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30th June, London 1:57pm
James Faulkner had just finished presenting his test results by a secure video link, and was now awaiting a response.  Two years ago James had been approached by a large pharmaceutical company, who required his expertise as a bio scientist to bind together three individually manufactured virus strands that had been engineered by three individually contracted laboratories from around the world.
The name of the company that had approached James was Biocorp, and to the majority of the world they manufactured various pharmaceuticals around the globe.  To the wealthy Biocorp was also one of the world’s leading authorities in development of bio weapons.  The pharmaceutical giant had found that terrorists had become disillusioned with chemical weapons, and explosives, they were willing to pay huge sums of money for the new modern day weapon, one that would give them the upper hand when challenging the west.
James had been given an open funding promise, and a handpicked team that would have the combined expertise to forge these three separate strains together.  The first strain manufactured in Chicago, was a virus that was contagious when passed through bodily fluids, this aggressive virus would begin attacking healthy cells and organs immediately.  Within a short period of time it would render the host incapacitated, before killing it.  The company that had been awarded this contract were under the impression that it was to be a new cure for ridding the world of its rat population, and would be altered so that it could only infect vermin and be quite harmless to all other species on the planet.
A laboratory in Sydney in Australia had been contracted to manufacture a type of adrenalin that would work in reverse by sending electrical stimulants to the brain, but only once the host body had shut down.  Biocorp had championed this as a modern day miracle that would be one day used by hospitals around the world to reduce their fatality figures to practically zero.
The third bio component had been designed by North Korean scientist’s, their task had been to create a pathogen which would be infectious whilst air born for a limited period of time, after initial infection through the air the intention was that the hosts would then pass the contagion by means of body fluids.  Rumours within Biocorp had suggested that Biocorp had agreed a deal with North Korea giving them a guarantee of exclusive pharmaceutical rights throughout Korea in exchange for the completed super virus that James and his team were manufacturing.
Just three days ago the team James had assembled finally combined the three strains successfully together, and after vigorous testing had come to the conclusion that the virus was stable and could not be broken down.  Part of James’s video call had included the latest video of tests they had carried out on a rat.
Just one drop from a pipette squeezed onto the floor of the rat’s glass pen had caused the rat to gradually grow ill and lethargic, it went on to lose all bodily functions, whilst suffering from a severely high temperature, and the agony of its organs shutting down one by one it died in just under two hours. A chamber led from the dead rat’s pen, and this joined with another pen containing five healthy rats. James had opened the door blocking access through to the chamber, and had waited for just two minutes for stage two of the virus to begin. 
After those couple of minutes had passed the deceased rats eyes opened, and the rat began to stir from its forced death.  Once the rat had taken in its surroundings it immediately moved towards the chamber and all of its attention had focussed upon the other rats the other side of it, the rat’s movements were slow, this was down to the adrenalin only reanimating parts of the brain, which caused the host to be capable of just bare minimum thinking.
The other five rats reacted as something was wrong and backed off together at the rear of the pen in a defensive huddle, the infected rat was unperturbed and continued towards them, and once next to them clumsily lunged at the nearest, missing its target.  The rat’s second strike was more successful, it bit down onto the back of the rat’s neck, instantly drawing blood with its sharp incisors.  The other rat fought back trying to defend itself, and was immediately joined by another, they between the two of them quickly tore apart the infected animal.
What had amazed the scientist’s, was that even though torn to shreds, the infected animal showed no signs of pain, and continued to attack the other rats, even though missing two limbs, most of its fur, and even an eye.  Blood filled the cage, but the infected rat’s blood was a congealed black tar like substance compared to the others.
Within just one hour all five of the formerly healthy rat’s had died from sustained injuries, or bites which had released the virus into their system.  The zombie rat fed upon a body of another for some time, until the other four reanimated, as the fifth came back to life they formed into a group, a group with no real direction or leadership, their senses were slow and they all looked around their surroundings, acting as if they were unsure what to do next.  A sneeze from one of the scientist’s within the room immediately gained their attention, and as one they moved to the front of the pen, continuously trying to just move through the glass, as if they couldn’t comprehend that they were caged.  One thing was evident, the rats although slow, bore resemblance to an animal suffering from rabies, all six continued to bounce off the glass walls attempting to escape, but all the time with their snouts pulled back, and their teeth exposed they hissed at the scientist’s.
Further video footage showed tests that had been concluded on the infected animals, results positively agreed that the only way to kill an infected host, was a blow to the head, James surmised that the only thing alive in their bodies was the brain and it needed to be shut down in order for the host to die a second time.
Tests showed that blood no longer flowed through their bodies, the digestive systems no longer functioned, meaning that their body became just like a machine, a never ending nightmare, as even with the body decaying, or limbs missing, the skeleton would still function as it was powered by the still working brain, all it required was enough muscle to remain around the bone, in order to move that part of the body.
The Video Link beeped back on snapping James from his thoughts.
“Fill the delivery vessels, and have them dispatched to the transfer team immediately” Biocorp’s chairman Jim Douglas announced from the other end of the video link, he had decided to go ahead with the plan.




1st July, Heathrow Airport London 2:48pm
Yesterday had been a long day for James, after completing his video call with Jim Douglas he had began work on filling the virus dispensers.  It took some time to complete this task as one accident would mean the end of everyone in the lab and precaution far outweighed the positives for more haste.  It had taken over three hours to gradually fill the ten dispensers, and attach electronically controlled remote valve caps, which after receiving a signal from an unknown source would release their deadly vapours into the immediate area.  The release vessels where then placed into special carrying cases which required their own individual pin code to disengage the locks, they were then collected by Biocorp’s own courier department.
Each lab member had been collected from home by a private car earlier in the morning, and they were allowed to bring their immediate family members.  The car had dropped them at a private hangar at the airport, for the past twenty minutes they had been taking their seats aboard the private jet that had been chartered for them to leave the country.  The plane would make one stopover for refuelling in Hong Kong, before they would reach their destination of Quintin Island, located somewhere off the coast of Malaysia.  The reason for this destination was simple, Biocorp had owned the Island for several years, and there would be no other population on the island to ensure there could be no spread of the virus from locals.
As the plane took off James gazed out of the window, watching as London disappeared below him he looked at his watch, it was just after three in the afternoon, and in just five hours time all of the major airports in England would be exposed to what Biocorp now referred to as the “Day Zed” virus.  On asking Jim Douglas his motives for the virus, he had replied without hesitation “What God had created through chemical reactions billions of years ago, Biocorp now needed to destroy with chemical reactions of their own, the Planet had ran out of space for new population, and the human race was exhausting the Earth of all of its resources, it was time to give Earth a second chance, that day would be today, one of a new beginning.”
James eased back in his seat, took one last look across London and closed his eyes.
Simon Cox had only just entered the arrivals lounge at Stansted airport, casually standing by the sliding entrance doors, he was nervous that what he was now about to do was illegal, he feared getting caught in the act.  Part of the couriers cover was to check in as any normal passenger would do for a flight leaving the airport in three hours time; he glanced at his watch it was now seven in the evening at eight he would receive the text prompting him to release the virus.
Once Simon had checked in it was a simple case of sitting in the lounge waiting for the impending text message.  Simon had earlier received a payment of ten thousand pounds in cash, and was to receive a further ninety thousand pounds after he had successfully dispatched the virus, this would be paid by way of a bank transfer.  All Simon had to do was press the button of the small fob in his pocket, this would activate a slow release trigger hidden in Simon’s hand luggage, and the viruses vapour would be invisible to the naked eye.  After activating the device Simon was simply to sit as near as possible to the lounge entrance doors for two hours in order to infect as many people as possible.  On completion of the two hour timescale, Simon would then text Jim Douglas to confirm delivery, and then leave the terminal.
During an earlier briefing Jim Douglas had explained that Simon would be releasing a new type of flu virus into the airport lounge, and that Biocorp held a vaccine that would make them billions of pounds in the first few weeks of the flu outbreak, if only Simon knew that he would be releasing something far more sinister than a flu virus, and that he would in fact be responsible for spreading “Day Zed” to nearly every European travel destination, and that he himself would be one of the first infected in England.
Jim Douglas sent a text message to Biocorp’s virus dispatchers at exactly eight o clock in the evening; they were all waiting up and down the country.  There was one for every terminal at Heathrow, two at Stansted, three in Gatwick, and even one in Manchester.  On receipt of their text message they would all activate their remote sensors.  After sending the text he immediately stood from his desk, and left his office, where he was taken straight to his private jet.
Jim smiled as he climbed the steps to board the aircraft.  Knowing that most of the world would be infected by these carriers, at first slowly each country would have isolated cases, but very quickly the virus would spread, and would rapidly destroy each country it infected.  Shortly after ten o clock all the required text messages had come back to Jim. 
According to research anyone who came within a fifty meter radius of the courier’s, for even the briefest of moments would become instantly infected.  The virus would take effect within eight hours of infection, however the longer an individual was exposed to the vapours the greater the speed the virus would course through their body.  For people staying in the infection zone for up to fifteen minutes their symptoms would begin after six hours.  Of those unfortunate enough to spend longer than fifteen minutes within the vicinity of the vapours, they would show symptoms after just four hours.  Very high doses that the courier’s themselves would suffer from could cause death within just a few hours.
The design of the manufactured “Day Zed” virus was that at first it would cause a headache, and that would be shortly followed by a fever which would grow in intensity, the host of the virus would feel like they were suffering from a sever flu, rendering them weak and lethargic within the first couple of hours.  Once through the two hour stage the host would become even more fatigued to the point of sheer exhaustion, they would be unable to move around, they would also begin to slip in and out of consciousness.  At the four hour mark victims would become delusional, and begin to suffer from seizures as the virus began to alter their brain patterns.  Death would occur around five hours after symptoms had first started, giving anyone contaminated no more than thirteen hours to survive.  Reanimation would then occur within an hour ensuring that every plane taking off would be carrying the infection all over the world, and before anyone was aware of what was happening it would be too late the virus would have been spread and would be capable of wiping out a densely populated town in no time at all. 



1st July, Chelmsford, Essex 11:39pm
Simon arrived home shortly after eleven that evening, although the airport was only a short fifteen minute drive away, it had taken him over an hour tonight.  Before leaving the airport he had begun to fill nauseous, and shortly after nine whilst sitting in the lounge, had begun to feel light headed, and dizzy.  Simon had felt his temperature beginning to rise, and by ten ‘o’ clock he had felt completely drained, lacking any energy, he was worried that he would collapse whilst still in the lounge, and it was a mental struggle for him just to stand and leave the terminal.
On the short drive home he had to pull over twice to vomit, and embarrassingly, he had lost the control of his stomach muscles, and had accidentally excreted in his pants.  He staggered through the front door, resembling someone suffering from an intoxicating amount of alcohol, and barely made it to the couch in his front room.  Simon knew that he would not be able to stay conscious for much longer, as his eyes began to close, what had he really unleashed at the airport he wondered?  If indeed it was a new strain of flu virus, it was potent, why had they not warned him of its strength? Why had they not administered an inoculation to him if they knew how quick the virus would take hold?  Unconsciousness then won the battle; Simon had slipped into a deep fever filled sleep, one that he would never get the chance to wake from.  When the convulsions started erupting from his pale bloodless looking body, he was oblivious, some twenty three minutes later, just before one in the morning, Simon was rocked by a fatal heart attack and died aged just twenty nine.
 For Penny Thomas, it had been a very long day, and the last of her four day on four day off rota.  The job of being a nurse was a challenging yet rewarding one, and she often sought support from her boyfriend after a particular challenging day.  He would be at home now waiting for her, and would not go to bed until she arrived home.  She often told Simon he was her rock, and that she would be lost without him.
Penny had met Simon over two years ago and despite being several years older than him, it had been love at first sight when their eyes met across a crowded nightclub one cold winter’s night during the Christmas festivities.  The pair had soon become inseparable after just a couple of dates together, and within a month Simon had moved into Penny’s flat.  What Penny loved most about him was his outlook upon life, he was a day to day wheeler dealer, looking to earn a penny at the quickest opportunity, and although he was not into anything illegal, Penny did wonder how he always managed to have money, despite not holding down a regular job.
The last few months they had been busy arranging wedding plans, a wedding that Penny had since began to grow reservations about in terms of how committed Simon actually was to the long term.  She had accepted early on that he was a flirt, and that when he was on his own he revelled in his freedom.  Now she wanted all of Simon’s affections, and for him to hold down a regular job, so that one day they would be in the position to have children.
On entering the flat Penny recoiled from the overwhelming smell of death, one that she was familiar with from work sometimes.  The overpowering smell engulfed the house, and Penny found it hard to breathe, she recognised the different smells, one of excrement, the muskiness of sweat and more worryingly the coppery odour of blood.  Penny called out to Simon, scared to move on she called again yet there was no reply, he was definitely in as his Fiat Punto sat in the drive. Reluctantly Penny stepped into the lounge, and there sprawled on the sofa was Simon, rushing to his side she immediately went into her work mode and felt for a pulse, there wasn’t one, tears began to flow freely down her face as she picked up the telephone and dialled the emergency services number.  The response was quick and after stating her name, address and her occupation, Penny explained what she had found.
“Have you tried to resuscitate Simon at all Penny?” the operator asked.
“No, no I have not I am too scared to”
“Can I ask why Penny, you have been trained too”
“It’s the colour of his skin, there is something wrong it looks like he has been poisoned” Penny informed the operator.
“Is his body still warm Penny?” the operator then asked.
“Yes, it is I don’t think he has been dead long, please hurry?”
“Okay Penny, the ambulance is on its way, and should be with you shortly, would you like me to stay on the phone with you?”
“No it’s okay, I want to sit with Simon, and wait, thank you” Penny informed the operator, before replacing the phone onto its stand.  She then made her way back to the couch where she now crouched, and took Simon’s hand in her own, as she cried.
In all the chaos since her arrival home, Penny realised that she had not turned on any light’s, she was sitting on the floor in the dark, she would need the light on for the arrival of the paramedics, she gently released Simon’s hand, stood and then made her way to the light switch, she flicked the switch to illuminate the room, not that she wanted to see the body behind her.  As she turned she immediately jumped back, Simon’s eyes were now open, and he now looked straight at her, there was no movement, he just lay there and did not move.  Penny could feel her heart beating faster, something inside her told her that what was happening was wrong, she had felt Simon’s pulse, he had been dead, and she had not imagined it.
The hairs on the back of her neck stood up, Simon was now moving slowly, as if his limbs were not connected to his brain, he gradually after much trouble stood.  He was just eight feet from her, all the time since his eyes had opened he had omitted a dull moaning sound whilst his mouth hung open, and he then ambled slowly towards her, she could see into what had once been brilliant blue eyes, the blue now replaced, replaced by dark black, whatever now stood in front of her, and moved towards her with its teeth snapping together was not her loving boyfriend Simon, this monster meant her harm, and she began to back off.
Whilst concentrating so hard on the zombie in front of her she forgot about the coffee table behind her, and fell backwards with a thump, with no time to stand she edged back on all fours, until she reached the back wall, she was unable to move back any further.  Just as it seemed that she would not be able to find the time to stand, and dodge past the zombies hands, she was saved, from somewhere in the house her black cat “Tiddles” waltzed in, oblivious to the fact that Simon was no longer Simon, and jumped straight to the back of the armchair, which the zombie now stood by.  The cat seeking its usual attention from its owner brushed against him, and flicked his tail.  This was enough to gain the short term attention of the zombie, and it made a grab for the cat, Tiddles hissed and scratched, but it was too late as Tiddles was held down and the zombie bent down and bit into his back.  This action alone was enough to make Penny violently vomit; she then staggered to her feet, and ran out through the lounge door.  She didn’t look back despite the screaming, and hissing coming from the cat.  She threw open the front door, and run, not looking back, she could not drive away as she had forgotten her car keys which had been left on the floor in the lounge, Penny didn’t dare to go back.
Penny did not even stop as the paramedic drove past her.  Only when the car had come to a stop, did Penny dare to turn around, and watch for just the briefest of moments.  The paramedic rushed from his vehicle, collected his back and then hurried to the front gate where he was met by what had once been Simon.  Immediately the zombie attacked the shocked paramedic, caught unawares the paramedic went to the ground, clutching his hand where he had been bit, the zombie attacked again, and trapped him on the floor, as Penny began to run again she could hear the paramedic still screaming two streets away.  Penny finally stopped running once she had run out of breath, and felt that she was finally far enough away for now, to take a rest.  After regaining her composure she headed off, for the next half an hour she walked the streets, not really sure where she was going, as long as it was away from her house.  Several sirens had split the peace of the night time air, and she wondered how many of those sirens now headed to her street.  Suffering from shock, and her thoughts a million miles away, Penny didn’t see the minicab travelling down the road until it was upon her, with its horn blaring, as she had walked out in front of it.  The taxi driver managed to bring the cab to as stop after an emergency brake procedure, narrowly avoiding the nurse he wound down his window to ask the woman if she was okay “Are you okay?”
You walked out in front of me from nowhere, I nearly hit you” he added.
“I’m sorry, I had things on my mind” Penny replied.
“Do you need a lift somewhere?  You look pretty shaken up”.
“I could do with a rest, just for five minutes, to get my head straight”.
“Jump in I am done for the night, take your time”.
Penny hopped into the back of the taxi, and slowly but surely regained her thoughts, the thought that nagged away at her was, was it a dream?  She had just returned from work to find her boyfriend dead, and then waking up as a zombie.  She pinched herself to check, unfortunately she was still awake, and she had unknowingly witnessed the first case of the “Day Zed” outbreak.




1st July, Chelmsford, Essex 2:45am
From across the road Jim Barton had watched as first Penny had ran out of her front door and up the road, then as a paramedic car pulled to a halt outside, and was amazed when someone maybe Simon, had staggered out of Penny’s door and attacked the paramedic as he entered the garden.  The uniformed man had fallen to the ground clutching his hand, after his assailant had bit off his finger.  Looking closer Jim could see that it was indeed Simon, it just didn’t act like him, or move like him, and judging by his demeanour Simon was now a either a zombie, or a delusional maniac , his skin was a ghastly pale grey, and was smudged in places with large splashes of crimson, which Jim could only guess was blood.
Whatever had happened to Simon did not bother Jim, as in the past Simon had always ignored him, and walked around with attitude that he was god’s gift to women, how an earth he had managed to capture Penny’s heart was beyond the streets secret pervert. He had admired his neighbour from a safe distance for the past five years, such a safe distance that she had never caught him watching her with his high powered lens telescope.  Jim had bought the repossessed house, but had never done any repairs to it. He still had not replaced any of the doors throughout the house, which had all been taken by the previous owners, all of Jim’s time was taken up with watching Penny, and Jim didn’t have time to carry out any of the required repairs.  Now as he watched the man who had ruined his fantasy, attack another man he couldn’t help, but grin.
Several lights had turned on in neighbouring houses, and Jim could see the usual suspects partaking in their usual hobby of curtain twitching, all that had been awoken, had heard the paramedic’s screams for help as the zombie that had surprised him at the gate now climbed on top of him.  The resident “Curtain Twitcher’s” now watched as they struggled, and the zombie appeared to be biting the paramedic.  Wanting to be the hero Jim had telephoned the local police station and reported the incident out in the street as it began to unfold, only to be told that they would send someone round to investigate the matter, but at the moment they were dealing with an amount of similar calls across the County.
The fight that the paramedic had valiantly put up so far began to fade, and the struggle was finally taking its toll upon his damaged hand, he had suffered multiple wounds from bites that had been inflicted upon him whilst fending the monster off.  With luck going against the paramedic, the zombie fell to his side, and immediately took a bite out of the paramedic’s neck, as the zombie pulled upwards it tore a large chunk of flesh with it, as it chewed upon this morsel, the paramedic collapsed from an instant loss of blood.
Jim moved away from the window to switch on the rooms light, as there were others now watching from lit windows, he felt that he no longer had to watch from the cover of darkness like he usually did.  On returning to the action outside, he had to rub his eyes to make sure he really was seeing the old couple from the bungalow opposite come hurrying out into the fray.  Jim had never learnt of their first names, he just referred to them as “The Bishops” challenged their former neighbour in an attempt to save the fallen paramedic.  Old lady “Bishop” had walked brazenly straight up to the man and started prodding him with her finger.  The zombie turned immediately away from the paramedic and took a swipe at her. It was a misjudged swipe in terms of distance, as the zombie only managed to scrape at her.  Unfortunately her far too flimsy night gown had become snared up in the attacking fingers of the zombie, and when she backed off, the gown easily tore from her body, much to Jim’s delight he was pleased to see that she wore nothing underneath.  Jim thought that despite her age she still had a fit body, and he wasn’t at all disturbed to have a thought like that.  Trying to protect the honour of his wife, her husband rushed forward armed with and old trophy spear from his army days, where he had been stationed in Africa.  The second thrust of the spear connected with the zombie’s stomach, and it fell backwards as the husband pushed with all his might, the zombie struggled on the ground, trying to stand back up, despite the four foot long spear that protruded out from its torso.
The husband and wife did not wait to see if the zombie got back up, and they were on their way back to their home when the paramedics hand shot out at the trailing leg of the husband.  The Old man fell to the ground, and with frightening speed the zombie moved its head towards his leg, and bit a chunk from the ankle of the fallen man.  As the wife screamed for help, and the paramedic attacked the husband, the speared zombie now stood back up and lunged at the wife.  The spear still protruded from his stomach and as the zombie span round, the spear winded the wife and she was sent sprawling into the lawn.   Her attacker went to drop on top of her, but the spear stopped it and for seconds he hung in mid air, struggling whilst the spear dug into the ground.  Jim stood open mouthed at what was happening before him, the carnage that had happened so quickly, somehow just managed to get worse as each minute went by, and surprise, surprise, there were still no police in attendance.
The neighbour attacking the old lady had slowly slid down the length of the spear; gravity had forced the weight of his body down the length of the shaft, the spear now dangled loosely out of its back.  Somehow the zombie was still able to attack, it pulled its way up the back of her legs, and sunk its festering teeth into her right buttock, she screamed out in pain, unable to move as she watched her husband’s life ebbing away from in front of her.
Other neighbours had began to run out, the Porter’s run out on mass, Eric the father was in his mid fifties and a formidable size, even after quitting rugby years ago he had stayed fit, he headed the charge armed with a baseball bat, flanked by his twenty one year old son Lee, and his Seventeen year old boy Jamie.  Eric reached the speared zombie first and gave the hardest swing he possibly could with the metal coated bat, the bat connected with a sickening thud, striking the back of the zombie, the sheer force of the blow knocked the creature forward.  The solid blow from the bat hadn’t seemed to hurt the zombie, and it sat straight back up before turning at Eric, a second blow rained down on its right shoulder, the snap that emanated from the joint, could only mean a broken shoulder blade. Still the zombie attacked, it now stood and lumbered towards Eric, his third strike struck the zombie just below its left knee, and the leg immediately buckled, broken from the strike.
Whilst Eric had been attacking the zombie, his sons had attacked the former paramedic, and attempted to rescue their neighbour, who had not moved for some time.  As they both rained blows down upon the paramedic with hockey sticks, they failed to notice their neighbour shuffled towards them, and did not realise until he had bit down into Jamie’s neck, of the danger that was now all around them.  Out of blind rage Lee turned towards his brother who was already dying from his wound, totally forgetting about the fallen paramedic, who after receiving a multitude of blows was now standing upright behind Lee, and has he struck his brothers killer, he instantly felt rotting teeth biting down on his shoulder, penetrating his bed shirt, and then his skin.  Witnessing his youngest sons death, and his elder son in trouble Eric ran to his remaining sons aid, and for a few minutes he managed to defend against the oncoming zombies, until stamina managed to desert him, eventually Eric was taken down by the two zombie neighbours, and the Paramedic.  Lee had somehow managed to escape, and run back to his home, where his mother had ushered him in and locked the door behind them.  After just a few minutes Jamie reanimated and began feeding upon the injured woman. 
For fifteen minutes, there had been no change outside, no more neighbours had attempted to help out, and it seemed as if they had learnt their lessons from the previous failed attempts.  The only difference was that now there were six zombies outside.  Watching them closely, chilled Jim to the bone as they just stood waiting for either a sound or movement to alert them to new prey. Jim stood transfixed in his window, unable to move, he definitely did not want to be their next meal.  From the bottom of the road sirens could be heard entering the street, seconds later a police car pulled approached the house, finally the police had turned up.  The two uniformed officers looked out of their windows, and as the six zombies, covered in blood, stumbled towards the car, they pulled back out into the road and drove away.
“You cowards” Jim screamed out, just a little too loudly.  The group of zombies heard him and now made their way up his front garden path. At first they banged on the front door then the window, but eventually one decided to shuffle off around the back, there were no obstacles for it to climb as Jim had not felt the need to replace the broken gate, and when the zombie reached the back it walked straight through the open back door, Jim had been hot and opened it to let in a breeze, he had simply forgot to close it with all the commotion that had been happening in the street.  From his bedroom Jim could now hear the moaning and the shuffling, he hastily crawled under the bed to hide, and now wished to himself that he had bought some doors, rather than the high powered telescope he used to watch Penny with.  He watched, from his position under the bed as the first zombie walked into the room, looking for him, but not having the intelligence to look under a mattress.  It wasn’t until the second zombie walked into the first, and pushed it over onto the floor that it realised where Jim hid.  As the zombie stretched its blood drenched arm, missing two fingers, from its hand under the mattress Jim screamed his last ever scream.




