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Dedication
  
I lovingly dedicate this book to anyone who has spent any of their working life in a customer based environment. Whether it be a fast food outlet, a retail shop a supermarket or a coffee bar.
If you have spent a large part of your day pointing out where the easily visible milk, toilets, sun cream, dog food, 1 inch wood screws etc. are, then yes, this is for you. I feel your pain brothers and sisters! 
  
This book is a mark of respect to anyone who has felt the icy fear of an imminent visit from the dreaded Mystery Shopper or who have taken part in morning group huddles where 'Upselling Challenges' have been bestowed and noncompliance dealt with.
  
If you have taken part in twee conversations of which you care not a kipper about how little Jonny doesn't like crispy bacon or have been likened to Dick Turpin who at least had the decency to wear a mask, whilst absorbing many angry cries of 'How much?' and still managed a smile then you fit the description for which this dedication has been offered. I salute you!
  
But of course my husband gets a mention too as had he not constantly text me with the loving words “You had better be writing today!” I may still be stuck on the first chapter wondering how the heck I was going to introduce the Zombies, which is where my son Jon and his great imagination came into play. 
  
You all rock!
  



Preface
  
It was a chance meeting in a club called Paradiso in Amsterdam, where the two students did literally bump into each other. A drink was spilled and a fight may well have broken out had it not been for the euphoric feeling that was still evident in both young men after having eaten cake in separate cafes along the strip only hours before. Instead hugs and apologies were offered and the remainder of the holiday was spent together, mainly between the Paradiso club, the Mellow yellow cafe and a discreet massage parlour.
  
The two men had much in common as they were both attending universities and studying for the same ultimate goal which would satisfy each of their lusts for chemistry.
  
Many years later they would find themselves in the city of Birmingham working for the highly acclaimed Dr White and being in the enviable position of having much trust, and access to many different man made ingredients at their disposal. 
  
One of these men had become dangerously ambitious, the other one not so much, but between them they had been working to concoct a serum that would, once administered, have the ability to render an individual completely under anothers influence with no obvious tell-tale signs. Zombiefied if you like, and could be extremely handy for use on certain people who were very high in power perhaps.
  
Once perfected this stuff could be worth its weight in gold but so far, all that had been achieved was the capability of turning cute little white bunnies into rabid creatures of rage who appeared to have an overwhelming need to bite.
  
Quite what would happen if this serum were to ever end up being ingested by humans at this early stage in the experiment, either of the men had not a clue!



Prologue
It's close to midnight,
and something evil's lurking in the dark........ 
Over 30 years ago, this was how many people were introduced to the Zombie. 
It was December 1983 and 12 o’clock Midnight and Michael Jackson was walking his girlfriend home from a horror movie when suddenly from out of the graves in a nearby graveyard, and accompanied by the funk of forty thousand years, out crawled a plague of Zombies who then proceeded to express their despair through the medium of dance.
Times have changed and Zombies are no longer the entertaining funsters to be copied at weddings. They are real, they are dangerous and they must be destroyed. 
I was approached by Scott Morris and Anthony Langston to write this book Tiredness kills. Both men had been aware for quite a while now, of the distinct possibility of a viral outbreak with the ability to bring Mankind to its knees, changing our world forever. If your town hasn't yet been polluted then we are pleased for you for now but you must prepare for it. Trust me it is on its way and it will not be merciful. Scott and Ant want to share with you some important rules for survival;
 
 
	Assess the extent of the situation.
	Grab anything close that can be used as weaponry
	Ignore all cries for help from other humans. Don't even look at them. If they are wearing blood then it is already too late.

 
Oh, and Good Luck! 



Tiredness can kill -Take a break!
  
  
Scott Morris was in heaven!
  
As he gazed around the huge 'hangar' type building he felt his excitement bubbling up like an underground spring!
This wasn't just any old Show at Birmingham's NEC: this was the Show! The Gadget Show. And the only thing that was almost bursting his bubble right now was a flaming wedding!
  
'Ant should be here!' he mumbled to himself. 'Not flouncing around some  Medieval Castle in a Tux and Cummerbund- even if he is the Best man!' he thought, feeling a little cheated and also a little bit  solitary, given that Ant was his soul mate when it came to things such as this.
 
In his pocket he had a list; a list that he and Ant had compiled weeks before. They both had a fairly generous budget which unfortunately had needed to be harnessed a little after Scott had pointed out that he would be the sole shopper/carrier here thanks to that bloody wedding!
As he wandered around Planet Gadget, he noticed a crowd had gathered around one of the stalls. As he got closer, he could see why. It was in fact the first item on the list. Wolverine claws! 
  
The geezer on the stall was holding a pair in the air. Scott needed to get closer to hear what was going on, so he politely pushed his way through the crowd. No one complained. This may have been Brum; but this was a Geek-fest!
  
 As he arrived in the front row, he was greeted by the 'geezer' with the words “Looks like we have an eager volunteer! Follow me!”
  
 Before anyone could say Holy Bazinga, Scott found himself in the middle of the growing ensemble and being fitted with a fairly heavy pair of Wolverine claws.
  
“Now quickly make a fist with both hands, being sure to touch the strap that's running across your palm firmly with your fingertips!” said the geezer to Scott whilst mimicking the instruction.
  
 Scott did exactly as he was told and almost passed out with delight as both of his hands turned into weapons of mass destruction.  Okay, so the tips were never likely to slice through metal; but you still wouldn't want to accidentally scratch your head whilst wearing them! 
  
 Scott's delight didn't end there, as the geezer produced two items. One was a large watermelon which was placed on a tall stand; the other was a crudely dressed rubber doll which appeared to be grinning rather widely in his direction.
“Go get 'em!” said the geezer, and Scott was off like a shot. Firstly he attacked the watermelon, and was amazed at just how easily the claws sliced through the soft pink flesh that lay beneath the fairly robust green protective casing. The pink contents splattered across the floor, making a few people in the audience turn away whilst covering their mouths and retching. Next came the rubber dolly. This wasn't quite so easy to attack because it had a face. (Albeit a very odd looking one). 
  
“Pretend it's an ex-wife who took your house!” shouted a disgruntled member of the crowd.
  
“Or a flesh eatin' mother- fuckin' Zombie!” shouted another. 
  
That was all Scott needed to hear to put him into attack mode.
  
“Arrrggghhh!!” he growled as he quickly pounced towards the doll.
  
  With lightning speed he raised both claws into the air and bought them down onto the rubber zombie's head, puncturing her immediately and altering her wide mouthed expression forever. A few twists of his fingers left her in a shredded tattered mess. God he hated Zombies!
  
 A few crowd members shuffled away rather urgently.
 
“I'll take two pairs, thank you!” said Scott to the geezer, his eyes gleaming with maniacal excitement. “Keep the change!”
  
The other items that were purchased that day were:
  
·        A rather handy Grip strip that promised to grip almost anything to   anything, and would mean having a hands free- phone attachment for just about anywhere (especially handy for the smallest room in the house).
·        A Fitbit flex wrist band that would be simply life- changing (Scott could not wait to synch it to his other devices).
·        A 3D pen for Ant that quite honestly is a form of magic that needs to be seen to be believed, a Bluetooth coffee machine which they planned to share at work, an amazing invention which would allow them to make coffee just by tapping their phones.
·        A cardboard smart phone projector that would make lunch times at    work more interesting- whether it be watching kittens falling into bins or any  other crazy stuff they would find on the Interweb and project onto the wall, a Rollie egg on a stick just for the novelty value.
·        A wallet ninja.
  
List completed, Scott headed for the exit. On the way out he passed a tiny food hall where an array of pasty- looking sandwiches were parading themselves to the tune of three quid per bite. Thank goodness he would be meeting up with Ant in an hour's time at their local motorway service station. It may also be pricey; but at least they offered a decent breakfast for your money, and of course that included hash browns.
  
 'I hope he's changed out of his Tux by now, 'thought Scott, still slightly annoyed at Ant’s desertion as he applied his Alien on board bumper sticker and headed off in the direction of Hopwood Park services. A cursory glance at an instrument told him that he had more electrical charge left in his new Nissan Leaf than what was needed to reach the car charger that also happened to be at the services. He awarded himself a smug smile.
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
                          



The Taking of TKMAX
           
  
            On the top floor of a tall, circular building which had frequently been referred to by its nick name - the Rotunda- and whose corner-less walls had been a sickened witness to a plethora of some of the cruellest and loudest  (hence the top floor) invasive experiments on white rats and rabbits that would chill the blood of a normal being (but had zero effect on the hearts of the white coated army that carried out these anomalies, believing their line of work to be 'For the greater good') stood a man by the name of Chris Richards. 
  
Chris had the classic, stereotypical look of a crazy cartoon professor. Thick  horn- rimmed spectacles,  a large shock of grey untamed hair, protruding teeth in a shade that did not match the bright, white, sterile surroundings of the inside of this building. And if it wasn't for the presence of a mop in his hand and the dragging of a Janitor trolley one would be excused for assuming him to be crazy cartoon professor.
  
Chris is a sheep. He is a loner. He is a non- doer. But he is a dreamer and he dreams big! He dreams that one day he will ditch the mop, kick over the Janitor trolley, break the chains made out of J- cloth and live the life of a double roll- over lottery winner. Maybe retire to Benidorm and become a huge hit with all the lovely señoritas. After of course, shedding the remnants of his present life and loyal wife Maude, who has never been a lucky woman! 
  
Today was Tuesday, which also doubled as 'deep clean day' and which meant particular attention to 'nooks and crannie's day'.  It was simply because of this special day that Chris Richards made an impact on the world. For it was as he was crouching beneath a large stainless steel counter top, wiping away stray traces of blood and toxins, that he witnessed a conversation between two professors who had no knowledge of his presence and who were arguing quite candidly.
  
Proff A, (as we shall call him for legal reasons) was referring to a brand new serum that had been cruelly produced by the two men.  He was emphatically appealing to Proff B for them to destroy the evil compound as it could cause nothing but harm to humanity and, if delivered to the wrong hands, would no doubt bring about such a catastrophe of epic proportions as would change the face of this world forever. Proff B however had a very greedy and evil glint in his eye and was having none of it.
  
 “Now listen to me Hitzenspinkle (alas, he wasn't aware of the legalities). We could become very rich and important men with this serum. If we can reproduce its components and successfully control it, then we could eventually control the world and make millions!”
  
 (He failed to roar 'Muhahahah' but you could see it etched on his face).
  
Proff H (as he shall now be known) was wearing a look of sheer horror and disgust as he turned to his colleague and spat out the words “You monster! We shall see what Doctor White has to say about this very thing!” and turned on his heels toward the myriad of circular corridors which would eventually lead to the High Office of the Main Man that ruled this building. Hot on his heels was a pleading and possessed Proff B who was throwing in the words “Only joking” as if his life depended on it.....!
 
Although Chris had no knowledge of experiments and serums, he understood the words 'make' and 'millions' all too well, and so by slithering out from beneath the work top he was soon standing next to his winning lottery ticket. 
  
Wasting no time- and without allowing his better judgement to stop him- he grabbed some basic protective equipment and a discarded plastic water bottle from the bin inside his Janitor trolley and, with shaking hands, poured the clear mixture into the bottle. He then quickly topped up the space- age looking receptacle with plain tap water, badly replacing its lid in his hurry, carefully placed the water bottle into his mop bucket and headed directly for the trade lift. 
  
 Although he knew that Doctor White's High office was a fair way from the laboratory in which the drama had just taken place he also knew that time wasn't a luxury.  So after a good five minute lift ride to the bottom of the tall building he ran to his car like a bat out of Hell, firmly grasping the innocent looking bottle of water.
  
A janitor's wage doesn't cover the cost of a souped-up getaway car. However, his normally trusty (albeit  rusty) Volvo took more than two key turns in the ignition to purr into life, mainly due to the heightened sense of panic and euphoria that Chris was feeling. However, eventually he made it out of the car park and onto the busy ring roads of town and headed straight towards a shady little pub called the Masshouse Inn. He already knew through repetitive behavioural patterns who would be drinking in this pub and exactly where they would be seated, as he himself was a regular and had already quite often unburdened himself of the spoils of petty pilfering in this very place.
  
 Although what he was hoping to sell today went far beyond his usual supply of illegally obtained cleaning chemicals and safety equipment that had boosted his drinking and gambling kitty when Maude had refused to comply, he was pinning his hopes on a 'someone knows someone knows someone' scenario.
  
 As he pulled into the car park of the shady establishment, he could barely see, mainly on account of the huge pound signs that obstructed his vision and his sense of morality.
  
Proffs B and H had reached the grand High Office of Doctor White, but as yet hadn't pressed the intercom button. Proff H had calmed a little but was still eyeing Proff B as a homicidal maniac.
  
