only had the 12ga pump shotgun to do with as he pleased, he’d always been a decent neighbor. Then he took the item that was slung over Billy’s back. It was a South African Kommando 9mm SMG. Years ago Justin and he had talked about piecing together a few of the Sten gun kits to stash away for TSHTF but never got around to doing it. 

Billy, before being fired a year ago when they last spoke, worked as a machinist for a small company and had access to all the tools needed to fabricate the receiver tube and refinish it. Apparently, he did more then just talk about assembling one. Now the Kommando was sitting in Justin’s lap, stock was folded out, chamber loaded and set to fire full auto, stupid move but necessary. Billy had nine loaded 32rd magazines + the 32rd mag in the SMG and one empty 25rd magazine, finding only a couple boxes of Winchester White Box FMJ ammo in either vehicle, Justin decided no one was going to get the drop on him again as he drove out of town. He reached over to his Molle 2 daypack adjusting the front compartment that now held half of the Kommando’s spare magazines (slightly recut Uzi magazines). Inside along with the 12oz can of OC pepper spray were a pair of Defense Technologies CN Riot Control canisters and a M18 smoke grenade he had acquired over the last few years - just in case he ran into something like what happened in Cruise’s “War of the Worlds” when coming in contact with people on foot trying to take his stolen mini-van. He’d just pop a tear gas canister or two and keep driving. If that didn’t work, hose them down with the Kommando. There were a couple pump bottles of BioShield® Irritant neutralizer inside just in case any of the OC contaminated him. He didn’t have time to dig out one of his gas masks right now.

Saying his good-byes with just a wave, Justin sped out of his subdivision first heading south avoiding major intersections as best he could. It appeared people began to just go anywhere it seemed as long it was away from HERE. More then one occasion he had driven through someone’s front or side yard as a tangle of vehicles were in a intersection blocking his path until he felt he was semi safely outside the city limits he pulled over and consulted his map. As he had the map open, forgetting to turn up the radio as the EAS system began it’s tone startling him. Why wasn’t he listening to the radio? After it ended, a message from the regional emergency alert system announced a special announcement from the President of the United States immediately following this message. Justin threw his Jeep into drive, knowing the route he’d take to head west for his Pickup truck and supplies. As he drove he listened to the radio…

“My Fellow Americans,” began the President, his Texan drawl even more pronounced then ever before. “I come with both good and bad news this morning. As you all know,” You could hear him audibly sigh. “We may have the beginning of a pandemic flu outbreak in several cities along the eastern and southern seaboards to what extent, we don’t know at this time. It was only this weekend cases of a mutated highly pathogenic strain of the H5N1 or ‘Avian Flu’ virus designated H7N3 showed up on tests conducted by the CDC on patients succumbing from flu-like symptoms in the Miami, New Orleans and Atlanta Georgia and as I was just handed to me before this announcement, suspected cases of H7N3 are showing up in Hawaii, Los Angles, and Seattle. We are receiving information by the hour on how this came to our shores, how to fight it, and how to lessen it’s impact but we know now for a fact this is from the China/Vietnam region that was spread via normal business travel from city to city. Many of these patients were students, business people, vacationers who traveled from the Asian Pacific area within the last couple of weeks. I am urging anyone who has traveled from any of the Asian Pacific countries to notify your health care provider or local Health department immediately. Especially if you have flu-like symptoms to help stop the spread of this highly infectious strain of the Avian Flu. 

I hold all accountability to the W.H.O. and various overseas government officials in the South Asian region for NOT immediately closing the international travel of citizens when the first cases of this outbreak were found nearly a week ago and either ignored or misdiagnosed. Yes, ladies and gentlemen, a week ago. For those countries involved with this possible cover-up - I will NOT forget - that is a promise. Actions are currently taking place to show what displeasure I am holding for you and those responsible. At what level these events are taking place, I will reveal in due time. Until then, I can promise you if this was a planned event, you will pay. 

To the American people, please remain calm, please do as your local officials request. At this moment, there is no domestic or international air travel except for emergency relief or medical purposes. I am also going to put in effect Code RED of our Homeland Security Alert system and asking the American people to stay where you are - at home, at a friends place or at work for the next three days. In the states of New York, Virginia, Massachusetts, Florida, Georgia, Texas, California, Washington, Louisiana, Mississippi, South Carolina and Pennsylvania starting at noon today - ALL road travel except for medical or emergency relief supplies is banned for the next seventy-two hours. If caught you will be arrested and detained until this emergency is over. Also as of two hours ago, all US military forces are being recalled world-wide to assist with securing the borders of the United States. I am also imposing a immediate price freeze on all gasoline, medical care, food and services relating to sheltering those who are stranded due to this travel ban. We will not tolerate price gouging in times of an emergency. You WILL be prosecuted to the fullest extent of the law if caught committing any of these offenses.

At this time, I am asking all off duty police, fire, medical, active duty and reserve personnel to report immediately to your duty stations. I’m not going to tell you everything is fine, because it’s not. We’ll need every man and woman to fight this possible outbreak and the first step is a voluntary isolation of yourself and loved ones for at least the next three days. Following this message will be recordings of how you can help protect yourself from contracting this sickness. Right now this is effecting only those east of the Mississippi. For people west of the Mississippi, I urge you to maintain calm. Do not over react because we have no proof that any pandemics are occurring in the western states. Ladies and Gentlemen, we will prevail. Make no mistake about that. The good news among this bad news is that We will prevail and will be back on track to getting this nation back together before you know it. Right now I ask for your calm and understand. I am sorry and we’ll do what we can. I’ll be in touch. God Bless America.”

He listened on one level to the following recording from the CDC and FEMA - it was nothing he already didn’t know but the next surprised him. ‘If you’re not actually sick, do not go to a emergency room, shelter in place using plastic sheeting, duct tape, in a interior room, food and water for the next 72hrs, do not try and go shopping, etc. etc.’ Even though Ohio wasn’t listed as one of the mandatory states for travel restriction, the Governor for the State of Ohio declared that they will also go by the Federal noon-time travel restrictions, and anyone caught on the road will be arrested for the next three days. He looked at his dashboard. Three-quarters of a tank of gas, two five gallon cans were in the back, he had plenty of fuel and firepower to get to his pickup truck, just hoped he would be able to get across the bridges before the noon deadline first. He had three in mind, if he could cross any one of them, his time would be cut in half. Otherwise, he’d have to keep continuing south then cut over following the Maumee river. His two biggest obstacles was to be crossing I-75 and the Maumee river. As he neared the major north/south interstate he slowed to take not of the traffic trying to either get off or get onto the it. He decided to bypass all entrance/exit ramps and hope none of the other bridges were clogged or had roadblocks yet erected. He finally crossed I-75 just south of Bowling Green and started driving west on 281 opting to taking a side road paralleling 281 instead any of the marked state routes due to the increased traffic. Listening to his CB and the radio brought him some bits and pieces of how the traffic was but it was mainly of the ‘unconstitutional’ quarantines, roadblocks, travel restrictions, ten gallon limits on gasoline, price gouging - gas was now at $10 gallon in several spots. The bridge at Waterville was blocked, so was the one in Napoleon and Defiance by local police and Sheriff’s deputies - luckily he heard that over the CB in ‘scan’ mode so he avoided approaching them. He heard also a roadblock was not letting anyone come into town from the bridge side but allowing outgoing traffic at Grand Rapids - he could cross there since he was on the southern side where the town was. If not, he’d have to drive out past Defiance and if he had to drive that far out, he would just shoot up to Megan’s parents place opting to go back for the truck at a later time. There was no sense doubling back so far to take more time traveling there.

He drove through the outskirts of town not actually going into the little town on the Maumee river hoping to not get stopped or hassled. As he approached the bridge (you could either go straight into their ‘downtown’ or turn right to cross the bridge) was a volunteer fireman’s SUV with emergency lights flashing and a pair of men wearing their turn out gear standing outside at the four way stop. Justin used his turn signal and pointed across the bridge with the “Okay” sign. They waved him past giving him a thumbs up signal. As he turned, he saw there were a pair of pickup trucks belonging to more volunteer firemen blocking the northern side of the bridge with their lights flashing. Wearing dusk masks and their turn out gear, they each carried a hunting rifle or shotgun along with a deputy sheriff who stood with them also holding a shotgun. Luckily, Justin with a N100 mask on he was able to roll past the roadblock unmolested with a wave to the three men trying to protect their community at this roadblock. Justin looked both ways on 24 and floored his Jeep, not actually stopping at the STOP sign there. His pickup was less then a half hour or so away if he kept this pace. He was definitely going to make it.

It took forty minutes to get there due to a couple improvised blockades across roads and a slight drive across someone’s front yard to avoid a traffic accident that blocked a intersection but he arrived to the U-Store it lot grinning from ear to ear, he was going to make it. Pulling up to the keyboard and reached to punch in his code he pulled back and grabbed for a paper towel using that as a barrier between him and the keypad - just in case. He waited anxiously as the gate didn’t budge, then hit the numbers again. To his relief the “beep, beep, beep” began sounding as the gate opened. He saw as the side door to the live in manager opened and out he stepped holding a shotgun. Justin pulled down his mask as he drove past yelling, “Just getting my truck Mr. Hillsdale!” Hillsdale just nodded, waved back and closed the door behind him.

Parking next to his truck Justin began transferring his supplies into the bed of the pickup truck after checking to see if the trailers lock was still in place and wheels were still inflated and chocked. He then fired up the big diesel engine and hooked up the trailer. Over the diesel’s engine he heard the ‘beep, beep, beep’ sound of the gate and stopped what he was doing to see what was going on. He quickly went to the passengers side and retrieved the Kommando SMG but kept it out of sight for now. He watched as a Dodge Dakota pickup and a mini-van tore into the lot going towards the other side where the RV’s and camper trailers were stored they paid no attention to Justin as they kicked up dust in the gravel lot. Putting the SMG back onto the seat he continued to empty his Jeep taking everything possible down to emptying out the ashtray turned coin holder. Opening the hood he began removing it’s battery then stopped. If he could rearrange some items, piling more into the pickup, he might be able to take the Cherokee along too, it was a really big trailer after all. Justin began pulling items to put into the Jeep again from the trailer, mostly loose items that wouldn’t weather well in the bed as he drove, this was going to eat up more of his time then realized it wouldn’t fit. Looking at his watch it was 12:23pm, the travel restriction was now in place. What was he going to do, take the chance and drive anyway the forty minutes to Megan’s parent’s place, or at least hole up until evening or tomorrow morning. Decisions, decisions… 

As he was trying to think of a way to bring the Jeep along, he stopped what he was doing to watch the two vehicles beginning to pull out along with a big diesel pusher RV blowing black smoke and a pop up camper trailer hooked to the Dakota. They weren’t waiting for it to warm up, just a load and go is what they were doing. Justin eyed them as they did he and only the driver of the RV gave him a half salute wave as they passed. Someone was bugging out in style he thought reaching into one of the carry totes for his level 3 soft armored vest putting it on over his sweatshirt, suddenly wishing he would of just bought a couple sets of heavier raid vests - it’s not like he didn’t have the money. Looks like it was too little too late. Watching as the gate closed, he returned to reloading everything. He stood there shivering slightly due to the wind picking up. The night’s lows were to be in the low 20’s with a possible snow shower. Why couldn’t this be during the summer? He really didn’t care for the cold weather. He sighed, thinking there has to be some very creative loading to occur to take the Jeep - possibly even leaving the empty steel and plastic barrels behind.