1st July, Chelmsford, Essex, 3:15am
Penny now sat in the back of the taxi, over the last few minutes she had told the story of the night’s incidents to the taxi driver; he had listened without questioning what she had seen until she had finished telling her tale.
“Zombies walking around Chelmsford?” he had asked with raised eyebrows.
“I know it sounds crazy, but when I checked his pulse he was dead”
“Look love, you have had a hard night, maybe you just thought he was dead?”
“My name is Penny, not love.  No as a NHS nurse, I know he was dead”.
The taxi driver pondered over Penny’s last statement then said to her
“Well Penny, you have two choices, we can go back to check, or go to the nick and tell the police”
“I would prefer the police station thanks, what’s your name?” Penny asked
“Sorry you can call me Dave, the station it is”.
The taxi drove straight to Chelmsford police station, Penny now stood inside the reception waiting for a constable to interview her and take a statement. Dave had accompanied the woman for two reasons, whatever had happened to her earlier had obviously been upsetting, and the second was despite her delicate state, Dave couldn’t help but notice how attractive she was, Dave had always been a sucker for a damsel in distress.  After what seemed like an eternity a very young looking police constable responded to the bell, he looked very flustered, he looked as if they had inconvenienced him, by disturbing him from something that he deemed more important, and that he didn’t have the time to talk to them.
“Yes Madam, how can I assist you?” he asked.
With much thought already gone into the answer, before he had even approached the desk Penny had decided to tell a slightly different story to that of the one she had told Dave.
“It’s my boyfriend, I think he has contracted some sort of virus, maybe rabies, I came home from work, and he attacked me, and then he attacked my cat.”
“What do you mean by attacked your cat?”
“He grabbed it, and then bit a chunk out of it” she stated.
“What’s your name and address please?”
It wasn’t until Penny gave her address that they both saw a change in his expression, he hurriedly scribbled notes down, and asked them to wait for a minute, so that he could speak to his superior.  He headed round the side of the frosted glass, and the pair watched his blurred outline talking to another, voices began to grow louder, and all the while phones rang in the background.  Something was definitely happening, and Penny wondered if it was just her street that was an isolated affair, or that maybe similar things were happening elsewhere.
After a few minutes the young police officer returned to the desk, accompanied by two colleagues, the young officer introduced Penny to his colleagues, and then one of them asked
“How many people were trying to attack you Penny?
  “Just my boyfriend”
“When we arrived there was six of them, and it definitely wasn’t rabies, they looked more like zombies, some of them looked like they were dead” stated the policeman.
Dave stood there with his mouth unable to form words, Penny had been telling the truth.
“So what are you doing about it?” Dave challenged the officer.
“There are multiple reports coming in across the country sir, we have been told to close the station and form a task force for a quarantine zone.”
“What about helping the people out there now, and dealing with the problem?”
“Sorry sir, we have our orders, and they state that we cannot help locally” the officer stated.
Dave looked at Penny, it was obvious that the police would not intervene, and if that was the case whatever virus they were fighting against, it was going to spread very quickly if it was left unchecked.
“Dave, will you take me to my parent’s house in Hackney?” Penny asked him then added
“My father is in the cabinet, he will know what is happening”
 Without thinking Dave headed out the door with his keys in hand, before looking over his shoulder to say to Penny.
“Come on then, let’s get going” he called back to Penny.
The pair climbed into the car, and this time Penny climbed into the passenger seat rather than the back.  Dave Potts had been a taxi driver for the last year, and after trying both the night and day shifts over that period, he had decided to stick with the night shifts.  Being a single man, and aged thirty three years old, he had no family of his own to support, and he had lived on his own for some time.  It was not an inconvenience for him to be working the night shift, as he preferred it; he had found that the nights were more interesting than the daytime shifts.  Now as he drove to Hackney, conversing with Penny, he wondered if he would have time to regret this choice, and if he should have worked a normal day job like his friends, settled down with someone, and raised a family.
As they drove Penny had began to open up, and she sobbed at the loss of her boyfriend, she sobbed at the terrible demise of their cat, she then realised that she didn’t even know if “Tiddles” had survived.  Throughout all of the tears Dave listened, letting her grieve in her own way, all he could do was be there, as a shoulder to cry on.  When she seemed to have got what she needed to out of her system she began to ask about his life, seemingly generally interested to hear his life story.   Penny had been surprised that Dave was not already married, he was a good looking man, with a physique to match, he certainly didn’t have the physique of a taxi driver, and when Penny had told him this he laughed, before telling her that his previous job had been that of a personal trainer.  After he has told his life story the talk became more sombre and they discussed zombie films, how they had really come to life, and how the world would deal with them.  Of every zombie film they had watched there was never a happy ending, the world was always cursed, and day to day living was always just about survival.
Penny truly believed that the authorities would get it right and prevail, whilst Dave was more cynical, after what had happened at the police station that had only made his belief stronger.  Penny argued that the police were probably following terrorist chemical weapon attack protocols, and that they had been trained on how to deal with outbreak diseases.
Dave had decided to make most of the journey down the long the arterial road that would take them all the way through to Ilford, before having to turn off.  He surmised that soon, when the news broke out of areas suffering from zombie attacks, that the roads would all be bottle necked, with congestion as people tried to flee.  So far the area that they had travelled through had been relatively quiet.   Dave pulled into a service station in order to fill the petrol tank to the top; he climbed out and began to fill the car. Penny had suggested that she cross the road and visit the twenty four hour fast food chain, so that she could use their toilet, and get them both a coffee, Dave needed caffeine, and had no qualms with Penny’s decision.
After filling the tank and paying Dave sat with the engine idling, and waited for Penny to return.  To kill a bit of time he switched on the radio, and after clicking every preset button found that they were not working.  He then spent some time manually scanning for a frequency, and this too proved fruitless.  Pulling out his smart phone he saw that he had no signal, he thought to himself that maybe the government had ordered everything shut down to prevent a panic.  Penny would just accuse him of conspiracy theorising again and laugh when she returned, and he thought better of mentioning his thought.  He would keep it simple and get her to scan for a station as they drove.
Dave watched as Penny exited the fast food chain and was careful as she crossed the road, she carried two cups of coffee in a cardboard carrier and a small brown paper bag with food in it. To look at her now, he wouldn’t have believed what she had been through tonight.  She had purchased a brush from the service station, and then had taken the time, to brush her long dark hair back, and plait it.  She had obviously freshened herself up, with a face rinse, and even though she had no makeup on she looked absolutely beautiful, it was this moment that made Dave’s mind up that wherever Penny went from now he would follow, until she did not want him to any more, he would do whatever he could to protect the woman.  After Penny had got back into the car she had handed Dave a burger and a coffee, Penny sat quietly whilst that ate, she was worried that although she had just lost her boyfriend, she was starting to get feelings about the man who sat with her in the car, she could not decide if it was the security of having Dave with her or just the fact that she was grieving for Simon and looking for Dave to console her.  Either way she knew deep down she had been lucky to have met him this crazy night, and secretly hoped that he would stick around once they reached her parents house.




1st July, Hackney, London, 3:37am
The drive had not taken Dave and Penny too long from the service station, Dave’s plan of sticking to the arterial roads and dual carriages, for most of the journey had been the right one.  Whilst they drove Penny had not managed to find one radio frequency that worked, and Dave still had no signal on his phone.  If the government had gone to the extreme of taking control of the radio stations so early, and blocking mobile networks, they must have also blocked the television channels, and disabled internet connections.  Whoever had made this decision had to be brave, it could back fire if the contagion was dealt with, and the people thought they had the right to know.  For now Dave was thankful, as he knew the roads would have already been congested if the news had leaked.
It would take some time to set up an effective quarantine zone, and that task would have been impossible if panic spread, would they have time to conduct the required research and testing to formulate an antidote?  Dave did not think so, all of the films he had watched involving contagions always resulted in the doctors telling people they would need months to perfect one.  When the bird flu and swine flu made headlines not so long ago, one thing was for sure, there was no cure as such.  The big question was once quarantine zones were implemented, how many people would already be infected?  How many would die?  Dave knew that some of these questions could be answered by Penny’s father and he was looking forward to meeting him, and hearing the governments view on the virus.
They were just nearing Homerton high street, when they heard sirens filling the air around them, seconds later the flashing lights appeared behind them, and Dave instinctively pulled to the side to allow them to pass.  Two police cars sped past, they were swiftly followed by a police dog unit, and an ambulance.
“Looks like some of the police stayed behind to help out, at least” commented Dave.
Penny nodded at the comment, as she watched further up the road, where the emergency services had stopped.  It looked like there was a body lying in the road ahead of them, and to the right of the body two figures stumbled along towards the flashing lights.  The two figures appeared to be severely intoxicated, as they half walked, and half stumbled towards the police cordon, Penny felt dread building up in her stomach, she knew that she wasn’t watching drunks coming home from a club. They wound down the windows of the taxi, and could hear the police officer directing warnings at the two figures that stumbled towards them
“Stay where you are, if you come any closer we will use the dogs, and any force that is necessary”.
The officer continued
“Stop, Stop now, and lie down with your hands behind your head” 
The two figures continued to approach, and they were now just thirty meters from the police.  Not quite sure what was happening, Dave and Penny had felt compelled to exit the taxi, and move a bit closer to see what was to unfold before them.  Dave gave Penny a nudge, and pointed at the previously prone body, it had started to sit up, all be it very slowly, as if it was being controlled by invisible wires held from above by a giant puppeteer.
“Dave we have got to go” Penny pleaded.
Her suspicions had been correct, this was no ordinary accident.
“What wrong Penny” Dave asked.
“Just get in the car please, it’s happening again” Penny retorted back as she grabbed for the door handle. 
Dave looked back as the police officer let the dog free from its leash.  The Alsatian charged forward, aiming directly at its target, it locked its teeth on the nearest of the approaching figures leg, and began to shake at it violently, whilst it was trapped in the vice like grip of its jaw.  This procedure would guarantee through both pain, and shock to disable any normal human assailant, they would crumple to the ground within seconds, screaming in pain, and pleading for the dog to be retrieved.  Whatever the Alsatian now wrestled with clearly wasn’t human, immediately it was apparent that the figure was not suffering from pain, and it didn’t fear the dog, the figure was actually trying to attack the dog back.  The dog was so busy attempting to subdue the first zombie, that it had not noticed that the other was now upon it, and had dropped to its knee’s at the back of the dog, and it bent down, and then sunk its teeth into the Alsatians back.
“What the fuck? Get away from my dog, you sick bastard” screamed the handler.
The handler now rushed at the two zombies to help his partner, who he had personally reared from a pup.  The dog was now being bitten by both of the zombies, and the third previously prone one had now reached the group and was bending down upon the stricken dog, to start feeding itself.  Dave stood routed to the spot by total shock, and his brain struggling to comprehend what he was now watching unfold before him.  The handler had now reached his dog; he had extended his steel baton ready, instantly he began to set about dispersing the zombies exactly as he had been trained. Two blows to the legs had no effect on the first, a further strike to the chest, and then to the zombies back gained its attention, but it didn’t go down, it wasn’t in pain.  The handler was now in trouble, all three zombies turned their full attention to him, and began to claw, and grasp at his legs.  The Alsatian sensed its chance to escape and began to crawl in the opposite direction, it had been badly injured, and the virus already flowed through its veins.
Four other policemen now rushed in to try and help the handler, blows now rained down from five batons, and this time not the way they were trained, strikes to the shoulder blades, and neck pushed the zombies back, yet still they would not go down.  Screams from the officers could be heard, as they battled the infected, and every now and then one of them got bit.  The handler made one devastating strike across one of the zombie’s heads; it was like smashing an over ripe pumpkin, with a sledgehammer.  Immediately the cadaver collapsed, and after seeing a way of stopping these creatures, the police quickly put them down for good.
Now the area was safe the paramedics attending the scene quickly set about dressing wounds.   Of the five officers involved in the struggle, four had sustained bite wounds in just a ten minute period.  One of those was the handler who had retrieved his dying dog from the bushes, he cried as he placed the dog in its pen in the rear of the van.  Dave looked at the commotion in front of him, he noted the dog was near to death after being bitten, and then he looked back at the four bitten officers, all four of them were starting to look ill, and it wasn’t just shock.  The officers that had been bitten more than once seemed to be sicker than the others.  Dave climbed back into the car looked into Penny’s face and said
“We better get to your folks as quick as we can, the way that virus is spreading we are in big trouble”.
They drove off glancing at the injured men as they went past wondering how long they had left to live, and how long it would be, before they themselves would be spreading the virus and attacking people.



1st July, Queens Hospital, Romford, Essex, 4:00am
Over the last two hours the accident and emergency ward had seen a high level of patient’s nursing infected bite wounds, many of those attending the ward were then admitted due to the high level of infection that they were suffering from.  Those that had been admitted earlier were now in a critical condition, Doctors on duty were now trying to ascertain exactly what sort of infection they were dealing with, as it was so deadly, that it would soon be claiming lives.
So far the hospital had taken in forty one cases of people wounded by bite marks, a further twenty three had been severe infection cases that had been brought in by ambulance, earlier in the morning. After checking patient’s details, hospital staff discovered a link between the admission’s that had been brought in by ambulance, worryingly all twenty three patients worked at Stansted airport, although for all different companies, and they lived in different regions of Essex.  With evidence that they were dealing with a highly contagious virus, that would appear to originate from the Airport these findings had been immediately forwarded to the required authorities, who were now in the process of conducting an immediate investigation.
Over the next quarter of an hour doctors fought bravely to save the twenty three Stansted passengers, they were fighting a losing battle, everything they tried in terms of medication had no effect against the virus, they had administered morphine to each of the infected just to try and subdue the pain they suffered from.  The first of these poor souls was pronounced dead at quarter past four, and within the next ten minutes they lost six more, one by one the patient’s were dying, as if the virus inside of them had been running by timetable.  Within twenty minutes all twenty three had passed away.  Each body was, rushed down to the morgue, and sealed in an area so that the virus could not spread. With no time to mourn for the lost patients the medical staff now set about helping the bitten patients.
One Doctor on duty that evening Atwal Rakman was a specialist in disease control, and tropical diseases, since the first admission that night he had been very busy.  A colleague had asked him to take a look at the first of the Stansted passengers, a diagnosis by the Doctor had confirmed that the patient was suffering from a super virus, and until he could narrow it down to which one he would not know how to properly treat it.  Instructing his colleague to administer Morphine and to keep the patient on a Saline solution until he could come back with the correct treatment was the only advice he could give him.  Testing on blood began straightaway, and Atwal couldn’t believe what microscope slides revealed, the virus was literally infecting and killing every cell.  Looking through reference books to find a similar disease proved fruitless, and Atwal had to concede that whatever this virus was, or where it had originated from, it was new, no one had ever come across a disease this devastating.  Atwal bombarded all the test slides with every known medicine to man, nothing affected the virus, not even slowing it down.  Further blood tests taken from other Stansted patient’s showed they were all suffering from exactly the same virus.
On a hunch Atwal had taken blood from some of the bitten patients, although the virus appeared to be the same it travelled through the blood system much quicker than the virus in the patients that didn’t have bite wounds.  The one thing that intrigued Atwal at what time did the infected bite, as everyone of the twenty three had been bed ridden ever since their admittance.  Medical staff where now trying to care for the bitten patients, such was the hospitals concern of the virus they had emptied two wards on the same floor and this is where they were now interned.  One particular patient had been bitten several times, and his decline had been the most rapid, for some time his body had been racked by several seizures, and to protect him staff had secured him to the bed with bindings.  Still bound the unnamed man passed away after a heart attack, and despite medical staff doing their best to resuscitate him, it was all in vain.  The time of death was recorded at four thirty seven
A porter then wheeled the body to the lift, entering the lift the porter pressed the button for basement two, where the morgue was situated, the doors slid closed.  The lift began its short journey to the bottom of the shaft, and the morgue.  Once the lift reached its destination the porter wheeled the gurney down the short corridor, with his hand hovering above the electronic keypad he was about to type in the pin code to release the security bars locking the double doors sealed shut, when there was a large bang, he moved to look through the reinforced glass window, and took a second for the sight in front of him to register with his mind.  Instead of twenty three dead patients on gurneys, there were twenty three zombies clambering over each other to get to the front of the room, and more importantly to get out.  The porter backed away bumping into the gurney he had brought down in the elevator, turning he rested his hands on the bars to the bed, he screamed as the deceased patients eyelids opened, it tried to sit up, but could not move past the restraints, as it struggled with the straps, it moaned, and hissed, whilst it teeth snapped together.
The porter ran, straight to the lift, punched the button to the second floor, and waited for the doors to close, waiting for the lift to climb back up to the quarantined floor seemed to take an eternity, it was as if time had been slowed down.  As soon as he reached the second floor he would run to the ward, and warn the doctors, that these infected would rise after death, and just hoped he was in time to warn them.
As soon as the lift reached its required floor the porter ran the length of the corridor to the ward, finding the lead doctor he relayed the information to him, and he in turn consulted with Atwal.  Not wanting to believe what he had been told Atwal took the lift down to the basement, as he approached the gurney he was dismayed at the level of hatred that the reanimated man now levelled at him.  Although securely bound to the bed, it did not stop the zombie thrashing about trying to break loose, as if in tandem the zombies now trapped in the quarantined morgue banged against the doors.  Reaching the second floor Atwal picked up the staff phone and summoned the lead security officer down to the floor, then heading back into the ward he ordered all staff to tie every bitten patient as tightly as possible to the bed that now lay in.  Just as the last bindings were tied the first patient died, they were then followed by several others, until two wards were full of the dead, but for how long, that was all that was on Atwal’s mind.
Within an hour the entire two wards of patient’s had reanimated, staff kept a distance, and just kept an eye on the bindings to make sure they were not coming loose.  More, and more patients were coming into accident and emergency all the time, but were now being turned away, security had been posted on the main entrance to make sure no more patient’s were admitted to the hospital.  Two doctors now had to deal with irate families who had brought their loved ones in for help, only for the doctors to tell them there was nothing that could be done for them, and that the best thing they could do, was take them back home, lock them in a room, and no matter what, not attend to them when they began to bang on the door.
Hospital staff had telephoned the police asking for assistance, they were told there were not any available units, and there would not be in the foreseeable future.  All the operator could suggest was that the hospital should use their own security company to maintain order.  Atwal could not believe what was happening around him, the source of the outbreak baffled him, it seemed like the virus had began as an air born threat, how then when the original infected resurrected were they capable of spreading the virus through bodily fluids mixing.  Atwal came to the conclusion that this virus had to be manmade, and that someone had infected people on purpose, but who?
At first the bindings held and the hospital staff were confident that they could keep the zombies quarantined, they could not concern themselves with what was happening outside, they had to concentrate on protecting the hospital and the people within it.  What they were not prepared for was the power cut, neither did anyone realise that the power cut would render all the electronic lockable doors useless. As soon as the power went out the security locks disengaged.
The door down in basement two gradually opened, the zombies staggered around for an age, constricted by the small room they now stood in.  When the power came back on five minutes later, the lift doors automatically opened, and attracted by the noise of the doors sliding open, several zombies walked into the lift. Once the lift was full of zombies, they inadvertently pressed against the floor buttons.  The lift doors tried to close, but kept getting caught with all the bodies in the way, it was not until the fourth attempt that the doors closed and the lift reached its first selected destination, the third floor.  The doors slid open and the zombies spilled out, they followed the sounds that came from the nearest ward, and attacked as a herd
 Within minutes everyone in the ward was infected, zombies fed, until their victims died, they then moved on to their next victim, they preferred to attack moving prey, and clearing them out, before settling down to feed.  There were three other wards on that floor, and the patient’s and staff on those wards were scared, so scared that those that were able got up out of their beds and attempted to escape.  When they reached the main corridor they stopped, before them was a herd of zombies, their arms outstretched, their jaws clicking together, and covered in blood.  As the zombies shuffled forwards, the escapees turned and went to wherever they thought they were safe, some ran to the stairwell and others the lift, a few retreated back to the wards, three stayed ready to fight.  The zombies didn’t care how long it took to attack the split group, that’s all they now survived for, the chase and the blood.
Atwal could hear through the ceiling that people were dying on the floor above, he had only one option and that was to evacuate the hospital, he could no longer research the virus, and look for a cure as the hospital had fallen.  He ordered all the staff to leave, he himself being the last on the floor.  He waited for the lift, as its doors opened two zombies fell on top of him, they had chased someone into the lift, and got trapped whilst they fed, now thanks to Atwal they were free, and they fed upon him whilst he screamed.