“Please, Hitzenspinkle, I am begging you. If you press that button I am a finished man. I have other mouths to feed beside my own, and I still have so very much to give to the world. I also still have a photograph of you and that Dutch prostitute, off your tits on Space cakes whilst that bloke shoves......”
  
 “SSSHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!!!!”
  
And so it was because of this latest conversation that the Proff's were now silently returning to their laboratory. One seething, one beaming.
  
 As they stood at the very station where they had earlier been discussing the horrific and lethal effects of TKMAX (Tissue Killing Molecules of Aggressive Xenon) they both immediately noticed the tiny wet spillage on the counter top. Slowly their eyes found each other’s, and for a few moments neither man dared to breathe. As if in a dream, Proff H picked up the Space age looking receptacle, noticing straight away that the lid had not been replaced properly. Both men were void of words and shallow of breath as Proff H, now with heavily- gloved fingers, picked up the receptacle and removed the lid. It was with a kind of 'angels singing and fanfare playing' sense of relief that the two men felt able to breathe again as they saw that the container was still filled to the brim. This sense of relief was not to last though, as that tiny spillage had become a huge elephant in the room.
  
Knowing exactly what they had to do, Proff B headed straight to an adjoining room, returning moments later with a cage containing a cute white fluffy bunny with floppy ears. Proff H reached up to a cupboard and took out a small space age- looking bowl. Tentatively he poured a tiny amount of the contents into the bowl, and with equal measures of trepidation and guilt, he placed the bowl of innocent- looking liquid into the cage.
  
Both men took a step back from the cage as if a tiny bomb were about to go off- as indeed it should. Earlier experiments with tiny amounts of this serum being fed to the bunnies had resulted in what could only be described as a sickening display similar that of Dr Jeckyll's after his first taste of that hideous potion. The previous bunnies, on dipping their tongues had almost immediately began to contort, and with eyes possessed with a madness that could only come from the deepest and darkest of all hells and mouths that spewed a torrent of a rabid kind of froth. Their once floppy ears grew tall and rigid as all their fur just fell off. What was more terrifying though was the total change in behaviour. These once placid and docile mammals had become seething structures of rage that appeared to be aimed entirely toward the white-coated men that were viewing them. Most terrifying of all though was the sudden accelerated strength that showed up in the fourth minute, rendering cage bars completely useless as a barrier between animal and professor. 
  
Needless to say that after the very first (and almost catastrophic) introduction of bunny to TKMAX, during which Bunny No. 708 had needed to be hacked to pieces to end its life, a small pistol had been obtained to destroy future creations during minute three. What was also observed was that the small bullet had needed to enter through the brain in order to end the wretched creature's life, as the bullets that had entered its body had had no effect whatsoever. 
  
The Lab incinerator had been fired up ready, the small pistol was loaded, cocked and aimed, and the atmosphere in the room was electric as the poor bunny moved naively towards the bowl.
  
 Both men had noted and recorded that the strength of the serum had increased slightly each day during storage, which filled them both with a heightened sense of anxiety as they watched the 'lamb' about to be offered up to its 'slaughter'.
The animal sniffed at the bowl and undeterred dipped in its delicate little pink tongue. Proff B tightened his grip on the pistol and Proff H moistened his lip. Bunny drank greedily, the loud laboratory clock ticking noisily. One minute passed, then two. Bunny stopped drinking and then looked up at the two men curiously and twitched its nose before jumping on to its exercise wheel (you have to keep them healthy) and gave itself a pleasurable workout. The two men looked at each other in wide- eyed panic as they both involuntarily let out the same scream. 
  
 “Sshhhhiiiiiiitttttt!!!!!!!”
  
  One of the Proffs (I'm not sure which) slammed his hand down on the big red alarm bell that was only ever to be sounded in the direst of emergencies!
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
                



GTA: Zombie Apocalypse
  
  So focused on his mission was he that Chris Richards failed to notice the three pairs of eyes that looked up as he pulled sharply into the car park. They watched intently as he exited the car (failing to close the driver side window that had been opened only moments earlier when he'd struggled against puking up the contents of his stomach) studied him closely as he made his way across the badly pot- holed car park, and which swivelled to look at each other excitedly after he had entered through the well- worn door of the small, dingy public house. 
  
An opportunist never misses an opportunity. And so within a three minute window of that pub door closing, the trusty (albeit rusty) Volvo had three new inhabitants inside her, one of whom was fiddling around with her wiring.
  
 Being accomplished in this very art of  'hot wiring', Reece Bailley soon had the Volvo purring like a kitty as he gingerly eased her off the car park and out of sight of the pub and it's dodgy clientele.
  
“Where we gonna go?” asked the Kyle that always wore a red hoodie!
 
“Let's go and do doughnuts” said the Kyle that always wore a blue hoodie, and all three males broke into a loud chant of “Doughnuts! Doughnuts! Doughnuts!”
  
  Reece swung the Volvo's nose round to head into the direction of the Old Rec, a disused field that lay just far enough away from the road as to hide any shady behaviour from anyone likely to poke a nose in.
  
Reece and the two Kyles squealed and cheered like happy kids on a fun fair ride as the car raced around the edges of the field at breakneck speed, then suddenly and without warning Reece would jerk the wheel whilst applying the handbrake, spinning the car out of control.
  
 Technically these moves weren't doughnuts they were just skids, but this didn't matter to three young teenagers from a deprived area. As far as they were concerned,, they were tearing up turf, being rebellious, and feeling like they were having free rides on the Waltzers with extra spins thrown in.
  
Eventually though, even skiddy doughnuts lose their appeal and Reece and the two Kyles had had enough.
Kyle with the red hoodie had been the quicker off the mark when jumping into the car at the point of theft and so had bagged the passenger seat. He had done so without even calling 'Shotgun' but, given the circumstances, this small crime had been over looked.
  
 He looked at his two accomplices and announced “I'm dying for a fag!”
  
Kyle with the blue hoodie- not normally known for moments of genius- piped up “Look in the glove compartment. There might be fags in there!”
  
“Look in the.......... what?  Don't you mean cubby 'ole you posh git?”
  
 What followed could only be described as a few seconds of raucous laughter which came to a very sudden halt as red Kyle, after a moment spent mooching around in said  'Glovie', turned to look at both of them, with a huge grin on his face.... and a twenty pound note in his hand.
  
“And what shall we do now?” he asked with a knowing look on his face, as he was very aware that none of the trio had eaten any food so far this day- and sometimes even food came before weed.
  
“Burgers! Burgers! Burgers!” was the new war cry as Reece eased a limping, and muddier (albeit still trusty, rusty) Volvo out of the Old Rec and onto the A- road that would lead them to the motorway service station in nearby Hopwood.
  
“Now listen,” said Reece in his whispery serious voice “We'll go in and get some grub then on the way out we'll pull into the petrol bit and Kyle can fill the tank up. And then, as you're pretending to go and pay (he was looking at red Kyle), jump back in and we'll fly off down the motorway, innit?”
  
“Innit!” chorused the two Kyles in reply.
  
Taking care to park far enough away from other cars for an easy exit but not too far as to stand out, the old Volvo came to a much needed standstill and the two front passengers got out. Blue Kyle in the back was a few seconds behind them as he had just noticed a bottle of water on the floor. 
  
“You 'ent gonna drink that, are ya, ya tramp?” enquired Reece. “It's that old man's!” 
  
“Ye I know. But think about it: we only got a Score between us. So if we share this water we can buy more food. And I'm starvin'”
  
“You're on your own with the manky water, mate. We might be spending the old man's money, but I 'ent sharing his spit.” red Kyle chipped in as they headed toward the main entrance. 
  
“Suit yourselves,” said blue Kyle, taking a huge glug of the seemingly innocent water. The very problem with taking huge glugs of a liquid is that you've already swallowed a large amount before your taste buds have decided whether or not they approve of the stuff. And this was exactly what happened here.
  
 A couple of seconds after he had swallowed, Kyle stopped dead still in his tracks and looked at the bottle with disdain and disgust. He then hawked up a considerable amount of phlegm and aimed it behind him as he threw the innocent looking bottle and its remnants towards the bin that was just to his left. In his rush through the doors to catch up with the others, he didn't notice that he had missed the bin completely and the bottle was lying on the footpath, leaking its contents for anyone to tread in. But then, he probably wouldn't have cared. 
  
  
   
  
        



Wanted- Dead or Alive
  
  The noise of the alarm was deafening! Fitting, I guess, as it was the direst situation for which it had been designed. Proffs H and B, who had been rolling around on the floor moments earlier, holding their hands over their ears, were now being glared at incredulously by their superior, Dr White.
  
They had already garbled out their account of events. Both men chose to omit the argument about controlling the world, which would expose extremely greedy un-professionalism and the Danish prostitute incident  choosing instead to explain the reason for their absence from the Lab and their incredible failure to secure highly dangerous, life threatening liquids  simply on an urgent and uncontrollable 'bathroom' problem from which they both suffered. One bladder, one bowel.
  
The appropriate wheels had immediately spun into action. And whilst CCTV footage was being trawled through in such a precise manner, it wasn't long before a shout of “Got 'im” had rang out, followed by a round of applause in the security offices of the huge rotund building.
  
Police officers with guns (yes guns!) and security staff raced to the multi- story staff car park, but were not surprised to find that there was no sign of the rusty Volvo, and so raced back to the security offices to hopefully continue the hunt via CCTV camera images from around the City.
  
The amount of traffic that was winding its way around the dusty streets was ridiculous, and the second “Got 'im” seemed to take forever.  However, finally it came, and although the security experts were working on film that had been rewound by at least twenty minutes, it was a huge comfort to all to know that the net was definitely closing in.
  
The very CCTV camera that first picked up 'our man' was positioned in Cotteridge - a small suburb that contains three pubs, a smattering of shops, a previously burned- down listed building, train station, fire station and more rarely, a launderette! It was when the Volvo had come to a standstill on a red at the traffic lights just outside Greggs that the CCTV camera (positioned there as it was the dead centre point of the three pubs) conveyed to its increasingly impatient audience an image of a rather excited (but otherwise unremarkable) Volvo driver heading towards Kings Norton. 
  
All units were now headed in this direction, and although there was a short delay in the footage, the net was closing in very nicely. A running commentary was being fed to the drivers of the police cars, which included the information that a heavy duty specialised vehicle had been dispatched to collect a certain substance, and that the fugitive Chris Richards was to be apprehended at all costs!!!  Even the words 'dead or alive' got a mention.
  
 Suddenly the excitement was audible, as a high- pitched voice announced that fugitive Richards had been picked up on the CCTV system that was operating outside the Masshouse pub.  It had been fitted there mainly due to the large number of complaints received from nearby residents on account of it's extremely rowdy reputation and three murders- and, in this case rather handy, as it lead to a rather astonished janitor being accosted from behind whilst still being in the process of raising a glass of Black and Tan to his lips. Outside, the other officers were searching the car park for a Volvo that was most definitely not there, and looking quite perplexed about it.
  
Officer Rumbulled was very glad to have his arms around Chris Richards. He had been anticipating a chase through council estate back alleys and had not been relishing the thought during the high- speed drive in which he'd had time to remember the extra couple of stone that he hadn't lost yet. 'Damn criminals!' he thought.
 
As Chris sat in the police car, shaking his sorry head and being in a lot less shock than he should have been considering the enormity of this crime, he looked up at Rumbulled, who appeared to be on a loop screaming “WHERE IS IT? WHERE IS IT? WHERE IS IT?”
  
Chris, who now had a face covered in officer spittle, was just contemplating feigning wide- eyed innocence, when a loud voice boomed over the radio waves “All units to Hopwood Park service station. M42. We've found the Volvo!”
  
“What shall we do with him?” asked Jones, Rumbulled's partner, cocking his head towards Chris.
  
“No time to search him now. Let's get car and criminal together and take it from there. Where the feck is Hopwood?”
  
 “Nooooo worries, Pardner,” said Jones in his best American side kick accent. “I was involved in a documentary called 'Motorway Cops' filmed there last year! Hold on to your coffee and bagels. We're hittin' the blues and two's!”
  
  
  
        



Sex Panther?
  
 Ant was  just finishing the remnants of his breakfast, 'The Ultimate' (being careful not to drop any of it down the rented tuxedo suit that he was still wearing), and draining the last drops of his Espresso Macchiato when he decided he couldn't last another minute without poring over the spoils from Scott's trip to the Gadget Show. After all, Scott was taking far too long in the breakfast queue ordering a second portion of his beloved hash browns. I mean... come on, do hash browns really merit a place on a breakfast plate? 
  
