MILLY DAYZ

Chapter One 
“Greapers in the Suburbs”


The sun fell weak over the suburban hills of Million Bay; the primary city of the Millionth State of Ztarra, bleeding through smoke and the static hum of generators. The block party had no reason to exist — but it did anyway. 

A rebellion of sound. 

A smell of BBQ.

Sunny Jean leaned against a broken-down car, guitar slung over his shoulder, his white shirt stained from the dust that never left the air. Jessica “Skratch” Volkov drummed against a metal trash lid, cigarette in her mouth, eyes scanning the sky like it owed her something. Chezter stood quiet beside her — hood up, mask tight, eyes sharp behind the goggles. They had new crew members: Skales, 6ix, 88, and Angel Wings.

Skales — The iron soul of the crew.
He’s the one who looks like he could lift a car and probably has. Thick-built, mid-30s, face carved by smoke and bad weather, Skales wore a red-and-black lumberjack flannel rolled to the elbows, grease still under his fingernails from a life in garages and graveyards. His beard’s rough, his hair pulled back, and his eyes carry that tired-but-still-trying fire. There’s always a wrench or rag hanging out of his pocket — the kind of man who can fix anything except his own sleep. When he talks, it’s slow and grounded, but when chaos hits, he’s first to move. Every scar looks earned. Every breath sounds like an engine warming up.

Angel Wings — The siren in red.
She’s all heat and heart in the middle of apocalypse grey. Short platinum curls frame her face — that classic Betty Boop-meets-bulletproof look. Her red dress clings like memory, one side torn at the hem but still glowing under smoke and neon. She walks like she owns the room and mourns it at the same time. There’s old-school glam in her voice and grit in her stance — pearl earrings, chipped nail polish, a lipstick shade named dangerous. She’s the kind of woman who can start a riot with a smile and stop one with a whisper. When she laughs, the world feels alive again, even if just for a second.
Across the cul-de-sac, musicians 6ix and 88 turned the busted speakers to max, spitting verses and live-looping old radio static into rhythm. It wasn’t just music — it was survival.

6ix — The performer’s pulse.
He’s built like rhythm itself: lean, toned, mid-20s, with a restless confidence that lives in every move. His teal tank top reads SNY JNZ in bold white, hanging over dark jeans and gold chains that catch the club light. Tattoos trace his arms — smoke-and-flame shapes that look alive when he moves. He’s got that hustler grin, the kind that makes trouble sound like fun. When he’s behind a mic, you can feel the crowd’s heartbeat match his own.

88 — The throwback soul.
Where 6ix brings heat, 88 brings cool. He dresses like a jazz ghost from the 1920s — brown leather jacket, suspenders, crisp shirt, and a tilted beret or flat cap. He’s taller than he looks onstage, wiry, smooth, and deliberate in every gesture. His presence is all restraint and polish — quiet danger behind old-world charm. When he plays piano or keys, it feels cinematic, like noir smoke curling around a secret.

“Man, I used to be a mechanic before all this,” Skales said to Sunny, his voice low and rough as he slapped hot dogs on the grill. “Real deal too. Had my own garage off Hillifer and 7th…”

Sunny half-listened, eyes drifting to the houses around them — hollow, empty, silent.

Jessica, aka Skratch — broke the quiet:

“You think anybody still lives around here? Like… safe?”

Sunny started to answer, but the world already had.

From the end of the street, Violet Close appeared. Her blazer was painted in dried blood, her heels cracked. Behind her, the sound came — wet and heavy. Hundreds of Zombie Greapers dragging through the asphalt, their moans crawling up the hill like sirens of the damned. Once corporate, now carved by survival. Her white blazer stained crimson with Greaper blood for protection, and her eyes—cold violet-brown—never blinked first. She moved like every step costs something, calm, calculated, and dangerous. The apocalypse didn’t break her; it made her efficient. There’s still beauty in her face, but it’s weaponized now—measured smiles, careful words, the kind of control that unnerves soldiers and seduces leaders.

When Violet enters a room, silence follows.

The bass cut. 

The air froze.

Skratch dropped her drumsticks. 6ix yelled, “Yo—what the hell is that?!”

Violet shouted to the herd.

“Get them!”
Then came chaos.

The crew scattered. Sunny grabbed Skratch’s wrist, shouting for Chezter. 

Skales swung a wrench, yelling for them to move. Angel Wings tripped on her heels, then kicked them off.

“Wait! What about 6ix/88!?” Jessica shouted, slipping out of Sunny’s hands and heading back to the center of the neighborhood. 
“She’s always savin’ somebody,” Sunny muttered, watching Skratch sprint back toward the hill to rescue 6ix and 88.

Chezter tried to follow her, but the Greapers came hard from the south side. He bolted, cutting through a backyard, scaling a fence, landing beside a filthy pool that still smelled like chlorine and death.

Sunny, Skales, and Angel Wings ran the other way — the dead too close to count. Skales hotwired a sedan in seconds, grinding gears and pushing it in reverse until it slammed beneath a rooftop’s edge.

“Climb!” he yelled.

Everyone’s weapons were in the back of Sunny Jean’s car. Far, far away from them. 
They jumped on the hood, then the roof, pulling Angel up by the wrist. The Greapers crushed the car seconds later — the sound of bending metal and splitting bone.

Skratch found 6ix and 88 cornered behind a chain-link fence. A woman screamed from a porch, waving them in. A man stood beside her, holding a bat that wasn’t enough. Behind him, a kid and a dog cried. Skratch stormed in just as the Greapers broke through. 

RAHHH!!!
“AGHH!!”

They tore the man down before she could blink. Blood sprayed the hallway.

“Basement!” Skratch shouted.

They ran.

Down below, the concrete walls shook. 

Upstairs, the music had turned to screams.

From across the block, Chezter watched it all from a rooftop — the cul-de-sac surrounded. Dozens of Greapers swarmed like shadows in fog. His breathing went still. The world below him wasn’t just dying — it was evolving.

The suburbs had fallen.

And the war for Million Bay had just begun.