* * * * * * * * * * *

“Beep…beep…beep.” Justin was securing the tarp over the pickup’s bed and stopped again when he heard the gate beeping, the diesel was running smoothly and ready to go. As he went to the cab and grabbed the Kommando, he watched as a late 90’s Isuzu Trooper sped into the lot driving fast towards the garage door sized storage units. The passenger was yelling something and pointing towards Justin. She rolled down her window and shouted, “DON’T TRY DRIVING, THEY’RE ARRESTING PEOPLE JUST UP THE STREET AND TAKING THEIR STUFF!” and continued back towards where the RV’s were parked. 

Standing there for a couple minutes wondering what to do, he looked at his watch, not paying attention to the time since he had shut off the radio. It was making him crazy with all the “I’ve heard from a source” news reports and the endless loop from the CDC and FEMA on preparing for the next 72hrs. He pulled up his N100 mask, shrugged into his Carhart Ranch coat after slinging the Kommando underneath effectively hiding it even with the wire stock folded out and started walking towards where the couple had driven after shutting down the Ford and pocketing it’s keys. He was curious to find out more. The Storage lot sat back from the road far enough that it would be easy for anyone to see him pulling out, yet not easy for anyone from the road to see that someone was in the lot.

“Hello there,” Justin called out from beside one of the rows of buildings. Before he called out he had watched the middle to late 40’s couple as they off loaded boxes and bags into a 29ft camper attached to a Ford Chassis and was in the process of attaching a tow dolly to the back.

“Don’t come any closer mister, we have guns!” The man shouted as he told his wife to get inside quickly. He picked up a rifle from the ground and moved around the Trooper.

“That’s the only way to be these days Sir. I just want to know where you said people were being arrested and I’ll be on my way.”

The guy looked nervously around, Justin couldn’t make out what he was saying to his wife but apparently she wanted him to do something if he came any closer. “Where are you headed?”

“By the Ohio/Indiana border.” He replied, not wanting to give up his location, just a general direction.

“You best change directions then, we just came from that way and a they were putting together a road block at 20 and 108. We had to drive through the Wal-Mart parking lot then north and come in from the east to even get here. On the radio they’re saying they are starting to pop up from locals shutting down their towns. It’s every man for himself out there son.”

Justin shrugged his shoulders, why not. “Are you two heading out or hunkering down here for a while?”

“What’s it to you mister?” the woman shouted poking her head out.

“Nothing really, figured if you were, I’d give you a heads up if anyone comes into the lot since I’m in plain view of it is all. From what you’re saying it sounds as if I should wait a few hours before hitting the road to let things settle down.”

The two looked at each other, she nodded and he stood up. “You’re not sick are you with that mask and all?”

He chuckled a little, “No Sir, not sick one bit, but I’d rather not take any chances so how about if we just keep our distances and give me a call on CB Channel 31 or FRS family radio channel 17 if you have one if there’s any trouble on your side of the lot?”

“Sounds good to us.” The man waved and Justin backed away, not turning his back on them as he walked back to his truck and trailer. What to do for the next few hours. Maybe he should just hop into the truck and take his chances. His truck with trailer looked pretty gov’t-like and maybe no one will give him a hassle about it especially using his CERT ID card. Once back to his truck, as he climbed into it’s drivers seat, off in the distance he heard gunfire and reached for a pair of binoculars from his day pack. He ran to the front gate to see what was going on. He couldn’t see anything, but the gunfire lasted for about ten minutes after his arrival that sounded like from pistols and shotguns but because of the line of trees separating the harvested fields he couldn’t see anything. It did come from the direction of the roadblock the couple advised him of.

“That’s from the direction you want to go.” Came a voice from behind him making him jump, “Looks like you’re stuck here for at least for the night. Turning around he saw the guy from the RV. He was carrying a shotgun that had a scope attached and shorter barrel - probably a slug barrel or a turkey gun. 

“I guess you’re right.” Justin said still wearing his N100 mask. “Name’s Justin, nice to meet you - that’s if you don’t have the flu and all.”

The man laughed a little lowering his shotgun on it’s sling. “I can assure you, neither one of us is sick. We have been working on our house getting ready to put it up for sale and haven’t been around anyone for at least a week. Figured we’d come get the camper and head over to a friends farm. You?”

“Came to get my truck and boogie to my girlfriends parents place.”

“Sounds like what everyone else is doing. Getting out of the cities to friends in the country. How many of them are sick though and going to wipe out the entire family?”

“I can’t answer that Sir. Just have to be careful.”

“Well, I’d invite you over for dinner, but the wife is really leery of catching anything. We have those family radio things set to your channel so as long as you stay on your side of the lot, we’ll stay on ours and everything will be peachy keen.”

Justin nodded, noticing Mr. Hillsdale in the window either watching them or looking to see what was going on further up the road. He was just standing there with his shotgun in his hands as if waiting for something or someone. “Fine by me, I’ll let you know if anything happens…I’m Justin by the way.”

“Name’s Dudley Morrison.”

“See you later then, Mr. Morrison.” Justin walked back to his truck and thought about how he was going to get some sleep safely later. He could go for some sleep right now since he wasn’t going to be going anywhere until at least tomorrow. It was almost two PM and he was exhausted. Once inside his truck, he picked up one of six Midland 14mile FRS/GMRS radios and hooked the earbud/boom microphone to his ear, (he had bought these along with his night vision goggles and monocular at Cabela’s - they had looked at him like he was nuts with the high dollar items in his cart) then dug around for some batteries in one of his boxes inside the cab and hit the send button. “Dudley, this is Justin.”

“This is Dudley?”.

“Just checking to see if this thing works or not. I’m going to catch some sleep, can’t keep my eyes open. Just letting you know won’t be watching the gate for a hour or so. That’s all, Justin out.”

“10-4 over and out.” 

He smiled at the sign off. When he was first in the State Defense Force, a Staff Sergeant in the Academy chewed his butt off up one side and down another for signing off on a PRC-127 radio with ‘over and out’. Whatever the case, he needed some sleep, with the cab being as warm as it was, he could barely keep his eyes open. Shrugging out of his Ranch Coat, and removing the Kommando SMG, he sat in on his lap, making sure the safety was on and covered himself up after reclining it’s comfortable bucket seat as far back as it went. Before closing his eyes, he hit the power locks, he’ll probably wake up dead for taking a nap, but at least he’ll be somewhat rested for his journey to the pearly gates.

Chapter 10

2:39PM

“WHAT HAPPENED HERE?” Scott Abbcott yelled to a very tired looking police officer who was taping off the area in front of his brothers house, there were two police cars and a ambulance parked along the street, several people were standing around talking to others including a news camera crew. From their position outside the police line tape, the house he and Justin lived in as kids looked ransacked, garage door open, items on the ground, front storm door was lying on the porch. The crime scene contained numbered place cards, small surveyors flags and traffic cones. 

“Multiple shooting, now move along.” The officer snapped back turning his back on him.

“That’s my brothers place Officer, where’s he at? Is he dead?”

The officer stopped what he was doing and looked back. “You know the guy who lives here? Hang on a minute.” He reached to his lapel microphone and spoke a few words into it. From a couple houses away a pair of business suited men wearing long coats turned towards where the officer was stationed taping off the crime scene, one of them began walking towards Justin’s brother’s mini-van.

“Name is Detective Hughes. Officer say’s you know the guy who lived here?”

“Yes, He’s my brother, we’ve come to stay with him until the emergency is over, Is he…dead?” Scott said over the noise inside his packed mini-van. The kids were fussing and his wife was telling them to shut up continuously since they left their house. They had loaded everyone up after the power went out at their house a couple hours ago and with it getting cold they figured they’d just go over to Justin’s since he had everything already - fireplace, kerosene heater, plenty of fuel and food for it for the next three days. It was their plan, even after Justin had continuously suggested telling them to get prepared for a week of no power or heat for the last ten or so years. Their idea of preparing was revolved around making sure they have a key to get into his place.

“He’s gone buddy and not ‘gone’ in the dead sense. This morning, according to several witnesses, some guys show up and a altercation occurred in the house, he then shot two inside then several others outside after exiting seeing them taking boxes then took off. Neighbor said he loaded up his Jeep and left after taking evidence from the vehicles and victims. We currently have a BOLO out for his vehicle. If you know where he is, we need to know…”

“But WHY does it look like the place was ransacked?” Scott pointed at the house.

“Neighbors, opportunists, looters - take a pick. I guess he told the neighbor to use whatever he wanted inside the house, and the neighbors took it as a sign to go on a looting spree. I guess your brother was one of them survivalist-types who kept a bunch of food and things in his basement, nearly everyone knew it around here. Two other people were shot by the neighbor who said your brother said only they could have anything he wanted inside after he left. He’s now in custody for murder. Even though another witness said he was attacked first, we can’t find that witness now. If you know where your brother is, we’d like to talk to him and recover any evidence he took.”

“But that house belongs to my mother, he just rents it from her. When can we go inside?”

“You can’t. It’s now a crime scene and belongs to the city.” The detective replied coughing into his hand, he wished the day would be over but this was only the fourth multiple homicide call of the day and he was already feeling lousy from this cold. Why wouldn’t this guy just shut up and go to a shelter like the rest of the people were doing.

“Did you say this happened this morning? Why does it look like you just showed up a little while ago?” Scott’s wife asked from the passengers side.

“If you haven’t noticed lady, we’re a little busy with all the people thinking it’s the end of the world at the moment. Everyone is either going to a shelter, trying to rob other people or just leaving town at the moment, we can only do what we can.”

“He did say, if the crap ever hit the fan, he wouldn’t be here if we showed up.” His brother said looking at his wife, “What are we going to do?”.

“Now Mister, if you know where we can find your brother, we’d like to get his side of the story before he hurts anyone else. Is he on any medication? We were told he was heavily armed and had military training, is this true?”