Out of the corner of his eye, Ant witnessed a small altercation involving Scott and a scruffy youth wearing a blue hoodie who had appeared to have violently shoved Scott out of the way as he ran through the restaurant. Scott returned to the table slightly shaken and tightly gripping the plate that contained the extra delicacies.
  
 “Did you see that?” spluttered Scott incredulously. “Stupid stoned little chav nearly made me drop my hash browns!”
  
“Woah!” said Ant ignoring Scott's indignation and instead throwing his energy into removing things from bags. “You beauty! You've only managed to bag the almost un-baggable Wolverine claws!” said Ant, his eyes shining.
  
The previous little 'tussle' was wiped from his mind, as Scott was suddenly taken back to some hours before when he had stood wearing the claws, as a small crowd had gathered round to watch.
  
 “Not only that.......... I also demonstrated,” said Scott proudly. “And I can definitely confirm that a sluttily dressed blow-up doll is no match for these claws! And..wait for it... they SPARK!”
  
If Scott and Ant had been Bill and Ted then this would have been the point at which the air guitars would have been fiddled with, but as it was, and considering where they were, a fist bump more than sufficed. 
  
The subsequent bags contained two pairs of Blue tooth gloves which, when worn would eliminate the need for removing phones from pockets by actually transforming hands into phones (ideal for the winter); plus an Ice-cream ball which was a present for Scott's girlfriend Fliss, and which by simply adding the ingredients, followed by  ice and rock salt and then throwing the ball around like crazy, made apparently delicious ice-cream without electricity;  plus two Life straws which would be invaluable in a crisis (say, for instance the pair should ever end up living in a cave with very little resources;  a Scrubba portable washing machine that could fold down and fit inside a pocket;  and a Biolite mini camping stove that can be charged from any USB gadget no matter where you are, and be fuelled by biomass like twigs and pine cones! Both of these items would also enhance any enforced cave dwelling if the worst should ever happen.
  
A long slim bag contained two Samurai umbrellas in sheaths that would be worn over the back of the shoulder to be drawn like a sword.
  
“Bloody brilliant Scott,” said Ant approvingly “What's in this little bag?”
  
“Erm.... nothing... that's just some other stuff for Fliss” sputtered Scott trying to grab the bag off Ant and cursing himself for not having left that particular bag in the car.
  
“Oooh! a bottle of Sex Panther and a pair of men's flatulence pants! What would Fliss want with those, eh?” asked Ant, waving the items around for just about anyone to see.
  
If ever a man needed a distraction then it was right now, and it came in the form of two staff members running Hell- for- leather right past their table towards the escalator that lead up to the toilets. 
  
“That Chav's probably been caught shooting up in the lavvy!” said Scott, quickly shoving a couple of items back in the bag.
  
  
You see, as Scott and Ant had been so absorbed in gadget goodies and hash browns they hadn't noticed that the youth in the blue hoodie had been bleeding profusely from his nose. They also hadn't noticed his two mates abruptly leaving the queue for Burger King whilst frantically calling his name and racing towards the escalator. They hadn't noticed the growing kerfuffle and the frightening stampede of people desperate to get on the descending escalator. Wrongly assuming the raised volume to be a coach load of school kids arriving (as regularly happens in these places).
  
  However, what they were now definitely noticing through the large glass wall- to- floor windows of the building was the unbelievable sight of what appeared to be the entire country's police force accompanied by dozens upon dozens of army trucks all screeching to a halt in the car park. And what the hell was that noise? The entire clientele of the packed restaurant was treated to the incredible sight of a huge helicopter sweeping inches above the parked cars and then suddenly a huge dark curtain fell over the building completely severing the outside view and taking with it fifty percent of the light.
  
“What the fuck!” said Ant and Scott in unison!
  
Jon and Jordan, the two staff members had finally made it to the top of the escalator after having received an emergency call on their walkie- talkies which had simply stated the two code words 'Eagle' and 'Wet', originally devised by a former security guard and wannabe code cracker who had now retired.
  
 Although the codes had yet to be updated to something more practical, 'Eagle' meant emergency and 'Wet' meant upstairs toilets. The code words were being barked over the air waves rather rudely by a much- disliked manager called Niall (who finished the message with some nasty remark about sacking them both if he was ever given half the chance), and in a strenuous attempt to get there after battling the panicking general public, who were not only swamping the descending stairs but also clawing their way down the ascending ones too,  Jon and Jordan were grabbed by a terrified looking Reece Bailley, who began to drag them to a cubicle whilst blabbering incoherently about his mates being in there.
  
 As they approached, it was evident that the cubicle door was only ajar but there was a fast growing pool of blood seeping its way towards them. This sight, together with the most inhuman-like growling coming from inside the small space, caused all three to look at each other and mouth the words “What the fuck?”
  
Jordan, who was the biggest of the trio and probably the most inquisitive, edged slowly towards the cubicle door. Jon and Reece watched in wide- eyed anticipation as Jordan, whilst being careful not to step in the dark puddle of blood- red goo, reached out his hand and gave the door a gentle push. The sight that greeted the three lads changed the previous wide- eyed anticipation into outright disgust and horror that would stay etched on the inside of their eyelids forever.
  
Inside the small toilet were two figures, both wearing hoodies; one red and the other...... well... red, as it was almost completely smothered in the blood that was seeping from the torn- open abdomen of one of the Kyles.
  
Time stood still as the three pairs of sickened eyes tried hard to process what was happening before them.
  
 One of the inhabitants of the toilet was clearly feasting on the other. Blood that had spattered up the walls of the cubicle was now trickling down like raindrops on a window pane.  The odour of fresh blood pervaded the air.
  
 The low-pitched growling that had attended this scene suddenly stopped and the monster that had previously been a Kyle slowly turned his head to face his audience. Jon and Jordan instinctively stumbled backwards, taking in the crazed look of the pair of bright red blood shot eyes that glared at them. However, Reece Bailley was rooted to the spot, in complete shock and trying desperately to make any sense of what his mate appeared to be doing to his other mate. This lapse in alertness was to be his downfall.  Without any warning, the monster leapt forwards, landing on the poor hapless youth and ripping a huge chunk of flesh out of his face with just its bare teeth.
  
 With the dreadful growling and ripping sounds bouncing off the tiled toilet walls, Jon and Jordan ran with all their might toward the escalator, both of them bewildered about what they had just witnessed. 
 
Riding the packed descending escalator, the two horrified members of staff had an overall view of the chaos that was being played out on the ground level into which they were headed.
  
 All around the large restaurant people were running like headless chickens. Some were running towards the large exit doors, but then it seemed that just as many were running back from them.
  
Instinctively, both Jon and Jordan together with the rest of the descending escalator- headed straight towards the exit doors as freedom seemed to be the most sensible option, at least until some sense could be made of this crazy situation.
  
As they surged forwards, with the exit in their sights, they recognised the familiar uniform headgear of a fellow staff member from the pizza department about to flee through the heavily encumbered and only slightly open automatic doors. It appeared that the sensor responsible for the opening and closing of the large doors was no longer working, and that the doors were having to be forced apart by a few pairs of desperate hands. It was the pizza assistant, visible only by his bright red company baseball cap- and purely due to the nature of being very slimly built -who was the first to break through the narrow gap. 
  
“Ryan's made it out!” shouted Jon above the loud din growing around them. It was less than a second after the words had left his mouth that a loud gun blast rang out from just outside the building.
  
“He's been shot!” exclaimed one of the men who had been frantically trying to pull the doors apart. “He's been shot!” he repeated wearing a look of complete disbelief as he fell to his knees in shock.
  
  “Why has he been shot?” he then asked the crowd of people around him as one by one they took their hands away from the slim gap in the doors.
  
 With no other plan, and an assumption that the 'enemy' was outside, the crowd surged back into the restaurant, desperate to find another means of escaping the panicking mob- Some of whom were inexplicably splattered in blood and attacking others randomly.
  
“Game-Zone office!” shouted both Jon and Jordan at almost exactly the same time.
 
Game-Zone office was a small office tucked away just inside the amusement arcade section of the services. It was a fairly dark area, lit up only by the enticing brightly coloured lights of the gaming machines themselves. It was designed this way to give hardened gamblers a fairly anonymous experience in which they were almost unseen and could fritter away their hard- earned cash for as long as they could be tempted to stay. A dark door in the corner led into the small office which housed a desk and a safe. Having previously worked this section, Jordan had knowledge of the security code needed to open the dark door. Hence they headed toward the bright lights of the miniature Las- Vegas, thus making the whole situation they were in seem ever more surreal. 
  
As Scott and Ant dragged their eyes away from the now concealed outside world, they finally took in the sights that surrounded them. It appeared that people were no longer bothering with the food in this large food hall and instead were choosing to devour the flesh of other diners.
  
Being huge fans of The Walking Dead and other such TV serializations that had bought about a nationwide zombie fascination, these two men were left in no doubt whatsoever about what was occurring here. This was a zombie outbreak! How this had come about was a question for later; right now survival was of prime importance. Neither Scott nor Ant had to think much; it was as if their own animal instincts took over. This very situation had been discussed at length during lunch breaks at work......and social gatherings....and phone calls!
  
  
1)    Assess the extent of the situation.
2)    Grab anything close that can be used as weaponry.
3)    Head immediately to a safe and hidden area.
4)    Ignore all cries for help from other humans. Don't even look at them. If they are wearing blood then it is already too late.
  
Unbeknownst to them, Kyle's generous nosebleed had infected many other customers as he had made his stumbling way towards the toilets. The ones that had missed the highly toxic blood vapours had been treated to sprays of putrid vomit. The unstable components in the stolen TK MAXX (once inside human flesh and outside the sanitized, clinical area) had evolved into a blood thirsty virus that was intent on spreading itself through the body fluids of as many hosts as possible.
  
Scott and Ant took a 360- degree turn, taking in an extensive view of their surroundings as per their first rule. A little to the left a woman who had previously been breast feeding was now covered in blood and eating her baby. Nothing in this unpredictable world can ever prepare you for that sight, and both men felt their legs almost collapse from under them. To the right, people were climbing over tables and chairs trying to escape others who stumbled awkwardly but resiliently after them, their mouths open and their eyes crazed! Yup, these were zombies for sure.
  
 Without conscious thought, they both went straight to their second rule- weaponry and very quickly scooped up the arsenal that had been purchased that very morning before the world had gone mad. Rule Three was a no-brainer and they struggled against an oncoming tide of man and monster. They had almost reached the doors, where only an hour before they had entered excited and hungry, when they had heard the gun shot and the man's incredulous cry of 'Why has he been shot?' 
  
 This too would be a question for later, right now though with gun shots being heard outside and cannibalism rife inside, a hiding place was tantamount to survival. It was at this point that Ant spotted, amongst the melee, the determined stride of two young lads wearing the recognisable company logo on their t- shirts. He grabbed one of Scott's over loaded arms, pulling him in the same direction as Jon and Jordan were headed. The four were soon in the relatively quiet safety of the dark recess, and as Jordan frantically scrambled to punch in the vital numbers of the code, getting it wrong the first couple of times, Jon suddenly felt the presence of others behind him and instinctively jumped into a karate stance instilled in him from his childhood love of a certain film.
  
“It's okay man” said Ant, slightly shaken at the sudden movement. “We're on the same team!”
  
Jordan finally remembered the correct numbers in the correct sequence and, as the door to the sanctuary opened, the four men stormed in closing the door very quickly and very firmly behind them. 
  
  
Once inside the safety of the little office, Scott and Ant laid down their arms. The stash covered the surface of the desk and with an impressed smile, Jordan looked them both up and down and in an overly dramatic voice said the words “Welcome, Soldiers!”
  
Scott held back a gasp of laughter. How absurd was it that the young lad in front of them who looked like a real life Johnny Bravo was addressing them both as soldiers? But then how absurd was the situation on the other side of the door where previously civilised diners had dumped all etiquette and table manners and were ripping out, and feasting upon the entrails of strangers and family members alike? 
  
Life as they knew it had ended, things were never going to be the same again, and although Scott's heart had felt squeezed by an icy hand at this very thought, another part of him had suddenly felt empowered and rejuvenated at the thought of the Quest that had somehow been thrust upon them. Normal everyday actions like deciding what to have for tea would now become mini- adventures (albeit danger of death ones) He looked across at Ant and saw the exact same thoughts reflected in his face. Although they had never actually prayed for this to happen, all of those hours of discussing strategies had not been in vain. They were ready for this. And yes......maybe they were soldiers!  
  
“Choose your weapons!” said a very composed Ant pointing to the array of items on the table. Jon was the first to move, quickly bagsying a pair of Wolverine claws that he'd spied underneath the Biolite mini camping stove. 
  
“Ok,” said Ant “But when we get through this- and we will- just remember to give them back. I've wanted a pair for ages!”
  
