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Alicia sat on a stool in the funeral home's embalming room, snooping at her ex-husband's Facebook 
profile on her cell phone.

Her ex-husband, Sam, had humiliated her a week before by uploading a picture of himself holding up 
an old pair of her poop-stained panties, smiling at the camera. She looked at the picture once again and 
didn't know whether to throw her phone or break out crying. To avoid a tearful meltdown, she simply 
changed the screen to her screensaver - a picture of a dead body she once fixed up in the funeral 
business. 

She almost didn't notice her 17 year-cousin Robert coming in, pushing a new body on a stretcher. “This
job sucks,” Robert said. “I don't see how you do it. I'm only doing it for the summer because I need the 
money.” 

Alicia wiped a tear from her eye. “You're lucky. Not everyone has an uncle with his own business. 
People die every day, so fortunately we'll never go out of business.” 

After pushing the body into a corner, Robert saw that Alicia wasn't looking so good. “I'm sorry about 
Sam. Fucking bastard left you for another chick. How you holding up? You need a hug?” 



Alicia avoided eye contact with her younger cousin. “No, I'll be fine. I just can't believe I was married 
to that fucking asshole. We've been divorced almost a year and he still likes to play these bullshit 
games. It's hard enough to move on without dealing with this shit.” 

Robert gave her a look of true sympathy. “I'm sorry. Hey, I'm gonna go shoot some basketball with the 
fellas. And I got a date tonight with this girl I've been after for a while. I'm hoping to lose my virginity 
tonight!” 

Alicia looked at her cousin's wide smile. “You're too much,” she said, almost laughing. 

“I made you smile!” Robert said. “I'm out. Tell Uncle Chip I'm sorry I missed him today.” Alicia waved
at her cousin as he walked out the door. She got up to uncover the new body and embalm it. 

She pulled back the sheet and saw that the body was a young Hispanic man. 

Damn, Alicia thought. He was nice looking. 

She couldn't stop staring at him. Slowly, she began rubbing his face. Smiling, she used one of the 
corpse's hands to rub her breasts. She sensually moved her hand from his face to his lower regions. She 
was almost at his crotch when a deep voice startled her. 

“It's quite a business isn't it?” She quickly turned in the doorway and saw an older, tall, overweight 
black man staring at her. He was wearing dark shades and a long black leather coat, despite it being 90 
degrees outside. 

He had long, relaxed hair. He almost resembled an overweight pimp from the 1970s. “You get to meet a
lot of people this way,” he said in his deep, raspy tone.

“How the hell did you get in here? Who are you?” Alicia snapped. The man slowly approached her. 
“Your cousin Robert let me in. Nice kid. A little heavy on the raging hormones though.” 

He smiled at Alicia, who only returned a cold stare. 

“My name is Darmarco Dozier,” the man said. “You can call me Brother Dozier. The man laying on 
this gurney used to work for me. I won't be in town for the funeral so I came to pay my respects here.” 

Alicia didn't trust this man. Something about him was not right. But he was already inside the room. 
“Well, it was against the rules for Robert to let you in. But since you're here, go ahead.” 

Brother Dozier stood next to Alicia and looked down at the body. “You said he used to work for you?” 
Alicia asked.  

“Why yes,” Brother Dozier said. “He was loyal for the most part but had a weakness for women and 
drugs in particular. He did some things that were bad for business and even worse for family.” 

Alicia kept the name tag of the deceased man hidden from Brother Dozier.  Just to make sure he was 
telling the truth about knowing the dead man, she gave him a pop quiz. 



“Oh yeah. What's his name?” she asked. 

“Marco Rodriguez, ” answered Brother Dozier with a wide grin. 

Alicia was intrigued. “What do you do, Brother Dozier?” 

Brother Dozier removed his sunglasses revealing his green eyes. “Let's just say I know a thing or two 
about The Black Arts.” 

Alicia raised her eyebrow. “Black Arts? As in witchcraft? Is that even real?” 

Suddenly they heard a loud crash in the other room. “What was that? Excuse me,” Alicia said, leaving 
the room to check on the nearby noise. 