Scott Abbcott stared up at the detective with a blank look in his face. Inside his head, a hundred questions firing at the same time but the biggest one was, “Why didn’t I listen to Justin.”…


* * * * * * *

7:09 PM

“Justin, did you hear that!” 
Justin shot straight up at the voice shouting in his ear, the SMG leapt from his lap banging against the dashboard then fell to the floorboard. Thank God it had been chamber empty. Not really trusting the safety until he was able to test it fully. So opted to keep it chamber empty until he needed it was the safer option. “Did I hear what, over.” He replied, reaching carefully for the SMG who’s sling was now tangled on the gas pedal. He had just re-entered his pickup to try calling Megan on his cell phone hoping the circuits wouldn’t still be busy but found a new message of “Cellular service is experiencing unusually high demand at the moment. Please try your call later.”. Afterward, he had settled into the seat to take a quick nap. That quick nap lasted nearly a hour by the luminescent hands of his watch that Megan gave him a hard time about buying.

Earlier figuring that he might as well make himself somewhat comfortable for the next 24 hours to let the craziness die down before hitting the road - yet he was barely 35-40 miles away. He had approached the managers office/house and through the door’s window asked if he could use one of the walk-in closet sized storage units for the night and pulled a $50 bill from his wallet. “I just want it for a couple day’s Mr. Hillsdale.” The look on the guys face said it all and greedily accepted. It was a $25 dollar a month closet sized unit that no one really wanted because they were too small. It would be perfect to shelter the night in, for he would be able to stretch out on his cot then being semi cramped in his truck cab and protected somewhat by the bone chilling weather without wasting now to be precious diesel.

Not knowing exactly where he’d put them, he dug around in the trailer and pickup for the items to make his stay a little more comfortable was a challenge that took nearly a half hour. He hadn’t emptied much and repacked the items removed realizing he wouldn’t get the Jeep inside. Before doing that. Justin pulled his truck up across the front of the roll up metal door he’d chosen then began to set up a temporary home. Item’s removed were a Coleman BlackCat catalytic heater, his dual fuel lantern, ECWS gore-tex sleeping bag, army cot, and his AR180B with Molle 2 LBV field harness were placed inside and BlackCat heater lit. He didn’t need to light the lantern because the single 60w overhead bulb still had electricity so he just pulled the door down to within a inch of closing for ventilation as the catalytic heater warmed the inside quickly. After a half hour of running on low, he was able to be coatless but as soon as he rolled open the door, all the heat escaped bringing the compartment back to outside temperatures which were hovering around 23F with a stiff breeze blowing out of the west. To occupy his time, he went back to the trailer to get the firearms he had taken from Billy’s gang and dig out some food for dinner. He was famished realizing he hadn’t eaten anything since breakfast and that, he had spewed onto the front lawn. He intended to clean and inspect everything more closely, since he needed something to do other then pace around and listen to the radio.

He quickly decided not to use anything from his BOB bag, he was curious to find he had put one of the carry totes with his spare BOB equipment in a semi accessible spot near the back. He thought of digging out one of ten cases of MRE’s he had pre-loaded, but felt he might need those at a later date. He had easily prepared meals - or maybe make up something from one of his coolers instead. Inside the carry tote he had light sticks, several packages of Mountain House dinners, shoelaces, matches, MRE accessory packets, several protein bars - two power bars should hold him over until later, toilet paper - he realized there he had a problem. The chemical toilet was way in the front of the trailer, what if he had to take a duce? Back to field sanitation 101….

……“On the radio just now.” came Dudley’s reply over his ear piece as he sat and stared at the radio. “Justin?” Dudley called again before he replied. 

“I didn’t hear anything, sorry. I guess I fell asleep. Wore myself out setting up in one of the storage lockers for the night - it’s been a long day. What’s going on, over.” He turned on the radio, nothing but talk radio on the flu, CDC announcements, and of all things commercials.

“In several cities, martial law has been declared and this flu bug is now hitting the west coast hard. How did it travel there so fast?”

“It doesn’t surprise me, it’s a normal thing that happens when major disasters happen, look at New Orleans and how they declared martial law when the local governments plans failed or better yet, were never enacted, over.”

“Yeah but, it’s happening almost everywhere. They’re even saying people are being forced into shelters and riots are breaking out because of it. Several hospitals have been looted with people looking for that Tammy-flu medicine.”

“It’s called Tami-flu, and I don’t think it would work against the strain the President said is hitting the shores. It’s not even been a day yet Dudley, how fast can things fall apart in just a day? Don’t believe half of what’s on the radio or TV. You do have your TV on don’t you?”

“Yes, you wouldn’t believe what’s on it. Wall to wall coverage on every channel. By the way, how are you keeping warm. I could convince my wife to let you stay inside the RV, it’s really warm in here right now.”

“I’m fine Dudley. Like I said, I’m set up in one of the smaller lockers and it’s plenty warm. Matter of fact, I need to get back in there because I’m going to cook dinner.”

“Okay, let us know if you need anything. Wife is warming up to the idea about staying here for the next three days and then head to our friends place. What about you?”

Justin thought for a moment. This wasn’t a bad place to be actually, as long as Hillsdale doesn’t complain too much but said, “I’m heading out of here as soon as the truck warms up in the morning most likely.”

“Call us before you leave in the morning Justin.”

“Not a problem. Goodnight Dudley”

“Goodnight Justin.” 

Climbing out of his truck he went back to the bed to remove several of the 2 liter Coke bottles he had filled setting them outside for the night to freeze so he can add it to the cooler in the morning. Then walked the few feet to his temporary home for the night, rolling up the door as little as possible to keep the heat in. He had set out his dinner before deciding to take a quick nap. On the cinder block and 2x6 table he erected were two of his four alcohol stoves. One was a Brasslight ® Turbo 1, where he’d heat water for a pouch of Mountain house freeze dried Lasagna and a Elite energy drink stove by MBD® to make hot water for hot chocolate or non-caffeine tea later. Last thing he wanted was caffeine to keep him awake. Lighting the stoves were easy enough and waited for them to boil. Pouring the boiling water into the food pouch and resealing it, Justin sat on his cot and made himself a cup of hot chocolate, then poured the rest of the hot water into his Thermos. He took off his sweater and boots as the dinner re-hydrated thinking, maybe he’d go for a little walk later tonight and see what was going on at the roadblock up the road. He smiled, knowing that it would probably get him into trouble, but it was better than just sitting in a closet as the world ended around him.

Picking up the liberated AR15A2, he bean to field strip it. He had plenty to do tonight before turning in, especially to remember to clean his pistol and the 870 that he knew had been fired. He looked over at the Kommando and shook his head, how was he going to clean that without breaking it? He sat down the AR and cursed reaching into the carry tote of spare BOB items for a zip-lock bag containing toilet paper and e-tool….

* * * * * * *

November 28th 2005 6:50 PM EST

“Are you sure you want to leave this late?”

“Yes, I’ll drive with my lights out most of the way and be okay, I’ll just take it slow. That military convoy really messed up my plans staying as long as they did.” Justin said waiting as the front gate began to open. Mr. Hillsdale was at the door watching, but not doing anything.

“Good luck Justin”

“Same to you and your wife Dudley.” He said back over the FRS radio, not actually seeing the Morrison’s as he left. He pulled out after watching for nearly a half hour the repositioned roadblock was being reinforced slowly just after dawn but the military convoy still sat in the Wal-Mart parking lot until a little after 6pm when they pulled out heading back towards Toledo. Around two AM Justin had moved through the field up to the wood line to observe and had called to Dudley saying a military convoy was at the roadblock and to turn off all lights for his trailer was sticking out like a sore thumb upon viewing the lot with his night vision monocular. They had originally decided to stop all traffic from the east/west bound lanes of Alternate 20 and the southern route into town along ST.RT.108. Using the USNV-14G24 Gen. 3 monocular (also bought from Cabela’s) after taping over the IR illuminator just in case the roadblock had night vision equipment, he had caught the gist that the convoy ordered it to be moved from blocking the east/west bound traffic so it was moved to blocking only the southbound access to the city of Wauseon. Then the military convoy consisting of four HMMWV and a desert tan 5ton M935 cargo truck pulled into the Wal-Mart parking lot for the night. He didn’t even go close to the convoy setting up for the night, he knew that they had night vision gear, especially if the HMMWV were carrying their basic load package. Under the drivers side passenger’s seat should of been a pair of Gen 3 goggles, if they followed the SOP load outs in the manual. Last year his unit assisted a National Guard unit before they went over seas, and one of the classes he sat in on was the HMMWV class where they gave handouts of where each item should be located in every HMMWV they had. Justin had several copies for the armored, soft skinned, cargo and medic vehicles load out lists, just in case back with his reference folders. Watching as the guardsmen/women set up a text book perimeter he saw them manning their roof mounted machine guns - but he couldn’t tell from the distance what they were. He should of unpacked and brought the scope for his rifle, it had a higher magnification.

It was just after eight o’clock in the evening when he pulled into Megan’s parents place, honking his horn as he turned in swinging it very wide so the trailer didn’t go off into the small drainage ditch on either side of the entrance. The forty minute drive took a little longer due to several minor detours. As he pulled in, her father emerged from the back porch with a shotgun in his hands with that, ‘Who is this’ look on his face. Justin noticed Megan’s brother’s pickup in the driveway with it’s pop-up camper attached but no sign of her sister’ car or SUT Cadillac. As he drove closer, he noticed her brother John emerging from the front door with a lever action rifle in his hands and the same look on his face. Looking down to make sure the SMG was ready - just in case, he was glad he put on his soft body armor - at least hopefully if they started shooting it would stop something until they realized who he was. 

Pulling the truck up further he stopped next to Megan’s Lexus and got out on it’s running boards. “It’s Me, Justin! MR WAGNER, Don’t SHOOT!” He stepped down from the cab and walked around holding his hands chest level but the sling to his newly acquired Kommando was across his chest. He probably looked like something from a movie, SMG across his chest, bullet proof vest on - he wished he had a camera at the moment for some odd reason.

“Boy, where did you steal that truck and trailer from?” He called out lowering the shotgun into a standard field carry position as if he was in a corn field hunting pheasants.

“It’s mine all right. It’s a long story Mr. Wagner, but right now we need to batten down this place. Did you get a fuel delivery yet? If not I need to use your phone right away, mine’s reading no signal.”

“They said it was already paid for and was just delivering it, didn’t even have to sign for it. What gives Justin, are you secretly rich or something, because from what Megan has said about you - you can barely afford to pay attention in the money part of life.” A curious look was on his girlfriends father’s face pointing out back by the garage/workshop. In back were two 300gallon fuel storage tanks strapped down to a flatbed trailer - one with #2 diesel (not bio-diesel) and a 89 octane gasoline, hopefully they all had stabilizer in them, or in six months they’d good for nothing except cleaning his firearms. He was disappointed not seeing the second propane tank he had ordered, but at least half a order is better then none. He did see the two 55gallon drums that he hoped contained K-1 Kerosene, the undyed kind on the trailer also. The conversation with the co-op manager on buying the tanks, trailer, and fuel was a memorable one. The manager had hung up on him thinking it was a crank phone call. Once Justin had called back and spoke to him again, he turned out to be very helpful and willing. The only catch was that he couldn’t fill the tanks until they were ready to be installed. He’d have to go check to see if they were filled, empty tanks were pretty much worthless.