Jordan added to the booty a few little hidden gems of his own, such as a baseball bat, a broken- off chair leg and a thick heavy chain that lay in the desk draw.
  
 “Really?” gasped Jon, looking surprised.
  
“These machines generate a fair bit of cash,” explained Jordan indignantly. “Man's gotta' be prepared!”
  
It was whilst the weapons were being chosen and applied (as in the case of the claws and the Samurai umbrellas) or concealed in pockets (as in the case of the thick chain and the bottle of Sex panther- Scott was not going through the embarrassment of purchasing that a second time) that a whiny noise was heard coming from beneath the desk.
  
 Given their vulnerable predicament, all four pairs of legs jumped back immediately, and with the reflexes of a cat. Jon, who had heard the noise first, tapped the strap on his palm, releasing the sharp metal claws that could shred a watermelon in seconds and jumped onto all fours. 
  
The very tips of the Wolverine claws almost punctured the face of a man who was hiding underneath the desk; but was he undead or alive?
  
 “Get out from under there!” shouted Ant, knowing that compliance of this simple instruction would determine whether or not this was friend or foe.
  
Being very careful to avoid the X-Man's extremities, a snivelling male in staff member's uniform dragged himself out from under the desk.
  
“Bryn!” stated Jon and Jordan, neither of them sounding surprised.
  
“You've got to help me” spluttered Bryn. “There's monsters out there! They're after me! Trying to eat me! You have to save me! They're going to get me!” he squealed, dropping to his knees at Jordan's feet “Please, Jordan, I beg you. Make them all go away. Kill them for me!”
  
When Jordan next spoke, his voice was dripping with contempt. “Stop snivelling on my shoes. Get up like a fuckin' man and choose a weapon to fight with. There's no room here for cowardice, you little weasel!”
  
“Arrrgghhh! I can't go out there,” cried Bryn “I'm not made of that kind of stuff. I can't cope with this. I'm hyperventilating, I need a paper bag! Someone get me a paper bag! I'm gonna' die! We're all gonna' die!”
  
 And with that, he did the most unexpected thing ever and ran for the door, displaying all the actions of a mad man whilst bawling “Let's get it over with! Come at me monsters!”
  
Just in the nick of time Jordan grabbed Bryn's hair and dragged him to the radiator at the back of the room. 
  
“Duct tape! Second draw down!” he shouted to Jon who, once he'd retracted his claws, carried out the order. “You're a fucking liability, you muppet. You're staying here out the way. And if you piss me off one more time I'll rip you to bits and personally feed you to the monsters! Do you get me, Bruv?”
  
With even more fear in his face than before, Bryn merely nodded as he let Jordan and Jon tie him securely to the radiator, not even murmuring as a thick piece of duct tape was placed roughly across his mouth.
  
“Now where were we?” he continued, shaking himself slightly as if he'd just shaken off an annoying little mosquito.
  
“A plan” said Scott simply. “We need to get out of here pretty damn fast if we're gonna' survive. It would seem that the military that we witnessed arriving are well aware of the seriousness of our situation. Seeing how anyone trying to escape through the doors is getting shot! We need to find another way out, one that they haven't covered. One that they don't know about!
  
“There's a hatch that leads out onto the roof,” said Jon remembering a mischievous incident that happened on a late shift some months previous   that resulted in a damn fine Youtube video of him and a fellow colleague singing 'Up on the Roof ' whilst heavily disguised. “But it means getting to the back of Waitrose and up two flights of stairs!”
  
“Great,” added Ant “Then that's our plan. You will have to lead though, Jon! Are you up to it?”
  
“Of course I am! Let's get the hell out of here!”
  
Armed with their weapons of choice, the foursome gathered around the security monitor that afforded them a black and white grainy window into the Gamezone arcade. Apart from the flashes coming from the gambling machines everything else seemed still.
  
“On three....!” announced Scott.
  
“Wait! What's that?” blurted Ant, pointing to a dark figure moving cautiously between the machines and heading towards the door.
  
All four examined the movements of the figure. It was a large man who appeared to be moving purposely- certainly not the movements of a zombie.
  
“It's Andy the arcade manager,” breathed Jordan, having already decided on letting him in, and had opened the door quietly as Andy fell right through it. 
  
“Thank fuck for that,” said Andy “I...I...I couldn't think of the..the.. bloody door code. Please tell me I'm dreaming this!”
  
“Sos' mate, no can do,” offered Scott. “Have you got any blood on you? Either yours or anyone else's?”
  
“Er... no, none at all,” he answered, sensing the seriousness of the question and casually moving his left leg behind his right thus hidden from sight.
  
“Right then, Andy. Grab a chair leg off the desk and let's go”
  
“No way- No how! I ain't going back out there. It ain't happening!”
  
“We haven't got time for this cowardly shit,” announced Jordan “You stay here with the other wuss. Hasta la vista, babies!”
  
Suddenly the door was opened and, led by Jon, the newly forged alliance left the relative safety of the little room and crept out into the unknown.
  
  
  
      



He who dares wins
  
Stealth was the word of the day and the four men moved silently and carefully and with one hundred percent concentration. Every fibre of their bodies was tuned in to the situation, their senses were heightened and their breathing was shallow...............except for Jordan! 
  
 From out of the corner of his eye he saw it. It was right there in front of him. He stared at it knowing full well that this would not end well.
  
 There were two cherries on the line and one cherry above them and the nudge button was flashing like a pretty girl winking.
  
 His heart began to palpitate as he realised that whoever had been terrorised into leaving this machine in this condition had been on the very cusp of bagging the £500 jackpot, something Jordan had been dreaming about for a very long time.
  
 With the end result being a foregone conclusion, Jordan decided to get it over with quickly and with as little fuss as possible. There was no way he could just walk away from this situation without pressing the nudge button, even if some folks around here had gone stark raving crazy! He waited until Jon, Scott and Ant had reached the very edge of the arcade and were about to enter the gory battleground.
  
 Then he just did it. Just like that. With no warning and no regret, he just scratched that itch. Bang! His hand hit the button as he knew it would. His mother had always told him that his uncontrollable impulses would become his downfall; but would he listen? Oh sure, he felt bad for the others; but there was nothing he could do!
  
The noise that came out of the machine sounded on par to that of a freight train. It stopped the three silent ninja-like men in their tracks as they turned their heads in mute horror towards a sheepish looking Jordan and a machine that was announcing to the world in the loudest possible way that a jackpot had indeed been won!  And then the coins began to pump out.
  
  Jon looked at him and shook his head “You have to be kidding me!” he said before following up with “RUN!” 
  
 The pounding of the machine as it spewed it's five hundred coins all over the floor, together with the loud WAAAA!WAAAA!WAAAA! sound that blared from out of the speakers, not only began to attract the vile outer casings of what had once been rather nice and sane people, but also managed to drown out some other hideous noises that were coming from inside the little office.
  
 If any security footage were to be viewed at a later date it would show Andy rolling up his trouser leg to inspect a rather nasty and bloody wound. It would then show him appear to die, as a startled, bound and gagged Bryn looked on. One can only imagine poor Bryn's horror, as right there in front of him, the dead body of his manager began to twitch and contort. The eyes that flew open were not the eyes of Andy, his manager; they were the crazed bloodshot eyes of a lusting madman.
  
 The images on the security tape will be in grainy black and white, which at least will shield the viewer from the full horror of what took place in that little room, as poor, incapacitated Bryn was completely eaten, beginning with his left ear.
  
 The viewer would see that, mercifully, Bryn appeared to meet with his death approximately five minutes later (probably of shock) as Andy ripped open his torso to get at the softer organs, and the splatter of grey- looking liquid that sprayed onto the camera lens in the tenth minute, as Bryn's body was torn into several smaller sized chunks, at least prevented the indignity of Bryn's final devouring ever ending up on the internet.
  
The four men managed to get across the concourse and to the opening of the Waitrose supermarket with relatively little bother given the circumstances. Ant made the mistake of turning his head to look at the escalators which, being run on a separate generator, were still ferrying zombies between the ground and first floors. The undead had mainly stumbled onto the sharp metal moving steps more by accident than purpose as their sense of smell and their lust for flesh lead them  blindly in all directions.
  
 At the top of the ascending escalator stood a man- a normal man, but a horrified man. 
Tears were running down his cheeks and his eyes were full of despair. Travelling on the escalator, heading towards him and unable to stand,   was a small elderly lady.
  
 He had watched helplessly as she had been attacked on the floor below and had fallen onto the moving staircase.  Her long grey hair, which had previously been held in a tidy bun, had been pulled and tugged loose and was now caught up in the movement of the stairs, pinning her head against the metal. She was quite smeared with blood, but she did not notice, and as she neared the crying man she turned her head to face him and began to growl and spit, and glare at him with unrecognisable wild eyes. 
  
Her head reached the man's foot, and as Ant watched, unable to drag his eyes away from the dreadful scene, the sobbing man bought down his heavy boot and without doubt crushed the poor ladies skull to smithereens. It was also without doubt that this had been a strong act of mercy and of love as the hysterical man then fell to his knees screaming the words “Forgive me, Mom!!” which reverberated throughout the building causing Anthony Langston to throw up all over his rented tuxedo. 
  
 This was real, and nowhere near as easy as he had imagined in his made- up scenarios. This was really going to require a huge amount of Man-up juice if he were to survive. He looked for the other three, who he had briefly been separated from, and in his peripheral vision he happened to spot the  slightly glowing green M claw motif on Scott's favourite Rossi baseball cap  heading into the supermarket, which unfortunately appeared to be rather full of shuffling, groaning blood- soaked shoppers.
  
As Ant turned to catch them up he felt a tug on his right arm. Standing there before him was an abomination of humankind, half man and half snarling beast. This was really it, no time for jelly legs now. With his left hand he reached over his right shoulder and drew out the samurai umbrella from its sheath. He had to take a step backwards due to its length, and with a racing heart, he plunged the metal tip straight into the monster's crazed eyeball. Blood sprayed out, as he forced his weapon of choice deeper into it's skull, piercing the brain, and then just as quickly, he pulled it back out again. He didn't wait around to watch his victim slump to the floor dead.  Holding back tears and yet more vomit he ran into the shop thrashing wildly at anything that groaned in his path.
  
Scott, who had now noticed Ant's absence and was frantically searching through the stumbling crowd, gasped with relief at the sight of an umbrella being wielded in a maniacal manner, and whistled (of all things) the loudest wolf whistle he'd ever before managed.  
  
Recognising the sound, Ant raced towards it and was soon reunited with his three allies. Shaken, breathless but alive, and (although it would never fill him with absolute pride) he had his first zombie kill under his belt.
  
In the dim light of the supermarket, the four men edged their way along the chilled/frozen aisle. After only having had one member of the undead to deal with along the way, they quietly pondered whether the cool temperature may be disguising their irresistible aroma. That poor victim had quickly been dispatched with something as simple and undignified as a blackcurrant callipo through the eye socket, administered by Jon at close quarters. No time for sentiment.
  
 As they shuffled along on their knees to the end of the aisle, occasionally reaching up  to grab small items of food  supplies from the freezers, they peered around the corner and were astounded to see what appeared to be a seven foot high Power Ranger comically fending off a gang of  lumbering cartoon baddies. Of course, there wasn't really anything remotely funny going on at the checkout area; and it wasn't a Power ranger at all- it was a biker dressed head to foot in leather complete with crash helmet.
  
 Unable to bite through the tough leather or claw through the perfect safety headgear- and without enough living brain cells to realise this-they continued to lunge at him with their mouths. More and more of them were making their shuffling advances towards him, attracted by the sound of the others' groans- and, of course, the delicious scent of living flesh.
  
 He had in his possession a mop which he had managed to prise out of the hands of a half- eaten sanitation consultant, and was using it against them with the skill and power of a martial arts expert. Maybe he was one!
  
 He flailed his crude weapon strongly and swiftly, crushing skulls and jabbing eyes, even subjecting a few of the poor gruesome sods to a Glasgow kiss from his rock hard helmet.  Each time he knocked one off their feet he stamped really hard on their heads with his huge biker boot. Blood and bits of brains were flying in all directions, coating the cash registers and the 'suggestive selling'
area in a thick red lumpy goo. The supermarket was fast resembling an abattoir (though the smell was thankfully indescribable).
  
 For a fleeting moment, Scott wished he had made the journey to the Gadget Show on his own Kawasaki ZX12R.  At least  he would be wearing a zombie- proof suit right now; and with all due respect- and taking into account the dreadful circumstance that this lone karate biker was in- (albeit fairly protected), and judging him by his body language alone- Scott decided that this Stig look-a-likey appeared to be having the time of his life!
  
