
Zombie Squad – Video Virgin 
By Kit Reed 

 

The chords coming from the strands of the battered old guitar filled the makeshift studio as the 

young woman sang of love and heartache and danced in front of the blue screen in a faded cotton 

sundress. Her arms flying out from her side in a pose that was reminiscent of Julie Andrews as 

the band sitting off to one side, swelled to fill the background, adding complexity though her voice 

was doing a fine job with that. The song ended and the room burst into excited celebration. This 

song was going to be something special.  Toni Sommers was something special and every song she 

did seemed to fill with that special something.  Her shoulder length blonde hair fell around her 

shoulders and her ice blue eyes sparkled with a charismatic charm that was contagious to all 

around her. Her smile was both filled with seduction and as innocent as a newborn kitten. She was 

twenty going on thirty-seven.  

 

“So Toni, how do you feel about your video?” The middle aged man stood in a three thousand dollar 

suit. His thinning hair combed across the bald spot. His large glasses sliding down his nose. He was 

the very image of a music executive and she giggled as she replied.  

 

“Well I feel it will make some people happy.” She danced a bit as she turned and reverently placed 

her guitar in its case and turned to say her good nights to the band.  She walked into the dressing 

room and changed into the tee shirt and jeans that were her street clothes.  She was so 

tired.  That had been the eighth take of the day and she was so ready to go home. She had done all 

that she could do and now it was up to the video editors and CGI techs.  She tossed her carry bag 

over one shoulder, picked up the guitar that had been her constant companion since she had 

started high school.  She stepped out the back door of the nondescript building and into the humid 

heat of the night.  She walked towards the small Toyota that waited in the pool of light in one 

corner of the small back lot. She turned and looked upward towards the roof as she felt the 

hackles raise on the back of her neck. Someone was watching but her eyes swept over the area 

and she saw nothing, no one. She shook her head for being so damn paranoid.  She climbed into the 

car and pulled from the lot, still with the strange feeling of being watched following her.   

 

Two blocks from her little apartment she pulled up to a red light and sat slapping lightly on the 

steering wheel as she sang along with the radio. She was starting to settle down from that strange 



feeling. She never saw the old continental until it rammed into her rear, locking the bumpers. She 

screamed and tried to drive away but it was no use. The back doors flew open and two hulking men 

piled out and lumbered up on either side of the Toyota. Toni screamed as the larger man grabbed 

her by the wrists and yanked her from the car.  As he dragged her around the back of their car, 

another old beast roared from the darkness like a dinosaur emerging from the mists of time. It 

screeched to a halt and they wrenched open the back door and tossed her across the large bench 

seat. The heavyset woman that had been driving the Continental had already tumbled into the front 

seat and the two men pushed their way into the backseat after Toni’s disheveled form. Even as the 

last of them struggled to get in the backdoor, the big block chevy screamed off and burned rubber 

into the night.  

 

Silversi sat up groggily as the insufferably cheerful chirps of the cell phone.  

“Silversi, what’s happening?” He barked into the phone.  

“It’s Rodriquez. We have a situation. I need you and Dugan at the intersection of Cabunga and 

Roman.  We have a kidnapping.  It’s that new singer Toni Sommers.  The news will have a field day 

as soon as it breaks but something feels wrong about this and I want your opinion on it before we 

clear the intersection. So shake your dead ass and get down here.” He said.  

 

“On my way.” Silversi said as he hung up the phone and quickly dressed. He hated to go out without 

washing the smell of partially decomposed flesh that he knew was clinging to his body after a sleep 

and he grabbed a can of the Liqui-brains to get his mind kicking into gear.  Ten minutes after the 

call and the big Harley leaped from the garage and roared away into the darkness,   

 

Fifteen minutes later he and Dugan were at the scene of the abduction and they could feel a vile 

residue of some type of magic that made even his skin crawl. Evil was running wild in LA and It was 

his job to stop it.  

 

“Captain, there’s some signs here. Another car picked up the snatch crew. They’re all reeking of 

whatever supernatural energy that is running through their veins. They were not supernatural but 

some supernatural energy was using them for its own ends. “ Silversi said. 

 

“Can you trail them? “ Rodriquez asked. 

 

“I think so, Cap.” Silversi answered as he motioned to Dugan and stepped back onto the waiting 

Harley.   

 



“Dugan, I need you to call the others and tell them to stand by in case we need to call them. There’s 

at least four or five in the car with the girl.  I’m not sure how many we will find at their nest.” 