Justin smiled, “Like I said Mr. Wagner, that’s a long story I’m more then willing to tell all of you tonight, but first things first, we need to get a gate up over the driveway, someone needs to man a…” 

“What on earth for boy?” Tom Wagner began to question. “This isn’t the city where they’re going nuts.”

Justin adjusted the SMG so it was hanging slightly across his chest, the eyes on both Megan’s father and brother about popped out of their heads, “Guys, I’ve already killed five people who were trying to rob me - AT MY HOME! I’m NOT going to let that happen out here especially with this much stuff to loose. WE have too much to loose.”

The Wagner’s looked at each other as Megan came running from the house nearly falling over herself as she saw Justin standing beside his truck holding a little black SMG in his hands nonchalantly. He smiled at her, it looked as if she just stepped out of the shower. “Hiya Megs, Told you I’d get here.”

“What… what…where did?” pointing to the pickup truck and trailer

* * * * * * * *

Dec. 7th 2005

They had lost power on the evening of December 1st as a heavy snow fell earlier in that afternoon while the men and Megan were out moving firewood cut during the summer closer to the back door and the outdoor furnace, once they awoke on the 2nd, there must of been about six inches of the white stuff on the ground. Justin was surprised the mains electricity had lasted this long this far out in the country. In other parts of the state, electricity was lost that first day the news of the pandemics hit. During those first few days, Justin and the Wagner’s just tried coping with what was happening by keeping busy rearranging the living space, and putting away the items Justin had brought. Megan was furious at Justin for not telling her of him winning the lottery when he did, instead keeping it secret until he arrived to the farm with everything. She kept her distance from him in the two story house for the next couple of days, because of that, he volunteered to sleep in the pop up camper of her brothers until things were straightened out. Megan’s father wouldn’t hear of it, so Justin was put up on the army cot he brought in the large family room, near a corner that had a hydronic register to keep warm and out of the way. His clothing was in boxes beneath his cot since all the upstairs bedrooms were occupied so it was there or out in the workshop. With his ECWCS gore-tex sleeping bag, he was more then enough warm, normally using the sleeping bag as a mattress and using a army digital pattern hollofil filled comforter he bought a while back as a blanket with a plain twin sized sheet doubled up under it. He was really starting to miss his own bed. Heck, he was missing ANY kind of bed.

After the first the three days the President had came on the radio at noon on November 30th with an announcement.

My fellow Americans,

I come to you today with an announcement from the Centers for Disease Contro and the Department of Homeland Security. Effective immediately, your government will take the following steps to contain the outbreak:

The existing 20 million of flu vaccine will be distributed as follow: 1) active duty military personnel and their dependents; b) National Guard units and their dependents; c) healthcare professional and related service providers; key government employees of federal and state government; and, 5) persons under age 5 and over age 60.

Travel restrictions will be effective immediately and the DOT will suspend all forms of public transportation including airlines, trains and bus service pending a determination of the extent of the outbreak. The only forms of non-local transportation being permitted are distribution of food and medical supplies. Fuel supplies are ample for the moment and I have agreed to release up to 100 million barrels of fuel from our strategic petroleum to reserves to meet any shortfalls. All travel will be limited to your local community and for rural residents the nearest community.

In addition, in cooperation with the governors of the states, the National Guard units are being federalized to serve the residents of their home states.

In addition to the 20 million doses of H5N1 prototype vaccine, the government has stockpiled 40 million cards of Tamiflu. Tamiflu has proven effective in most cases provided it is administered within 48 hours of contracting the avian flu. 

The available treatments are sufficient to treat 20 percent of the population. You government has worked with various manufacturers of protective masks and has sufficient quantities of the N-95 masks to protect the entire population. These masks have been forward positioned in state capitols and key cities and distribution will be completed within 7-10 days.

Of greatest concern will be the inability of public utility companies maintaining the flow of electricity water and natural gas. Of secondary concern is the possibility that the outbreak will extend into the spring. Public and private schools, large gathering places like shopping centers and sports arenas are a prime source of spread of any virus. I have therefore issued an Executive Order delaying the reopening of sporting events, schools, and large shopping centers. We are still keeping shelters for those who have been stranded due to travel restrictions open, if you are feeling ill, in a shelter, you need to notify the medical staff right away for proper treatment.

Worldwide, the news is far reaching with many third world countries unable to secure the flu vaccine. Informed sources have stated that the outbreak in Southeast Asia has reached epidemic and possibly pandemic proportions. In an effort to limit the spread of the disease in the country, I have order all chickens, turkeys and all farm poultry destroyed. As of this time the exact mechanism of the spread of the virus would appear to include human-to-human transmission and the virus should be considered airborne. At such time as the actual manner of transmission is identified and confirmed, modifications of the protocols in placed will be modified or expanded as necessary.

The CDC and Department of Homeland Security will be making further announcements in the coming days. Thank you and good night.

God Bless America.


Following his speech of isolation had turned into two weeks by Executive authority through the Dept. of Homeland Security and the CDC. They even suggested if anyone comes in contact with anyone now to keep their distance and quarantine them for at least a week to see if they show any symptoms of the flu or the plague. Justin and the Wagners did the best they could under the circumstances and were eagerly awaiting news from the middle daughter and her family who lived in Andersen, Indiana. The pandemic was everywhere by the 7th, reports all from coast to coast, full hour long news reports of the mass graves in the cities, how towns and cities were shooting people trying to get past their roadblocks, even in several cities and video tape from Fox News, of a gang calling themselves the “Flu Busters” were going around the city streets wearing gas masks killing anyone who seemed to have the flu-like symptoms. Society was in full downward spiral and no end in sight. It was earlier in the afternoon on the 7th when they had their first incident. While Megan’s sister in law Sally, was manning the second story window that overlooked the road and driveway entrance she noticed a pair of pickup trucks drive past slowing down and stopped at the gate they fashioned using material from Mr. Wagners workshop/barn. She let out a yell that someone was at the gate and didn’t know them that set the household into a flurry of activity. 

Justin had been resting on his ‘bed’ in the living room and ran out the backdoor with his AR180B carbine and LBV turning the corner bringing it up to his shoulder when one of them saw him and shouted to the others. The men jumped back into the trucks and sped off down the road without a shot being fired. Looters most likely. Going around to the area farms to see who’s still alive and who’s dead to loot their houses. As he crouched down at the corner of the house for the next twenty minutes waiting for them to return he thought during dinner, he’ll propose to the Wagner’s about him going on a little patrol of the area and to their nearest neighbors and try to make contact. Their nearest neighbor who was well within C.B. range hadn’t replied to radio calls since the travel restrictions began. Mrs. Wagner couldn’t remember if they were down south yet or not, but they usually venture to their place in Florida around Thanksgiving. They were not even a half mile or so down the road. Once the threat was over, and everyone had gathered in the living room, Justin then suggested that he and John take a walk over to their neighbors place to see if anyone was home when it became dark. John agreed quickly, but his wife protested until he over turned her saying “I’m going Sally. I’ve made my decision, like it or not”. That didn’t sit well with the women of the house.

At dusk, they left by the back door moving behind the workshop/garage into the wooded lot behind the house. First checking the farm house behind them he could see lights on inside using his other toy that was now attached to his AR180, a ATN Gen 3 Crusader 5x nightvision scope. He would have to talk to Megan’s father about making sure all blinds and curtains were pulled closed at dusk so the house wouldn’t stick out as much. So they continued through the woods to the neighbors house to the east. The guys in the pickup trucks didn’t even stop at this house as they left the area. Justin carried his folding stocked AR180B and Glock 23, John was armed with Justin’s Beretta 96 and the AR15 he’d taken from Billy’s ‘gang’. The only firearms within the Wagner household were a pair of .22 rifles, two 12ga shotguns, a 4” Model 19 .357mag revolver and a lever action 30-30 so it was up to Justin to arm the family with the items he had brought. They approached the house from the back wood line moving through the field in a leap and bound motion hidden from view of the house by the pole barn. John had commented it’s just like playing paintball - but for real. Once to the pole barn, using his rifles night scope, Justin did a quick survey of the area and signaled John to stay where he was while he checked things out. No doors were kicked in, no windows broken, everything appeared to be as it should be. He used a 5gal bucket by the pole barn to look into the windows to see if anyone was ‘home’. Maybe they didn’t leave for Florida after all and instead died inside their house. Finding no one home, they made sure the doors were secured and walked back to the Wagner house in a long loop to the trough the field to the south of the house - just in case anyone was watching. The patrol was uneventful, but John really enjoyed it asking where did Justin learn how to do it and if they could do a few more patrols around the area. It wasn’t until they returned from the patrol Megan’s mother said she had key’s to the house to water the plants every couple of weeks. He nearly wanted to kick her in the butt with his combat boots on but was concerned if he did, he would of launched her across the room and she’d fall into one of the Dietz or Aladdin lanterns set up around the house causing a fire.

Before today’s excitement, for the last couple of weeks the daily routine was waking up, feeding the chickens and rabbits he didn’t know they had on his Thanksgiving day dinner, collecting the eggs and running the generator Mr. Wagner wired into the breaker box just enough to fill up the water tanks and chill the refrigerator and chest freezer, that was also when everyone took a shower or Mrs. Wagner and Sally would bake bread in the oven for their evening meals for the week. The outdoor furnace was set up with a 75w solar panel and L16 deep cycle battery set that would run the circulating pump to the house and workshop, so it would not require the generator to run all the time for providing heat. They had plenty of hot water available so running the wood burner would occur only during the night when the furnace was on battery power to help ease it’s drainage. Propane was going to be their biggest problem if this lasted more then six months. Meg’s father had said that first night he arrived, while they didn’t drop off a spare tank, they did fill the one they had up and put a dozen or so of the BBQ grill tanks into the garage along with a pair of those big 100lb tanks seen on construction sites, so it should last them a good eight or nine months easily if all they used it for was cooking. Mr. Wagner said it wouldn’t be any problem what so ever to hook up the kitchen stove to the portable bottles.

Two days later on the 9th of December, Justin was getting ready for the night shift after dinner when a car horn began honking putting everyone in a panic again. Why wasn’t anyone up at the front window he thought as he hurried to grab his rifle and vest. Looking out the front window, John’s wife Sally shouted that it was friends of theirs from their neighborhood. She had told them to come up to the farm if things got bad and they would put them up. 

“WAIT A MINUTE…HOLD ON JUST A MINUTE!” Justin shouted trying to get everyone’s attention as coats were being put on and them rushing outside. “We can’t let them come in right now, we’ve gotta follow the quarantine procedures just in case they’re infected.”