  It was because of this noisy attraction that the foursome were given the opportunity to make a dash for the staircase that would lead them to the safety of the building's roof.  Following Jon's lead, they ran through the fire doors and up the first flight of stairs. 
  
Half way up the second flight Jon suddenly halted and held up his hand for the others to do the same. There were noises coming from above them. It was hard to tell at first what was making the noises, but it was definitely movement. They silently crept up another step, hearts pounding and weapons poised.  They strained their ears and eyes in the half darkness, not daring to breathe.
  
 Suddenly there was a loud, dull thud, followed by a long, loud groan, which was quickly followed by an angry, accusing voice that said “For fuck's sake Josh, you ain't pushing hard enough. I'll climb up me bloody self, ya' wimp!”
  
“It's Kelly!” shouted a relieved Jon to the others behind him as he raced up the remaining stairs, narrowly missing getting his head bashed in by a startled  Kelly who, on hearing footsteps running towards her, had sprang into attack mode.
  
“Nice crowbars!” said Jon, not only relieved to find living beings up here but thankful that tough no-nonsense Kelly was one of them.
  
“Babes!” cried Kelly, “I've never been so glad to see you two ugly gits!” she said hugging her fellow work colleagues. “Who are your mates?”
  
Kelly looked first at Scott, who being a gent immediately offered his hand in greeting.
  
 “I'm Scott, pleased to meet you!” he said simply. 
  
Ignoring his outstretched hand, Kelly instead offered out her fist- which Scott, aware of the crowbar in her hand, quickly fist- bumped. This was not the kind of female he was used to meeting but at least she appeared unruffled and capable.
  
“Wow! What is that smell?” she asked, sniffing the air around Scott. “It's awful and at the same time …..... frickin' gorgeous!”
  
Scott looked down at himself to an area where he had earlier felt a warm wet patch on his hip. With realisation dawning, he remembered the bottle of Sex Panther that he had hastily shoved in his coat pocket which had now obviously leaked out. Sensing Scott's embarrassment, Ant too remembered the personal purchase and probably, because of the whole surreal and terrifying situation they had become embroiled in, he began to laugh uncontrollably.
  
Kelly looked at him sharply, taking in his whole appearance: his face splattered in blood from his fairly fresh Zombie kill and dressed in a sparkling black tuxedo, complete with frilly white shirt front, pink dickie bow and matching cummberbund, all with a light coating of brain spray and vomit and chuckling away like a demented hyena. She did no more than drop the crowbar that was in her right hand and land a hefty slap straight across Ant's face.
  
 “Now control yourself!” she said with an edge of kindness in her voice.
  
Totally stunned by the sudden violation, Ant stopped laughing. “Ye, sorry,” he stammered. “I've never killed anyone before and....”
“Yeah, whatever!” Josh cut in, prowling pensively around the landing. “I've probably killed ten down there, and if we don't get this fuckin' hatch opened we're gonna' have to go and kill some more!”
  
Jordan took this as his cue to climb up the fixed ladder and use his brawn against the stubborn hatch.
  
“You alright mate?” asked Scott, putting his arm around Ant's shoulder in sympathy.
  
“Yeah, yeah. Just a minor blip. Gotta' give my head a wobble!” he answered calmly. “The bitch probably did me a favour; and god, man, that stuff stinks. Can't see Fliss liking it!”
 
 “We're gonna' get out of here,” said Scott encouragingly. “And if we don't we're gonna' take down as many Zombie fuckers as we can. And you're already one up on me so......!”
  
Their conversation was interrupted by the exasperated voice of Jordan “This damn thing ain't budging, I think it's double- locked from the outside!” he announced, jumping down off the ladder after trying desperately to prise the solid hatch open with one of the crowbars. “Looks like a plan B is needed!”
  
Josh punched the wall hard with his fist, nearly breaking a finger.
  
“And you can pack that in, you muppet,” growled Kelly “Self harming is the last thing we need! Jon, you know the ins- and- outs of this building better than anyone. What's plan B?”
  
“We need to get down to stores Kel. There's food and drink and coded locks on doors, so it should be a safe place to work from. The maintenance office is next to it, and it's full of tools that we can use as weapons.  I've just checked the lift and the powers gone. So that option's out. We're gonna have to go the scenic route I'm afraid!
  
And so six heavy hearts all had to turn away from the hatch in the roof- and their one real hope of freedom. They headed downstairs in single file, whispering instructions and encouragement to each other. Jon had offered everyone the advice of making their way downstairs to Stores which was deep in the bowels of the building and which contained pretty much everything that was needed for survival.
 Using Kelly's thick black eyeliner that she kept in her bra, Josh had scribbled a basic map onto Scott's arm that would give Ant and Scott at least some idea where to head if they lost sight of the others. He also included the much -needed door lock codes that could mean the very difference between life and death. 
  
No zombies had ventured through the heavy fire doors that separated the stairwell from the supermarket. Ant was the first to peer through one of the long, thin panels of glass in one of the doors, and that gave a glimpse into the awful happenings on the shop floor. The Power Ranger was still handing out his own form of punishment to the undead- although he appeared to be moving a tad slower than when they had previously seen him. He motioned Scott to look through the other glass panel and as Scott watched the amazing mop stick warrior, he too noted a slowing down of the biker's movements, and what looked to be a tear in his leather armoury.
  
“God, I hope he makes it through!” whispered Scott to himself.  Leaving a fellow biker behind meant going against his own moral code.
  
 Sensing Scott's torment, Ant reminded him of Number Three of their own devised set of apocalyptic rules: “Ignore all cries for help from other humans. Don't even look at them. If they are wearing blood then it is already too late.”
  
“Ye, ye I know,” replied Scott, “Right, let's do this!”
  
The sixsome readied themselves behind the door. Again they whispered plans and encouragement to each other, reiterating and instilling the belief that they would all make it safely to the large storing area down below.
  
“We will always know where you are mate,” Kelly whispered, addressing Scott. “That's how overpowering your choice of after shave is!”
  
 This created a small ripple of nervous laughter among them, before Jordan cut in “Right, on three!” 
  
The counts of 'one' and 'two' passed in a blur as all ears waited for that all important 'three'.  When it came, the five men and one little lady burst through the fire doors, brandishing weapons that they could only hope would get them through this weird and crazy battle.
  
Thankfully, the chilled aisles were clear as the leathered assassin was still attracting attention of the most unpleasant kind.  For how much longer though remained uncertain, as his mop swinging was becoming less and less effective.
  
Shuffling along, low and silently, they reached the end of the aisle and from here they could see out onto the concourse, the main area of the food hall, and seating area. The scene that played out before their eyes was horrifying!  If this was a battle then this was most definitely the battle field.
  
 The floor, which had previously been covered with high-end beige tiles, was now reddy/brown and smudgy in some places; but in others there were pools, several inches deep and made up of slightly- clotting bright red blood. Some of these pools contained limbs and other external body parts; others contained half- chewed internal organs. If there had been any more remnants of breakfast in any of our six known survivors, then it would have been showing itself right about now. Instead, a bit of dry heaving was all that was managed.
  
 However, what was truly the most disturbing thing to witness was the complete and utter breakdown of humanity. From where they were, they watched as a young teenage girl who had been fleeing from a mob of crazy- eyed shuffling monsters and was desperately searching for somewhere to hide, had slipped over in a deep red pool of someone else's misfortune. As she scrambled to right herself, she became more and more embroiled in the sticky residue, her shoes slipping constantly, her hands unable to make any purchase in the warm gooey mess.
  
 They were on her in seconds- pushing against each other to get a bite of the fresh flesh on offer. She put up a fight though, she really did, but it was in vain. When her haunting screams that had filled the air stopped as her throat was bitten through by a previously respectable looking and smartly dressed gentleman, it was thought that this was probably a good time to move. Like birds fledging from a nest that could no longer promise them any safety, they flew out into the unknown.
 
It took precisely ten seconds for the group to become separated from each other; and the cause of the separation was a famous charity bear mascot.
As they ran from the supermarket, led once again by Jon, they found themselves directly in the path of a growling furry beige bear.
  
 Ant remembered straight away seeing it when he had first arrived. The bear and a helper had been shaking buckets at the customers as they walked through the door. Ant had chucked in a few coins, just enough to make a jingling sound in the bucket, when the bear turned its head and said in a thick Brummie accent,  “Bit over- dressed, mate- it's a motorway services, not the Hilton!”
  
If anyone had witnessed Anthony Langston looking straight at the lovable and popular charity bear, who wears a bandage on his head, and practically spit out the word “Tosser!” just remember; there are always two sides to a story!
  
The bear, who by now had lost it's bandaged head and part of it's paw-  along with a couple of it's fingers( which must have been eaten somewhere along the line), was stumbling around growling wildly, but unable reach anyone to feast  upon due to the huge amount of thick padding around it's body. Instead, its large cumbersome torso and flailing arms were knocking the living and the undead off their feet in equal measures. 
  
“I knew you was a tosser, Brummie boy!” said Ant again, with some satisfaction at seeing the man's twisted and tormented face.
It was this furry beast that caused the small group to lose sight of each other.  Scott and Ant, with no alternative than to trust their own survival instincts, headed straight back to the dark little arcade area where they could crouch between the large gambling machines, which had now thankfully lost their power.
  
 As there was nothing happening here, the small dark section was devoid of all life (or otherwise), giving them a small retreat in which to catch their breath.  Scott reached into a soggy pocket and pulled out two cola- flavoured Tip Tops that he had grabbed from a freezer in the supermarket. By now they had completely melted, but both men were grateful of the small sugary drink for now.  
  
Ant pointed to the five hundred shiny pound coins that littered the floor from the jack pot pay-out, and they both quietly pocketed a few.
  
 “Just in case!” whispered Ant as they edged back to the entrance of the Arcade to survey the situation once more. Occasionally, a groaning noise could be heard from behind the closed office door where they had left Bryn and Andy a few hours earlier. Yet without knowing that particular code number- and being slightly alarmed at the noises coming from within it- they decided that ignorance was bliss.
  
Suddenly, they became aware of a shuffling noise from just the other side of the thick curtain that was sometimes used as a screen to close off the area. Both men automatically held their fingers to their mouths.
Scott very slowly peered around the curtain, holding his breath. Then quickly he snapped his head back to look at Ant. 
  
“It's only that motherfucker that started it all!” he whispered frantically. “You know, the hooded chav that nearly knocked my hash browns over! Well, I think someone ought to put him out of his blood- lusting misery, don't you!” he asked Ant rhetorically!
  
Holding the crowbar that Kelly had kindly given him, Scott crouched down, and, whilst peering through a gap in the curtain, he waited until the vile creature was as close as possible and then swung the weapon with all his might at the legs of the youth in the messed- up blue hoodie. 
  
The plan was to knock him to the ground and then smash his skull in with the crowbar. Unfortunately though, this sequence didn't go quite to plan. As blue Kyle lost his pathetic balance he fell directly into the curtain, landing straight on top of Scott, with only the thick material separating their flesh. 
  
Ant scrabbled from his crouching position, unleashing his already tried and tested Samurai umbrella from its sheath and pointed it towards the pair. However, he was finding it almost impossible to distinguish between the two as they wriggled frantically, wrapped up in the curtain that had now left its holding and fallen to the floor.
  
Suddenly, Scott felt his shoulders being held in a vice- like grip and smelt the putrid breath of his attacker burning his nostrils. There were only inches between their faces when Scott had an epiphany. With every ounce of strength he possessed, he forced his arm up so that his fist was level with the decaying tramp, and with a swift, but firm tap on his palm, four long talons of pure metal sprang from his cuff and straight through the eyes of his opponent. Thank fuck he'd chosen the Wolverine claws!
  
Ant was nearly bursting to break out in a victory dance, but chose instead to help drag the now 'permanently' dead Kyle off his mate. The hardest part was removing the blades that were deeply embedded in the skull and were splattered in squished eyeballs so it was with huge sadness that Scott made the decision to remove the claw from his arm instead. He looked down at the bloody and messed up man and said with conviction “Never mess with a man's favourite food, Shit Head!” 
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
        



Hi Ho Silver
  
As usually happens at the kind of parties that involve car keys being thrown into and then picked out of a large bowl, the other four had swapped partners.
  
 Jon was now running alongside his other work mate Josh. 
  
 Jordan, having witnessed Kelly slip over on discarded entrails and banging her knee hard on the ground, had scooped her up and was now charging onwards with her on his shoulders.  Kelly was using the new height advantage and long broomstick to her full advantage whacking and stabbing any sorry zombie that got in their way as they headed for yet another staircase, only this time one that would take them downstairs to possible safety.
  