Silversi said and kicked the large Harley to life and was gone. Dugan sat in the Bel-Air and placed 

three calls before he followed after Silversi.  

 

Forty minutes later Silversi was on the outskirts of the city where there sat small bungalows and 

ranch houses on postage stamp lots.  He rode by the bungalow he sensed where they were without 

slowing. Parking the motorcycle behind an abandoned house he stepped from the bike and slowly 

made his way back to the target bungalow.  He was at home in the shadows as his natural affinity 

for the darkness leaped to life. The big Colt 1911 filled his grip and his senses reached out to search 

the night for any sentries but there weren’t any. This group was untrained, sloppy or both. He 

moved around the windows and saw four men sitting at a table drinking beer and playing poker.   A 

short but heavyset woman in her thirties was walking from the kitchen towards one of the 

bedrooms.  

 

“Has Lucius called yet? “ One of the men asked as she came passed near the table.  

 

“No, shit head he hasn’t. Just sit there and play your damn cards while I go and check on the 

chick.”  She said as she stepped into the bedroom doorway.  

 

“Just remember that Lucius wants her still a virgin so keep your cherry picking fingers to 

yourself.” One of the men growled and the rest laughed.   

 

“You just keep talking and my hands will pick your gizzard instead of cherries. “ She said as she 

stepped into the bedroom and shut the door. The men looked at each other and shrugged.  It was 

obvious that she was the boss and that the men were more than a bit afraid of her. That didn’t 

bode well for the small framed woman/child that lay tied to the bed.  

 

Silversi shifted to the window in the now darkened bedroom.  The blind was down but Silversi was 

able to peer under it. The heavyset woman moved to the bed and sat down beside the younger 

one.  She checked the gag in her mouth and then ran her hands along her body, feeling the victim’s 

breasts , which caused her to squirm and then down over her belly until she cupped her through 

the pants.  

 

“Shh… easy little girl.  Just lie back and let ole Junie make it feel real good. Bet you ain’t never 

been touched like this by another woman have you?” Junie said as she began to stroke her way 



back up the younger woman’s body. Her hands pushed the shirt up ahead of them revealing the flat 

belly of the young woman and Silversi could see the despair on her face even as she squirmed 

trying to escape the exploring hands of the bitch who calmly took her time molesting the unwilling 

woman.   

 

Silversi stood and stretched as his mind raced trying to think of what to do. He didn’t want to risk 

the girl and there wasn’t a good way to do this silently. Dammit! He would have to go through the 

men in the front without firing a shot in order to get to her. He could shoot the bitch through the 

window he supposed but that was sure to bring the others running. Sometimes he cursed the fact 

that the zombie virus that kept him alive also slowed his reflexes and coordination and this was 

one of those times. He was still riding that can of brains he had earlier so he was moving far 

better than he could have been.  

 

Back at the front of the house Silversi tossed a handful of pebbles and waited.  He didn’t have long 

to wait. One of the men came out searching for what had caused the rustling. He was holding a big 

revolver in his right hand. The noise hadn’t been enough to alarm him, just enough to get them to 

send someone to check it out. Silversi drew the dagger from the small of his back.  With the silence 

of the grave he stepped up behind the guy and clamped one hand over his mouth as the blade bit 

deep into the man’s kidney. Silversi twisted the blade and then pulled it out, propping the man 

where his arm was just barely visible from the opened door.  

 

 “Ralph! What’s going on out there?”  Another man called as he half stood from the table, tossing 

his cards down in disgust. 

 

“Get your ass back in here and tell me what you saw!” He said. His voice carried throughout the 

house.  Ralph failed to respond and he stepped to the door grabbing his arm and Silversi quickly 

lashed out, stabbing him in the ear.  He twisted the knife in his ear and pulled it out with a geyser 

of blood and brain flowing in its wake. The man fell forward onto the porch and Silversi stepped 

into the doorway. His hand tossing the dagger across the distance and embedding it into the eye of 

the third man, leaving one sole survivor staring across the distance. His hand darted to the glock 

laying on the table but Silversi launched himself across the space. His fist hit the man in the face 

even as his other hand closed around the gun wrenching it free along with the gunsel’s trigger 

finger.  Blood coated the cards even as Sliversi sank his teeth into the man’s neck and tore out his 

throat then rolled over his body and against the wall as the blood started seeping into the 

carpet.  He managed to kill the four men in less than five minutes but his mind cringed at what the 



woman had endured during those long five minutes.  He drawed the 1911 from his belt holster and 

hugged the wall beside the bedroom door.  

 

“What the hell is going on out there? Did you assholes get in a fight over a pente ante card game?” 