The responses he received were as if he just slapped them all. Mrs. Wagner shook her head saying, “We’ve known them far longer then you and they’re welcomed inside at any time young man.” Tom and John Wagner had a different opinion, somewhat similar to Justin’s. “Maybe we should be careful honey, we’ve not heard from them in a few weeks and with Sarah (who worked with Megan’s sister) being a nurse and Rick being a Doctor…maybe?” 

“I won’t hear the end of it Thomas. Go outside and open that gate.” She commanded, pointing to John who was looking between his mother and father. 

“Well, then I’m out of here then.” Justin said beginning to gather his personal belongings.

“You’re what?” Megan shouted above the horn honking and the argument beginning inside the family room.

“I said I’m out of here. I’m not going to be here if you’re just going to let anyone inside who’s been in a area that was declared quarantined without at least waiting for a week to see if they’ve got the flu or not. I”M NOT going to die like that.”

“Are you taking all the stuff you brought too?” her brother John asked standing next to the opened closet turned armory, he was just about to get the AR15A2 Justin had given to him to use.

“Nope, I’ll just come back when you all are dead in a couple weeks. This stuff is killing people within five days, after another week, it should be out of the air and I’ll just wear a gas mask and suit.” He continued to gather his stuff.

“Hang on a minute Justin. Maybe you are right. We should put them up in the camper or the outbuilding until we know they’re ‘safe’.” Tom Wagner stated, to no one in particular, “What’s it going to hurt?”

With that decided, John went out to begin putting up the camper, but they’d be pulling it into the garage section of the outbuilding. Justin had six 20lb propane canisters along with the dozen the Co-op brought, so that should supply enough heat to the camper until they were declared, ‘safe’. Justin was the one who was going to go talk to the new arrivals and quickly dressed in a Tyvek suit, boots, and gas mask with its voice amplifier attached. Tom Wagner had shouted to the new arrivals to stay where they were and to wait for someone to come out. It was really dark outside, probably snow was approaching so Justin also attached a LED headlamp to his forehead hoping it stayed in place.

Dressed in heavy winter clothing the Wagners (except for John and Sally who were out setting up the camper in the garage/pole barn, luckily to Justin’s urging they had parked it in there just in case of something like this and keep it out of the snow) stood on the porch all armed with rifles or shotguns, except for Mrs. Wagner, who stayed in side saying she wasn’t going to have anything to do with such nonsense and kept her two grandchildren occupied at the opposite side of the house. Justin grabbed up the Kommando SMG, it felt awkward in his gloved hands but walked out to the carload of people. A man stepped out wanting to know what was going on. Yelling for him to stay back surprised Justin at the way his voice was amplified and do what he was told, or back up and leave. He informed him they were going to be put up in the garage out back, inside a camper that had heat and food and water will be delivered to them for the next five days to make sure no one was sick, then they’d be let into the main house. (Where they were going to put them was anyone’s guess since there was barely enough room inside now). Justin noticed the Mercedes station wagon was a diesel and packed with boxes and bags of items - later finding out mainly containing clothing, electronic ‘toys’ and their ‘family heirlooms’ of art, books, two vases and even three sculptured art works that were two feet tall each. The man started to complain about their treatment, saying that no one was sick and he was just being paranoid. Justin raised the Kommando and put his finger on the trigger as he shouldered it. “Mister, this thing fires at 550 rounds per minute and has a thirty-two round magazine. You’ll do as I say or I’ll just end it here with a squeeze of the trigger and bury you out back. It’s called the three S’s… SHOOT, SHOVEL, SHUT UP. It’s ONLY for five days. What’s your decision?” The woman in the car told her husband to shut up and get back into the car doing as he said. She said, “They’re at least letting us stay here, where else do we have to go?” Smart woman.

“This is no way to talk to a DOCTOR.” He shouted climbing back into his car, Justin later found out he wasn’t really a doctor, but just a step below it, he couldn’t think what it was called, who worked at the same clinic Megan’s sister did. He wasn’t a intern, wasn’t a medical assistant but something else. Eventually they made their way back to the garage/workshop and John was just exiting panting heavily. “Everything okay?” he said as he watched Justin walking alongside the station wagon with the SMG to his shoulder.

“Yes, is everything inside including the FRS Radios?” he motioned for them to stop and held his hand up as he spoke with John - from a distance.

“Yep, it’s all inside. Dad turned on the feed from the furnace to the workshop. They should be more then warm enough if they don’t leave the doors open.”

“Good, get out of here now, on the inside door to the kitchen closet there’s a recipe for a decon bath. Make up a batch and put it into the garden sprayer -unless your mom moved it again, and wait for me.” He waited until John was back to the house and motioned for the occupants of the car to exit and get inside to make themselves comfortable. Before he let them enter, he stopped the so-called doctor asking, “Do you have any firearms? If you do, they need to be turned over for the next few days.”

The ‘doctor’ looked like he’d just been slapped across the face. “Of course not. Only barbarians like you own firearms. I should call the police to have the whole lot of you arrested for threatening me with those guns.”

Justin laughed when his wife shouted at him to ‘shut the hell up and get inside.’. Megan later told him they could hear him laughing all the way on the back porch and it sounded really creepy with it being amplified. Almost Dearth Vader like.

For the first couple of meals they were to be fed MRE’s until they could get the meals together for the whole group, of course the “Doctor” protested it until Justin, still dressed in his Tyvek suit said, “fine, you have yourselves a nice day then.” And left the garage with the case of MREs under his arm but leaving the several gallon jugs of water behind. The ‘Doc’s’ wife hurriedly came outside stating they’ve not had anything to eat in a couple days except for some camping food they forgot they’d put away and would take the MRE’s. She had asked how do they get heated and Justin showed her quickly how to fill the heaters and when heated how to open the MRE’s (length wise instead of just cutting off the top). At least one person had some common sense he thought as he walked back through the snow to where John waited still wearing a N100 mask and gloves holding a garden sprayer. Standing there as John started spraying him down with the bleach/dawn dish soap/hot water mixture he could see Megan through the upstairs window looking at him without emotion. Why was she looking at him like that?

Chapter 11

The new arrivals weathered the quarantine just fine with no further complications except for general whining and complaining. On the 16th it was Tom and John Wagner who brought them into the house, Justin was taking a turn at the ‘guard window’ and was just getting off the night shift. It was Sally who introduced them as Rick, his wife Betsy, and their children, twelve year old Hyden and fourteen year old Allison Touvier, the ‘Doctor’ refused to shake Justin’s hand when he offered it to him saying “No hard feelings?” Instead Touvier just turned his back and began thanking Megan’s mother in typical butt kissing fashion. Betsy shook his hand and said, “Excuse my husband, he thinks he’s more important then he really is at times. I know you were just trying to look out for the Wagners.” As the introductions ceased, Megan’s mother insisted putting the “Doctor” up in the dining room and moving that furniture into the garage. She literally bent over backwards for the Touvier family to get comfortable. Since his first night in the house, Justin was sleeping on a army cot he brought, set up off to the side next to one of the registers in the large family room but the Doctor and his family used the Wagners spare folding spring mattresses and air mattresses Mrs. Wagner suddenly remembered they had in the garage. 

That next day, Justin approached Rick as he sat at the table drinking the largest cup of coffee that could be found in the kitchen, that he had acquired some medicines before showing up. “What kind?” he inquired looking only half interested, detesting Justin for just being in the room with him and kept eyeing the pistol in it’s IWB holster. “Is that really necessary to have, there ARE children around here and you’re the only one doing it.” he then said pointing to the holstered Glock. 

Justin smiled slightly, “Yes, and as long as you and your kids keep out of the living room closet we’ve designated as the ‘gun locker’, the ‘kids’ should be fine. I didn’t see any problems with John’s children with the rules for these last few weeks. If you didn’t notice, John is carrying a pistol also.”

“Who do you think you are talking to me like that?” Rick said, his face beginning to get red, yet he still sat with coffee mug in hand.

“Just some idiot trying to make peace. Look, I have a box of stuff that I took from someone who tried robbing me I’d like you to look at. I know what some of it is like, Cipro, amoxil, pain killers, but maybe you know the rest. I know some is definitely illegal.”

“What are you doing with those items, they’re by prescription only.” Justin shook his head and left the kitchen, they had put the box of pills and such into the closet turned gun locker because it could be locked shut. Returning with the box, he sat it on the table saying. “I know you don’t like me, fine. But here’s the deal. You have medical experience, I only have basic first aid and Combat Lifesaver training. I know Erythromycin and Keflex and Amoxicillin is used to treat: Strep Throat, Strep Throat and Tonsillitis, Infection of the Middle Ear Cipro, and streptomycin can be used to treat the plague that’s bound to be in the cities, Ambian for sleep disorders, Vicodin and Tylenol with codeine for pain killers, it’s the rest of these I don’t know what they’re for. I even found a eight of those 10 tablet cards of Tamiflu in there too. Like I said, I don’t know what half of it is, but with your background, hopefully you do. I still have a few boxes to unload from my trailer that has reference books in it, there might even be a Merrick manual for you to use.”

“Where did you get this from?” He began looking through the box, obviously not pleased with some of it’s contents. “Some of these are street drugs,” he said holding up a vial of clear liquid wincing as he read it’s label. “Who did you steal it from or were you just a dealer?”

Shaking his head, he knew he wouldn’t make friends with this guy at any level saying instead, “Make yourself useful and see what’s inside the box, Doc. Don’t be foolish and take anything, because we inventoried it after I arrived here and except for a few sinus pills and aspirin missing, it still all should be there.” Then left the room to go look for Megan and see if she wanted to go take a walk in the woods out back.

* * * * * * * * * * * *

“What’s wrong Megan?” Justin asked as they sat on a log behind the house. It was about the only place they could get away from everything and not worry about the world around them. It had been common for one of the family members to come out here and get a little alone time before tackling the day. 

She sat close to him, her head on his shoulder. “Nothing really.”

“No, that’s not going to cut it. Ever since I showed up and told you about winning the lottery, you’ve been really distant and not the usual Megan.” He adjusted the sling to the Kommando so it was down by this right side. It was strange to have to be carrying a firearm anytime outside, but he had finally convinced Tom and John that it was out of safety for the entire family. 

“Fine. You lied to me.” She said matter of fact. “You know how much I hate liars.”

“I never lied to you, while I never told you the entire truth, I can positively say - I didn’t lie to you.”

“So this is the whole, what is - IS conversation again? Is it that you didn’t trust me by telling me you won that money or that you didn’t WANT me to know you are now filthy rich?” 