 This tactic proved to be successful, aided by the high ceilings within the building affording plenty of broomstick- swinging manoeuvrability. Jordan ploughed through the long corridors lined with foaming and viscous shambling shells of former people like a thoroughbred bull on steroids whilst tough girl Kelly, perched on strong shoulders wielded her long weapon in strong arcs, clearing the way through and looking slightly reminiscent of the Warrior Queen Boudica.
  
Passing through a slightly lower door frame had nearly put paid to this winning combination, but a last minute dramatic duck from the feisty female had ensured a safe passage to the next level of the game. They had made it to the almost empty stairway.
  
  Warrior Queen and trusty steed- 13; Evil man eating zombies- 0.
  
Dismounting onto a painful knee, Kelly hadn't noticed the dark shadow lurking under the stairwell until it was almost upon her, but Jordon, still red in the face and puffing hard from the recent charge, luckily had. He drew back his arm, clenched a fist and unleashed a punch that would have impressed any boxing promoter. 
  
Teeth, foam and blood peppered the wall as one of the office staff, who had been unable to flee downstairs bite-free was knocked backwards several feet by the facial punch, throwing him flat against the one wall that housed an empty ladder fixing. The metal holding that jutted out, punctured straight through the slightly decomposing skin, splitting part of the skull and piercing the soft brain, pinning the poor crazy looking monster in a standing position.
  
“Is he dead?” asked Kelly, moving towards him and waving her hand across his face. Before Jordan could answer, the monster let out a blood- curdling groan.
  
“Not quite!” said a shaken Jordan, punching in the code to the locked door, “But he aint going nowhere fast!” 
  
A limping Kelly followed him through the door, with one last look behind her hoping to see if any of the four friends that they had become separated from had caught up yet. 'Please make it' she whispered before shutting the door behind her.
  
Josh and Jon had needed to make a slight detour due to the large amount of zombie arousal that had been produced en route as a result of the warrior charge. Keeping fairly low to the ground, they manoeuvred through the maze of upturned tables and chairs littered throughout the chaotic restaurant. Josh was in front with a crowbar whilst Jon moved backwards, his extended Wolverine claws ready to swipe any biters that may pick up their trail.
  
They made it unchallenged to the double doors that led to the walkway, which would then take them to the corridor behind the Burger King unit. Josh gingerly pushed open the heavy doors, and, seeing no movement from his line of sight, beckoned Jon to follow. Once through, they quietly dragged some of the large cages that were stored there over to barricade the doors against any future zombie pressure.  They then slowly edged their way along the walkway. On reaching the entrance to the corridor they heard the unmistakable sound of the undead growling for food.  Carefully, they peered round the concrete wall. A group of around ten hungry zombies were clawing away at the closed walk-in chiller door, thankfully  no longer possessing the brain power to figure out that the fridge could  easily be accessed by pulling the large grey handle on the  outside of the door. 
  
“There are people in the fridge!” whispered Jon.
  
“Ye, ye,” agreed Josh “What do you reckon we should do?”
  
“Well, it's hard to say really, 'cos we don't know who's in there. I don't fancy risking my life for anyone I don't like. You know, the kind that wouldn't do it for us. And anyway they might have died of hypothermia by now!” said Jon diplomatically.
Josh did a quick mental re-run of who he had seen and flirted with that day and suddenly grabbed Jon's arm. “Charlie and Sian are on shift today!” he announced in an excited whisper. “They are so hot. It's worth the risk, mate. Just think how grateful they would be if we rescued 'em. God I'd earn so many man points!”
“Jeeesh, man, think with your brain for once! Mind you.......” he then paused to ponder, “We could be heroes! Let's do this!”
  
  Using mainly hand gestures and low whispers and a quick game of rock paper scissors, they formulated a plan that involved Josh ramming the zombies out of the way with one of the wheeled cages whilst Jon opened the door, rescuing the distressed maidens by hurling them onto the trolley on its return journey and then heading hell- for- leather down the corridor towards the stairs.
  
 Without the luxury of time to iron out any possible flaws in the plan, they stood, trolley poised, and on the count of three the two hopeful heroes- complete with a spontaneous war cry- skidded round the corner and ran the hundred yards or so towards the grisly mob, gathering speed as they went.
  
 Impact was sudden, successful and a tad mushy due to an onset of mild decomposition. Josh had managed to ram the group good and hard, and the blithering bodies had been forced several feet out of the way and had landed in a heap on top of each other further up the corridor. All except for one. It was difficult to tell now if they were male or female, such was their grotesque appearance, but one had grabbed hold of the back of the cage and it took Josh a good few smashes against the wall for its fingers to break off and its body to slither to the floor. 
 
 Jon had got the chiller door open to reveal four terrified faces. Two were male and two were indeed Charlie and Sian.
  
 “It's your lucky day! Quick, come on!” he gestured for the captives to leave with him. 
  
However, the two men were having none of it and practically shoved the girls out in order to pull the door back shut. The two cold and terrified females looked to Jon for guidance, and with a nonchalant grin he pointed to the wheeled cage that was now steaming back down towards them. Josh ordered them to climb into the cage and, with impressive man power, Jon and Josh pushed the cage onwards through the pot washing area, ploughing into soft bodies along the way- knocking them in all directions and not stopping until they reached the double doors to the staircase. 
  
Once there, the girls jumped off the blood splattered chariot and followed   their saviours down the stairs. At the bottom, they all came to a screeching halt as they almost ran into the growling bloody mess that was once a member of the office crew. The girls screamed as it lifted its arms towards them, but Jon noticed that it seemed unable to move forwards.
“It's stuck on the wall!” he announced, assessing the situation without getting too close. “The metal spike for the ladder has stuck in its skull; but it's not in far enough to kill it!”
  
 And with that, he beckoned to Josh and, whilst taking his phone out of his pocket, he sang the word “Selfie!” 
  
 To the girls' disgust, Jon and Josh, being sure to stand just out of arms reach, contorted their faces into a zombie grimace and the world’s most extraordinary 'Selfie' ever was taken.
  
“We can't just leave him hanging Josh!” said Jon putting his phone away and opening the coded door.
  
“I know, I know!” replied Josh holding his crowbar out in front of him.
  
 What followed was a crunchy, squishy sound as Josh, placing the crowbar flat against the zombies forehead pushed its head back a few inches, forcing the ladder spike straight through its brain. Dodging the blood spray he turned to see the look of pure horror on the two girls' faces.
  
 “What?” he asked flippantly. “It's a mercy killing! You'll get used to it!” 
  
  
  
  
  
      



Bear necessities!
  
  
Upstairs in the arcade, Scott and Ant were assessing their situation.
  
 “Right!” said Ant, “Show me the map on your arm. There's safety in numbers, so we need to find our way down to this Stores place and find the others!”
  
Scott rolled up his sleeve to reveal an arm covered in just a big black make-up smudge. Completely undecipherable.
  
“Oh great, Scott! Nice one! Do you suppose they may have left a trail of breadcrumbs for us to follow just in case you ruined the map?” hissed Ant sarcastically.
  
“Dunno' if you noticed, Anthony, but whilst you stood watching with your brolly in the air I happened to be working up quite a sweat killing a bloody zombie. It's not my fault that girl doesn't buy water proof make-up now, is it?” answered Scott with great irritation. An uneasy tension built up between the two best mates.  After glaring at each other for a couple of minutes, they both realised the futility of the stand -off.
  
“God, I'm sorry mate. This 'ent the time to fall out is it? Time to re-assess!” 
  
They both peered out from their place of safety. Mayhem was still reigning supreme across the large food hall. Unbelievably, there were other survivors dotted about being hunted down relentlessly. Zombie groans filled the air, entwined by the occasional blood -curdling scream as yet another poor victim became lunch. The two comrades checked their arsenal. Between them they carried one of Kelly's crowbars, a samurai umbrella, a chair leg and a wallet ninja. 
  
“We need more weapons,” said Scott looking at the dismal collection. “Food isn't gonna' be much help here, as I can't see us decapitating this lot with sausages or distracting them with a cup of tea! We need to get over to the W.H. Smith shop and see what's there!”
  
In between them and the shop was the large charity bear, swinging its arms around and getting more and more frustrated at its inability to get near enough to anyone to feast on. 
  
“I have an idea,” said Scott, “How sharp is your brolly?”
  
“Sharp enough to have killed the bloke in the supermarket. Why?”
  
“If we can pierce Padsey or whatever his name is, we can use him as a human shield to get us across to the shop!”
  
“Human shield?” laughed Ant. “He's anything but human! But okay, let's give it a go!”
  
They waited until the bear was shuffling along with his back to them and then headed towards it like a couple of pent- up lions out hunting. Scott, keeping low, ran around to its front and, on seeing Ant holding the brolly in position behind it, he gave an almighty shove on the bear's padded belly. At the same time Ant launched the pointed steel brolly right into its back. It was an almighty team effort and it worked. They had skewered the cuddly foam -spitting animal.
  
Slightly shocked at the success of the operation, Scott joined Ant at the rear and they proceeded to control the beast to their advantage, forcing it to clear a path through the bloody undead, knocking them into different directions. This plan worked a treat right up to the shop entrance where, unbeknownst to them, a small zombie baby was crawling across their path. The stumbling feet of the bear tripped over the poor little thing and it fell forwards in a heap, forcing them to let go of the umbrella. Ant, with the reflexes of a cat, grabbed the handle and yanked it out of the back of the creature. It made a soft slurping sound as it bought out with it a couple of internal organs, one of which could easily have been a liver. Without stopping to think, Ant held the weapon aloft, as you would a javelin. Scott watched as his mate coldly and accurately launched the bloody umbrella straight into the open mouth of the snarling bear.
  
 “What you saying now, Tosser?” he demanded with a slightly maniacal look on his face! 
  
“Watch out!” shouted Scott, pointing to the small crawling baby that was trying to clamp on to Ant's leg. 
  
Ant shook his leg free of the snarling ankle biter and lifted his other foot in line with the baby's head. He pulled back his right foot as if to take a penalty and then..... 
  
“I can't do it, Scott......I'm not an animal!” he spluttered.
  
 Both men looked at the tiny creature, who inspite of its frothing, growling and crazed look had still managed to retain some of its cuteness.
  
“Nah nor me!” admitted Scott. “Anyway it's got no teeth! It can't do much harm!” 
  
Carefully stepping around the foaming baby, Scott and Ant hurried on into the retail store to gather any kind of ammunition that they could use in this crazy war.
  
 Inside the shop there were a few different types of zombie. From their crouched position in the book department, amongst the littered remnants of what looked like the aftermath of a full blown riot, they observed their enemy. It was easy enough to spot a zombie due to its movement, its overall look, and the deep guttural groans that it emitted; but there was also   an obvious range becoming apparent. A zombie's physical ability depends solely on the person's previous strengths and weaknesses.  As the two men peered around shelves and over display stands in the limited light that they were afforded, it became fairly apparent that the large majority of the shop's clientele at the point of outbreak had been a coach- load of pensioners either going to, or returning from their jollies on the coast. Obviously this type of zombie wasn't their immediate concern, unlike the small group of teenage boys not far from them who still had pubescent energy coursing through their veins (and which was obvious  from their louder, more aggressive behaviour and, judging by the glossy magazines  scattered around them, it wasn't hard to work out which shelf they had been perusing). 
  
“We need to get them first,” said Ant, pointing to the rather loud group of about four youths. “What can we use?”
Scott looked around for inspiration. “Well, we've got books..... Oh, and newspapers!” he replied carefully reaching out to the stand and dragging a couple of copies of the  Financial Times towards him.
  
“Are you serious, mate? What are we meant to do with them? Fan them till they fall over? or bore them to death?”
  
“Trust me!” said Scott retrieving another defrosted Tip Top from his pocket.  After rolling a newspaper into a tube, he proceeded to sprinkle the sugary contents over the paper. As Ant watched in total astonishment- and some degree of disbelief- Scott folded the long tube in half and passed it to Ant as he proceeded to make another.
  
“What the fuck is this?” asked Ant, taking the gift rather ungratefully.
  
“That, my friend, is a 'Millwall Brick' Scott answered, using up his last Tip Top. “Tap the end on your head!”
“Ouch!” came the reply. “Nice work Scotty boy!  Let's crush some whippersnappers' skulls!”
  
The two men quietly approached the snarling gang from behind and launched their attack. The first victim went down like a sack of spuds after Scott, using his hand-made device, whacked the kid's cranium with such force that it split on contact. Ant bagged the second kill with a sideways swipe which sent the second kid reeling, smashing his head on the concrete floor as blood gushed out of its ears. The third kid, upon smelling the fresh meat, had turned and was approaching Scott, mouth open and positively slavering in anticipation. Unable to swing his brick in time, he shouted Ant's name. In a second Ant had unleashed his trusty brolly and embedded through the kid's eyeball- a move that was fast becoming his favourite. 
  