1st July, Hackney, London, 4:15am
Dave and Penny had arrived at Penny’s parent’s house just as her mother and father were being ushered into a police car.  Penny frantically wound down the window, and called out
“Dad, wait”.
The sound of his daughter’s voice had stopped Leonard Thomas and Gwen Thomas in their tracks.  Penny ran forward to greet them, floods of tears now spilled down her cheeks, as she hugged both parents at the same time.  This was the much needed emotional release that Penny had needed since the death of her partner earlier on in the morning.
“What’s wrong Petal?”  Leonard enquired.
 “It’s Simon, he must have been infected by something, Simon’s dead”
 Leonard hung his head in his chest, secretly aware of what had happened to Simon.  After a few seconds he regained his composure and told Penny
“It is happening all over the country Penny It is bad no one has ever seen anything like this before”.
“What are the authorities doing about it Dad?”
“You best come inside for ten minutes” was Leonard’s reply.
“But sir, we have to leave now” one of the policeman protested.
Turning to the constable, Leonard looked him in the eye, raised his eyebrow, and with s tern voice informed the officer
“I will take me ten minutes to talk to my daughter, if you can’t wait then go, but be prepared to tell your superiors that you abandoned me, and that you failed to carry out the orders that were given to you”.
The tone of his voice, and the look on his face were enough to send the policeman back to car with his tail between his legs, he did not look back as he climbed into the car.
Penny introduced Dave to her parent’s as they sat down at the coffee table, Leonard took hold of Penny’s hand and began to relay what he knew to his daughter
“We are still waiting on reports to come in, but what we know so far is not good, scientists are sure this will be the worst epidemic that mankind has ever witnessed.  The government are so worried that they have reconvened parliament in a secret location, all ministers are being picked up now along with their spouses.  The government has secret bunkers all throughout London, and over the next few hours they will start to collect those they have chosen to evacuate.”
“Hang on Dad, those they have chosen?  You can’t be serious?” Penny challenged.
“I am afraid so, professionals of every walk of life will be invited to these bunkers, we have no choice, and we cannot contain the virus, for us to stay and try and save everyone would be suicide”. Leonard added.
Dave now felt he had to ask something, so far he had remained quiet, but Leonard’s revelation that the government was going to go in hiding annoyed him
“You cannot seriously be saying that the people, outside of those selected few will be left to fend for themselves?”
Leonard thought for a second then replied
“The virus spreads too fast, every scratch or bite, will infect, infected will die, and then come back and infect more.  Experts predict London will be over run in just forty eight hours, how can we even attempt an evacuation in that time?  Even then where would you evacuate these people to?  There are cases everywhere”. 
“But these are people’s lives you are playing with”
“No Dave, these people will have to be sacrificed, for any of humanity to survive at all” Leonard stated.
Dave sat back beaten mentally by the thoughts of the millions that would soon die.  Silence now hung over the group.  No one was quite sure what to say, it was not until Leonard took an electronic pass card from his inside jacket pocket, and handed it to Penny that the conversation resumed.
“Go to the address on the back, it will allow you entry to one of the bunkers, go straight there before it becomes impossible to reach it” he told Penny as she took the card.
“But Dad, how will we know where it is?  How many will be there?”
“Go to London Bridge, there is an empty bank, next to that is a new building under construction, you will find the key card slot to the side of the door, as for how many I am sorry I just don’t know”.
Leonard stood, along with his wife Gwen, and they both hugged Penny, and shook Dave by the hand.  The couple then left the four bed detached house and climbed into the waiting police car, they waved out of the rear window as the car took off.
Dave closed the front door as he followed Penny back into the house, they were both in need of sleep, and they did not know what waited in front of them over the next few hours.  They sat down on the expensive sofa in the lounge, Dave noticed that Penny had cast off her shoes, and she now pulled her feet up behind her on the couch.
“I need some rest before I can go to London Bridge.  I’m just going to grab two hours if that’s okay?” Penny asked, she closed her eyes, and within seconds was in a deep sleep.
Dave decided to have a look around the house; he wanted to check the television to see if any of the country had been made aware of the danger that lay ahead of them.  He finally found a television in the expansive kitchen.   Dave made a cup of coffee, and then sat down at the breakfast bar, before pressing the standby button on the remote.  Several of the channels featured the same emergency broadcast being read by one of the country’s most popular news reader’s
“There has been an outbreak of a virus across the United Kingdom this morning, whilst emergency services deal with this highly contagious outbreak the government are advising that the public should stay indoors today, and not leave their homes for any reason”.  The reader announced, and then paused for a sip of water.
“All public transport services will be cancelled over the next hour, all airports and ports are closed with immediate effect.  We will be making further announcements during the day” the reader finished.
The broadcast was on a loop and it played over and over again, and would continue to do so until, the next broadcast was added.  Flicking through the rest of the channels all Dave got was a blank screen, with no sound. He finished his coffee, and then headed back to the lounge where he lay down upon the second sofa, closed his eyes and took a much needed nap.
He hadn’t slept for too long when Penny woke him with a gentle stir, If felt good to have someone of Penny’s beauty waking him in the morning, it was something he felt that he could get used to.  She had taken a shower whilst he had slept, and made use of the makeup she kept here for when staying with her parents, she also wore fresh clothes.  Her overall appearance captivated Dave, and he must have been staring, as Penny asked him
“Something wrong Dave?”
“Me?  No, sorry you look amazing” he replied with a wave of embarrassment colouring his cheeks.  Penny just smiled and brought him over a plate of Bacon sandwiches, told him to eat up, then headed out to towards the kitchen where he could hear her begin to make tea.  She returned after a short time with two cups of hot steaming drinks on a drinks tray, along with a bowl of sugar, and a plate of biscuits.
“So do you fancy a trip to London Bridge Dave?” she asked as he sipped at his tea.
“Why not, as soon as we have finished this we will leave” he replied with a wink.
“Thank you it will be good to have some company” Penny told him, and then totally surprised him by reaching over, and gently kissing him on the cheek.
Once again Dave felt the burning of embarrassment filling his cheeks, all he now hoped was that when they got there the card worked.  What they did not know was how selective Leonard had been with his information.  Reports had been coming in for the last three hours of cases suspected to be the virus, in the first hour alone there had been two hundred and fifty seven cases reported, they had in turn infected over a thousand more.  The statistics by the end of the second hour changed drastically, of the poor victims that had been bitten, hospitals had reported that everyone now showed symptoms of the virus, it was too early to estimate how long it would be before they succumbed to the illness they now suffered from.  The truth was that people had already begun to die, and in some cases the hospitals were already lost to the infection.  The government had learnt that most European holiday destinations were now experiencing the same strain of virus, and there were even reports of long haul flights to the states carrying full loads of infected passengers across the sea.  After seeing that most of the western population of the world was now experiencing the same virus, they had come to the conclusion that they were dealing with a bio engineered virus strain that had been constructed by terrorists.  Behind locked doors Britain was getting ready to go to war.



1st July, Norwood Junction, London, 6:21am
The Gatwick to Brighton train had been relatively quiet so far, Jackson Crane had only seen five people get on or off during the majority of the journey.  The carriage he was sitting in now only had him, and one other as passengers.  The other passenger was either severely hung over or ill, as she was slumped against the window in an uncomfortable looking position.  Jackson laughed to himself, his guess was a sever hangover, he thought back to the many weekends when he himself had suffered from those sort of hangovers.  Jackson had completely turned around his life over the last couple of years, he had done as much as most adolescents do, he had found a group to hang around with, from Friday through to Sunday they would drink copious amounts of alcohol, then get in trouble, and usually get chased by police.  One weekend had given Jackson no choice but to change, when his group had been responsible for a burglary one evening, an evening when Jackson had not been anywhere near the house, his so called friends had found it easy to finger him for the crime after they were tracked down by the local constabulary.  A guilty verdict had been returned and after completing seventy hours of community service, he chose to join the reserves of a weekend and set about changing his life for the better.  This was his first weekend off in five months, and he had decided to visit London for the day, as the following week he was set to join the army on a permanent basis.
The next station would be the train’s final leg of its journey, and they would shortly arrive at London Bridge.  During the week this was one of the city’s busiest train stations with all of the rush hour commuting. Of a weekend, although busy it was a lot quieter to travel and most of the travellers were tourists.  With it being one of the busier stations there were always scores of people waiting to get on the train when it arrived at the platform, there was always a large crowd at the front of the station who would congregate under the departure boards waiting for information regarding the arrival of their train, and what platform it would arrive at.  Jackson glanced back down the carriage at the girl who still remained slumped against the window she hadn’t seemed to move at all over the last few minutes.  Glancing back out of the window the surrounding landscape began to change from residential, to office buildings which meant that in the next couple of minutes they would be pulling into the station.
Picking up his rucksack, Jackson looked back down the carriage, the girl who had been asleep, was now awake.  She looked back at Jackson vacantly, Jackson couldn’t help noticing the drool which clearly ran from her mouth, and hung from under her chin.  Her mouth opened more as she appeared to hiss at Jackson, what scared him the most was her teeth, although she only appeared to be in her early twenties they looked yellow, but her gums were jet black.  As the girl began to stand up, she moaned, held out her outstretched hands and bared her teeth.  She was slowly making her way towards Jackson and the uncomfortable feeling he had felt was now replaced by fear.  Something was seriously wrong with the girl that walked towards him, Jackson thought the girl looked dead, but she couldn’t be she was walking towards him.  There was something wrong about the way she moved it was as if every step she took was over deliberate and that she was acting out a comedy sketch.  Jackson stepped back slowly, the girl was now just twelve feet from him, and he didn’t want to be caught unaware by her.
Without looking back he felt for the handle to the adjoining carriage and turned it, as it opened he pulled the door open behind him and when he felt the door was open enough he made a quick side step and stepped backwards into the void between the two carriages.  He pulled the door back closed just as the girl reached it.  She snapped, with her rotten jaws at the glass, and banged upon the doors, Jackson held onto the door knob just in case she did have the wits to turn it.  Being up this close to the girl, he looked into her dark black eyes, her skin was very pale looking like it had been bleached, and every vein under her skin stood out as it was now black.  All he had to do was keep the door closed for a few seconds more, he could then run into the next carriage and away from this monster. Jackson could now see that the girl wore a uniform, it was for an airline company that ran flights out of Gatwick, more disturbingly she had answered to the name of Chelsea not so long ago, according to her name badge.  That is before she had died, and then reanimated.  Now the girl would never answer to her name again, all she was capable of was trying to fulfil her need to feed upon living flesh, and at that precise moment all she longed for was to feed upon Jackson.
The train finally arrived and once the driver pressed the button to power up the door controls, the awaiting passengers immediately began to board the train.  The monster that had been called Chelsea turned and stumbled towards her new prey, Jackson saw this as his chance to escape, turning quickly he ran into the other carriage and straight out of the door.  Looking to his right, passengers who had boarded the first carriage now began to exit it, several women were screaming, and with every one rushing to get off, a collision of bodies trying to barge through the gap left by the open doors, the inevitable happened.  A heap of bodies went down together, just outside of the carriage door.  As the fallen passengers attempted to get up, the zombie appeared, and misjudging the step fell on top of them and began to bite indiscriminately.
Jackson decided to run from the bundle of bodies, when he got to the end of the train, he jumped down onto the track, and then climbed up onto the adjacent platform.  The screams of bitten passengers carried throughout the whole station, and when Jackson reached the concourse he was surprised that around fifty people had congregated at the end of the platform he had just fled from, in order to see what the commotion was.  He could have run straight out of the station, but now he was a short distance away he ran to a station employee and between breaths informed him of what had transpired.
The station called available attendants to the platform edge, and after a short while five had turned up.  They were joined by the station manager, and asked to help him defuse the situation.  Three people staggered past the employee’s crying, they all had bleeding wounds, and one poor man had lost most of the tip off his nose.  The employees reached the area where the passengers had only just recently spilled to the floor, two figures lay prone on the floor, and one of those had a large wound to the side of their neck, and had lost a lot of blood.  Next to the prone bodies, two more people were hunched over them, they made strange slurping and chewing sounds, with their backs to the employees, that had no idea what they were walking towards.  The six men stopped ten feet from the hunched figures, and the manager shouted
“Hey, is everything okay there?”
The hunched figures turned and looked at the group of men.  What they had been chewing and slurping on now became quite clear, one had another person’s ear in their hand, whilst another appeared to be chewing on a length of intestine that had come from a disembowelled body on the floor.  The zombies, on unsteady legs raised themselves up, and began to lumber after the station staff.  The sight of two bloodthirsty zombies moving towards them was enough, to send four of the men fleeing.   Only the manager and one other stood their ground.  The manager had not quite seemed to realise what was before him, and began trying to reason with the zombies as they approached.
“Please, we don’t want any trouble, just move along, and let us help the injured people”
The only reaction that came from them was the gnashing of their teeth, their arms outstretched, and a spine tingling moaning as they closed the gap to the station manager.  He made one more foolish attempt of appeasing them
“Don’t hurt anyone else, we can sort this out” he pleaded.
Both zombies lunged at the same time, the manager screamed out, and all too late he began to struggle, one of the cadavers bit into his windpipe, whilst the other bit into his left cheek, it snapped its head back and tore a huge chunk of flesh from the manager’s face.  Just five feet in front of the carnage the station worker had fell to the floor, and screwed his body up into a ball as he cried.   The noise was enough to attract the attention of the two zombies that had reanimated, they had closed the gap and dropped down on top of him and began to feed, such was the depth of the shock he was in that he did, not scream out as they began to eat him alive.
Jackson had seen all of this transpire from the edge of the concourse, in the course of just ten minutes, one young girl had managed to create another three like her, the station manager and his colleague would turn, and at least three people had ran out of the station grounds with bite wounds.  Jackson wondered if each zombie was capable of creating eight more in just ten minutes, how long until all of Britain would be wiped out?  He turned his back on the carnage, walked out of London Bridge train station, and turned right to walk over London Bridge, and into the city centre of London. 




1st July, London Bridge, London, 6:45am
London Bridge had been reasonably quiet in terms of footfall, with it being a Saturday morning it was still too early for the majority of the tourists that would take to the streets, to be out.  The bridge was a pleasure to walk across of a weekend, with beautiful views of the Thames either side which bisected the metropolis of buildings that London had become.  Attempting to walk across the bridge during the week was a different matter.   With London Bridge station and Fenchurch Street station either side it was sometimes like walking into a sea of zombies that had taken a shower, and put on their best clothes.
Jackson did not hang around, as he wanted to get some distance between himself, and what was happening at the station behind him.  He stopped at the end of the bridge, near the exit to Monument underground station, just to get his breath back.  Looking into the store window in front of him, he noticed he had stopped outside of an outdoor hobbyist shop.  Judging by the shops display it would have everything he needed to survive out in the middle of the city, from sleeping bags to outdoor portable stoves.  The only problem was the store didn’t open until ten on a Saturday morning.
As his breathing returned to normal, Jackson decided that with what was happening around him that laws were going to be broken, he had walked around the corner and found a loose bit of concrete, that would achieve the desired result in opening the shop a little earlier.  Now standing back in front of the unit, he once again weighed up his option’s, he could wait until ten for the shop to open, that is if the staff even turned up, or launch the concrete at the tempered glass, and break the law for the first time in a very long time.  The time for thinking was over, and Jackson propelled the concrete towards the tempered pane of glass.  It had taken several attempts to smash the glass, and people walking past had either stopped to stare or carried on walking whilst pointing back at the scene.  Jackson climbed through the shattered shop front, and quickly headed for the camping rucksack section.  He grabbed the largest he could find and began to pick up whatever he felt would be useful over the next few weeks.  Jackson had bagged what he construed as essential; this included a portable camping stove, refill bottles, for the stove, a sleeping bag, and water sterilising tablets.  Secondary items such as torches, batteries, a multi tool, a first aid kit and matches were also placed into the bag.
He left the shop, and checked to his left to ensure the bridge was still free of trouble, and then turned right, after a short two hundred walk Jackson came across a supermarket.  He decided to stock up on bare essentials later on after he had found somewhere that he thought would be safe from the immediate threat.  Continuing on Jackson finally came across a building that he felt would offer him some sanctuary.
After coming across the old bank just a few hundred yards up the road, from the supermarket Jackson had decided it made sense to stay local to the area.  With a weighty rucksack to carry around, he couldn’t yet carry food or water, and by the time he had set up camp, he felt that he wouldn’t have much time to track back too far.  The supermarket would carry more than enough essentials to get him through the first few days.  The building he now stood in front of was a single story bank that now sat empty due to the branch being relocated.  The single story building looked out of place sandwiched between larger buildings, to its immediate right a new office was under construction, the main frame and supports seemed to be in place and the whole of the first floor was boarded up, and covered by glossy images of what the finished construction what look like.
As Jackson perused the front to look for an access point, he felt sorry in some ways for the little building, unlike other small buildings in the past that had been purchased, and then demolished for something taller, and more modern, this little building would probably never get that chance if his hunch about earlier was correct.  As with most buildings situated in London, the bank had no rear access, getting in to the disused bank would not be easy.  There was no point breaking the windows to gain entry, as he wanted the place to remain secure.  Looking up and along the expanse of buildings, a glimmer of hope appeared before him.  To the other side of the new office building sat and old fashioned shoe cobblers, and above the cobblers were two floors of offices, it was the old fashioned lead guttering that had caught Jackson’s eye, as it ran the length of the three floors .
He had not attempted the climb with his rucksack on, and had left the weighty bag back on the street, whilst he clambered up.  It had not taken long to climb to the top, and as they building had a flat roof, he didn’t have to contend with a steep roof to climb as well.  To his relief the office building had more than just a frame, and its supports in place, each floor had been constructed, and the frames already had the block work in place, even the concrete stairs had been erected.  Although it would be exposed of an evening, this building offered more protection than the single story bank, there was no way anyone could gain access to the building other than the route Jackson had just taken.  A quick scope of the building’s interior produced a length of wire that would be strong enough to pull the rucksack up once attached to the bags handle.  The climb down, had taken a bit longer than the climb up, and after attaching the wire to the rucksack Jackson made the climb again, and then set about pulling the filled rucksack up to the building.
Even though it was still early in the morning, the temperature was already strength sapping, the climbing up and down didn’t help, and Jackson ached all over.  He was reluctant to make the climb again, but had no choice as he needed to get to the supermarket to stock up on essentials.  There was no way he would survive for long up in the empty shell of the office building without food and water. Jackson rested for half an hour before making his final trip, he felt the quicker he could get his supplies, the quicker he could set up, and bunk down until he knew what was happening in the city, and if the authorities could contain whatever that poor girl had been infected with.
The walk back to the supermarket hadn’t taken long, what surprised him when he walked in was that there didn’t appear to be any staff present on the shop floor.  It was still early enough in the morning that the supermarket wasn’t busy, but people that had ventured into the store were now taking full advantage of the fact that there were not any members of staff on duty.  One man was now behind the cigarette counter, he pulled every packet out from the display racks, and emptied all of them into baskets, he had even took all of the hand rolling tobacco.  After he had emptied the entire cigarette cupboard, he then set about removing all the lottery scratch cards from their plastic dispensers.  Jackson watched in disbelief at the man, it was bad enough that he now had a stack of shopping baskets full of cigarettes to move, but just who in the world would buy a scratch card, that they might never ever be able to be redeem, should it be a winning one.  The man’s madness continued as he began trying to force open the tills. Others were more tactically selective, and were bagging food, and water.
Jackson wondered why the staff had just upped and left, this did not look good.  Jackson picked up canned goods, bottles of water, a can opener, crisps, chocolate, powdered milk and tea bags.  He carried his goods out through the door and smirked as the man at the kiosk continued to struggle with the locked tills.
After pulling up his rucksack earlier, Jackson had decided that if he ran several lengths of the wire down to the ground he could pull up all of his supplies after just one climb. With the supermarket free of any staff he had walked out with four full baskets full of goods, they would be easier to pull up than a carrier bag, and although they were awkward to carry back to the office building, the struggle would be worth it when hauling the baskets up.  He had attached the lengths of wire to the baskets, and after his climb, pulled his supplies up onto the roof.  He was tired and, he really needed to rest, but the thought that there were more supplies across the road that could come in handy forced Jackson down the drainpipe again.   Common sense had forced him to go back and get more supplies.
On his second visit to the supermarket, Jackson quickly noticed that something within the store had changed.  This time there was apparently no one else in the store, and this could be explained by the pools of blood that now spread around the store.  The scratch card man had never made it away from the counter, and he now lay prone, sprawled across the top of the counter.  A wound mark to his neck had ended his life suddenly, he had lost a struggle against someone that had attacked him, and his booty of cigarettes, and scratch cards had fallen all over the floor.  Moving past the dead man, Jackson slowly worked his way to the edge of each aisle, he did not have anything to defend himself, and should he run into any trouble, it would be wise to run from any confrontation. After negotiating the first five aisles, he had stumbled upon two other bodies which had bled out on the floor  There was only one more aisle to check now, and as he peered around the shelving he was shocked to see a man pulling a hunting knife from the back of a fourth body crumpled beneath him.  The man casually looked in Jackson’s direction, and even though he was crouching Jackson could tell he was a brute of a man, Jackson would be foolish to get into a tussle him, and there would only be one winner.  For seconds they stared into each other eyes before the man spoke
“Get the fuck out of my store Bruv”.
As the man began to stand, Jackson turned and ran from the store.