Justin was defiantly uncomfortable at her other questions of. ‘Why didn’t he tell her that day, why didn’t he say something sooner, why did he have to keep it such a secret, maybe things would of been different?’ “I don’t know what to tell you Megan, I’m sorry that I didn’t say anything but you’ve got to understand something.” He told her the story of how his brother and family reacted to him giving them the checks, how he had set up accounts for each of the family members, how he wanted everything in place before he told anyone. “So do you see where I’m coming from? It wasn’t that I didn’t trust you, but I didn’t know how you would react with me being ‘filthy rich’ and we’ve only been dating for a few months. I mean c’mon, after you telling me how you dumped your ex-fiancé because he was making six figures and started acting like GOD around everyone, would you of wanted to be around me then? Do you think your family would of been more nice or more rude to me if I would of shown up at Thanksgiving as Justin the average decent guy, or Justin the multi millionaire?”

“Well, I guess we’ll never know. But I also didn’t like the way you treated the Touviers. Would you really have shot him that night?”

“Yes. To protect you and your family, I’ll do whatever it takes. Period.”

“I don’t like this side of you Justin, it almost seems like you’re enjoying this too much.”

That stuck him into a stunned silence before answering a good two minutes later. “It sucks you see it that way Megan, but things are different now. I can say I am NOT enjoying this one bit. I miss my own bed, I ache every morning I get up, I miss the daily twenty minute hot showers, I miss laying around all day doing nothing on Sunday but we’re all going to need to change before this is over. You’ve seen the news, heard the radio, we’re in for a long winter and a questionable spring - spring is a long way off. Things are not going to be getting back to the way they were for a long time. When will you realize that? You’re brother and Dad are coming around quickly, we were just talking about planting corn and beans in the fields around us next spring.”

“I’m ready to go back to the house now.” Megan said standing up and began walking to the house, he noticed she wasn’t even carrying her pistol.

Justin stood up, “Are we okay? Or should I just pack up and leave? Because if this is going to be a problem, I’ll not stay where I’m not welcomed.”

“We’re okay for now.” She replied as she continued to walk back towards the house. “Just give me some time to work it out, I still really care about you Justin, I just feel as if you didn’t trust me.”

* * * * * * *

Throughout the day, with Betsy’s help (more like directing her what to do) Rick had worked on the box of pills all day taking many breaks and even a nap - yet letting it all sit on the table instead of securing it back into the closet. When Justin said something to Tom about it, who was feeling a little under the weather, he said he would go talk to Rick about it. Justin could hear Rick apologizing saying “Justin never told him to lock the medicines back up if he wasn’t around, Justin never said that these were to be controlled access.” Tom reemerged from the kitchen shaking his head, walking past Justin to go lay down he said, “That guy is a idiot, he blamed you for not telling him basic common sense. You should of just shot him, that guy is doing nothing around here.”. 

That evening, while the family sat around the family room getting ready for movie night. The generator was humming away in the background. Justin, Tom and John had made a enclosure for it to protect it from the weather and muffle it’s noise earlier on in their quarantine. Rick’s son and daughter brought a extensive collection of DVD’s and CD’s, but very little winter clothing or anything else. Sally and Mrs. Wagner had just brought in the popcorn they’d popped using a hot air popper when Rick had asked John where Justin really acquired the truck, guns, and food from, John said that Justin was a multi-millionaire from winning that $190-some million lottery and had bought many of the items a few weeks before ‘it hit the fan’. The “Doctor” looked at him up and down from the family room as Justin was in the kitchen cleaning up from dinner with Megan saying smugly, “Look at him, wearing that gun all the time. Oh I doubt that he’s rich, all his stuff is probably stolen like those drugs he showed me today. Don’t let him fool you, I’ve seen plenty of people like him. He’s NOT fooling me.”

Justin had heard the conversation from the kitchen and stepped into the doorway, “Are you calling me a liar, a drug dealer or what Rick? I know you don’t like me since that first night, but c’mon grow up.” When Rick crossed his arms and replied, “I’m calling you all the above kid. I think you’re a thief pretending to be someone else just to get into their daughters pants. What are you going to do about it anyway?” It took both Megan’s father, Megan and John to keep Justin from getting his hands around the guys throat to strangle him. In the process a lamp was broken along with the coffee table as he tried getting to Rick who still sat on the couch, but now with a ghost white face. Once the commotion settled down and Justin was shoved back into the kitchen to cool off he walked out the back door to the workshop. John and gone into the family room grabbed up his sleeping bag/blankets, coat, AR180B, LBV and walked outside saying only, ‘you’re a ***’ to Rick who smiled as Mrs. Wagner profusely apologized for the commotion. 

Deciding he’d sleep in the camper that the Doctor’s family messed up (they never cleaned up after themselves one bit) for the next several days or maybe permanently would be better for everyone at the house. Justin was visited daily by John, Megan and Tom mainly to see how he was doing and bring him his meals and bring him information from the house. Megan’s mother said that Justin was no longer welcomed into her house until he apologized to ‘The Doctor’ for the way he acted. Which just inflated Rick’s ego even more and ticked off John, Tom, Sally and Megan. Mr. Wagner had even suggested that Justin should take everything he had brought and put it out here in the garage section of the pole barn so ‘that damned fool’ and his family doesn’t use it all up. It was definitely a option that Justin considered. He did ask John to retrieve all of his items and moved them into the garage - which wasn’t much, since the majority of items were foodstuffs, misc. items stored in the basement.

Justin continued to do the chores he normally did including pulling nighttime security but from outside the house. It was on the evening of the 22nd as Megan left to go back to the house for the night he talked to her about having her move into the heated garage/workshop area or going over to the surrounding neighbors place to see what condition it was in and move into there. Since their ‘talk’, she was starting to become the person he first asked out, but he noticed how antsy she was - Megan was a woman who always needed to be doing something. In normal times she’d be either out with friends, playing volleyball or softball on a league, working, or out at a metro park jogging. It wasn’t her nature to just sit around and do the same thing day after day. Megan was open to the ideas since the Touvier’s were driving her nuts with only Betsy helping out at all, while Rick just sat around and directed how things should be done. Later that evening, after gearing up in his field harness, Justin walked up to the house amid heavily falling snow to get the keys Megan’s mother had, they were on peg leading down into the basement. John was still up in the kitchen reading a book and drinking hot chocolate. “Where are you heading?”

“Going to do a little recon around the place and check out the neighbors house that’s empty, things here are getting a little to crappy for my tastes here.”

“Want me to come with you? You did say we shouldn’t go outside the property without another person for safety.” He began to get up but Justin said, “No thanks, I’m doing this alone. I need to get some alone time anyway. Just don’t tell anyone where I went okay? I’ll have my radio on me so if anyone asks, just call.”

“Are you sure?” Justin nodded. “Okay then, good luck but call when you get back, I’ll be up for the next few hours. I’m having a bit of ahh, how to say it tactfully. Digestive problems.”

Smiling Justin walked out the back door saying, “Just go to our friendly doctor, he’ll surely be happy to take a look at you as long as you make a appointment and have your insurance card.”

They got a good laugh out of it until Johns face contorted. He jumped up from his chair and ran to the downstairs bathroom. 

* * * * * * * *

It was on Christmas Eve when Megan and Justin (after being granted permission to enter the house by Megan’s mother if he left his gun outside) decided to tell the family they were going to move into the one story house east of the Wagner home that was empty. In the last few days, Megan had slowly moved some of her things out to the workshop/garage to stay with Justin even after her mother protested it. She had even suggesting to Tom to have Justin leave - but he wouldn’t hear any of it, if anyone would leave it would be the “Doctor” and his family. She stated the case that there just wasn’t any room left inside for all of them and with both of them liking their privacy, it was getting to be too much cooped up during the winter. Her mother immediately took her into the kitchen along with Sally and Betsy to have along talk with her. After a hour Megan and Betsy emerged with a smile on their faces, but her mother and Sally had frowns when they emerged twenty minutes after she did. So, they decided to move over there on the 27th. Since Justin left the main house, the generator was running every night from dusk until midnight. That was going to eat up a lot of their stored fuel, probably by the urging of Megan’s mother too. They were running it from dusk till 8 or 9pm to refill the water tanks and to do laundry mainly, they also recharged spent FRS batteries. For whatever the reason no one really knew, Megan’s mother was just giddy for having a ‘doctor’ in the house and bowed to his every request. Tom had enough of it when he, John, Sally, Megan and Justin were out cutting firewood and came home to find Rick and his kids (who should of been outside helping to stack the firewood) finishing up eating a cake Megan’s mother had made - just for them because they were feeling a little sad that day. Tom had put his foot down and told his wife the new rules, and bowing to the “doctor’s” every whim was to end or he’ll toss their butts out. He at that point said, ‘If you don’t get outside and start helping stack that wood we brought in, you won’t be eating dinner.” She was completely surprised by his declaration and on cue made a fuss and went to her room for the rest of the evening when he wouldn’t budge. It was Sally, Megan and Betsy who made dinner that night as Mrs. Wagner pouted in her room. Rick had tried talking to Tom about how stressful things were with everyone, Tom Wagner turned and told Rick, ‘Enough of your babbling Rick. Fine, tomorrow morning you either start helping with the chores, or as God is my witness, you’ll be heading out that gate by nightfall. End of discussion.” 

It didn’t end there with taking Megan into the kitchen though. Justin then said that was taking half of the items he had brought that first day. That led into a shouting match by you guessed it, “Doc”. It was him being supported by Megan’s mother and sister in law who were the most vocal about it until Justin reminded them it was HE who brought the stuff, it was HIM who bought it all while some people - looking right at the “Doctor” just showed up with the clothing on their back expecting to be taken care of because of their ‘status’. Tom, Megan and John came to Justin’s defense saying it was only fair since he had brought the items, and was only taking half of them instead of all of it like he had the right to do. Justin once again didn’t win anyone over that day, especially Mrs. Wagner. He heard her in the kitchen say to Megan, John’s wife, and the Dr’s wife, “Those rich people always have to throw money into your face to prove they are right - watch him Megan, I think he’s trouble.” Megan defended him by saying, “He has a point Mom, it is his stuff and Rick telling us how it should be divided is wrong. They showed up with NOTHING yet expects to have a say in how other’s people stuff is to be used?” Her mother countered with, “The Doctor earned what he has and should be respected for it, Justin just so called won his wealth.” Yet it was the “Doctor” who was throwing around his status and wealth to get out of doing chores or getting a uncomfortable cot to sleep on. Not to mention the two brat kids he brought along, neither would help out around the farm, only complaining there was nothing to do and ate everything in sight.

Justin and Megan left the house to stay the night in the camper, as he left Rick just stared at him. He just nodded and said, “Merry Christmas Rick” As the door closed he heard Rick shout, “Screw you thief.”

They were halfway to the garage/workshop when Megan said, “You should of just shot his ***.” And patted the slight bulge at the small of his back where the Sig he’d taken off of Billy was concealed.