The fourth teenaged freak was slightly bigger and stronger than it'scohorts, and although the Millwall bricks had been a God send, they had begun to fray and come apart. Luckily for our heroes, a hungry zombie doesn't look at what's lying on the floor and the body of one of his unfortunate mates became the catalyst in his downfall.
 
Wriggling on the ground, pathetically trying to get upright, a tin fell out of its jeans pocket. It was a small black tin with a bright, unmistakable green cannabis leaf on the front.  In no immediate danger, Scott and Ant shared a grin and a brainwave. 
Grabbing the tin, Ant opened it, breaking out in a smile on seeing its half full contents.
  
 “I've thought about doing this before, Scott,” he said to his friend. 
  
“Me too!  Me too!” answered Scott, pinning the writhing zombie's head in position between two large hardback books.
  
 Ant wasted no time upturning a small display table and dumped it hard onto the creature's body, trapping its flailing arms under the weight as Ant knelt on top, out of mouth's reach.
  
As the desperately hungry growling monster opened his mouth wide, hoping for a bit of Ant's flesh, Ant tipped the whole contents of the tin into its gurgling mouth.
  
They waited.......they watched. A few minutes went by and the stricken zombie was still putting up a fight to get a bite when suddenly Ant felt the struggling force beneath him relax. The twisted and contorted facial features of the crazed zombie seemed to soften. Its eyes took on a more serene appearance and it seemed to both Scott and Ant that it was even smiling a gentle 'way out there' kind of smile.
  
“We got a zombie stoned!” said Scott like a kid at Christmas. “This is one cool story to tell once we get out of here!”
But the zombie 'high' didn't last long and suddenly the frantic wriggling returned stronger than before, knocking Ant flying from his kneeling position.
  
 “The fucker's got the munchies!” shouted Scott, bringing his boot down hard on its head and hearing the reassuring crack. “Now let's deal with the candyfloss bonnets!” 
 
“Oi! Have a bit of respect mate. My nan's a candyfloss bonnet!” chided Ant with a frown.
  
They looked around the messy, darkened shop. There were around fifty candyfloss bon.......... sorry, pensioners shuffling about the aisles, some still holding walking sticks and some still quite nippy considering all the circumstances. They watched them carefully, trying to work out a plan that would incorporate mass murder of a coachload of holiday makers in their golden years. This would not be easy!
  
Suddenly, every member of the Shearing's jollies brigade stopped in their tracks and began to sniff the air.
  
“They're on to us,” whispered Scott “Let's split up, I'm sure we can take half of them each!” 
  
Ant went left and Scott went right. They were like sheepdogs, prowling around keeping low, with their shackles slightly raised. But for some reason the sniffing seniors with their noses poised all headed right. Their sniffing became more pronounced and more excitable as they shuffled a path toward Scott, who was beginning to feel a little victimised.
  
Suddenly Ant sensed a mental penny drop and he shouted loudly to Scott “It's the Sex Panther!”
  
“Whaaaa?” managed Scott, scrambling backwards to escape the OAP onslaught that was homing in on him.
  
“Mate get your coat off! Chuck it...... chuck it now, Scott!”
  
Without a second to spare, Scott struggled out of his coat -which did indeed reek of the spilt cologne- and threw it over the newspaper stand and into the middle of the shop. 
  
Around fifty aged zombies snapped their heads towards the direction of the discarded item of clothing and altered their course accordingly.
Scott watched in repulsed horror as his favourite coat became the rope in a tug of war between the males and females alike as they purred sensually whilst pawing and pulling and rubbing themselves against the material in a kind of lust fest.
  
“Eeeew!” squealed Scott “I'm not having that back. Randy buggers!”
  
Ant looked at the scene in front of him. “We can't kill 'em, Scott” he observed regretfully.
  
“What do you mean?” asked Scott, knowing exactly what he meant.
  
“We both have grandparents; or at least know some oldies, I'd never be able to sleep with myself again!” said Ant shaking his head sadly.
  
“I think you mean you wouldn't be able to sleep again.......oh never mind. What's the new plan then, 'cos we can't just let them wander around forever can we?”
  
Both men looked around for divine intervention; or at least a kinder Plan B,.  Suddenly there it was. At each end of the opening to the shop stood the concertinaed metal ends of the shop's shutter doors.
  
 Each man ran toward each shutter end and noticed with great relief that both ends moved freely. No instructions were needed, and they ran towards each other at great speed, each pulling and unravelling a door each. They were just about to meet in the middle when Ant suddenly halted.
  
 “What ya' doin'?” shouted Scott as Ant seemed to nip off somewhere. “We've almost trapped them in!” 
  
 “Just this little one, mate” said Ant returning seconds later dangling the crawling, snarling baby carefully by its ankle and putting it down gently inside the shop. “He's too young to fend for himself. The oldies will look after him!”
  
“This isn't the Jungle Book, soft lad; but yeah I know where you're coming from!” said Scott, smiling as the two metal doors clicked together.
  
“I'm starving Fancy a KFC?”
  
  
  
  
  
     



Zee Cupboard of Death!
  
Kelly's face lit up like a bonfire when Jon and Josh finally made it through the doors of the Stores area. However, it did drop a little when she saw the pretty faces of the two rescued girls behind them.
  
 “Oh, great! Dolly birds!” she groaned.
 
She had already thrown herself into the role of Alice Abernathy and had twice so far quoted the line 'My name is Alice and this is my world!'- even though  Jordan didn't have a clue as to why she kept saying it as he sat strapping her swollen knee with a roll of duct tape he'd found.
 
“Actually we are not..... dolly birds you presumptuous cow. And we are more than capable of doing anything that you can do!” announced Charlie indignantly.
  
'I doubt that!' grumbled Kelly to herself, trying hard not to grimace with the pain. 
  
After briefly recounting their stories of how they had managed to get downstairs, and sadly reflecting that Scott and Ant had probably not made it through, they set about looting the stores for food and other handy items. 
  
There was a large tatty rucksack hanging up on a peg, which was very soon crammed full with biscuits, crisps, bottles of pop and fags- all of life's essentials. Kelly turned to hand the rucksack to Jordan, but he was nowhere to be seen. A rustling among the shelves sent a surge of twitchiness through their bodies until the large frame of Jordan loomed out from the dimly- lit room. But he looked very strange and he sounded even stranger.
  
“What's happened to your face, Jord?” asked Kelly nervously, taking in the distorted appearance of her friend's face.
  
“It'sh jus' shumthin' to shtop me bitin' anyone if I get bit and become a shombie myshelf!” Jordan struggled to say through the roll of cling film that he had found and wrapped around the bottom half of his head and face. Completely unfazed by the caring nature of this gentle giant, Kelly held up her bunch of safe keys and forcefully jabbed the longest key through the layers of plastic and into his mouth, making a gash big enough for him to speak through.
  
 “And why are you holding a large bottle of cooking oil, pray tell?” she addressed him rather sarcastically.
Forming his lips around the newly- formed gap in his mask, he told them of his plan to cover them all in the oil to prevent any zombies managing to get a firm grip on their slippery selves. 
  
“You can keep that plan all for yourself,” piped up Jon, who was already beckoning the five to follow him to the maintenance office that was just round the corner.
  
They moved quietly and stealthily down the corridor, constantly aware not to take safety for granted.  They soon reached the door to the maintenance equipment room.
  
 Jon, being first to arrive, peered through the glass panel and quickly honed in on the tall figure of Attila, the Hungarian maintenance worker seated at his work desk.
  
 Although he had his back to them Jon could see that he was busy taking something apart with a screwdriver by torch light.  Power cuts were common in the building, and Attila was never the kind to take advantage of that and stop working, unlike some.
 Obviously his skilled movements were not of the undead kind, and so Jon banged urgently on the door- which was promptly, opened permitting the six members of staff to flood in.
  
“Vhaat ze fuck!” exclaimed a startled Attila not used to being disturbed in such a way.
  
 He listened intently as his visitors jabbered on excitedly about monsters and military and blood and death and the coming back to life of the dead and not being able to escape without being shot.
  
 Then he demanded sternly “Iz dis one of your stupid jokes?”
  
“No, no Attila” said Jon reaching for his phone. “Look, here's a photo of one of them!”
Attila looked at the phone for several minutes completely devoid of emotion.  Then he suddenly stood up, tall and strong, and spoke the words they did not expect to hear from him, “I 'ave been waiting for dis day to 'appen for da' longest time. Come!”
  
Completely stunned at his cool, calm acceptance of the situation, they followed him to a large heavily- locked metal cupboard on the other side of the room. They waited while he unlocked the two heavy bolts that adorned the door, then positively gasped as he pulled it open to reveal an arsenal of weaponry perfectly designed for such an occasion. 
  
Heavy metal objects with both blunt and sharp edges had been skilfully shaped and attached to long sticks. Spray bottles of many types of chemicals had been collected and stored with obvious care. A rack of viscous looking knives stood sinisterly on a shelf. 
  
 “Take your pick!” Attila instructed menacingly.
  
Jordan immediately grabbed a 'body bend' chest expander from the back of the cupboard.
  
“Not zat!” he barked, “I work out wid zat!” He glared at Jordan, “And vot have you got on your face?”
  
Kelly butted in “He doesn't want to bite any of us if he becomes a zombie!” she offered matter- of -factly.
  
“You Eenglish are very veird. Now come on move it!”
  
The newly- formed army of seven grabbed whatever they could carry from the cupboard of death and edged out of the room. They hadn't travelled far down the corridor when they heard banging coming from the lift that was not far away. Charlie, determined to alter Kelly's perception of her, decided to be helpful and check it out.  Being sensible, she looked through the glass panel in the lift door. 
  
 Upon seeing the large cage filled with cardboard inside- together with the unmistakable orange hi-vis coat of the outside grounds cleaner- she announced “Aaah, it's only Clive!”
  
Before any of the others could stop her, she pressed the 'door open' button on the side plate of the lift entrance, which still worked although the lifts wouldn't move with such little power. 
“NOOOOO!” was the combined response from the others, but it was too late. An obviously ravenous Clive was on the poor girl in seconds, slobbering over her cheeks and gnawing at her neck.
  
“It's okay” said Sian “He normally does th....!”
  
“Not quite like that, he don't!” said one of the others.
  
 Charlie had managed to pull away, but within seconds her eyes began to take on an odd appearance.
 Not relishing the task of killing former colleagues especially- a pretty one that he'd just rescued, Josh leapt towards the office door that was mere inches away and punched in the code to unlock it. Reading his mind, Jordan ran at the unfortunate couple, knocking them headlong into the large office and slamming the door shut. 
  
Through the glass in the door, Sian witnessed her best mate struggling to get from under the bright orange coat of the monster and saw for herself the horrific changes that were taking place in the poor girl's face and movements. Through eyes bleary with tears and mascara, she also noticed the frantic movements of a man banging on the window of one of the smaller management offices that were situated within the large room.
  
 “It's Niall!” she informed the others. “He's shouting for our help!”
  
“Ha, he's obviously been watching his precious security cameras all day again, spying on us and then being too scared to leave his office!” laughed Josh, as all six remaining employees waved back at the terrified man, mouthing the words 'Good luck, Niall' and 'Bye, mate'.
  
“Surely we can't just leave him?” the distraught girl implored, still weeping for her friend.
  
“Would he help anyone of us? …really?” suggested Jon. “No! Not in a million years. So come on, let's get out of here!”
  
Just knowing that a whole counter full of Kentucky fried chicken (albeit not so warm now) was there for the taking was the force that was now spurring Scott and Ant on. From behind one of the wide wooden pillars of the Starbucks lounge, they did a quick scan of the path that they would take. Roughly about twenty shufflers of mixed heights and widths were currently inhabiting the route, far less than they would have expected. Either the zombies were accumulating in other areas or the battle was slowly being won.
  
Scott turned to Ant, who was guzzling the discarded remnants of a fancy frothy coffee. “Eurgh! Ant, you don't know who was drinking out of that!”
  
 “I do!” said Ant unperturbed, turning the paper cup around. “It was Tracey- see it says right here!”
  
“Give me that!” said Scott, snatching the cup and downing the sugary contents in one go, much to the obvious annoyance of the finder. “I shared my Tip Tops remember?”
  
“Hey, I've just noticed something! I haven't heard any gun shots for a while. Do you think people have simply stopped trying to escape?”
  
“Yeah probably,” answered Scott. “Well, the odds weren't on their side really, much the same as in here! God, I can smell that chicken...and we've got no freakin' weapons left!” 
  
“Au contraire, mon amie. We have brute force, cunning and hunger on our side; they only have hunger. Plus....” he continued, turning slightly to the right, “I still have my Samurai umbrella!”
  
