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No Ammo Left 
A Survival Horror Story Written Exclusively for Fourth Perspective. 

If you see this on any other site it is STOLEN!!!!!! 

 

 

Diving Right Back Into Terror 

 

 After surviving the initial outbreak of “zombism”  

 

caused by a fatal error at the Lithitech facility, Kevin and  

 

the group land safely in Columbine City, a city 15 miles  

 

from the first outbreak. After the helicopter landed safely in  

 

Columbine City, all entrances leading into the city were  

 

firmly shut and barricaded, to avoid the virus from seeping  

 

into the city. The only way into the city was the Marino  

 

Bridge, on which the city’s public works officers were  

 

building a safe barricade to avoid zombies getting in  

 

through the bridge. One barricade door was opened to  

 

allow frightened people to leave the safe city, to find  

 

shelter of their own. Then, as Kevin watched frozen in  

 

terror, one of the gate guarders suddenly fell to the ground  
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and started shaking. 

 

“It has reached the gate. Seal all entrances to Columbine  

 

City immediately.” Said a voice from behind him. Kevin  

 

spun around to find Marco Verchovi, the owner of  

 

Lithitech. 

 

“What have you done to this place” Kevin asked Marco. 

 

Marco, a thin, petite man said 

 

“Only created the most powerful biological weapon ever  

 

created.”  

 

“You call killing thousands of innocent people and turning  

 

them into mindless eating machines powerful???” Kevin  

 

snapped. 

 

“Why, yes. I do. Do you have a problem with that?” Marco  

 

said. 

 

“Yes I do!” Kevin yelled “You are killing thousands of  
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people just for your own benefit! You don’t deserve to live.  

 

I hope you become one of them just so I can blow your  

 

small little brain out.” Kevin said, in a near screaming  

 

voice. 

 

“Very well. Mr. Welch, get him out of my sight”  

 

Marco said to his burly security guard. The next thing  

 

Kevin knew, he was sitting on a jail bed, with Mark and  

 

Jill. 

 

Finding The Terror 

 

“Try to mess with Marco Verchovi, did you?” Jill said with  

 

a smile. 

 

“He’s one bad dude. Do any of you know where we are?”  

 

Kevin asked. 

 

“Judging from the poor lighting, I’d guess we were  

 

somewhere underground.” Mark said as he surveyed the  

 

surroundings. 



 4 

 

“Just dumb luck I have my lock pick with me.” Jill said as  

 

she retrieved her lock pick from her back pocket. She  

 

proceeded to unlock the jail cell door, which was old and  

 

rusted. 

 

“Guys, I need some help opening this door. The slider is  

 

rusty and I’m not strong enough to move it.” Jill called. 

 

Kevin and Mark walked over to the sliding jail door and  

 

opened it, albeit very little, but they opened it. 

 

“If that thing is so rusty, how did they get us in?” Kevin  

 

asked. 

 

“Probably opened up it a little like we did and shoved us in  

 

one by one” Mark said, smiling. They walked towards a  

 

door marked “Lab C”. 

 

This door was unlocked, and led the group into a misty,  

 

foggy room. It had what appeared to be lockers, but upon  
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closer inspection, little slide-out cabinets. One cabinet was  

 

open. It was filled with beakers with indescribable liquids  

 

in it. 

 

“What are these things?” Jill had walked over to a glass  

 

cylinder, in which a person stood, suspended by some sort  

 

of gel. 

 

“Probably experiments” Kevin said, staring at the body. 

 

Just then, the door creaked open. A zombie had just 

stumbled in the door. Mark acted quickly. He pushed the 

zombie out the open door, and then locked it, using all 3 

locks and barricaded the door with a computer desk that 

had fallen into disrepair.  

“Where did he come-” Jill started to say. 

“Never mind, he’s got friends with him.” Kevin 

interrupted, pointed to the door, which was now rattling 

furiously. They barricaded the door a bit more before 
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exiting the room via a heavy steel door marked “Lab A”. A 

small window in the room had moonlight shining through. 

It was otherwise pitch black outside. A door marked 

“Outside” was in this room. They headed for it, and once 

through, stood and watched to stars for a second.  

Main Street 

They stopped and quickly looked around when they heard 

moaning. 

“Holy-”. Mark stared in awe. The scene reminded everyone 

of the end of the world, which most likely it is. There were 

cop cars and vans flipped over in various places and most 

of them were on fire. There were bloody dead bodies 

everywhere on the ground that would rise up again any 

second. 

“Shelter, now!” Kevin yelled. They ran for the hospital 

building.  
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“I don’t know if we should go in there” Jill said, with a 

quivering voice. 

“What if there are more of them in there?”  

“The hospital has shelter, plus we have a variety of things 

to barricade with. There can’t be more zombies anywhere 

than there.” Kevin pointed to the street, where thousands of 

zombies walked towards them. They ran inside and locked 

the doors. Jill saw a person sitting in the corner. She 

walked over cautiously 

“Hey, a- are you OK?”  Jill asked. 

The person didn’t respond, so Jill asked again, while 

walking closer 

“Are you OK?” She asked again. 

The person turned to face her, with half of her face missing. 

“Oh My God!” Jill fell backwards, onto the floor. Mark and 

Kevin came running to her aid. Mark pulled out a pistol. 
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“Where did you get that?” Kevin asked. 

“Found some in a police car on the way in here.” Mark 

replied, throwing one to Kevin. Kevin cocked the gun, 

aimed for the zombie, and pulled the trigger. It fell with a 

thud. Mark tossed a pistol to Jill. Then they heard to doors 

being banged on. The door broke open. They shot 

furiously, aiming for the head of each zombie. 

“Crap, I’m out!” Mark said. 

“What, no ammo left?” Kevin asked. 

“Yes.” Mark replied. 

“Same here!” Jill said. 

“This is my last shot” Kevin said. 

And he fired it.  

“This is it, guys!” 

 They ran down a hallway to a locked door. As the 

zombies closed in around them, Kevin yelled 



 9 

“This is it, guys! This is the last fight! Give them heck!” 

They fought furiously until only one zombie was left. 

Kevin knocked his head off with a kick. Mark was sitting in 

the corner, apparently in deep pain. 

“What is it?” Jill asked. 

Mark pulled up his sleeve to reveal a bite mark. 

Jill gasped and stepped back.  

“I’ll go get a first aid kit” Kevin said. 

“I’ll come with you” Jill said. 

They walked outside, ran around the zombies, found 

another pistol, which had ammo left. They ran back inside, 

to where Mark was. He was fully zombified.  

“I’ll have to do it” Kevin said. 

“NO! Please, don’t!” Jill said. 

“I have to.” 
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Kevin cocked the gun, aimed for Mark’s head, closed his 

eyes, and pulled the trigger. 

Jill sat in the corner, sobbing. Kevin sat next to her, trying 

to console her. Nothing helped. They sat in there for a half 

an hour, re-barricading the door. Jill stopped crying and 

was standing up, pacing back and forth, trying not to look 

at their friend’s corpse.  

“Lets go fight them.” Jill said suddenly. 

“Are you sure you want to?” Kevin asked, looking at her. 

“Yes.” 

They walked outside calmly. They used anything they 

could find, bits of glass, pieces of metal, flaming wood. 

Jill got bitten while fighting. Kevin backed down an 

alleyway. And Kevin was all alone. Nobody could help him 

now. It was only him and Jill in this alleyway.  

“I’m so sorry” Kevin whispered, with a tear in his eye. 
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He aimed, and fired his pistol. Then the zombies were 

there, coming towards him. This time, he put the gun to his 

head.  

Kevin fired. 

 

 