* * * * * *

January 4th 2006
They had been in their house for nearly a week and he really liked this new arraignment, although it was a bit creepy taking down all the family’s pictures putting them into a closet carefully. It was on about five acres of land the same as Megan’s parent’s place, separated him from the Wagners property by a large corn field with a small ditch running through it and a heavily forested back section that connected with the Wagner’s small woods. It had a corner soapstone wood burner to supplement the outdoor wood furnace (it was these neighbors that convinced the Wagner’s to install the system), septic tank, well, attached garage and a small pole barn behind it almost like the Wagners, but a one story house with partial basement. The best thing was, the entire front section of the house was surrounded by a 4ft split rail fence and the back ‘yard’ was chain linked. The owners owned several dogs that had the run of the place and didn’t want them running away so they erected the fences to keep them in. It wouldn’t take much to fashion a sturdier gate across the front, but with the winter in full swing, he’d have to make due with what he could find on site, or fell a couple trees out back and use that as a barricade. The place belonged to the couple in their 50’s who had gone south for the winter. If they returned in the spring, he and Megan would just have to find another place to live, or move back into the garage/workshop, but would miss the wood burning stove and it’s coziness. Justin had taken the spare generators and filled the 55gal drums he had brought from the trailer of fuel, leaving them in the garage at her parents place and took both the trailers to the new house. He could feel the hate from the “Doctor” as he passed pulling the trailer knowing their days of running the generator almost all the evenings was over now with the restricted amount of fuel left and when Megan pointed out the elevated fuel tanks by the pole barn once they began to settle in he just smiled even more. There wasn’t barely any food in the place which was understandable since who wanted food around while they were in Florida. He had also found the combination to the gun safe taped inside a desk drawer off a side room. The small collection of hunting rifles, shotguns and couple handguns added to his current collection. He had only taken the Kommando SMG, AR180B’s, Glocks, the sawed down and full sized 870’s, and his .22’s to the new house leaving the rest for the Wagners to use. 

A pounding on the morning of January 9th awoke Justin and Megan, they had decided to sleep in for once since it was again snowing outside. He nearly fell out of bed as he jumped reaching for the sawed down shotgun and Megan for her pistol on her side of the bed. Looking out the bedroom window he could see a four door pickup truck in the driveway, it’s headlights on through the snow. Megan was right beside him. “IT’S MY SISTER!” she yelled, throwing on sweat pants and shirt and heading out the bedroom door. It was Megan’s sister all right and she was yelling for her to open up the door. Justin had to nearly tackle Megan from opening the door when he saw her coughing into her hands from the window. 

“C’mon sis, let us in. There’s no room at Mom and Dads and it’s cold out here.” She shouted

Justin yelled through the door, “Are you sick? If so get way from the door!” 

“Justin? Is that you? NO we’re not sick, Jason and I both have colds - THAT’S IT, we don’t have the flu bug! You gotta trust me!” Megan just stared at him, not believing he wouldn’t open the door for her sister. “She’s sick Megan, no way she’s coming inside. I don’t even care if it is the cold.”

“It’s my sister Justin!” She pleaded through tear filled eyes, “We have to let her in.”

“GO LOOK AT HER!” He shouted pointing at the window beside the door.

Megan went to the window and saw her sister standing on the front porch, bending over and coughing. She didn’t look to healthy but she wouldn’t admit that to Justin. Their big Cadallic SUT was in the driveway looking pretty banged up with her husband behind the wheel coughing into his hands also. She looked back at Justin, “It’s MY SISTER, just open the door!”

“NO, have them go to your parents and stay in the camper for a few days to see if it’s just a cold or they’ve got the flu. NO WAY I’m letting them into my house while they’re sick, cold or no cold.”

“YOU’RE A REAL ******* JUSTIN!” Megan shouted going to open the barricaded door. Justin dropped his shotgun and tackled her pinning her to the ground as she started hitting him about the face and arms. Telling her to settle down and think this out. What’s a few days going to do in the camper? After a few minutes of yelling, and her sister yelling through the door to see what was going on, Megan reluctantly agreed and went to the window to tell her sister to go back to Mom and Dad’s. They’ll call them on the radio to put you up in John’s camper for a few days to make sure they weren’t all sick. Reluctantly she agreed and walked back to the Sport Utility Truck and turned around in the driveway. Justin was on the FRS radio telling them to make sure and follow the same procedure when the “Doc” and family arrived. He also said if they needed help, he’ll suit up and be right over. John replied over the radio they’ll take care of everything and let them know what was going on later.

Megan stood at the window with tears streaming down her face as her sister and family drove back toward her parents house. Turning from the window, she shouted, “I HATE YOU!” and stomped off to the bedroom slamming the door closed behind her.

Chapter 12

February 26th 2006

Boy was it bright, he grimaced at the rising sun that was right in his face as he opened the door to go outside to feed the chickens and rabbits then do the morning chores, Justin placed the clip on sunglasses onto his glasses, once again, thanking the powers that be, he remembered to throw his glasses and spare contacts into his bags when he left. Standing there he stretched and decided to not carry his SKS today and just have his pistol on him like usual. He’d taken to carrying the SKS he found in the safe for work around the property, it didn’t need cleaned all the time, and wasn’t his so if it was banged up a little, he didn’t worry about it. It had been quiet for the last month without even the sound of a car driving past on the dirt road in front of the house once owned by the Wagner’s neighbors. Maybe he’d take the ATV out for a ride to see what was going on in the area. The 5 year old ATV was in the pole barn covered by a tarp. The owners had several accessories for it including a disc, snowblade and trailer. It would come in handy this winter and spring. Standing in the open doorway he shrugged into his Ranch coat and picked up the mug of coffee. There still was a dozen cans left in the basement and with only him being here now, that surely would last a long time with his conservative coffee drinking. 

“THH-WAP” was the only sound he heard just before what felt like a sledge hammer slamming into his chest forcing him to the floor where his head banged against the vinyl flooring. What happened, his head screamed but no voice was issuing from his mouth, everything was spinning around. Justin tried standing up but he couldn’t, he was having a hard time catching his breath. Looking down he saw the growing red spot on his sweatshirt. Someone shot him. “MEGAN!” he cried out, then yelled a second time. Where was Megan? That’s right, she wasn’t here anymore. She had left him just a few days after he suggested they take a drive to town to file her families deaths and get their house signed over to them paying whatever taxes owed in gold or silver he had before they moved back in. She stood up and called him a heartless ***hole disappearing into a spare bedroom. For four days she didn’t speak to him, only coming out to get food and drink and disappearing back into the room. Once she emerged from there, she loaded up her car telling Justin she never wanted to see him again and moved back to her parents now empty house. She had told him during the loading process, she would never forgive him for not allowing her sister’s family into their house when they arrived, instead sending them to her parents home.

It was obvious to Justin they were sick, Megan still wouldn’t believe him. Her sister and brother in law were coughing, looked feverish and on the verge of collapse at any minute when they had showed up. John and Tom had put them up in the workshop/garage as they did the Touviers but her mother had made two mistakes. After that, it was only three days later when John called saying that her sisters daughter died, and the Touviers had left sometime during the night, taking ‘a bunch of stuff’ with them. Against Justin’s urgings, Megan showed up a half hour later in the isolation suit included wearing a gas masks to help the family - but it was a lost cause. Everyone was infected. A few days later it was her brother in law, then her sister passed. Megan wanted nothing to do with helping, she was inside wearing her own Tyvek suit and N100 mask because the rest of her family was dying or near death.

Justin for the next four days stood by while he did the grisly task of burying her family one by one while he wore his full suit, rubber boots and gloves, and his MSA Millennium gas mask. Then had decontaminated himself using a garden sprayer with his decon mixture, then finally burning the gloves and suit before returning home for the night. But because he wouldn’t let them stay with them that first night, it was his fault that her entire family died of the bug that was sweeping the nation. Apparently Mrs. Wagner had allowed her sister into the house that next night unknown to anyone as they slept to get some more food, water and to chat. The second one was having Touvier secretly look at them while John and Tom over at Justin’s filling them in on what was going on with the new arrivals. “Doc” had only been wearing latex gloves during his exam saying it was protection enough, so Megan’s mother believed him. He had just said they ‘had a cold’ yet when Justin checked the closet where the drugs were kept, every package of Tamiflu, Cipro, penicillin and amoxicillin were missing along with several of the firearms he had left. 

He was getting really cold and could feel darkness enclosing him. It was just too hard to breathe anymore. Justin closed his eyes and tried taking one last breath…. 

* * * * * * 

“You think he’s dead yet?” one figure said to the next laying down along the wood line. The snow mound lowered their binoculars and a smile could be seen among the covered face. “Yes, he stopped moving a few minutes ago. Let’s go.”

The two snow camouflage suited figures (dressed in bed sheets) walked defiantly towards the farm house that was once occupied by both Justin and Megan. As they climbed onto the back porch the shooter could see his shot had hit a little low and to the left of his intended spot. He had aimed for his heart, but was awarded by hitting Justin just above where the solar plexus was located, and hit the spine. It was a pretty quick kill at nearly 300 yards. Leaning the Remington 700 .30-06 against the door frame he removed his head covering, the second figure stood there and stared at Justin’s lifeless body. “Remind me to never **** you off, Babe.” The shooter said.

Megan removed her head covering and turned to the man she had hired with a smile on her face. “Just don’t ever win the Lottery."

The End

By popular request and death threats.... a Alternate ending to Lottery. Heck, if the fancy movie people can do it - so can I! [image: image1.png]
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It was obvious to Justin they were sick, Megan still wouldn’t believe him. Her sister and brother in law were coughing, looked feverish and on the verge of collapse at any minute when they had showed up. John and Tom had put them up in the workshop/garage as they did the Touviers but her mother had made two mistakes. After that, it was only three days later when John called saying that her sisters daughter died, and the Touviers had left sometime during the night, taking ‘a bunch of stuff’ with them. Against Justin’s urgings, Megan showed up a half hour later in the isolation suit included wearing a gas masks to help the family - but it was a lost cause. Everyone was infected. A few days later it was her brother in law, then her sister passed. Megan wanted nothing to do with helping, she was inside wearing her own Tyvek suit and N100 mask because the rest of her family was dying or near death.

Justin for the next four days stood by while he did the grisly task of burying her family one by one while he wore his full suit, rubber boots and gloves, and his MSA Millennium gas mask. Then had decontaminated himself using a garden sprayer with his decon mixture, then finally burning the gloves and suit before returning home for the night. But because he wouldn’t let them stay with them that first night, it was his fault that her entire family died of the bug that was sweeping the nation. Apparently Mrs. Wagner had allowed her daughter into the house that next night unknown to anyone as they slept to get some more food, water and to chat. The second one was having Touvier secretly look at them while John and Tom were over at Justin’s filling them in on what was going on with the new arrivals. “Doc” had only been wearing latex gloves during his exam saying it was protection enough, so Megan’s mother believed him. He had just said they ‘had a cold’ yet when Justin checked the closet where the drugs were kept, every package of Tamiflu, Cipro, penicillin and amoxicillin were missing along with several of the firearms he had left. 