“You Beauty!”
  
“Plus...” he continued, holding open the front of his horrendously distressed Tux jacket to reveal the bulges in his trousers, “I have my secret weapons of mass destruction!” 
  
“Carry on...Explain...” said Scott with a slight hint of trepidation.
  
“Well, we both know how resourceful I can be, don't we? And scrabbling around on the floor in a shop filled with knocked- over stands can deliver quite a little harvest to a person like me!” 
  
“So what have you got?” asked Scott bewildered. 
  
“You'll see,” said Ant handing the umbrella to Scott, who unsheathed it rather ceremoniously. “Now let's go get 'em!”
  
The two men stepped out from behind the wooden pillar into the 'no- mans- land' that lay between them and their enemy. Crouching slightly, they edged closer. A couple of more recently reanimated bodies sniffed the air, their necks snapping quickly to face the direction of Scott and Ant.  With a crazed madness in their eyes, they began to lumber ungracefully forwards. Trying to move faster than their toxic bodies would allow, they resembled unbalanced babies taking their first steps. Determination to consume fresh flesh, however made them plough on through the clutter and chaos that was once a restaurant.
  
 Scott and Ant had also moved forwards. Scott decided to take on the more heavily- set male who was wearing the bloodied clobber of a HGV driver and, when the gap between them was a mere three feet, he threw back his right arm and, with every ounce of strength he possessed, he launched a brolly strike against the truck driver's head, felling him to the floor like a knocked- out boxer.  Having learned earlier on that the undead are not dead until their brains have been well and truly pierced, Scott raised his weapon and with both hands forced it down and through the eye socket of the former Stobart employee- and another squishy eyeball was speared.
  
Ant was waiting for the second zombie to get a bit closer. This one was tall and slightly built, but with huge goofy teeth protruding from his disgusting mouth. The thought of being violated by those nasty gnashers made him squirm, but in his hands he held a can of hairspray and a zippo lighter- both of which he had scavenged from off the shop floor.
  
As the monster approached, Ant held up the can of Harmony and aimed and pressed the nozzle, releasing a jet of flammable droplets into the air whilst simultaneously flicking the lighter. Nothing happened. The lighter refused to light. Cursing himself for not being a smoker, Ant frantically flicked and flicked and sprayed and sprayed until finally- just as Mega Mouth was in biting range- the two elements joined together in glorious matrimony and a long thin flame was born.
  
 The monsters clothes went up in flames immediately, turning it into a thrashing ball of fire. Yet still it moved toward Ant, its flesh dripping off its face like melting candle wax.
  
“Oh shit!” cried Ant moving backwards, away from the disaster that he had created.
  
 Scott however, seeing the debacle unfold, had managed to spot a small fire extinguisher fixed to the wall and grabbed it fast. Having used one before in a lesser crisis, he had the pin pulled out and the lever pressed in barely a second.  Before long, the toothy attacker resembled a sinister snowman. Remembering that fire cannot kill a zombie fast, Scott whacked a blow to its messed -up head with the heavy extinguisher, smashing the skull and finally sending it to its original maker.
  
“We discussed the whole fire thing a year ago, Ant!” he exclaimed, throwing the heavy red container at a smaller zombie, knocking it clean off its unsteady feet.
  
“I've got marbles too!” announced Ant a bit sheepishly.
  
“Fancy a game do you, mate!” spat Scott.
  
“I'm improvising here with what I've got! Okay?” Ant replied indignantly, emptying a bag of marbles on the floor away from them, presumably to topple the undead.
  
“What other amazing objects of ingenuity do you have hidden about your person, Mr Langston?” asked Scott- half sarcastically, half amused.
  
“Nothing!” answered Ant, trying to discard something on the floor- but it was too late. Scott had seen it.
  
“Ha-ha-ha! Mentos and coke? Fine for a party trick.....but really? That's all you got?”
  
Ant was getting madder and madder at this point. Banter was one thing; but he was feeling plainly ridiculed.
  
 “Right!” he said, picking up an upturned chair. “Follow me, with my umbrella!” And off he charged straight towards the handful of zombies that appeared to just be milling around the KFC outlet, confused by the overpowering aroma of the Colonel's secret recipe.
  
Aiming straight for them, he began swinging the chair around him, a bit like you would swing a set of Nunchucks. Slightly unconventional, but  surprisingly  adequate for this situation; and together with his 'pissed off' frame of mind, Ant set about knocking the decaying brood to the floor whilst shouting “Finish them off with my umbrella!” to a shocked Scott, who was following behind, violently stabbing eye sockets in hapless skulls as they lay writhing on the ground.
  
'I should have pissed him off earlier,' thought Scott, but decided to keep it to himself. 
  
 Less than twenty minutes later- and  leaving behind a trail of enough blood and gore to feed a pride of lions for a week- Scott and Ant had reached their destination and were on the other side of the fast food counter ripping apart and maniacally consuming the flesh of several poor chickens (the irony being completely lost on them).
  
  
  
  
    



Reunited (and it feels so good)
  
Jon, Josh, Kelly, Jordan, and new recruits Atilla and Sian crept up the stairs, although it was not so easy now having been weighed down with a few weapons from Atilla's secret stash. The journey through the long corridor behind the foodhalls- which had previously been a piggy back- slaying for Kelly and Jordan, and a mad trolley dash for the others- was now filled with the stench from Hell as the rancid blood and revolting body parts that lay strewn around the floor began to clot and rot. Gingerly, they made their way to the restaurant. So far not a moving target in sight, but as they rounded the corner of the large Eat-In kitchen that lay behind the restaurant they realised that they still had some work to do.
  
When faced with a number of dehumanised creatures shuffling around in a mindless stupor of just hunger alone, not even the hardest of hearts can  help but be moved. Josh gave a rather touching but hurried speech about how not to differentiate between sizes of the creatures, but everyone there knew that he meant that they would possibly have to kill children.  To make it easier, Josh used the words “We need to release them from their hideous prison,” which bought about a sympathetic nod from the other five. However, he then he followed up with “So let's go kill the bastards before they fucking bite us!” which killed the sombre mood slightly as they stepped out once more unto the breach!
  
Sian, having now stopped crying, took her home- made, long handled axe in both hands and summoned up her alter ego (who was a Lara Croft- type character that had previously seen her through a few tough times of her own). Taking a deep breath, she whispered the words 'It's not a party till something gets broken' and ran towards a zombie of similar height to herself. Wielding a weapon that weighed almost as much as she did wasn't easy, but the plucky young lady decapitated that slowly- rotting monster in one swift swipe.
  
 “That one's for Charlie!” she said, wiping blood from her forehead with the back of her hand.
  
 As she turned round, she witnessed the murderous onslaught between her colleagues and her enemies being played out in the exact same spot where they usually queued for their dinner. “I'm never ever eating here again!” she announced with gusto.
  
The final slaying of the final zombie was not brought about by the actions of one of our six, but they did witness it. From high above them came a Tarzan-like yell followed by the unmistakable cry of “Don't get me excited guys!!” They looked up at the high ceiling, and to their great delight another of their colleagues looked down at them.
  
“Greg!” they chorused.
  
“Watch out!” he shouted back from his position high in the rafters.
  
  Leaning  out  far as he could from the small ledge that he teetered on, he picked the strangest looking attachment on his Swiss army knife and sliced through the thick wire that was supporting the huge, heavy ornamental light fitting above them. It came crashing down directly upon the head of the one zombie that they hadn't noticed- even though she was built like a brick shit house and would have scoffed them all in one sitting. As she fell to the floor, her head cracked open like an over- ripe honey dew melon.
  
“How you getting down, mate?” called Josh 
  
“More to the point, how did you get up there?” Asked Jon.
“Not a clue. It just kinda' happened!” laughed Greg “But I sure weren't getting any of that Zombie shizzle on me threads!”
“Jump, we'll catch you!” offered Jordan, beckoning the others to form a circle beneath him. It took several shouts of “One, two, hree!” but eventually Greg landed in the arms of his friends with not a speck of zombie shizzle on him.
  
Moving around the building like a tribe of nomadic warriors, smeared with blood from battle and holding their crude weapons aloft, they searched each area carefully.  When they were convinced that nothing lurked in the corners, they moved on to the next area. It wasn't long before they had reached the KFC unit in the far corner, and as they got closer Kelly, using large arm movements, motioned for them to stop. “I hear something!” she rasped to the others.  Sure enough, a low moaning, groaning sound seemed to be coming from the interior of the fast food outlet. “Listen!” she hissed as more slurping and gnawing sounds were heard.  “There are Z's in there. We gotta get them Mofos!” 
  
It was wholly down to the new awareness skills that Scott and Ant had acquired that day that they had secured their survival.  Their new, improved hearing ability when it came to deciphering noises that were not of their making, a heightened level in their peripheral vision, and the sudden ability to spring into an action stance that they did not previously possess, all played their part in keeping the twosome alive as the other group of zombie slayers swarmed in and almost killed them as they scoffed and slobbered over their free Bargain Buckets.
  
Much merriment was made as the realisation dawned that they had survived the almost un-survivable. A circumstance of epic proportions had been thrust upon them, and they had stood up and been counted. Yes, they hugged and they kissed, who wouldn't?
  
They ate fried chicken and slurped gallons of Coke. It was like a medieval banquet as all seven told and retold their heroic tales of valour and near misses. It took a while to free Jordan from his cling film preventative mask, but Kelly managed it with her Rambo-like knife. The ultimate selfie was shown around quickly before the battery finally died, and they all chattered excitedly about the things that they couldn't wait to get back to (wifi being one of the main things, but, of course, loved ones and alcohol ranked pretty highly too).
  
“Well, what we waiting here for?”  Ant suggested, desperate to get home and change out of the now ridiculous- looking wedding attire and wondering if maybe he could still get the deposit back on it.
  
“Ye, let's go home!” added Josh, looking at Sian and wondering just how many man points he was owed.
  
Stepping through a sea of spilled blood and chewed bodies and a stench that quite frankly they had now become accustomed to, the mildly traumatised but valiant troupe headed towards the slightly ajar doors of the main entrance. 
  
They were only feet away from freedom when one of the bodies on the floor began to move. Nobody noticed as the bloody demon slithered like an eel in the bright red lava and grabbed onto Attila's leg. The vicious teeth had pierced the Hungarian's leg, and by the time the others had drawn their weapons in an attempt to kill the bastard and free their friend, Attila knew it was too late for him.
 
“GO! GO NOW!” he commanded in his unflappable, yet authoritative manner. Of course, the others tried to argue against him, desperately pleading to free him. Yet deep down they also knew it was too late; they had witnessed on several occasions now exactly what the result of one bite would lead to.
  
 Very calmly Attila reached into his jacket pocket and took out a hand grenade that he had placed there when they had left the maintenance office. 
  
“No Attila..... Don't do it!” begged Kelly. “There must be some other way!”
  
“There ees no udder way!” he said sadly. “You soppy Eenglish vill argue about who vil kill me and zen none of you vill kill me and zen you vill be sorry and I vill chase you and eet you! Now get ze fuck away from 'ere I am pulling ze pin!”
  
As if to prove his point, he held the pin by the fingers of his other hand so that the others needed no more encouragement. They ran for the door, prising it apart and squeezing through the narrow gap with the kind of speed that they had never mustered before, each of them shouting cries of “Don't shoot we are clean. Don't shoot!”
  
Atilla sat down on top of his destroyer, who was still gnawing on his leg, and said calmly “Come, my poor friend. Let uz get out of zis nightmare also!” and he bravely pulled out the pin.
 
Thankfully, Scott, Ant, Jon, Josh, Jordan, Kelly, Greg and Sian had fled some distance by the time the blast ripped through part of the building, sending several large shards of glass flying through the air, ripping through the heavy curtain of material and landing onto the car park, narrowly missing them all.
  
As the debris fell and the huge plume of smoke cleared they looked around, expecting to see the congratulatory faces of the military, the relieved tears of loved ones, and rather a lot of press reporters- all waiting to hear their survival stories. 
  
“Where is everyone?” Kelly enquired, the first to voice their thoughts. 
 They looked around, their hearts filling with dread and their veins turning to ice as the awful truth became clear. It was as much a bloody battlefield out here as it had been in there.
  
 They made their way onto a slope and from up here they could see the motorway.  It stretched to the horizon, cluttered with the remnants of multiple pile ups. Fires had broken out in random clumps for as far as they could see, and smoke billowed into the surrounding countryside. It looked like Hell on Earth.
  
“Wait, there's movement!” said Scott. “People are still alive. We need to get to them!”
  
As all eyes zoomed in to see the other survivors in the distance, it soon became clear.... they were all shuffling……..
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