1st July, Battersea, London, 7:34am
The majority of the Conservative government had reconvened and now sat in motion, for an emergency meeting that had been requested by the current Prime Minister Hadyn Broxby.  Each member had been collected by car and then taken straight to the secret bunker, situated near Battersea power station.  Every elected minister of parliament had been invited to the bunker, as well as the immediate royal family, the majority of the highest ranking military personnel, many leading scientist’s, and the chief inspector of the Metropolitan police.  Of those invited, the majority arrived on time, some people had not been able to be contacted, and were therefore struck off the list of invitee’s, as missing.  This secret installation was something that government’s had kept maintained, should there ever be a catastrophic attack of any kind on the UK, and now this bunker would become home to the three hundred occupants it now held.
With an impenetrable entrance and exit leading from the bunker, it could not be attacked by any army or force.   As it sat a full four stories below the surface there was no way a bomb could penetrate it from above.  The bunker had been constructed in the early seventies, and had taken a full four years to build, its whole concrete structure was lined by both solid steel and lead to protect it, the combined square footage of the site was over two acres.  The bunker was updated with the latest technology every year, to ensure should its use ever be required, that it would be ready to carry out its role as a fully functioning command post.  Water was drawn from its own pumped wells that were deep below the surface, and the bunker was equipped with its own generators should the power to the outside world ever run out.  There was enough food on the complex to feed the three hundred guests for at least two years.  On the basement level, the bunker even had its own vehicle compound, and weapons hull that would cover the bunker for any eventuality.
Communication to the outside was easy enough, the bunker was equipped with its own satellite and radio service, it had master controls to all of Britain’s media sources, as well as master controls to the Internet, ensuring that the government still had control of the country.  Even though the bunker had now been placed in lockdown alert, and was at its highest security level, the government still intended that the country should be governed, rather than left to its own devices.  All of the privileged occupants were aware of the fact that now they had entered the bunker, that they were there for good, or at least until a safe zone above ground could be identified.
 As well as the main government bunker at Battersea, there were a further twenty six bunkers scattered around the capitol, each one had its own supplies, and there were direct communication links set up with each one.  The plan would be to fill these bunkers, with all manners of professionally trained people, whose skills would be needed to rebuild a country after a disaster had struck.  Unfortunately the government had not yet set about the task of getting each of these professional’s to their allotted bunker.  A separate task force would sit down, and draw up lists after the government meeting concluded and for now, the other bunkers sat empty.
The current Prime Minister Hadyn Broxby thanked them all for attending, and expressed his solitude that it was under such worrying circumstances, that they had all been invited there.  He then proceeded to address the dignitaries before him.
“Before we discuss a solution to the problems we are now experiencing, I believe you all need to see exactly what we are dealing with.  If you would all watch the following video footage of attacks that have occurred around the country, and footage received from a pharmaceutical company just twenty minutes ago” Hadyn announced.
Hadyn sat down as the large cinema size screen came to life on the wall behind him, the footage began to play.  The newly formed committee gasped in horror at footage played back from the incident that had happened earlier.  The footage showed a solitary woman staggering off the train as she pursued fleeing passengers, but she wasn’t attacking her victims with her hands or a weapon, she was in fact biting them, and in some cases she appeared to be eating parts of them.  The woman looked deranged, footage then showed the demise of the two members of station staff.
After a short break in footage playback a new location showed up, it was a hospital in Romford that had succumbed to the outbreak, this video clearly showed the extent of the virus’s spread, and how quickly it escalated out of control.  The third peace of footage was taken from JFK airport in New York, his worrying footage showed a plane load of zombies disembarking at the airport, somehow they had managed to get off the plane and find their way into a lounge full of over two thousand waiting passengers.  The damage one of these creatures could do was terrifying; the damage a plane load of zombies could do was nothing short of devastating.
Although the zombies moved much slower than a healthy man, and were quite manageable if on their own, as a group or herd it was a different story.  The threat they poised when in a group was too much for the majority of the committee to watch, and several turned away, whilst the zombies quickly stripped the lounge of survivors. The last video footage played was a broadcast from Biocorp Pharmaceutical’s.  The company’s CEO Jim Douglas appeared before them on the giant screen
“Ladies and Gentlemen of the world, welcome to the end, you will shortly witness the most devastating pandemic the earth has ever known, the world will be judged by or newly manufactured virus, we like to call “Day Zed”.
Jim Douglas paused to take a sip of water from the grand desk he sat at, before continuing.
“Everyone who has been bitten will die, everyone who dies, will reanimate to bite more, and those they bite will die and resurrect to infect even more” He smiled before concluding his broadcast
“I wish you all luck, in the future, for however long your future has to exist, goodbye Ladies and Gentlemen”. The screen went black as the transmission ended.
The committee now sat in silence waiting for the Prime Minister to readdress them and subdue the fear that now built in each and every one of them. For what seemed like an eternity they waited, until Hadyn had built the confidence to stand before them once again.  He nervously cleared his throat and began his speech
“As you have all seen there is no quick fix for the problems that lay before us, there is no band aid to cover it up, and we cannot bury our heads under the carpet hoping that this problem will go away of its own accord.  We have to treat today’s attack as a declaration of war”.
“War?” someone questioned from the safety of the crowd.
“Yes a war, we will soon be pitted against an army of undead, an army no one in history has had to face, an army that doesn’t feel pain, an army that doesn’t suffer from remorse, an army that doesn’t need sleep, and will never grow tired. We are at war with an army that does not require to eat, or to drink.  Ladies and Gentlemen we are to fight an army with one sole aim, the destruction of mankind”.
The Prime Minister then spent the next twenty minutes highlighting everything that, his advisors and scientist’s had worked out so far about the virus, doctors failed attempts at killing the virus, the amount of reported cases, the number of ill and infected, he even went on to reveal projections of how the virus would spread.  The more worrying fact was when he revealed that authorities would not attempt to get involved at a local level, and that all military, and police personnel were being withdrawn to help set up safe zones.
“Why that’s murder” cried one MP
“If we stay back and try to save cities, and towns our resources are thinned out.  We are better as a whole to have all our forces in one place, so that we are able to save some of our population” Haydn was defiant with his reply.
Hadyn continued, and informed the group that areas with a high population count were at extreme risk, and therefore a countrywide curfew was in place, and that this would hopefully slow the contagions spread rate down.  The last thing that Hadyn informed the room of was the only way to kill someone who had been reanimated was to damage their brain.
Most of the committee members voiced their concerns, some thought that the Prime Minister had conceded defeat to the virus way too early, others were concerned for the millions that would die without help, others just questioned the fact that we were unable to come up with a solution to the virus’s threat.  One by one expert after expert was called to discuss matters in more detail, first the doctors, and then the scientists, the final speaker was the highest ranking army official in the country.  All of them argued with the pros and cons of the governments plan, but most importantly the doubters had now lost their voice.  Once again the Prime Minister took the floor and began to address the MP’s.
“The following action will now be taken with immediate effect to ensure we have a chance to beat this modern plague, please do not interrupt until I have finished, and I warn you now that some will be offended by some of the procedures that need to be put in place”.
Haydn took a pause and a deep breath before beginning recital of the most difficult list of directives he had ever had to authorise.
With all the speeches and specialists information being relayed, not a single person had noticed the education minister suffering from a fever, his son had bitten him just an hour ago.  He had pushed his son back, and closed him into the kitchen just before a police car had arrived to summon him to Battersea.  He had told no one that his son had returned home feeling ill after completing his shift at Heathrow the night before. 




1st July, Chatsworth Plaza, London 7:43am
Nearing their destination, Dave and Penny both looked at the dash board at the same time, the radio which had been dead for several hours now sparked into life.
“This is an emergency broadcast issued by the government.  For your own safety the police are to enforce an immediate curfew across the whole of Britain.  No one is allowed on the streets or roads for any reason, we have taken this difficult decision in the hope that we can quarantine the infection that at the moment is running out of control.  For your own safety please remain in your homes, further announcements will be made at a later time”.
Penny changed to several stations, and all played the same message over, and over again on a loop.
“I think it is safe to say that the only messages we hear now, will be what the government want us to hear” Dave offered.
“Yeah I think you are right Dave, they have no plans to tell the public what is really happening” Penny replied as she stared out of the window.
They pulled to a stop as they reached the nearest point to the site for Chatsworth Plaza, and had to walk just fifty yards to the sites entrance.  As they reached the door they could both smell something cooking, the fragrance of what they thought smelt like fried eggs hung in the air.  On scouring the line of properties they could see no open windows, and wondered where the smell was coming from.  One thing that was out of place was the four blue shopping baskets that hung by a wire just under the roofline, above their heads, as Dave looked at the baskets he saw a hand dart into one, and retrieve a bottle of tomato sauce.
“Hey, you up there” Dave called out.
Jackson peered over the edge wondering who had called out to him, below him stood a couple looking up at him.
“What are you doing up there?” the woman called out to him.
“I’ve set up a camp, somewhere safe for a couple of days” Jackson called back.
“Come down for a second, we might have a better option for you than that” the woman had called back.
Jackson wondered what a better option could be, the couple seemed normal enough, and it would be better to face what was to come in numbers rather than on his own.  He decided he would go down, if he didn’t like what they said he could soon climb back up, if they turned out to be lunatics like the man he had come across in the supermarket earlier, he could run.  He lowered himself down the pipe, and began to chat to the couple after he had reached the bottom.  After introducing themselves, each recanted the tales of what had happened to them over the last few hours.  Knowing that others had experienced similar action to what he had seen himself eased Jackson a little, it wasn’t just a one off and he had been right to follow his hunch to do something about it.
“Have you been bitten?” Dave asked Jackson.
“No I have managed to escape without a scratch so far, what about the two of you?” Jackson asked them.
Dave and Penny both shook their heads to answer Jackson’s question.
Penny had then gone on to explain about her father, and who he was.  More importantly she told him of the bunker, and that she had a key card her father had given to her, to gain access to the inside of the bunker.
“Do you want to come in with us?” Penny asked Jackson.
He didn’t have to consider the options before him for long, and quickly replied to Penny
“Yeah, why not, it beats being out here on my own”.
Penny took the card from her back pocket, her hand hovered before the card slot, wondering if first the door would work, and then if they would meet hostile resistance the other side of it.  There was only one way to find out those answers, she began to slide the card in the slot.  A loud voice came from the main road in front of them, and instantly attracted their attention, before the card clicked into place.  The voice, sounded metallic, and tinny, it wasn’t until the transit van passed them that they noticed that the sound came from a giant speaker mounted on the van’s roof.
“Please make your way home, stay inside, stay away from the infected, this is a government message, the UK is now under curfew”.
The metallic voice played the same message over, and over again as it slowly disappeared down the road.  It wasn’t until it disappeared around the corner that Penny slid the card the rest of the way, into its slot.  A small green light turned on above the card, and after a few seconds there was a click as the door to the side of them unlocked, and began to open on its motorised hinges.  The trio withdrew the card, and edged their way into what appeared to be a lobby.  The interior of this room was lined with solid steel sheets, and this one material had been used on the walls, floor, and even the ceiling.  The only fixture in the barren room was a key card slot similar to the one on the front.  The front door clicked closed, and a series of locks could be heard as they were being applied, it wasn’t until the final lock engaged that the fluorescent lighting flickered on, and the key card light switched on, Penny entered her card for a second time.
As the group entered the second room, they were scanned by a security camera mounted on the wall.  This room differed from the first room; everything was a brilliant white, apart from the ceiling which was mirrored.  A large TV monitor mounted on the wall, above a card slot turned on, and displayed a message that the key card should be inserted into the slot, but once entered this would lockdown the way they had come in, and this would render the card obsolete, they would not be able to turn back.  Penny turned to look at both Dave and Jackson who in turn just shrugged their shoulders so she slid the card into the slot.  As soon as the card entered the slot a secondary door slid down across the one they had just entered, there were no handles to this solid steel panel, and they didn’t attempt to leave.  A door in the far wall appeared, and then automatically began to swing open, and they exited the room and entered a check in lobby.  The lobby housed four desks, but only one of these was manned.  They approached the desk, and the uniformed woman greeted them
“Good Morning, my name is Kathy, welcome to Chatsworth Plaza” she said with a well rehearsed smile.
“I require you to strip down to your underwear, in order to conduct a search for contamination” the girl behind the desk coldly announced.
 The group looked at each other; at first they had been taken aback by the emotionless request to remove their clothing, mainly by the way it had been said.  The woman behind the desk looked unfazed, she wasn’t going to let them move forward until she had conducted the examination.  The trio reluctantly stripped down as they had been asked, there had been no point in arguing, and each of them understood the necessity of the search.
Both Penny, and Dave wore underwear, they were both in good shape, and seemed to be enjoying the moment as they both stood and grinned at one another.  Wishing he wore underwear Jackson stood completely naked, and stood behind the two he had just met, hoping that they would not make too much of a fuss over his nakedness.  The woman came from behind the desk and asked them to all stand forward with their hands up in the air, so that she could inspect them.  There had been no facial expression as the woman had checked over first Penny, and then Dave, now as she inspected Jackson she smiled; she also seemed to take twice as long at inspecting him as she had done with the other two.  Stepping back behind the desk she told them that were permitted to redress, and that they could now enter through the door behind her where they would meet Daryl, and that he would show them to their living quarters, and that he would provide them with clean clothes.
The trio moved forward into the main reception area, they stood upon a plush carpeted area and looked in awe at the size of the room they now stood in.  Anyone standing in the room for the first time could be forgiven for thinking that were standing in one of the top London hotels such was the grandeur of the bunkers reception.  No expense had been spared creating this area, there were a multitude of benches and seats to sit on, these were accompanied with a variety of coffee tables, and foot rests.  The far wall was completely covered with bookshelves, and each case was full to the brim with every book you could possibly imagine.  To the left of the expansive lounge lay the reception desk, which ran across the entire width of the room.  A man stood behind the desk waiting to greet them, he wore an identical uniform to the woman in the previous room.  A name badge confirmed o them that this was Darryl, and when he spoke to them
“Good morning all, welcome to Chatsworth, my name is Daryl.  Please follow me and I will show you to your rooms”.
Darryl moved out from behind the desk, and approached each of the trio and shook each of their hands.
“I am one of three caretaking staff, and you are the first arrivals.  You’ve already met Kathy, and you will meet Scott in the next few hours” Daryl informed them.
“If you would like to follow me I will take you to your room’s, and you can get cleaned up, before we give you a change of clothes” Daryl added as he started to walk down one of the corridors branching off from the lounge.  As they walked, Darryl pointed out the different areas they could go to, the sheer scale of the place was beyond belief.  They reached the first dormitory where they would be staying, the dormitory held fifty bunk beds, and each set of beds was screened off by six foot high partition board on each side, and should residents require a bit of privacy that was afforded to them by a curtain that be drawn across the front of the beds, but that was it.  Daryl said that there were two other dormitories the same size as this one, which in total provided sleeping space for three hundred.  There were twenty private living quarters which would sleep a further forty, but these were for VIP guests only.  Providing each of the trio with a change of clothes, and a towel, Daryl pointed the way to the communal shower blocks, and left them to get used to their new surroundings whilst he went off to finish some work that he had been doing earlier.
By the time the trio had showered, and changed Kathy had reappeared.
“If you would accompany me to the command centre, we can explain to you what is happening outside, and the protocols that the government has in place.  We can also introduce you to Scott and go into more detail about the facility” Kathy asked the group.
They followed Kathy down a corridor and into the command post, the sheer size of the command centre was overwhelming, the trio stood in amazement taking in all the aspects of the cinema sized room.  On the back wall of the room there was over one hundred sixty inch screens mounted on the wall all around a large screen which sat in the middle of the wall.  Either side of the TV wall sat row upon row of computer workstations.  The TV screens all showed pictures from around the country, and most capitols of the world,  The trio were not looking at the live action on the screens, what had their undivided attention was the text displayed on the large screen in the centre.  The text displayed on the screen was the government’s directives for dealing with the problem at hand.
*DAY ZED VIRUS PRIMARY DIRECTIVES*
To slowdown the speed that the virus will spread, by convincing the public that it is in their best interests to remain indoors, where they will be safe.
Create time to get professional’s into their designated bunker’s by keeping roads clear.
Withdraw all Police and Army units from the local area.  They are to be reassigned to designated protection zones.
Borders to safe zones are to be set up by the end of day, no admittance for the general public.
Shutdown of all water and energy supplies by 2am 2nd July. All resources redirected to safe zones.
All telecommunications shut down permanently.
Only pass card holders will be permitted into bunkers.
The Army are to remove supplies from supermarkets, petrol stations and pharmacies.
All travel networks are to be immediately terminated.
These directives are to be carried out by all designated personnel until otherwise announced.
Still looking at the screens, the trio were lost for words, the list that they now read from made it quite clear that the general public was being deserted, and the government was concentrating on just one or two areas, in order to survive.
“This is mass murder” Dave challenged Kathy.
“They are using the public to slow down the infected, so that they can run?” he asked.
“If they don’t die from the virus, they are going to let them starve” Penny joined in.
Then with a stark realisation Penny re read the directives, the one line that stuck in her mind was the key card one, her father had given them his card, he had sacrificed himself in order to save Penny.  He had not told her that he would not be able to gain access himself, knowing that she would have refused the card if she had known that it meant her parents would not be able to enter the bunker.  A single tear rolled down Penny’s cheek.