He was getting really cold and could feel darkness enclosing him. Justin closed his eyes …. 

* * * * * * 

“You think he’s dead yet?” one figure said to the next laying down along the wood line. The snow mound lowered their binoculars and a smile could be seen among the covered face. “Yes, he stopped moving a few minutes ago. Let’s go.”

The two snow camouflage suited figures (dressed in bed sheets) walked defiantly towards the farm house that was once occupied by both Justin and Megan. As they climbed onto the back porch the shooter could see his shot had hit a little low and to the left of his intended spot. He had aimed for his heart, but was awarded by hitting Justin just above where the solar plexus was located, and probably hit the spine. It was a pretty quick kill at nearly 300 yards. Leaning the Remington 700 .30-06 against the door frame he removed his head covering, the second figure stood there and stared at Justin’s lifeless body. “Remind me to never **** you off.” The shooter said.

“Just never win the lottery and you’ll be fine.” The second masked figure laughed kicking at Justins booted foot, then began walking back towards the wood line.

“Where you goin?” the first figure called out picking up the rifle nervously.

“Going to get that fine piece of a$$ next door they said was there. You heard him, we need to get both of them before we can get their stuff.”

“Oh yeah, that’s right. I forgot about her. I was already thinking how I’m going to split up my share of reward.”

“We just saw her a couple hours ago through that fancy scope the Doc gave us you idiot.”. The first figure was confident that she wouldn’t put up a fight. From what they’ve watched the last couple of days, they both were in a routine that paid no attention to what was going around them, and unlike what the Doc said, the man and woman weren’t still together. The first figure drew his pistol - one given to him by the Doc - a Beretta 96 Centurion - great pistol, he had shot several people with it so far and it only took one bullet to put them down. He was down to his last magazine, but the Doc promised there was plenty of ammunition at these houses, along with a lot of food, fuel and a good looking woman. It was just a stroke of luck to find out they were living in separate houses so far apart now. It was too easy.

* * * * * * *

Awaking with a jolt, Justin yelled out in agony as he tried sitting up grabbing for the pistol at his hip but couldn’t. He nearly passed out as he tried to move again, he heard a voice yelling but couldn’t make out what was being said. Shouting again as he struggled to get up something pushed him back down onto his back. . .

“STAY DOWN DAMMIT!” She shouted almost straddling him to keep him from moving. “JUSTIN, CAN YOU HEAR ME?” She paled as he struggled once more and passed out, just like the several times over the last day. Megan Wagner looked down at Justin as he slept fitfully again. Hopefully she was able to clean and bandage the wounds to his upper chest and arm so they wouldn’t get infected, but the massive bruise on his chest is what worried her the most. It didn’t look right and was awefully tender when she touched it even when Justin was unconscious he either moaned or moved under her touch.

Getting up from bracing him onto the mattress by the wood burning stove, she went to go look outside. She hadn’t slept for almost 36hrs and was beyond exhausted at this point. What was she going to do? 


She had heard the gunshot while in bed and went to the window to investigate. Maybe it was Justin shooting a deer, but it wasn’t as she watched through the binoculars she’d grabbed. She had been getting up earlier to hopefully catch a glimpse of him around the house. Two men wearing bed sheets tied around them as camouflage just walked up to the house from the field. One man carried a pistol, the other a rifle as if on a casual stroll. Megan had seen them walk up to what use to be their borrowed house and then leave one motioning to the other soon after. They must of shot Justin! She couldn’t believe what she was seeing - she hated him for everything he did - but, she didn’t really hate him. She didn’t like the fact he was right. Ever since they met she had always been the one ‘in charge’ and suddenly he wins the lottery and he’s a different person. More confident, more sure of himself and still HIMSELF! She had to know if he was dead or not.

She had grabbed a shotgun from the closet that the Touviers had left behind (they had only taken the AR15, John’s Beretta and ammunition) then she slung the pistol belt over her head bandoleer style. One morning she had awaken and walked outside to find her AR180, Glock, pistol belt, boxes of ammunition, some medicine and a note only saying, “I’m sorry” on the back porch from Justin. When she had left that house, all she took was her personal things and moved back into her parents house - how long ago was that, a month already?

She exited the house after seeing them approach the house. Hiding herself between the woodpile and propane tank. While not the best place to hide, it would of offered a great place to watch them if they were now coming for her. It would of been stupid to stay in the house as they approached.

She leveled the shotgun at the men, bracing her Dad’s old Remington 1100 between logs in case they turned her way. From the distance she could hear them talking so she knew they were coming for her and she went ice cold as she heard what they said.

“Doc said there were guns in the house.”

“Doesn’t matter, dumb broad probably doesn’t even know what end the bullets come out of. From the way he talked, the only one to pose a problem would of been the guy, not this one.”

The one with the rifle was looking around nervously, “I don’t know Chuck, we should be careful anyway, you know how people are these days.”

Chuck was looking around also, he had kept behind John’s snow covered pickup truck watching for any movement finding nothing, “Let’s go surprise her, I love this part.”

‘Chuck’ and his buddy walked around the back of the truck, Guy #2 was tripped and looked to the ground and froze. “****!” He pointed to the ground where a set of foot prints lead from the house past them and as they turned… Megan pulled the trigger on the semi automatic shotgun until it didn’t fire anymore. What felt like hours later to her, both men were lying in a growing pool of red among the white snow. Dropping the shotgun she fell to her butt in the snow and began crying. Justin was right after all - everyone will have to change before this is over…

She shook those thoughts from her head as she watched Justin on the mattress, he sure was a strange one to be sure. After shooting those two men, she jumped into her Lexus and drove over here to find him lying in a pool of blood on the kitchen floor. She fell to her knees, unable to see because of the tears in her eyes she bent down to check if he was dead. As she put her hand to his neck she gasped

She laughed despite the situation, then hurriedly closed the kitchen door and drug him closer to the fireplace that was glowing hot. She didn’t know what could of happened, because the rifle she took from the guys was like the rifle her Dad and brother used up in Michigan and it should of killed him instantly. How the little FRS radio that was in his upper chest pocket stopped that big bullet was impossible - it couldn’t of happened.

Hearing something outside, Megan grabbed up his sawed off pump action shotgun and went to investigate. Ever since the men arrived at her house after shooting Justin, she didn’t go to the door or into another room without a firearm. She approached the front window and watched as one of the newer Wrangler Unlimited’s painted a dull green drove past and stopped - she couldn’t see how many were inside but there were at least three people. She watched as it stopped, a window rolling down and a head stuck out as if looking around. The next move surprised her, the figure stepped out of the Jeep with a radio in his hands looking at her house and directly at where Justin was staying. The man about Justin’s age kept speaking into the hand radio, like the one’s he brought that first day - how long ago was it? The one he was wearing was lying on the kitchen floor shattered.

She ran about the place to look for the FRS radios, finally finding a spare one on his side of the bed. Turning it on she hit search and suddenly a voice popped out at her. “At location, do you copy Apple Jack over.” Megan returned to the window where she saw a second person standing at the back of the Jeep with a rifle kind of like Justin’s but smaller in a position she normally saw the soldiers over in Iraq used while carrying their rifles. As the driver spoke into his FRS his voice came over hers. “Apple Jack, we’re at location, where are you, over.” The driver gave a shrug but the Carhart work wear wearing figure at the back of the Jeep kept motioning to both houses saying something she couldn’t hear.

Looking back at Justin she didn’t know what to do. “What would you do Justin Abbcott?” she said aloud. Then it hit her, Apple Jack.. Abbcott Justin? Could it be one of the men she shot? Could he have been in contact with someone and they were looking for him? She froze as the men pointed to where she was and as the driver climbed back into his Jeep the man in back with the little black rifle started walking towards the house, his voice came over the radio. “Cover me, Let’s see if Gearhead is still sleeping. Over.”

She dropped the shotgun as the man yelled Justin’s nickname from his time in the State Defense Force. They DID know him! She had thought it was a stupid name until he explained how he received it, then it made a little sense. Everyone in his unit had a nickname. Putting the FRS to her lips she fumbled with the PTT button. “Ahhh, Hello? Hello?”

“Who is this, over”

“Are you looking for guy named Justin Abbcott?”

“NO NAMES LADY, DON’T EVER use names on open channels, over.” Barked over the radio. She watched as the 2nd man froze and disappeared into the snow, the rifle at his shoulder and pointing RIGHT AT HER it appeared.

“OH, Okay, I ahh, well, ahh, are you friends?” She looked back at Justin who hadn’t moved since he passed out and she was getting worried by the minute, his color was too pale.

“Roger, do you know individual, over.”

She looked back out the window, where did the guy on the ground go to? “Ahh, yes, kind of, he’s or was, my boyfriend. He’s been shot.”

The Jeep stopped suddenly, the driver emerged with a rifle looking similar to the other mans and he raised the radio to his mouth. “Is he dead, over.”

“No, he’s hurt bad and I don’t know what else to do.”

“Where are you, over.”

“Are you supposed to meet him?”

“That’s correct. Were to hook up as a stop over during a patrol of the area. Where is he ma’am? Over.”

“In the house you’re at. I’ll open the door.”…


The men never introduced themselves but as they entered they both had rifles to their shoulders one stepping inside the doorway and moving to the right the other to the left, one was yelling for her to keep her hands in plain sight and if anyone else was in the house, she did as she was told. The driver kept a eye on her as the other quickly searched the rooms and then came out from the hallway with a thumbs up. At that she saw the driver run towards Justin. She couldn’t believe the flurry of activity as the two men rushed about him. One of them had brought in a green backpack ripping it open showing it was full of medical supplies. As the one did a assessment of Justin, the second was already inserting IV’s into both his arms.

“When did this happen?” the driver yelled squeezing a IV bag as the 2nd man was removing the bandages she replaced last night, she was in amazement as the two worked as a team. 

“Yesterday morning, no wait, it’s been two days ago. He’s been in and out of consciousness since then.”

“What was he shot with, how many times, did he hit his head, did he stop breathing…” asked the man doing the assessment and bandaging. He was now wearing a LED headlamp and saying, “BP is way to low, lost a lot of blood, feverish, significant bump to back of head with laceration, definitely a concussion, pupils are sluggish but responsive, broken rib or two, tear of upper left pectoral and left lateral bicep that’s bleeding heavily. Strange, no penetration holes into his chest cavity other then massive bruises and this tear.”

“Will… will he live?” Megan could barely stand anymore and went to go sit down but her legs were feeling like Jell-O.

The man who was still squeezing the plastic IV bag smiled broadly at her saying, “Damn right he will miss, now that we’re here.”

Megan couldn’t stand any longer, those floaters were in her eyes and she heard someone yell as things started going gray then turn black, “Whoa, she’s going….”