She shouted. After another long second she swung open the door and poked her head out. Her eyes 

widened as she took in the bloody carnage that had been a living room not ten minutes before.  

 

She felt something hard press into the side of her head. She started to turn to see what it was but 

then a steely voice whispered. 

 

“Don’t. Just look straight ahead and do as you’re told and you’ll keep those delicious brains inside 

your skull. Otherwise I’ll make this big ole pistol do double duty as a can opener and help myself. 

Nod if you understand.” Silversi said. 

 

She nodded and Silversi brought the barrel of the big gun down across her skull, knocking her 

unconscious.  He then pulled a couple of zip ties and tied her hands and feet.  He stepped over to 

the dead man with a dagger handle jutting from his eye socket.  He pulled the dagger from the 

socket and wiped it clean. He then turned and went to the bedroom.  He winced as he walked into 

the room. The damn bitch had bared the young woman’s breasts and unsnapped her jeans. There 

was spittle on the woman’s breasts and Silversi felt himself wince.  He turned his head as he pulled 

the T Shirt down.  He then cut her loose and helped her to sit up on the edge of the bed.  Her eyes 

were wide and she trembled at his nearness.   

 

“Don’t worry, Miss Sommers, I’m with the police. Let’s get you out of here.”  Silversi said. He 

smiled to himself as he heard the deep rumble of the Bel Air pulling up in front of the house.  Dugan 

came racing through the open door with his big Colt Python leading the way.  

 

“Sorry Dugan, I couldn’t wait for the party. Do me a favor and take this piece of trash down to the 

station. Call Kaplan and tell him to get down here and help you with that hell cat. Have him bring 

that Olds of his so I can use it to take Miss Sommers down to the shop.”  Silversi said as he walked 

over and helped her up from the bed.  

 

“Let’s take you to the kitchen to wait on the calvary.” Silversi took her through the bloodied living 

room warning her not to look and then sat her on a straight chair at the old kitchen table.  

“Let me get you a glass of water. Your throat has to be dry and raw after all that.” Silversi said as 

he sat the glass in front of her.   



“You can rest now. We will leave for Police Headquarters as soon as the backup arrives.”  

 

Fifteen minutes later the powerful Olds pulled up out front. Peter Kaplan climbed out of the car and 

tossed the keys to Silversi.   

 

“Thanks Pete. You and Dugan take the prisoner downtown and get her into an interrogation room. 

Miss Sommers will ride with me in the Olds and we’ll follow you. Dugan, I need you to call the 

captain for me and make sure he knows to come clean this mess up and get these four to the 

morgue so we can see what they can tell us. “ Silversi said.  He then led her to the big silver car 

gleaming in the moonlight and helped her into the passenger seat.   Within a few minutes they were 

rolling towards the police department . The front car with Kaplan and Dugan rounded a blind 

corner and by the time Silversi turned in after them they were surrounded by a couple of dozen of 

the cultists all fueled on drugs and rage and demonic energy. They were tearing the Bel Air apart 

with axes and crowbars. Dugan’s Python was growling as he triggered rounds into the mass but 

even as one of them fell he was dropped under the crushing throng.  Kaplan had his twelve gauge 

shorty blowing holes through the roof to drive them back but it was an unwinnable fight. 

 

Silversi stopped the Olds and got out. 

 

“Lock the doors and open the glove box, there’s a spare key.  If things go bad, get out of here as 

fast as you can, do you understand?” Silversi said. He then moved to the trunk and pulled out a 

Browning BAR and slapped in a magazine then he shouldered a bandelier filled with magazines and 

started forward. He was sending two to four round bursts into the crowd, watching as the big .30-

06 rounds chewed through several of the mob before slamming to a halt in some of them. He laid 

down a withering line of fire into them until at last they broke and ran, abandoning their cars as 

they sought to get beyond his reach.  

 

When he reached the Bel Air, he saw the back door popped open and the prisoner was 

gone.  Kaplan lay dead with an axe splitting his skull in half. Dugan was in bad shape but he just 

needed time and brains and he would be as good as a freshly dug up zombie.  Silversi helped Dugan 

from the driver’s seat and helped him back to the Olds and helped him into the backseat.  Silversi 

opened the driver’s door and propped the BAR between himself and Toni.  

 

“They got her dammit! And killed Kaplan for good measure.” Silversi growled as he pulled the car 

into reverse and powered back the way they had come. He tossed a liquibrains can back to Dugan 

and then flashed through the gears until the car was running wide open down the city streets.  