1st July, Chatsworth Plaza, London, 8:54am
Kathy now studied the group, as she has expected the trio had taken the directives set down by the government badly.  Her aim was now to calm the situation, and explain to them some of the reasons why the government was taking the stance that it had.  She had wondered since they arrived how they had come across a key card, but up until now she had chosen to ignore it.  To Kathy they did not look like the professional’s that would be handpicked to reside in the Chatsworth bunker, and she should know Kathy had been handpicked all of her life.  Her father had been a colonel in the army, and from a very young age she had been taught by him that she should excel in everything she partook in, as only the best would ever get noticed.  As soon as she had been old enough she had been enrolled in the cadets, until she was old enough to join the forces as her chosen full time career.
Very quickly Kathy had become one of the chosen few, she excelled with all of her communications work, she was fluent in five languages, as well as being able to converse in a further five.  At the tender age of twenty two Kathy had been promoted to a special operations unit, where Kathy would be in charge of all communication links.  After just a year working on assignments for that group she was asked to lead the three man team that would be stationed at Chatsworth, she had jumped at the opportunity, and been at Chatsworth since.
“Before I answer any of your questions relating to the directives you have just read, I would like to know more about each of you please” Kathy informed them.
“Do we need to really go through this?” Dave asked incredulously.
“Yes we do Dave I want to know where you acquired the key card for a start”
“How do you know we are not three of the “professionals” that you have been waiting for?”
“It’s my father’s” interrupted Penny.
“And, your father is?” Kathy challenged her.
“Leonard Thomas the minister for health” Penny snorted back.
“And I’m a qualified NHS nurse, is that professional enough for you?” Penny sarcastically asked as she sent a glare towards Kathy.
Kathy studied Penny for a few seconds, the woman was telling the truth, and like Penny had argued she was actually a professional, her talents would come in use in the bunker.
“What about you two?” Kathy asked as she looked at the men.
“Oh I am just a taxi driver” Dave scoffed.
“I have been a reserve for two years, and enlist full time next weekend” Jackson offered.
“Well two out of three is acceptable I guess” Kathy replied with a grin, on her face.  She had tested them, and was happy with the answers they provided her, and at least she could work with them.  She knew that Dave would require more work than the other two, of the three he was the troublemaker.  The fact that Jackson had military experience, secretly enthralled Kathy, she planned to take him under her wing, and train him.  She hoped that something could happen between them, he was very cute, and if the population was suddenly thinned down she would want a mate of her own choice, and didn’t intend to just accept one.  As Kathy eyed Jackson, she did not notice the look of contempt he gave her, Kathy was everything he hated in a woman, she wasn’t much older than him, and her attitude was of one of being a superior being, she looked down on the other two, and he was sure if she didn’t have a “thing” for him, that he would be treated with exactly the same contempt as them.
Kathy offered the trio a hot drink, which they all accepted, and then she sat down at the table with them to discuss what was happening.  She went on to explain that each bunker had three operatives working in it, and each had their own specialities.  Daryl was an engineer, who looked after all the day to day running of equipment, Kathy was in charge of the bunker, and looked after all the communications side of the facility.  Scott who they were yet to meet looked after all of the transport compound and the munitions.  Each bunker was run the same way, and would ensure that once the survivors were brought to the compound that jobs were issued to only the most suitable.  She now gave the trio a chance to level questions at her
“So when do the chosen survivors begin to arrive?” Penny asked.
“Three hundred people have already been selected to live here, the Army will be despatched to offer them their position over the next couple of hours.  They will then bring them here, and we would hope that within six hours, that all three hundred will be here”.
“It can’t work” offered Dave.
“The smokescreen of a curfew will only last so long, people will be driven from their homes, panic will set in and everyone will follow suit.  The roads will be gridlocked in no time at all”. He added.
“I am sure the public will take heed of our broadcasts, and that the roads will remain unblocked, our people will arrive on time, and safely” Kathy replied, although she didn’t seem convinced by her own statement.
“Have the infection times been verified by our doctors?” Penny wanted to know.
“There is no set time, depending on the level of infection; it can take from one to three hours for the infected to die.  In nearly all cases that corpse will reanimate within ten minutes of death.”
 Kathy went on to explain to the trio, how quickly scientists were expecting the virus to spread, when she told them that London would fall after just three hours if people took to the streets in panic.  At the moment the virus was not engulfing the country.  As she explained to the group that whatever authorities had agreed upon doing, that it would never be enough, and that as a whole the country was not prepared to deal with a threat such as this.  So far the immediate area around the bunker was quiet, the fact that the virus had been released on a Saturday had helped, and now the government has imposed a curfew there was hardly any public on the streets.
The group were asked to get some rest as they would be required to attend a meeting at mid day, at that meeting they would receive a live broadcast from the rescue teams deployed to pick up designated survivors informing them of all the up to date news.  The trio headed back to their beds, and hoping to hear some good news they all tried to catch up on lost sleep.
Shortly after their break, the trio had made their own way to the command centre, all three of the bunker caretaker’s were there, and they were approached by Scott as soon as they entered the room.  Offering his hand out to greet them each with a handshake, he introduced himself, and promised they could chat more after the two ‘o’ clock broadcast.  A bank of televisions fitted to the wall showed live feed from various locations around the country, judging by action appearing on those screens the three heaviest infected areas were near the three main airports.  Staff who had been on duty that night had unwittingly taken the infection home with them, and it had spread from there.
Penny watched one particular screen showing footage from a shopping centre in Stratford.  She watched in horror as a group of five zombies triggered the automatic doors, and stumbled their way into the main entrance. Penny wondered why the centre was still open, and why would there be people in the centre when the curfew was in place, had they got stuck there?  These abominations were so much more deadly in a group, than on their own.  It was frightening to watch them attack as one, and they would claw at thin air, until they neared their prey and then attack together.  With a person suffering more bites, the infection would course through their bodies quicker, if the infection didn’t kill them quicker, the multiple wounds they suffered would.  This meant that as more and more succumbed to the virus, more and more would become carriers themselves at a much quicker rate.  The sole security guard that had attempted to stop them at the entrance was soon overpowered, all five bent to the floor and fed, until he sat back up, half his face was now missing, but he no longer felt pain.  He soon joined the other five in their quest to find someone else to attack.
By accident one of the group of zombies found the downwards escalator, as she shuffled onto it.  The rest just stood, and stared as their brains could not comprehend what was happening, and as if by instinct they stood back from the escalators waiting.  The she zombie snarled as she travelled the gap between the floors, and as she neared the bottom she fell in a heap, trying in vain to stand back up at the bottom of the moving platform.  Some of the survivor’s saw this as a chance to escape and leapt for the escalators going upwards, some continued to run up the stairs whilst others stood watching the zombie still attempting to stand up below them.
The scream from above them, broke the transfixed from their stupor, as the runners had reached the top, and ran straight into the waiting group of zombies.  They tried to turn and run, but were immediately trapped by more people arriving at the top, with nowhere to go.  The zombies tore and bit out at the trapped survivors, the ones travelling up fell like dominoes, creating a pile of writhing, and screaming bodies for the zombies to sink their teeth into.  Such was the tangle of bodies, that Penny was unable to work out how many were bitten, or how many had already died.  Eventually the escalator was empty, and this allowed the bundle of people to get up and stagger, or run away, whilst the zombies fed from underneath.  Several people escaped clutching at wounds, at least a dozen.  At the bottom of the pile there were now three prone bodies, these were now clearly being fed upon, and it wasn’t until they sat back up and joined their zombie brethren that Penny could no longer watch.
Similar occurrences of attacks were happening all over London, and much as it was painful to watch, they could not tear themselves away from the horrors being displayed in front of them.  What was apparent was that where all these incidents were occurring, there was no back up from either the police or the army.  They had obviously followed orders, and withdrew from the immediate area.  Penny looked towards Kathy and asked
“There must be something we can do?”
“There isn’t anything we can do Penny”
“You said we had guns”
“We do, and lots of them”
“Then why can’t we help?”
“We can’t leave the way you came in”
“Jesus that’s ridiculous”
“No that’s why we have protocols.  It is a safety net to deter us from doing anything stupid”
“How do we get out then if we choose to leave?”
“There is an exit from the basement of the facility”
“Then why not leave that way?”
“Once you leave, you cannot return, we don’t have duplicate key cards” Kathy answered.
Penny for now surrendered her challenge, she wasn’t going to get Kathy to back down, it was obvious that the soldier was still hopeful of the government’s plan working, and that she would not disobey orders her orders.
A message came through to the command centre, that army personnel were now being deployed to collect each bunker’s designated survivors.  Each bunker would receive live footage of teams that would be heading to their bunker.  Two man teams were to be deployed, and they would be responsible for collecting four survivors each.  Fifty vehicles would be therefore dispatched for each bunker.  The command module that Kathy operated now offered her the choice as to which two man team she wished to watch feed from, having no personal preference Kathy opted for the first team to head out.  She selected to watch Declan Coleman and James Morgan, who were just about to head out from their base.




1st July, Selhurst Park, London, 11:17am
The three requisitioned vehicle’s sped towards the exit of the base, personnel on the gates would open them briefly to allow the cars to escape, and then close them without letting any of the zombies in.  Over the first few hours they had found only one of these tortured souls, roaming the street.  It had approached the fence, and begun to claw at the metal links, and continued to do so in the hope that it could push its way through to feed.  The lone cadaver had been dealt with quickly with a bullet, through its head.  As every hour passed, more and more had begun to appear.  Now there were over fifty clawing at the fence, the smell of decay was overpowering, and the Navy reserves stationed inside of the base wondered how many of those things it would take to topple the makeshift barrier they had put up just hours earlier.  As more congregated at the fence, the more it moved with pressure, it wouldn’t be long.
It was a relief to those that had been selected to form rescue teams, as they didn’t want to remain there when the barrier did finally collapse.  When orders came in to leave, and attempt the retrieval of so called “High Value Evacuee’s”.  Whether they were nurses, doctors, politicians or even kids entertainers James Morgan couldn’t care less, he was just happy to be leaving the doomed base.  The orders were simple, drive to the addresses on each assigned list, rescue that named person, and that person only.  No family or spouses were allowed to accompany designated evacuees.  Once the list was exhausted each car was to head towards the designated bunker, marked by co ordinates on their maps.
Morgan now drove the lead car, whilst his partner for the trip Declan Coleman sat shotgun with a rifle to hand ready for combat.  The pair’s first target was just two miles away, a university professor who was a specialist in tropical diseases.  Morgan took the next right, and watched in his wing mirror, as the other two vehicles went straight ahead; he and Declan were now on their own.  Only five minutes into the journey, the two men were already struggling to negotiate the roads, despite the curfew the roads were awash with cars, and people walking.  They were practically crawling along the busy roads, and this was just playing into the hands of the many zombies that now shuffled around.
Two zombies now made their way towards the car, and Morgan had two choices, he could get stuck in the road and run the risk of the car being blanketed by the dead, or drive up onto the path.  The only downside of option two was that he would have to plough through the many people trying to escape the dead on foot.  Pressing the accelerator pedal to the floor and throwing the car into gear, Morgan had quickly made his choice, as the first of many innocents bodies tumbled over the bonnet of the car.  In his mind Morgan had rationalised that these people on foot would not have got far anyway, he had no choice.
The group watching their progress in Chatsworth Plaza flicked from one team to another, and found with every live feed that every group was experiencing the same problem as Morgan’s.  Traffic was at a standstill everywhere, streets were congested with pedestrians trying to escape by foot, and the dead now on most streets were causing mass hysteria and panic.  One thing was evident from the live pictures; no one was doing any travelling by car or foot with everyone trying to flee all at once they had nowhere to go.  The government’s plan to keep people off the streets had failed, and now it had, with this many of the population on the streets all at once the virus would spiral out of control.  Out of the ten sets of live pictures available to them, only one team moved that was the one with Morgan.  Without hesitation Kathy switched back to Morgan’s camera, at least he was putting up a fight, and trying to do something, as the other nine teams just sat in amongst the bedlam.
Morgan and Declan had only managed to drive halfway down the street before they gave up on the idea of driving on the pavement, there were just far too many people on foot to make any headway.  Realising that they had to abandon the car, they had pulled up next to a side alley that ran parallel along the length of back gardens that belonged to the long row of terraced houses, where the congestion was at its worst.
Morgan turned and signalled to Declan that, they were heading for the alley, once they had entered the narrow channel he continued to run, not having to look back, as he could hear Declan’s steady footfall behind him.  The Army had surmised that the streets may become too congested, and that should this happen teams were to proceed on foot, invariably to stay away from areas with high volumes of people.  Putting that plan into action was easier said than done, many had attempted to flee in their cars, and when that had failed many had joined the masses on foot.
All it had taken was a few people attempting to leave, their neighbours had then copied them, and their neighbours after until a snowball effect had occurred. It now meant that there were now more people trying to escape on the streets of London, than there were trying to stay safe in the safety of their own homes.  In the distance Morgan spotted a block of garages that were connected to the rears of properties.  If they were able to climb up onto the garages, they would then be able to climb up the drainpipes, and then onto the roof of the long line of terraced houses, from there they could run the entire length of the street in relative safety, compared to the dangers of the roads below.  From the end of the terraced houses, they should exit somewhere near East Croydon train station, if they could get onto the tracks it would be a long walk to their destination of the Chatsworth bunker.
The two soldiers were just three hundred yards from the garages, and if undisturbed would be able to make it in no time at all.  The alleyway narrowed, as they now ran down its length, with their equipment and rifles there was not much space either side of them as they made their way along it.  After years of neglect the alley was strewn with discarded waste, and overgrown weeds.  Morgan ran past one dense weed that blocked half of the alley failing to notice the zombie as he past it.  Unfortunately at the exact time it had stepped out to pursue Morgan, it had inadvertently walked into the path of Declan as he was running past the bush.  Declan tumbled over the cadaver, and fell to the floor entwined with the zombie, the zombie snapped at the soldier eager to taste his blood.
No longer hearing Declan’s footfall anymore, Morgan had stopped, and turned back, seeing Declan now struggling on the floor with what appeared to be a zombie, he ran back to help his fallen comrade.  Declan was in trouble, he lay on his back, and was pinned to the floor by both the weight of his backpack, and the cadaver now writhing on top of him trying to bite down on his neck.  With all his strength all he was able to do was keep the monster at bay by jamming his hand up under its chin, as its teeth snapped away.  With his other hand free, Declan rummaged for his service knife and after a short while managed to free it and bring it up under the creatures jaw and thrust with all his might.  The zombie stopped moving, and just hung trapped on the edge of his blade, thick black congealed tar like blood ran down the handle, and gathered at the hilt.  Morgan arrived seconds after, and helped pull the now limp body off of the soldier, Declan turned to his side and vomited.  As he helped Declan up Morgan asked him if he was okay.
“Yeah I’m good, just a little shook up” Declan lied.
Making it up onto the first garage roof was relatively easy they up climbed some pallets stacked to the side of it.  The single stories climb up the metal drainpipe had taken longer, and with the weight of their packs, and equipment had been strength sapping.  They took a few minutes to get their breath back, the view from where they crouched was shocking for them, there were now thousands of people out on the streets attempting to escape the capitol, and amongst these were clearly many zombies attacking them.  As they walked across the tiled rooftops, people looked up, and pleaded for their help; calling out to them asking where was safe?  Others just screamed abuse at them, blamed them that it wasn’t safe, and blamed them for the flood of people barring their way to safety.  The soldiers knew that they couldn’t help, to attempt to would mean suicide, no matter how difficult they had to continue their trek along the rooftops.
They reached the end of the rooftops in no time at all and they had easily passed over a thousand people marooned on the roads below.  As they looked down across the road they could see just how many infected there were as they attacked the crowds of scared and trapped people.  By the minute, the number of zombies was increasing, with a horde so large, they were infecting and turning people at an alarming rate.  The only safe way down was to shimmy across the large advertising billboard which hung from the last house, its edge ended over the fence guarding the train station; luckily the flat roof of the station platform would break their fall.
“Leave your pack here Dec” Morgan called out as he began to shimmy over.
Declan dropped the pack and followed his partner, his arm throbbed and the effort required to hold his weight whilst he manoeuvred across made the pain worse.  He held on for dear life, until he reached the end, and gripped on as he moved down the edge of the hoarding.  Sheer exhaustion and pain meant that Declan didn’t ponder the ten foot drop below him as he plummeted to the roof below, slightly jarring his ankle, before Morgan helped pick him up.  Now all they had to do was drop from the roof onto the station below, the only problem with that was there were at least thirty zombies on that platform milling about aimlessly.
Although the station staff had locked up the entrance to the station, some people had found their way onto the platforms.   Morgan thought that maybe some of the people trying to escape had climbed the fence after becoming infected, however they had come to be here was irrelevant now they had to make their way to the platform below, and somehow had to the zombies below in order to travel the rest of the route to safety at the bunker.




1st July, Alvor, Portugal, 11:52 am
With the holiday season fast approaching, Alvor would again see its usual quota of holiday makers arriving to indulge in an over abundance of sun, rich exotic food and drink.  With more people arriving in the Algarve, the more flights were introduced to Faro.  On the evening that the “Day Zed” virus was introduced to the airport lounges, four flights had ferried over twelve hundred infected passengers, into the general population.
Every year the resort would welcome in the region of two million British tourists, the majority of these being between July and September.  The towns would close down for the winter season towards the end of September and just a few bars and eateries would remain open to serve the few visitors that would arrive weekly up until March, giving the resorts some much needed time to prepare for the busy summer ahead.
Unfortunately the Algarve could never have prepared for such a high volume of tourists arriving at the national airport carrying the most deadly disease ever known to mankind.  These unfortunate tourists had brought the virus through customs and onto the plane where it had gradually attacked their immune systems, after a brief three hour flight, and a quick pass through customs, many were on their way in coaches or buses to the hotels before the virus began crippling them.  Once arriving at their destinations, they had gone to their rooms to sleep of the effects of the flu.  In the morning unwitting staff were responsible for them leaving their rooms, and infecting the Algarve at an unprecedented rate.  The number of infected in the resorts far outweighed the number of infected working at airport lounges therefore the rate and spread of infection was far more concentrated than that of London to start with.
Paul Costello had flown over to Alvor at the start of May, and after two weeks of searching, had finally secured himself a job in the big Irish bar situated in the heart of the former fishing village.  The work was hard and the hours long, but it had been a dream for him to work abroad for as long as he could remember.  Paul had worked as a postman for four years after leaving school, he had never been happy in the job, and always looked forward to his twice a year holiday’s to the resort where he had been visiting since he was a young child with his family.
The pay for his hours in the bar was poor, and what made the job worthwhile were the tips that he and the other staff would share from the sale of meals.  With economy in mind he had secured the rental of a one bed apartment in the next village from Alvor, as it was possible to rent at a cheaper rate and over a long term.  He had taken out a six month rent agreement; in the hope that he would be able to secure himself work over the winter once he was an established worker during the summer season.  Last night had been a late one, after finishing work in the bar a little after two in the morning, and he had met up with friends, and gone out drinking for the night.
The drink had flowed too easily and Paul now awake and severely hung over, he had no idea as to what time he had returned home, or what the name of the girl sound asleep in his bed was.  He had only just woken up and as it was his day off was not in a rush to get out and about today.  After adjusting to the thumping inside of his head Paul made his way to the kitchen and flicked on the kettle switch to make himself a cup of coffee.  Whilst waiting for it to boil, he walked across the open plan lounge to the small television and switched it on.  He returned to the kitchen, made the cup of coffee and filled a bowl with cereal and milk.  Settling down into the chair, with his breakfast spoils at hand, he studied the TV, whatever was being displayed on the TV in front of him, he didn’t understand, he couldn’t speak Portuguese, but sometimes was lucky enough to catch a film without dubbing that he could actually watch.
Giving up with the newsreader sitting behind a desk he changed the channel and amazingly it was the same newsreader.  Changing the channel a further three times to check all of the terrestrial channels revealed the same newsreader.  Paul turned the screen off, and with nothing to keep his interest, he fell back to sleep on the couch.
Paul didn’t know how long he had been asleep, as he hadn’t looked to see what time he had woken, but the clock in the lounge now told him that is was shortly after one in the afternoon.  The thumping headache that he had had was now residing, and with his joints grumbling he stood, and walked back over to his bedroom.  The young girl still slept in the bed, and judging by her pale skin colour, she must have been a tourist on one of the first few days of her vacation.  Trying to be sympathetic and not wanting to alarm the girl he gently shook her, and there was no movement.  After a trying a second time she stirred and turned from her side onto her back with a groan, judging by the dark rings under her eyes, she was suffering from a far greater hangover than he was, and looking at the bed sheet that was covered in vomit she must have been sick whilst he slept in the lounge.
“Are you okay?” he asked the young blonde girl.
“No, I feel like shit, have done ever since that maniac bit me this morning and you helped get him off” she replied.
Paul couldn’t remember the incident she mentioned; at least he had done a good deed in helping her out.  Judging by the nakedness that they both shared, the girl must have slept with him when they got back to his apartment.  The girl had drifted back to sleep now, and it would probably be some time before he could ask her to recant the incident of the biting man when she felt better.  Deciding to leave the girl for another hour, Paul went to the bathroom, started the shower and climbed in to begin scrubbing the odours of alcohol and sex from his body.  After a shower, and changing into clean clothes Paul went to the kitchen and made two drinks, taking them back into his bedroom he stopped at the door.
The girl had kicked the thin white sheet off of herself and her whole body was now rocked with spasms, Paul dropped the cups and ran to the bed side not sure what to do, but out of instinct wanting to help.  He held the girls hands as she continued to spasm, and suddenly the spasms stopped.  At first thinking that this would a good thing he breathed a sigh of relief.
It wasn’t until he noticed that the girls chest wasn’t rising from an intake of oxygen that Paul began to worry, watching for the rise and fall of her chest, he soon realised that she was dead.  He then moved his ear to her lips to listen for a breath, there was none, whoever the girl was in his bed, she now lay dead, explaining this to the authorities in a foreign country wasn’t going to be easiest task!
He still stood paralysed to the same spot in shock, with his ear pressed to the girl’s lips, he wasn’t able to see that her eyes had opened, her lungs no longer worked so she didn’t start breathing, and it wasn’t until he felt her lips begin to move, that he started to turn his head to face her.  Unfortunately for Paul she had moved her lips to open her mouth in order to clamp her black teeth down upon his ear, as he turned his head she bit down, and half his ear was torn away.  Stumbling backwards Paul edged out of the room whilst watching as the zombie chewed and then swallowed the chunk of his ear.  As the wound pumped blood, and stung, from the infection Paul clambered back upright, he then turned and ran out of his apartment.  He jumped over the saddle of his mountain bike and careered off at full speed to get into Alvor, whatever that bitch had done he was going to need medical attention.
The ride took Paul fifteen minutes, and usually it took only ten, but the throbbing that came from his damaged ear had slowed him down.  The urge to stop and vomit had stopped him twice on his journey, and he cursed the hangover returning to assault him.  The private hospital was just a little further up the road from the main drag of the tourist strip, was he hallucinating?  All over the town more of these zombies shuffled, some were busy eating fallen victims, others chased new prey.
The scenes at the hospital were far worse nearly every one there had been bitten and turned.  The only other bodies there that hadn’t turned had been eaten, and totally stripped of all flesh.  Paul turned and raced to the one place he now hoped would be safe, and after just a few minutes he had made it to his workplace.  He had to avoid several zombies as they lurched towards him, and pulling the key out of his pocket, he had then managed to close and lock the door back up.  The bar didn’t open until seven in the evening, and staff did not have to be in work until five.  His assumptions had been right and the bar was safe.  The security shutters on the front windows, and doors stopped the zombies banging on the front of the building from getting inside and attacking him, and of that he was thankful.  The throbbing in his ear got worse, and after wrapping his head in a towel, he laid down to get some rest, he was sure he would feel better later as soon as the dreaded hangover had gone.
Many of the holiday makers, who had left their hotels to escape the infected, had escaped to the beaches, believing that the sea in some way would save them.  The screaming started as the first wave of zombies staggered onto the beach at Alvor.  Their movement was even more awkward across the soft golden sands of Alvor beach.  In their past these holiday makers had come to the beach to absorb the rays of the sun, and enjoy the aromas of the sea air, now they came to absorb the flesh of the uninfected.  The stranded survivors realised that they had made a mistake, the beach wouldn’t be their saviour, instead it would be their doom, they had trapped themselves, and now this would be their final resting place, a resting place that its guests would no longer require sun lotions or jugs of Sangria.