One of the bodies in the other room was lying on the floor. It must have fallen off the gurney, Alicia 
thought. But how? No one's here. 

After putting the body back on the gurney, she went back into the embalming room to find it empty. 
Brother Dozier had vanished. Rubbing her head, Alicia sighed in relief. “Well, he was creepy. I'm glad 
he's gone,” she said aloud. 

Just then, her cell phone rang. She answered it quickly. “Hey, Robert. What's up?” 
“Alicia! Tell your dad I may not be able to come in tomorrow.”

“OK. Listen, Robert. Why did you let that man in?”

“What man?”

“Brother Dozier. He said you let him in. I won't tell my dad. Just make sure you don't do it again.”

“Who's Brother Dozier? I didn't let anyone in.”

“Then how did he get in? How did he know your name and -”

Suddenly, the lights began to flick on and off repeatedly. Alicia was getting nervous. “Umm...the 
power's acting up. Robert, I'll call you back. K?”

“Alicia -”

She hung up before Robert could finish his sentence. As she made her way to the door to leave the 
room, the door slammed itself in front of her. 

“What the fuck?!” she yelled. She tried turning the knob but it was locked. Impossible! she thought. 
This door can only be locked from the inside! What is going on? 

As she struggled to open the door, she didn't notice the corpse of Marco sit up on the stretcher and open
its lifeless gray eyes. Slowly, the zombie got off the gurney. Twitching and gasping involuntarily, it 
began to limp toward the unsuspecting Alicia. 



Finally, Alicia opened the door. But standing there were 6 growling zombies waiting on her! 

Although terrified, she recognized each zombie, realizing that somehow all of the corpses in the funeral
home had reanimated. As she attempted to shut the door on them, one of the zombies grabbed her hair 
and pulled a large chunk of it out of her head. 

While she was struggling to shut the door against the zombies on the other side, she felt a horrible pain 
on her shoulder. As she screamed and turned around, she realized that the zombie behind her had torn 
the flesh off her shoulder with his teeth! She shoved the zombie to the ground and, although stricken, 
managed to run across the room and shut herself in a nearby closet. 

She sat in the dark, crying and listening to the zombies pounding on the closet door, desperate to get 
inside and eat her. 

I'm probably going to bleed to death, she thought. She pulled out her cell phone to call for help but 
didn't have service in the closet. Her phone signal was none-existent. Zero bars. 

The blood kept pouring from her shoulder as she went into shock. The last thing she saw before death 
shut her eyes was the picture on her cell phone of Sam holding up her dirty panties.

                          ******************SoUtHeRn TeRrOr******************** 

    Across town that night, Sam and his girlfriend Roxanne were making love in their bed. Under the 
covers, Sam pounded her relentlessly. 

Before either of them could orgasm, there was an aggressive knock at the door. 

“Goddamnit! Who the fuck is that at the goddamn door at this hour?” scowled an angry Sam. 

Roxanne had to catch her breath before speaking. “I dunno. Go see!” she whispered. 

Sam pulled on his pants and went to the door. He opened it real fast. “What the fuck do you-- Oh shit.” 
Standing there was the Zombie Alicia, holding a pair of Sam's poop-stained underwear. Her skin was 
decaying and her eyes were sunken in. She was missing a large section of hair from the zombie attack 
earlier that day. Just as Sam realized what was happening, Zombie Alicia quickly grabbed him by the 
arm, threw him on the ground outside and began to devour him. She bit him first on his lower mouth, 
removing his chin and bottom lip from his face, making him unable to scream. 
Next, she ripped out his intestines, kidneys and other organs.

Roxanne appeared at the door and saw what was happening. “Oh my God! Sam?” She retreated back 
into the house with Zombie Alicia limping in after her. The door shut behind them, and all that could be
heard outside were Roxanne's final screams and the sounds of flesh being ripped apart.

The next day on Facebook, a photo was mysteriously uploaded under Alicia's account. The picture was 
of Sam and Roxanne's mutilated corpses lying on their bed. Clutched in Sam's bloody hand were his 
poop-stained tighty whities.