1st July, East Croydon, London, 1pm
On the count of three Declan and Morgan jumped to the platform, as they fell the distance Morgan preyed that bones wouldn’t be broken, as they would have to be on their feet immediately to deal with the zombies on the stations platforms.  With six platforms in all at the station the soldiers had agreed that they deal purely with the zombies on their own platform, which was numbered five and six.  As they landed the pain shot up Morgan’s legs, and despite the military grade boots he wore the shock of the tarmac surface still penetrated his bones, he was on his feet in seconds and relieved that the bones hadn’t shattered.  Declan was not so lucky he had got down with a sickening thud, and had at least twisted an ankle, nevertheless he still positioned himself on the ground with his rifle at the ready and started to fire into the heads of zombies as they approached him.
The noise from the rifle instantly attracted the attention of every zombie in the area as they began to shuffle towards the two soldiers.  Morgan had quickly dealt with the four zombies the other side of him, and now turned to help Declan finish off the remaining five his side, they were not too concerned at the zombies that had walked off the edge of the next platform, as there was now a five foot climb to their platform, and the zombies were not able to drag themselves up.  As the last of the monsters were dealt with Morgan rushed to Declan’s side and helped stand him up.
“How bad is it Dec?  Can you move?” he asked Declan.
“I’ll make it, I won’t break any speed records, but I’ll be alright”
Declan turned the rifle upside down and used the stock of the gun as an improvised crutch, although he could move, every step he took he caused him to wince in pain.  Morgan went to wrap his arm around his injured partner, but Declan shrugged him off and told him
“You’ll need both hands, Mate”
Morgan decided not to argue, Declan was right.  All he could use now when stationary was his side arm or knife, for the longer range shots Morgan would need his rifle ready.  The pair moved to the end of the platform and walked down to the tracks, Morgan had to dispose of three zombies that were too near for comfort, and then they began their trek along the rail system.
The train tracks were void of any life at all there was even a total lack of zombies.  With Declan injured they made astonishing progress within twenty minutes they had passed through Norwood Junction, and they were both secretly delighted that this large station had been empty, and they didn’t want to keep firing their weapons, which always drew the unwanted attentions of the dead.  A little further on they stopped at a crossroad junction to catch their breath, to the right lay a training centre for railway track staff.  In the car park a four wheel drive car sat unattended.  As the training centre, sat on level ground with the tracks, and all that separated the car park with the track was a chain link fence the pair decided that Morgan should check the car out.  If they could find the keys for the ignition, they could use the car to drive through the fence, and if the tracks were clear the vehicle should be able to handle the terrain of the tracks and quarried stone to travel the rest of the distance to London Bridge.
Morgan told Declan to wait for him, and then climbed over the fence, he warily approached the car, and on nearing it he noticed the streak of blood leading away from it.  Following the blood streak, it ended at the front door of the training centre, Morgan tried the door handle which just rattled in protest it had been locked from the inside.  He turned to go back to the car and could hear the tell tale signs of a zombie banging against the interior of the door; he had attracted its attention by rattling the door handle.
Looking in the interior of the car he could see an array of blood soaked tissues on the passenger seat, whoever had driven this card here must of been bitten before they escaped, they had then probably gone into the centre waiting for things to blow over.  On their quick escape from the car they had left their car keys behind, Morgan couldn’t believe his luck, and at the same time was relieved that he didn’t have to break into the building to search the car’s owner for them.  The car started first time, and it eased through the chain link fence with no effort whatsoever, he pulled to a stop next to Declan and said to him
“A taxi for Declan Coleman”
His friend smiled, but something wasn’t right, in the short time Declan had begun to look lethargic, and void of any energy, Morgan watched with a worried look on his face as Declan climbed into the passenger’s side.
“What is it Dec? You look terrible” Morgan commented.
Declan rolled up the right hand sleeve of his jacket, and showed his friend a discoloured bite mark, it had wept, and the outside looked like it had gone septic.
“Sorry Jay, it happened back in the alley” Declan informed him
Morgan shook his head, he couldn’t believe what he looked at now, Declan had been bitten, and it wouldn’t be long before he turned.
“Why didn’t you tell me back there?” Morgan asked him.
“You needed my help, and you might still need it yet”
“I could have done something”
“No you couldn’t of Jay”
“Mate I don’t know what to say”
“Then don’t, drive to London Bridge and I can help you get into that bunker”
“What about you?”
“Once you are in, I’m going out in style” Declan laughed as he finished the conversation.
Morgan started the ignition, the drive if not blocked would take around twenty minutes, if the tracks were clear, with an infected passenger sitting next to him Morgan hoped they were unobstructed.
The group in Chatsworth Plaza still watched as the two soldiers attempted to conclude their journey in the car.
“What happens if they make it back here?” Penny asked Kathy
“That’s quite simple, I will shoot Declan in the head” Kathy replied without flinching.
“How can you be so cold hearted about it?”
“It’s not cold hearted, if we let him in we will all die”
“We can lock him in a room”
“No we can’t Penny, he can’t come in” Kathy replied.
Not willing to argue anymore Kathy turned away, and began to check footage from the other nine teams.
“We are down to just the one team now” she informed the group.
“Oh shit” muttered Daryl.
The group returned to the screens displaying action from Morgan’s camera, their focus was even more attuned to the pair.
The drive so far had been a success, the tracks were empty and none of them were obstructed by trains.  They had travelled the majority of the trek, and had just one more junction to go through, and then they would be on top of London Bridge.  What they would find once in the station was anyone’s guess, and they would worry about that once they were there.  Morgan came to a halt, something in the distance worried him, and Declan looked as hard as he could, but couldn’t see anything, but since his health was deteriorating rapidly, he put that down to the sickness which grew inside him.
“What’s wrong Jay?” Declan asked his partner
“The tracks ahead, they are blocked with trains”
“Drive around them”
“That’s the problem, there are zombies around them, there must be passengers trapped on a carriage” Morgan calmly stated.
“How many are there Jay?”
“There’s got to be a hundred of them”
Declan smiled, and then broke into a laugh.
“What is so funny Dec” Morgan enquired.
“I have a plan Jay, listen up” the Irishman continued to laugh as he told Morgan of his plan.
Declan went on to insist that Morgan do what he was told, he was struggling to suppress the overwhelming feeling of fatigue that was gripping him, and did not know how much longer he had left.  Here before them Declan had his chance to die in his own way, and ensure that he couldn’t return as one of the flesh eaters.  The plan was simple Morgan was to drive up just ten feet from the first zombie, then cover himself with his jacket whilst Declan climbed out and attracted their attention, and would then lead them away.  Once he had taken them as far as he could he would detonate one of the hand grenades that hung from his belt.  Morgan didn’t like the plan, as it meant the death of a friend.   It also meant that he would be able to check the carriages out, as there were too many zombies there for him to fight.  Reluctantly he agreed to go through with it; Declan had made him promise that no matter what he would get to Chatsworth.  Morgan now looked hard into Declan’s face
“I am so sorry Dec”
“Don’t be you’re the one who has got to live in this fucked up mess” Declan laughed out.
Morgan started the car, and as instructed pulled to a halt just ten yards from the nearest of the horde, he quickly got into the back and pulled the jacket over him.  As he sat under the jacket a single tear rolled down his cheek has he heard the card door open and close, and Declan began to shout at the horde
“Hey John Doe’s fresh food” Declan shouted.
“Its Chow time mother fuckers” he added for good measure.
Declan began to limp off, and even with a bad ankle, and riddled with the virus he managed to get a good head start on the zombies.  Every one of the zombies had stopped what they were doing, and were now moving after the soldier, even the ones that had no legs where they had been chewed off crawled after him.  Turning back to make sure he had drawn them all away he smiled, just a bit further he thought and carried on walking, laughing he led the zombies away like a macabre modern day version of the pied piper.




1st July, Battersea, London, 1:33pm
The government bunker in Battersea had been a hive of activity ever since the government’s earlier evacuation.  Overseeing the outbreak and trying to come to terms with the desolation of England had taken its toll on many of the parliament ministers that had been brought to the bunker just a few hours ago.  Haydn Broxby now sat in a select meeting with the chief of police, and the defence secretary in his own private quarters.  The Prime Ministers room was one of a few on the second level of the bunker that were reserved for royalty, heads of state, and the highest ranking of military chiefs.  All in all there were thirty of these private living quarters, that measured just over twelve hundred square feet, each had a double bed, a desk, carpet and wash facilities.  The remainder of the bunkers guests would be given a bunk bed in one of three giant dormitories that measured over four thousand square feet.
 For the last ten minutes the chief inspector had been giving a report to the other two men in the room.  Between him and other commanding officers they had managed to pull over eighty percent of the nations police force to areas in the far north of England, where the virus was still yet to escalate.  London and the surrounding areas were now considered lost, and were largely over run by the infected.  The police had begun to set up border controls on the outskirts of the borders of Berwick, and their aim was to fortify the area before the virus took hold and surged northwards.  The government had designated Scotland and Ireland as safe zones, and the forces were to be split between the two zones.  The remaining twenty percent of the force had been lost during the initial outbreak.
“Thank you for that update George, you’ve done remarkably well in such a short space of time” acknowledged Haydn.
“Thank you sir”
“Once the borders are in place your men will be backed up by the army George”
“And what will we do with the survivors that flee to the borders Prime Minister?”
Haydn paused for a second before answering the chief inspector.
“Unfortunately George not even one of them can be let through, we can’t take the risk”
Haydn now turned to Malcolm Drury, his reliable defence secretary who had loyally served the cabinet for the last six years.
“How have the army fared Malcolm?”
“Not so well I’m afraid Haydn” Malcolm replied before going on to deliver his own report.
All designated bunker evacuee rescue attempts had failed, by the time they had moved to secure the evacuees they had found the roads blocked, and even the footpaths as people had tried to escape.  Just over sixty percent of the army had been evacuated to Scotland and Ireland immediately, they would soon be joined by a further twelve percent who had been on supply missions of emptying supermarkets, and destroying bridges located near the borders.  Malcolm went on to inform them that over ten thousand troops would maintain the borders, and guaranteed that not one survivor would be able to break through the defences set up.  All of the RAF’s planes, and the Navy’s fleet had now been moved to the Irish and Scottish coastlines to protect the safe zones from outside sources.
“Very good Malcolm, well done”
“Haydn was we ever meant to rescue anyone for those bunkers?” Malcolm asked.
“No, maybe we were not Malcolm.  We have done what we have needed to, in order for us to survive”
“But why did we go to the expense of building the bunkers?”
“One day when we take London back we will have a network of readied supplies”
“But we have lost good men, on missions that were not meant to succeed”
“Yes we did, but a lot less than we would have trying to defend the city Malcolm” Haydn finished
“Now if you’ll excuse me gentlemen, I wish to return to the command centre” he added.
Haydn then stood up and walked out of the room, heading back to the first level.  The two men waited for him to enter the corridor before standing themselves and heading after him.  They both walked in silence, neither prepared to question any of the Prime Ministers judgements.
Lower down in the levels of the bunkers, below the dormitories sat the supply and ammunition centres, whilst below these sat the vehicle compound, and an escape tunnel, should the tunnel need to be evacuated.  This is now where a couple of hours ago the secretary of education had come to hide.  As a member of the cabinet he was allowed access to nearly everywhere in the compound.  After passing through the various security points, he now lay prone on his back in the back of a covered troop carrier.  He knew he was infected, the throbbing septic bite wound on his arm told him as much, shortly after his son had bitten him.  He just couldn’t face the thought of being put down like a sick animal.  His plan was simple, find somewhere quiet, somewhere away from the bunkers general population.  He would then rest for a short while, before collecting some supplies from the food stores; he would then leave the exit using his key card.  This would guarantee that when he passed away and turned he would be well away from the general population of the bunker and unable to infect them.
The problem with the Ministers plan was that his body was already shutting down, and he had done a remarkable job in lasting as long as he had.  The virus coursed through his blood system, it was attacking every cell in his body, and had already begun to attack all of the major organs.  Very shortly his body was racked by a devastating seizure; he then lost control of his stomach muscles as his body continued to spasm.  Blood now ran from his nose and eyes, as one by one his organs began to shut down.  The pain that he would have been in would have been intolerable if he was awake, and he was lucky in that sense that he was already in a coma state.  The last of the organs to fail was his heart, and after a massive coronary attack it succumbed to the virus, and finally the education minister died.  Unfortunately just eleven minutes later he opened his eyes.
At the same time as the death of the education minister a broadcast from the President of the United States of America had started, this live broadcast was being beamed straight from Air Force One to every country’s leaders.  After losing control of New York and Jersey the secret service had decided to evacuate the President, and move him to an undisclosed secure location.  The Police force and Army were now throwing everything they had at containing the spread of the virus, and hoped that they could avoid the domino effect that was now happening across Europe, and save the majority of the American public.  After consultation with his advisors he had conducted preliminary talks with leaders from Australia, China, Korea, Hong Kong and smaller Asian countries.  An agreement had been made that air forces around the world would shoot down any planes, trying to land in the continent, and that this in turn would guarantee the survival of humanity as Australasia would remain virus free.
Early tests conducted by the CDC had deemed that no living being would carry an immunity to this disease, and that the bigger the population of a country, the greater the speed the virus would be spread.  All of their scientists were now working all of the hours possible to engineer an antidote, but stressed not only would this take months, but it would also not remove the virus from those that had already been infected.
Footage then switched from the President and over to live footage from Times Square in New York.  Millions of people gathered there, anyone watching could have been forgiven for thinking they were watching footage from the annual New Year’s scenes, where Time Square would be awash with revellers celebrating the start of another year, the only thing missing was the tickertape and bunting.  The electronic billboards still showed their array of digital advertisements, ranging from the newest show to the latest blockbuster movie.  The sea of people looked dazed by the screens, and their complete attention was focussed upon the flashing neon lights.
The drone which relayed the live feed across the world then dropped in altitude, and now the camera zoomed in onto the crowds packed into the streets below.  All those who watched now stood with open mouths in shock at what they were watching, this crowd was not of survivors. Instead the crowd was made up of millions of zombies.  The realisation and shock of the speed that New York had been lost was short lived, as the first of the napalm bombs were dropped into the square.
Coverage now switched back to the President, who made a closing statement that he wanted the world to hear.
“Good people of the world, today we face a plague of horrors, today we must make decisions that will save as much of mankind as possible.  Tomorrow we will take control of our borders, and organise our Armies, and in the future we will take back our lost lands and triumph over our adversaries.”
The broadcast ended and the emblem of the USA was left on the screen for a short while before it was faded out to a blank screen.




1st July, West Ham, East London, 2:17pm
Gerard and his ten year old daughter Shanice sat at the table playing a game of snap.  Every now and then a noise from outside would disturb them from their game.  They had already grown used to the screams and shouts of people as they tried to flee from the horrors before them.  The moans of the zombies had grown louder and louder over the last two hours as their numbers had multiplied.  The pair had been hidden down in the bunker at the back of their garden, ever since their neighbour had attempted to bite them.
They had found him lying on the patio earlier, and when trying to help the fallen man, he had sat up and then tried to bite Shanice’s shoulder.  Her father had pushed the neighbour away, and told him to stay away, yet he came back to try again, and after being pushed over a second time he had fell backwards and speared himself through the back of the head with the patio umbrella stand.
Whilst contemplating what to tell the police Gerard had noticed strange things happening in the street.  He had seen neighbours wounded, and then to his horror had seen other neighbours chasing them, and trying to bite them.  It didn’t take a lot of working out that as prophesised the end of the world would be brought about in a means that God found acceptable, and in this case he had chosen a zombie apocalypse.
Gerard was what many people would consider a strange man, after inheriting the house he and Shanice now lived in, from his grandmother over fifteen years ago, he had divided the majority of his spare time between his allotment and the garden.  The majority of his wages had been spent on constructing a doomsday bunker in the garden.  At first the neighbours had thought the excavator in his back garden was being used for a spot of landscaping, and it wasn’t until the two connectible doomsday underground bunkers were delivered and fitted together in the giant hole in his back garden that they realised just how deeply the religious Gerard believed the end of the world was nigh.
For three years Gerard spent everything he had on fitting out the underground bunkers with the latest top of the range survival equipment, every spare minute of the day he would work on the inside of it or be reading up on the latest paraphernalia.  When he had met Shanice’s mother at a church meeting the bunker work stopped, after a two year romance Shanice had been born, the world couldn’t have been a better place. That Utopia was destroyed and came tumbling down when a drunk driver ploughed through that dream when he lost control of his car and in a head on collision with Gerard’s car ended his wife’s life a little after Shanice’s first birthday.  Overwhelmed with grief and guilt, Gerard had returned to his doomsday way of thinking, and up until the virus broke had devoted his life to creating the best possible chance, both he and Shanice would have living through an apocalypse.
Now with a well furnished and stocked bunker completely at his disposal, Gerard had not panicked after realising what was happening around them.  He and Shanice had calmly walked down the eight concrete steps opened the steel reinforced door with the keypad code, and then once inside manually locked the door with three steel lockable arms.  The only sign’s to the outside world that the bunker existed were the two air vents that protruded from the ground, and the entrance itself.
The pair did not have to worry about the water as Gerard had paid for a well to be dug in the large garden.  Power was not a problem either as he had installed sonar panels on the roof of his house which re-directed power straight to the bunker.  The bunkers had been split into two areas, the first being the living area, the second bunker held stores, and there was plenty of food and provisions to last them a long time should they need it.
 Gerard had been slightly amused when one of the neighbours who had sought the council’s help in having the bunkers removed, and campaigned for years for the site to be levelled banged at the bunkers door.  She was scared and didn’t know what to do, she wanted to know if he would let her stay with them, and she was sorry for objecting to the bunkers all these years.  Of course Gerard done the neighbourly thing and allowed her in, but warned her no more could be allowed in as there wasn’t room, she didn’t object and she was just glad to be out of the madness, away from all those things outside that were biting people.
All of that changed when she was foolish enough to tell Gerard that she had been bitten, within seconds Gerard had forced her outside and locked the bunker back up.  The silly woman had banged and pleaded for a good while, until she had drawn the attention of an infected neighbour, who had caught her by surprise and killed her just half an hour ago.  The woman still stood outside in the back garden she just ambled about, her head would turn to the noises around her, but for now she stood waiting for something, of what she wasn’t quite sure.
As far as Gerard was concerned he and Shanice were now safe, and no matter what he had learnt his lesson from earlier playing the Good Samaritan.  His neighbour had brought the infection into the bunker, and if she hadn’t have told him she was bitten she would have later died and probably infected the pair of them.  He had kept this in mind when a group of neighbours climbed into the back garden seeking refuse, they had disposed of the two zombies in the garden then proceeded to bang on the door and beg Gerard to let them in.  There were five of them all together, they didn’t take kindly to the bible basher refusing them entry and they decided to draw the older man out, they would deal with him quickly, evict his little girl, and then they would take over the bunker for themselves.  It had not taken them long to hatch their plan, they stuffed the two air filters protruding from the ground with some of their clothes. They waited for an hour, and like most groups of young men, they easily bored.  One of the men then decided to speed things up by lighting the clothes that were stuffed into the filters.
At first the clothes struggled to ignite, but eventually the flames took hold and the smoke was sucked down through the filters.  After only ten minutes Gerard emerged armed with a cricket bat, he quickly dropped the bat when three of the five men brandished mean looking knifes.
“Okay it’s yours, give me five minutes and we will leave” Gerard asked
 “You’ve got two bruv” 
“I need to get some supplies first”
“No, you need to get you and your daughters backside out of our new crib” the leader roared.
Gerard called Shanice to come out.  The little girl was too scared to look up in the gang’s direction.  Her father had surprised her by giving up so easily, he had spent a large chunk of his life building this place for them.  Gerard placed his arm around his daughter’s shoulders, and ushered her along.
“Come on Princess, don’t worry daddy has somewhere else we can go” Gerard whispered to her.
“Where will we go dad?”
Gerard had a small allotment over near West Ham Train station, and underneath that he had dug a second bunker, it wasn’t as grand as the one they were leaving, but it would still be safe.  All they had to do was now get there safely.  He turned back one last time and watched as the last of the gang members entered the bunker door, he could clearly hear the bolts being locked from the inside.  As they reached the bottom of the garden, and entered the shed Gerard retrieved their bikes, if they went across the fields they should miss most of the people that now travelled on foot.  
He withdrew a remote fob from his pocket, and after typing in a four digit pin number he tripped the kill switch for his bunker.  The electronic lock disabled the door and trapped the five squatters inside, the witch also turned off the air conditioning, the power and the running water all at the same time.  If he and Shanice couldn’t live in his bunker he was dam sure no one else would.




1st July, London Bridge, 4:21pm
To Morgan it had seemed like an eternity since he had climbed into the back of the car and hidden under the jacket.  When Declan beckoned the zombies to follow him, Morgan assumed they would begin their chase, and the area would be clear in no time at all, how wrong he had been.  The large horde had taken over thirty minutes to pass the car, and despite the windows being rolled up the nauseating smell of decay that followed the undead penetrated the back of the car.  The hoard had moaned with anticipation as they shuffled along after the injured soldier, and that same moan reached into Morgan’s head and tortured his very soul, as he tried not to cough from the lingering smell of death that accompanied them.
Even after the shuffling large group had passed, Morgan could still hear the more injured ones struggling to pass the car, some had lost their legs, and pulled themselves along by their hands, whilst some had broken bones, that wouldn’t support their frame, yet they still moved off behind the horde.  Not wanting to draw any attention, and step out into the open with the injured zombies struggling past, Morgan decided to wait a bit longer, and from sheer exhaustion had fell asleep.
On waking, at first Morgan had forgot where he was and as his eyes opened he immediately pushed out with his arms to clear the jacket from his body.  On surveying the area by peeking above the door trim, he was relieved that he could only see three of the monsters; they now fed between the train carriages.  From his vantage point Morgan could see up to the platform edge of London Bridge, with all the platforms full with cancelled trains, the staff had to stop any further trains at the signals where the four abandoned ones now sat.  Looking over his shoulder the horde was nowhere to be seen, the only thing along the tracks in the distance was some sort of a fire that hadn’t been there when they had previously passed, Morgan hung his head at the realisation that Declan must have detonated his hand grenade, and taken as many of the horde with him.  The only thing that could possibly be burning on the track behind him was bodies.
Before leaving the car Morgan weighed up his choice of heading straight for the station, or checking out the carriages to see what had attracted such a large horde.  The station ahead was closed and the large group of zombies must have come from the trains in front of him, as the stations platforms would not have been accessible to anyone outside of the building.  The desire to check the carriages ahead won, but first he would have to deal with the three zombies he had spotted and any others that may be in the area.  Morgan slowly exited the car, trying to be silent, so he didn’t attempt to close the door back up.  Turning his rifle back to front in order to use the stock as a ram, and his knife withdrawn he slowly crept up on the three zombies.
Before the zombies had spotted the soldier creeping towards them he was on top of them, he drove the rifle forward into the first ones head, and the satisfying crunch that came with the rifle stocks connection told him that it was dead.  As the second began to stumble up Morgan kicked it square under the chin with all his might, and snapped its head back, as the zombie recovered on the floor he drove the knife into its eye socket right up to the hilt.  The third ambled towards him with its arms outstretched, the blow to the face from the rifles stock, broke its nose yet still it came, a second blow to the side of the head stunned it, and Morgan quickly finished it off by thrusting the knife up under the jaw, and into its brain, the zombie buckled immediately and fell to the ground.
Taking his time Morgan searched the trains around him, the first three sat on the tracks with all their doors wide open.  He surmised that the drivers had opened the doors to let the passengers off and this is where the horde must have originated from, maybe some of the passengers had already been infected.  The last of the four trains still had all of their doors closed, it was impossible to see into the carriages as his head only just reached the step on the train doors.  After cautiously walking up to the end of the train he could see that the drivers cab was abandoned, and fortunately for Morgan the driver had left the door open.  Climbing into the cab was easy enough, although the lip of the door was six feet off the ground Morgan used the two metal steps on the underside of the carriage to climb his way up.  In order to move in the cramped cab Morgan had to remove his pack, placing it on the dashboard he surveyed the cabin and couldn’t understand why the driver had left the carriage, they would have been safer in the small cab.  The adjoining door to the carriage was locked from the inside of the cab, and after unlocking it Morgan slowly stepped through.
The first carriage of the four carriage train was completely empty, as he reached the doors to the second carriage he smiled as he saw survivors.  Morgan pressed the button for the doors to automatically open, but nothing happened, and surveying the button he realised that the driver must have switched the door functions off from the cab.  Rather than go back and activate the controls he forced the sliding doors open, he had to insert the knife in between the rubber seals in order to get a grip and enough leverage to pull the doors apart, and even then it took some strength on his part to pry the doors open.  On entering the carriage he was greeted by three people, two of these had been huddled together petrified.  The two girls were very young, Morgan thought maybe in their early twenties.  The third a man, who had been hiding further down the carriage, had clearly been crying.
 “Are any of you bitten?” Morgan asked them
All three slowly shook their heads.
“I’m going to check the other carriage’s stay here until I get back” the soldier told them.
Once again having to pry the doors open Morgan entered the next carriage, and couldn’t believe there were a further eight uninjured passengers there.  He told them to move along to wait with the other three whilst he checked the last.  Something told Morgan not just to pry open the doors on the last one, to check he tapped the hilt of the knife onto the glass of the door, and for a few seconds he didn’t see any movement, then suddenly two zombies stumbled around the corner form the toilet cubicle, their jaws clicking.  As they reached the door they snapped at the glass, they could clearly see the soldier, and the two kept getting tangled together as they repeatedly tried to walk through the doors.  Morgan abandoned the idea of checking the last carriage, and edged back slowly, he wondered if the glass would hold them in, he hoped it would.  Once out of sight of the zombies he ran back to the eleven survivors, he didn’t stop as he approached them; instead he carried on walking and called back over his shoulder.
“We’re moving now”
No one questioned him, and they all followed Morgan down the length of the carriages and then followed him out onto the gravel tracks through the drivers cab.  After waiting for the last of them to jump down from the drivers cab Morgan turned and spoke to the group.
“If we can get out through the other side of the station, we can get to a safe house”
“Those things are out there” a voice stated from the crowd.
“Yes they are, they move slower than us.  Just don’t let them bite you”
“Why can’t we stay here?” asked the same hidden voice
“You’ll die that’s why” Morgan barked.
“Right move out” he added before walking towards the platforms of London Bridge.
The eleven passengers all followed behind, and cautiously nine of them stayed a bit back.  The two girls that Morgan had first come across were glued to his shoulder.
“What’s your name?” the pretty oriental girl asked him.
“Morgan miss” he answered whilst keeping his focus on the approaching station.
“I’m Jin Lee and this is my flatmate Heather” the girl pointed at her equally attractive friend.
“Pleased to meet both of you, we need to stay quiet until we’re out of here though”
“Oh sorry, okay no problem” Jin Lee replied as the two friends giggled at one another.
 On entering the station it was strangely eerie, usually the station was a hive of activity.  The station was now quiet due to the area being closed off earlier.  The main entrance showed signs of earlier panic with luggage abandoned around the concourse.  There were pools of blood on the floor, and discarded, once hot beverages were strewn across the station.  The survivors left the building, and made the short trip across London Bridge in less than ten minutes.
Without any contact from uninfected or zombies the group soon made it to the entrance of the bunker.  The only sign of life of any kind was someone hastily boarding up the front entrance of a supermarket; some of the group did look at the man.  Strangely the man didn’t look like the owner of the property.  Morgan pulled the army issue key card from his pack, and ushered the group of survivors into the first room of the bunkers entrance, he glanced outside for what might be the last time as the heavy metallic doors closed and locked behind them.



1st July, Battersea, London, 5:32pm
Government protocol deemed that the bunkers were not allowed to communicate with each other, in order to ensure that each bunker could survive on its own, and not be tempted into helping another one out.  This rule did not apply to the bunker in Battersea, because this was deemed the lead bunker.  They had announced that within the next five minutes that they would be broadcasting to the rest of the bunkers, and that, this announcement would greatly affect the way the country was now run.
Chatsworth’s population had risen by twelve since Morgan’s earlier arrival.  All of the new arrivals had passed the screening process, and Scott had given them a quick guided tour.  They now sat at tables around the command centre taking in refreshments, whilst eagerly awaiting the Prime Ministers announcement.  After being trapped on the train for so long, many had feared for their existence until Morgan had saved them, now they looked forward to hearing from a government that they hadn’t thought existed just a few hours ago.
The group had already splintered off into its own little sections.  The three caretakers all sat together at the command module, whilst just along from them sat Penny, Dave, Jackson, Jin Lee and Heather.  Morgan and the remainder of the London Bridge survivors sat together on a larger table behind the command module.  What the awaiting group and other bunkers were not aware of was the incident that had occurred in the Battersea bunker shortly after the education minister had reanimated.
The reanimated corpse of the education minister had caused chaos throughout the facility of Battersea.  After waking back up, he had fell out of the back of the troop carrier, and made his way over to the lone mechanic who was under a car repairing an oil leak.  The zombie dropped to its knees and sunk its rotten teeth into the soft flesh around the top of the mechanics shoe.  The mechanic tried to escape the horror of what was happening, by struggling further underneath the car, only for the zombie to pull back, and after a soft tearing sound as a mouthful of flesh was torn away he went into shock and passed out.
When he finally came around most of his right leg had been eaten up to his kneecap, all that now remained was the bone and several chunks of flesh that were attached in different places.  After sustaining such an injury and the level of deadly virus that had entered the body, he wasn’t able to pull away, the loss of blood meant that he didn’t have much longer left to live.  As the mechanic turned, the other zombie immediately lost interest and followed the sounds coming from the busier supply compound. 
By the time it had worked out how to climb the stairs the former mechanic had managed to crawl out from under the car and join it.  The two zombies moved into the supply area and between them, they instantly claimed a further four lives, and infected a further six victims who had fought valiantly to try and rescue their fallen comrades.  As the remaining supply staff retreated to the dormitories the zombies followed.
No one had managed to retrieve guns from the munitions centre, and as such none had a weapon to defend themselves.  Although the alarm was raised, the dead now totalling twenty four rampaged through the dormitories infecting many more on their way through.  With no way of locking the zombies down below in the lower levels, the remaining survivors had attempted in vain to build barricades leading to the first floor.
The zombies eventually managed to force their way up onto the final floor, the only area that was protected was the command room which was now locked and the steel window shutters had been deployed to protect the glass walls around it.  The bunker had fallen in less than two hours and only a handful of survivors had made it to the safety of the command room.  The problem for these survivors was time, every corridor, and every floor now belonged to the dead.  All the food, water and even weapons were below them.  There was no means of escape, as the exit was on the lowest level.
The live feed began with the Royal anthem, and shortly after it had finished the Prime Minister Haydn Broxby came into view.  With a sigh he began his statement by welcoming survivors from other bunkers, and thanking the staff that had kept the bunkers running up until the outbreak.  Up to date reports on both the police and army operations followed the messages of gratitude.  He seemed happy to relay the news that the two safe zones that had been set up were operational and that staff were now working around the clock to make sure the two zones were impregnable.
The tone now changed in Haydn’s voice as he began to recant the last couple of hours within the bunker.  After years of exposure to the world’s media the Prime Minister had never looked so uncomfortable, he had always been so calm and collected in the past.  Now that expression of calmness was vacant from his face, it had been replaced by what looked like fear, and anxiety.
“It is with deep regret, that I now have to inform all of you watching that the Battersea facility has now been compromised, the rest of the bunker has now fallen”. The Prime Minister announced.
“Control of the country will now fall to the Deputy Prime Minister, who since the outbreak has been overlooking the installation of the safe zone in Berwick”
After a long pause the Prime Minister placed his hands on the desk he sat at and finished his statement.
“It has been a privilege to serve you and I wish all of you the best of luck in the future”
The broadcast ended, and everyone sat staring silently at the now black screen until Penny asked them
“Did anyone else notice the bandage on the Prime Ministers hand?”
Everyone agreed that they had, no more was said, until Kathy informed them that the next government broadcast from the Battersea bunker would automatically be played at eleven that evening.



1st July, West Ham, East London, 6:11pm
Gerard and Shanice made the short journey across the fields in no time at all.  By travelling across the private field, and then the gasworks field they had skipped all the commotion that was happening in every street around them.  Gerard had grown up in the area, and knew where every field, alley and shortcut led to.   As they crossed the fields he thought back to his childhood, and how he and his friends had loved coming to the fields, and spending hour after hour recreating famous battles.  Over time as they all grew older the friends had all gone their separate ways, Gerard had found God, and he had never looked back.  Now as they travelled past the large methane tank, he wished he could rewind time, and go back to a happier place than the world they now lived in.
The allotment which lay the other side of a rusty chain link fence had been tended to by his family over the last three generations, when his grandfather had no longer wanted the site his father had taken it over, and when his father had fallen ill he himself had started to work on the small piece of land.  Gerard had always liked to build things, even as a child he had built his own go carts, and even a fort in the tree’s, it had come as no surprise to his proud family when he graduated from university and became an engineer.
His passion for building had even taken over at the allotment, after just a few months he became tired of the hard work, for very little personal reward, he just wasn’t cut out to be a vegetable grower.  He had therefore decided to start his own building project underneath the shed.  After removing the base of the shed, and strengthening the sides he had dug down.  After digging so far he brought old railway sleepers into the shed and cut them to size in order to construct a shaft.  Slowly but surely after months of hard work he had dug far enough down to create something akin to a basement under the allotments.
The room was deep enough down, and supported by the necessary wooden beams that it was structurally sound.  He had kitted the basement out with two beds, storage shelves and even a wood burning stove, the flux for this ran up and out of his shed roof.  Food and water had been brought down and stored, and every year he would change the tins for fear of the best before date expiring, he even went as far as donating the old tins to school fetes rather than waste good food.
When he had begun earning more money at work, and he inherited the house his attention was re-directed to the new bunker in the back garden.  Since then he would visit the allotments just once a month to make sure it was still secure, and would do any necessary repair work.  As time went by and he replaced something in the more modern bunker, he would recycle the old equipment down below his shed in his original bunker.
They dismounted the bikes just short of the fence and Gerard made sure to lay them down in the long grass so that they couldn’t be seen.  First he lifted Shanice over the fence, and climbed over himself once she was safely over the other side.  For Shanice this was a first, she had never been to the allotments, and to the little ten year old girl it seemed exciting.  Apart from the incidents back at their garden Gerard had kept her away from the stark reality of the new world, as it changed.  It was hard enough for Gerard to mentally deal with, and if he as an adult struggled with it what would it do to his little Princess?
Gerard found the required key on his chain unlocked the padlock on his shed, and ushered Shanice inside, he quickly drew the three deadbolts on the inside to lock the door, and he then crouched down, and rolled back the rubber mat that covered the floor.  The mat had been hiding two trap doors that led down to the bunker, and after unlocking these he lit a paraffin lamp, locked the doors behind them, and led his daughter down to her their home.
Once below Gerard turned on the petrol run portable generator, and flicked the light switches on.  Shanice stood in awe at what her father had created; she had expected to find walls of earth, and a damp unwelcoming room.  What she saw was painted walls, from this hung various drawings that she had done at school, the floor was lined with the same rubber matting as what lay in the shed above them.  They had lights, and extractor fans whirred away above them, Gerard had reversed some to suck air in whilst the other half sucked out the damp.
Her father had even constructed walls to make rooms, and when she was led into her own room, she instantly recognised all of the recycled belongings.  The little girl ran to the bed and scooped up the soft cuddly toy that she thought had long been lost, Tigger hadn’t aged at all and she was glad to be re united with him.  She turned and looked at Gerard
“Dad, thank you this place is amazing” She informed him
“Sorry we had to leave the last place Princess”
“But this one is so much better”
“Why I’m glad you like it”
“How long will we stay here Daddy?”
“As long as we can baby”
“Why don’t you go and play with your old toys for a little while Princess” Gerard asker her.
“Okay Daddy” Shanice replied and off she went diving straight into her old toy box,
Gerard watched his daughter begin to play with her old toys whilst he thought about her question of how long they would stay.  Turning back to survey the food and water he had stored, if all went well they would be able to stay here for at least two months. Hopefully that would be long enough for the authorities to get the contagion under control.
He left Shanice to play whilst he moved to the outer room, and moved over to the desk in the far corner, he switched on the old CB radio he had owned as a teenager.  He left the receiver switched on in case he picked up any radio chatter, and then moved over to the shelving to pick what they would eat for dinner that evening.  All cooking would have to be done by camping stove, and he had plenty of spare burners for it.  The choice for dinner wasn’t that difficult he would make Shanice her favourite Macaroni Cheese.  He cooked enough for the two of them to eat and when he was ready he called his daughter to the table
“Shanice dinners ready”
“Coming Daddy” she replied
She sat down at the small garden table, and closed her eyes with her palms clasped together, and she didn’t open her eyes again until Gerard had finished his prayer.  They were so hungry that the bowls were scraped clean in no time at all; even the seconds went down as quickly as the first helping.  Just as they were finishing their meal a series of thuds travelled down through the ground and resonated across the ceiling of the small room.  The thuds grew in intensity and multiplied at the same time.
“What’s banging Daddy?” the little girl asked her father
“Ssssshhhh Princess, that’s the bad men”
Gerard knew zombies were attracted to sound, light and movement, but they were underground what had drawn the zombies towards them?  Gerard knew that the shed would not withstand too much pressure from the zombies above them.  He frantically looked around trying to work out what it was that was giving their position away.  He stopped looking when his eyes fell upon the noisy petrol driven generator, with a swift movement he picked up two gasoline lanterns and lit them, and then switched the cut off button on the generator, the generator coughed and sputtered as it cut out, then finally grew quiet.
The noise above them continued, but bit by bit subdued, until it stopped all together.  The attention span of the zombies above them had waned, and they had wandered off.  Gerard sighed with relief, and then he looked at Shanice, as she rocked whilst caressing her Tigger.  Gerard moved over to her and took her in his arms to comfort her.
“Don’t be scared Princess, Daddy will protect you” he reassured her.
“I’m not scared Daddy, its Tigger he is petrified!” Shanice corrected him.
Gerard laughed as he hugged his daughter she was so much like her mother.




1st July, Quintin Island, Malaysia, 8:10pm GMT
Jim Douglas had purchased the idyllic Quintin Island several years ago.  With just a circumference of two miles, the tiny island, far enough from the coast of Malaysia was rarely stumbled upon.  To ensure that the virus was never brought onto the island by a visitor, the Biocorp chairman had hired a team of engineers to turn the entire island into a fortress.
The island had previously had a small beach that boats could use to come ashore, whilst the rest of the island had been sheer rock face.   The hired engineers had built a fifteen foot high natural stone wall, sourced from the islands quarried rock, across the once accessible beach front.  The only way into the island was now by a cave, and that would take a boat to an enclosed area underneath the island.  Entry through this area was by a solid steel door that had been carved into the cave.  The door itself was impregnable, made of ten inch thick solid steel, and a frame encasing into the wall of the same dimensions, the wall was naturally too thick to be cut or breeched by explosives.  The other side of the fortress door laid a set of steps which led to the island, and these had been carved out of the natural rock walls.  Once up the stairs you were greeted by the chairman’s ultra modern mansion made purely from large sheets of polished concrete and glass.
 Jim sat in his lavishly decorated study viewing intelligence reports of the virus, and how it had so far affected each region.  Biocorp had managed to so far infect most of Europe, the America’s and Canada.  Over the next twenty four hours reports suggested that all of these territories would totally succumb to the affects of the deadly “Day Zed” strain.  There would be pockets of survivors scattered all over these countries, but as their infrastructure had already collapsed it would be just a matter of time before humanity would cease to exist.
Recently Jim Douglas had been focussing his attention on the next task, which had been even more discreet than the release of “Day Zed”.  Jim had calculated that no Australasian flights would reach their destination, after news of the source of the virus was relayed to other countries, and how the contaminations broke out.
Just after ten minutes of the virus being dispatched to Biocorp headquarters, and distributed into its remote controlled delivery vessels.  The virus had been collected by courier, and taken to the main lab, where the vials were immediately duplicated according to James Faulkner’s notes.  The original vessels were then dispatched to their targets.  The three new secret vials of the fatal virus were dispatched to public places in Australia, China and Hong Kong and to be released in very busy public places.  All three new strains had been released into the general population just twenty minutes ago, meaning that the virus would not fully take affect for another seven to eight hours.
 An explosion had occurred at the main lab, just before the virus was released in England’s main airport’s, all the staff that had been in the lab working had perished.  All loose ends were now tied up in London and no research would ever be found which related to the three engineered strains being merged together.  Biocorp’s main plan was to make sure an antidote could not be created, and although all the labs and notes relating to the virus had been destroyed, the knowledge of the virus and it’s components still remained locked away in the minds of the men who had created it.
All of these great minds still sat on planes approaching various destinations around Australasia, and with governments now taking aggressive stances with any planes trying to land in their countries, Biocorp didn’t have to worry.  The plane James Faulkner flew on had just been warned for the second and last time to turn back by the two Chinese MIG fighter planes on its tail. Accepting a gin and tonic from the flight attendant James gave the drink a stir and a big healthy sip, and as the drink ran down the inside of his throat, the missiles from the MIG’s struck the fuselage and ignited the fuel, turning the plane and is passengers into a giant fireball across the sky.
Happy that everything was going as it should be, Jim Douglas closed up the reports that he had been viewing and retired to his lounge, he stopped only to make himself a scotch on the rocks from the decanter which sat under the bank of CCTV screens showing different views from all around the island.  He was so busy adding the cubes of ice to his drink that he didn’t see the three figures dressed head to toe in black making their way towards the mansion.  The cubes of ice rattled against the glass as he walked to the lounge.  When the glass was placed on the table next to the sofa they finally settled and it was so quiet you could hear a pin drop in the expansive room Jim now sat in.
He turned on the television and then the DVD player he had decided tonight he would finish watching his favourite film before heading to bed.  After a short while and two large mouthfuls of the warming scotch Jim had fallen asleep, he wouldn’t be disturbed by the handful of house staff that he employed.  Despite spending the last few hours reading about the demise of the human race, Jim had no problem falling into a deep sleep, his conscious had over the years learnt to accept the man’s decisions.  For some time he had slept well, even daring to dream during some points of it.
Jim was awoken by the beeping of the security console on his desk.  Someone had broken into the house. He sat upright, but was still half asleep, and waited for his mind to return to normal, it would only be a false alarm, and had probably been set off by one of his staff.  Nevertheless he had to check, what was the point of installing state of the art security if you were to do nothing with it Jim thought?  As he climbed off of the couch he went over to the writing bureau, where he kept one of his pistols. Before he could open the door he was told to freeze, and then turn.  On turning Jim had been shocked to see three men completely dressed head to toe in black, one stood in front of the other two who held fully automatic assault rifles pointed at him.  Looking at the men, the only features he could see were their eyes, and worryingly Jim had the feeling that he knew the eyes of the man who stood at the front, who was now brandishing a pistol at him, with the silencer already screwed on.
“Whatever you are being paid?  “I will double it” pleaded Jim.
The front man laughed before pulling the trigger of the pistol, the bullet left the gun and continued its trajectory through Jims left kneecap, He then fell to the floor.
“I will treble it, name your price” Jim screamed.
The trigger was pulled yet again, and this time it was aimed at Jim’s right kneecap.  The bullet struck its target and got lodged in his leg.
“What is it that you want?” Jim asked as he cried from the pain now plaguing him.
The man fired twice more, one shot at each elbow, and after the second bullet found its mark Jim Douglas was paralysed on the floor in pain.  He lay looking in total disbelief, as the man removed his balaclava.
“It’s not about how much money we want Jim, it’s about retribution for what you have done to this world of ours” stated the President of the United States of America before he used two more bullets to take out Jims shoulders.
Jim watched helplessly, unable to move from his wounds as the two other men approached from the rear carrying a box.  They placed the box on the floor whilst they turned him from his side and onto his back. Jim now looked down and over his chin fearing what was in the box down at the bottom of his legs.  Each man unlocked a hinge on the end of the lid and then slowly tipped the box from the safety of its side towards Jim.
A small Hessian sack fell out of the box, but the sack moved there was something inside of it.  The edge of the bag opened up as the small child crawled towards the fallen man, although not a newborn the baby had only just grown its first tooth come through, and as it crawled up Jim’s leg it was this little tooth that kept chomping as the baby bore into Jim with its dead black eyes.
 “I leave you a present from the United States Jim” the president stated before turning, and heading out of the room.
The other two men followed the President from the room, and the screams from the fallen CEO became more and more frantic as the zombie baby had now reached his face.  The zombies face was now level with Jims, it gave out a little gargled snarl as it snapped its head down, and its single tooth punctured the man’s cheek.  The tooth wasn’t yet large enough to do anything more than break the skin, and deliver a tiny dose of the virus into the trapped CEO.  The baby lifted its head and then bit down again as Jim Douglas continued to scream and beg for mercy. 




1st July, Chatsworth Plaza, London, 10:25pm
The survivors of the Chatsworth bunker now sat around the conference room table.  The meeting had been organised by Kathy as she wanted to know who of the arrivals would choose to stay and live in the bunker, and who wanted to leave and take their chances out in the streets of the capitol.  As first in command Kathy was in charge of all the decisions, if a voting system returned a split vote, Kathy would get the penultimate say.  The three members of staff were not allowed to abandon the bunker for any reason other than the bunker being compromised.
The vote had just taken place and every member of the train rescue had chosen to stay in the bunker with the three staff.  They were prepared to follow Kathy’s orders, and partake in any jobs that were required.  Kathy had purposely sat Penny, Dave and Jackson at the very end of the table, and allowed them to vote last, as she feared the majority of the train passengers votes may sway depending on the choices that those three made.
Morgan’s voted next and his choice was to leave the bunker, he reasoned that he had to try and save more people, and that his friend Declan had given his life in doing the right thing, and that ultimately he would do the same.  Jackson was next in the line and he instantly announced that he would be leaving too, he felt the same as Morgan, and he believed that he had no right to live in the safety of the bunker whilst others struggled to survive outside.  Before Penny could vote, the two girls from the train Jin Lee and Heather stuck their hands up into the air like a child wanting to gain the attention of their teacher for a toilet break.
“Yes what is it?” asked Kathy
“We have changed our minds, we are leaving to help others” Jin Lee announced
  “And you Heather?” the soldier challenged.
“Yes, we don’t want to stay here” she agreed.
Kathy turned on the two girl’s, the venomous face she pulled let everyone in the room know just how upset she was with their change of heart.
“It has nothing to do with you both making it so obvious that you would like to Fuck Jackson then?” Kathy asked both girls.
Heather hung her head but Jin Lee now stood defiantly, pointing at Kathy.
“I don’t see how that is relevant”
“And why is that?”
“Well you couldn’t be more obvious that you want to fuck him, but you’re staying here” Jin roared.
Penny found it hard to conceal the smile on her face, as Kathy’s face changed to a very deep crimson colour.  Everyone in the group knew that the soldier longed to get physical with the reserve, and they also knew that the two girls liked Jackson, as the girls never talked of anything else.  Now as she watched Kathy, Penny could see her struggling to keep her composure, Jin Lee’s accusation had hurt her, and the fact that everyone in the room had found the girls accusation so amusing had hurt even more.  She had taken an instant dislike to the girls as soon as she had seen them looking all puppy eyed in front of Jackson, but what had made that hate worse was the way Jackson enjoyed the girls company, the man had shown nothing but dislike to her.  Once the colour had left her cheeks and returned to normal Kathy had asked Penny of her intentions.  Penny had already spoken with Dave about remaining in the bunker, and ever since finding out that they were there by way of default and at the sacrifice of her father’ place Penny knew that she had to go back out.  Penny would attempt to find her parent’s, and she wouldn’t give up hope until she knew they hadn’t survived.
“I’m going” Penny stated
“No need to ask me I’m taking my chance with Penny, someone’s has to look out for her” Dave added.
Penny looked at Dave and his big broad smile; she then smiled back and gave his leg an affectionate squeeze under the table.  Dave continued to smile, he had only known Penny since the early hours of this morning, but knew deep down that something would happen between them, and the playful squeeze of his leg had just confirmed it to him.  He was not in a rush, the woman had only just lost a loved one, he would wait a long time if he had to, and survival wasn’t an issue for him.
Kathy asked that the people that had chosen to stay and live in Chatsworth stay behind, so that they could now agree work details.  The structure that would be in place for all of them as they worked together would also be explained.  Of the six that had decided to leave, they had been given permission to go down into the lower levels and load up two of the armoured Humvee’s with as many weapons and supplies as they could in the morning.
The two Hummers would hold a lot of supplies, and they could load enough to last them for at least a few weeks. As yet no one had discussed where they would go or even in what direction.  The only thing that had been decided by them on the way to the back of the command centre was that Morgan would drive one whilst Jackson would drive the other.  The main reason behind this logic was that they were the only two with gun handling experience, and although they would train the others how to use guns, it would be sometime before they were competent with them.  There was no need to discuss how the rest of the group would split, there was no way Penny would have been split from Dave, and the two girls would both want to be in the same Hummer as Jackson.  The group would decide in the morning where they would be travelling to, they would meet here in the morning to discuss that plan, load up the vehicles, and then begin intensive firearm training.  After two days training the group would leave the facility behind for good.
The meeting in the conference room finished just in time for the attendee’s to get back into the command room for the next automatic broadcast from the Battersea bunker.  Each was apprehensive about what they would see, after the last broadcast had shown that the bunker was in serious trouble, and it was just a matter of time before it completely fell.
The large screen flickered on, and the national anthem played, and as the anthem finished live footage was relayed from the command centre of Battersea.  The same desk that the Prime Minister had sat at earlier was in the picture, but nothing else could be seen.  For a few minutes, whilst they sat with bated breaths the footage didn’t change until in the background of the camera, figures shuffled.  The soul destroying moan that zombies emit echoed through the monitor.  Now one figure shuffled past right in front of the camera, with its back turned to the lens, it was impossible to figure out who this zombie had been.  Gradually the zombie shuffled to the side, and then with awkward turning approached the camera from the front, for seconds it stood there, its arms hanging limply by its side. It seemed to sway in front of the camera for some time, until it began to crouch towards the lens.
The group at Chatsworth gasped as they received a close up of the pale grey skin of a zombie, its teeth chattering, as if it could feel them watching.  The eyes of the cadaver held no emotion, and when it snarled it clearly didn’t contain a shred of humanity.  Only half of the group had already worked out who they were watching, it wasn’t until the bandaged hand lashed out at the camera that the whole group realised that they were indeed watching Haydn Broxby.  As the former Prime Minister swiped at the camera it fell to the floor, and although on its side it was now possible to see a large section of the command room floor, the room was a sea of shuffling legs, the bunker had fallen, and judging by the pictures not one person had survived.  Over three hundred had died in the so called safe facility.  The broadcast was switched off by Kathy; the group didn’t need to see any more from the fallen Battersea bunker, and after entering a few commands on the command room communications module she was able to permanently cut the feed from coming back on.
“How did that happen?” Dave asked Kathy
“The VIP’s were not screened, for bites” Kathy replied back.
Dave stormed out of the room and off towards the vehicle compound, his head swam from the thoughts tumbling in his mind, the same question kept repeating itself, and that was what chance of survival would the leaving group have?  If the Prime Minister of the country had turned, in a concrete nuclear bomb proof bunker, not a lot Dave thought, not a lot.  His tortured mind was snapped from its torment by the sound of Penny’s voice.
“Hey you what’s up?” she asked.
“Oh nothing, I just needed some air”.
“That was a bit tough to watch”. 
“Who the hell is going to get us out this shit now?” Dave asked her.
With a shrug of her shoulders she took both her hands in his.
“I guess we are” she answered him.
Without knowing why it happened she leant forward and kissed Dave, without hesitation he responded.  As they kissed passionately, Dave picked Penny up by her waist, and she wrapped her legs around him.  As they still kissed Dave edged to the rear of the hummer and placed her on the back seat, as she rushed to remove his top he reached the hummer door and closed it shut.




1st July, Berwick upon Tweed, England 11:35pm
It had been a reluctant acceptance of the leadership of the country for Colin Harrington, when Haydn Broxby had relinquished control of the country by live broadcast hours earlier.  The late Prime Minister had contacted his deputy immediately after, to inform him that he had been bitten and infected and therefore didn’t know how much longer he could govern the country’s forces for.
Colin had been the Deputy Prime Minister for the last four years, and despite spending most of his working life in politics, no matter how much experience he had, no one could be prepared for taking control over the county under such traumatic circumstances.  Only a few minutes ago Harrington had watched the distressing broadcast from Battersea.  It had hurt him deeply to see what had become of his great long time friend Broxby.  Now that he had been sworn in as the new Prime Minister, he had decided to go against the previous plan of closing the borders leading to the safe zone of Berwick Upon Tweed.  The closure order had been rescinded and the forces there should soon be letting people through.
The Police had formed gated border controls on all roads intersecting with the main road that entered the walled town.  An eight mile no man’s land had been set up between these gates and the town, to ensure the Army had both the time and the space to install defences to the town’s front.  Shortly after these gated border controls had been set up by the police, they were reinforced with armed soldiers in order to maintain crowd control.
The Army had then begun phase two of the operation by requisitioning every excavator, digger, and loader within a fifty mile radius of the border and these had removed as much stone as possible from local quarries in the short time since the government became aware of the outbreak.  Everything that came out of the quarry was then taken to the town and the walls were instantly made much taller.  Every land mine that the Army had, was taken out to various points and planted for a stretch of three miles, they had also deployed every mortar cannon at their disposal two miles from the gated border checkpoints.
The last line of defence was the five thousand troops that were now stationed around the whole outer perimeter of the town, each of these were placed on top of the walls with plenty of ammunition for each of them.  They had installed two heavily fortified gates across the walls at the front and these had tanks parked up against them to combat the issue of force if numbers grew too strong.  Anyone or more importantly anything attempting to enter the town without permission would be fired upon as soon as the order was given, army chief’s were conscious of the need to hold onto the supplies of ammunition, and soldiers would be informed of when they could fire their valuable bullets.
There was a large Army presence throughout the town, the Army had even gone as far as calling in every reserve that they could get in contact with.  Harrington had decided to begin posting half of these troops in between the mortar cannons and the land mines.   They were to set up quarantine zones where screened survivors would be allowed through the gated border controls to stay in safety.  Every available piece of fencing was now being shipped to this area to help engineers erect a fenced in quarantine area as quickly as possible.
In the meantime screening would be commenced in the morning by the guards of the outer border, if the survivor was free of any wound or bite they would be allowed to travel by foot to the quarantine zone, if however they showed any trace of a wound they would be turned away.  With the alarming rate that the virus travelled through the capitol tacticians had warned Harrington that the amount of people that would actually make it to safety would be paltry, compared to the losses of the army and police personnel who would have to man the barricades for as long as they possibly could.
Harrington had sent the same orders to the Irish safe zone, they had reported back that the virus had already spread across the “Emerald State”, and they were now involved in a full on battle just to hold their defences, which hadn’t yet been completed.  If they managed to hold the area at all it would be a minor miracle. 




2nd July, Chatsworth Bunker, London, 8:00am
Chatsworth Bunker was vast, and the two hummers now sat loaded and ready to exit the following morning.  The group of six had parked the loaded Humvee’s right next to the exit situated next to the vehicle compound.  Morgan had insisted that every one of the group should become accustomed to the controls, in case either of the drivers got injured.  Dave, and then Penny had managed to control the armoured beasts after a little practice, the two young girls however couldn’t get the hang of the Humvee’s and eventually Morgan had given up on them.
The gun practice had been similar, Morgan had insisted that they only ever try to use head shots to take down a zombie, and as this was effective against humans should they need to fire upon them they may as well just practice on the one target area for starters.  Penny was reasonable with a pistol, but was a better shot with a rifle.  Dave was better with the pistol, he had joked at first pretending to be a rogue cop ready to blow the scum away on the streets until Morgan had requested he grow up.  Jin Lee and Heather had gone to the far end of the range with Jackson to practice, strangely there wasn’t a lot of gunfire coming from that end and Dave and Penny assumed that the trio had carried over their previous nights extra curriculum activities.
Jackson had told the pair over breakfast this morning that the girls had appeared at his bunk last night and after informing him that as it could be the end of the world and that there wouldn’t be many cute guys left to choose from, that they had decided to share him, rather than one lose out over another.  Before Jackson had been given a chance to answer them, the girls had stripped off, and then climbed into bed with him.  After telling Penny and Dave this, admitting that his male testosterone had got the better of him and that he had slept with both of them, the pair laughed.  Neither told Jackson of their own encounter in the back of the Hummer the previous evening.  Since waking that morning the two hadn’t spoke about why it had happened and accepted the fact that it was something that they had both needed. For now they both needed to concentrate on the next day before leaving the bunker, as when they drove through the retracting doors they wouldn’t be able to come back in.
Kathy had come down to join them and check how they were progressing
“All loaded?” she asked
“Raring and ready to go” Morgan replied
“Where’s the other three?” Kathy asked, even though she just meant Jackson.
“Oh they are at the other end of the range training” Penny offered trying to keep a straight face
 “I’ll go see how they’re fairing” the soldier informed them as she walked off towards the end of the firing range.
Kathy arrived at the end of the range and immediately turned back; she stormed back past Morgan, Penny and Dave without saying a word.
“Looks like she found them” offered Morgan, as the other two began to laugh.
It was good to share laughter when everything around them seemed so overpoweringly desperate.  Soon they would be outside, and probably wouldn’t be able to laugh again for some time.  As things calmed down they began to discuss their exit.  Morgan informed them that after passing through the exit doors that they would drive up a gradient two mile tunnel, at the end of this they would have to pass through another retractable door before leaving the compound for good.  The exit from the tunnel led out of a shed which had been disguised as a train depot just before West Ham station, and from here they would have to decide where to travel.  As they spoke Penny flicked at her long dark hair, at the same time Morgan glanced at Dave, and caught him watching her as she did this.  Morgan quickly worked out that something had happened between them, he had thought as much as they loaded the Hummer with him earlier.
“We can chat over dinner later, as to where we going to head to” Morgan told them.
Both Penny and Dave were puzzled by his comment, was he telling them to finish up for the day?
“That means things from tomorrow are going to be strained.  Go and enjoy the rest of the day” Morgan added.
Penny realised first that the soldier had worked out that there was something between the two and she quickly went red, the embarrassment threatening to boil out of her ears.  It took the change in Penny’s skin tone before Dave had realised what Morgan had meant he too started to turn a lovely shade of crimson.
“Go on skoot” laughed Morgan
He walked away from the pair and left them to decide what to do.  He headed to the command room he felt the time was right to chat to Kathy whilst he was on his own.  Since arriving from London Bridge Morgan had stayed quiet, he had sat and observed the way the bunker run.  Kathy sometimes came across as very cold, but she was doing what she had been trained to do, she was being a soldier. After passing Daryl and Scott who were working in the supply room, and then the London Bridge survivors in the living quarters who were all still sound asleep. Morgan knew Kathy was up on the top floor away from everyone, he stopped at his bunk, bent down, and retrieved a bottle of Jack Daniels from his pack, before continuing towards the command room.
Kathy sat blinking at a computer screen, she wasn’t really looking at the information displayed in front of her, instead her mind kept playing the scene of what she had seen on the gun range floor, she had made no secret of the fact that she had liked the reserve, and he had rewarded her by getting involved with not just one of the girls but both.
“Rough Morning” Morgan’s question made Kathy jump.
“You could say that” Kathy replied.
Morgan held aloft the bottle of spirit, whilst waving it in the air.
“Care to send me off properly?” Morgan asked with a comical raised eyebrow.
“Don’t mind if I do”.
Kathy pulled open the top drawer and removed two drinking glasses, she placed them both in front of Morgan, and he dutifully topped them up.  He pulled a chair over, so that he sat opposite Kathy whilst she nursed her half full glass.
“Mind me asking” he enquired.
“Depends on what you’re asking” she snorted.
“How about we start with what’s going on with Jackson”.
“Straight to the point”!
“I’m leaving here tomorrow, no point beating around the bush”.
Kathy looked up from her glass; she thought what harm would possibly come out of talking to Morgan, he would be gone forever in twenty four hours.  They hadn’t really spoken since he had arrived, it’s not like they were close.
“Ok I’m game but it will be tit for tat, soldier to soldier”
“Fair enough” Morgan said holding his glass out to toast.
Kathy raised her glass, and met Morgan’s.
“I’ve been down here sometime, I’m as normal as anyone else” Kathy started.
“I have needs”
“We all do Kathy, so why put your eggs in one basket?”
“Who else is there?”
“Look I knew there was something between Dave and Penny, but there’s four other men that have come off that train, and you work with two”.
“I’m very particular with my men Morgan”
Morgan laughed at her comment.
“We had all gathered that”
“The men off the train, no thank you” “Daryl is with Scott so that’s out the question”
“God I didn’t see that one” Morgan said dumbfounded.
Now it was Kathy’s turn to laugh at Morgan’s expense.
“No one would, they are very discreet”.
“Narrows your choice a little then?”
“You do the maths, it leaves you or Jackson, and you were hardly approachable”.
“Can’t see me being chatty making a difference, you had made your choice”.
“Well now I know I chose poorly”.
“Kathy this isn’t a lesson in life, onwards and upwards as they say”.
Kathy eyed Morgan for a few seconds.  It was as if something in the usually quiet man had changed, had deciding to leave the bunker eased his conscience over his partners sacrifice.  Kathy raised her empty glass to signal she was due a top up.  Morgan filled both their glasses and eased back in his chair.  He waited for Kathy to start her round of questions.
“Why go outside?”
“Because to stay would be like giving up, without challenge, what is the point?”
“That’s very deep Morgan”.
“No, how can you cherish and love without feeling loss?”
“True, but I have orders to stay”.
“Orders from whom exactly? They are all dead Kathy”.
“What about the train survivors?
“Everyone has a choice, if they want to stay then let them stay.  You certainly don’t have to baby sit them”.
“But I have nothing to leave for”.
“So you have something to stay for?”
“Live for the moment Kathy, stop living for the orders”.
She looked at Morgan, what had she missed before she wondered.
“So what do we do when you leave tomorrow?” she asked him.
“Well personally I’d prefer it if you came with us tomorrow” Morgan sincerely answered her.
“I’ll have to speak to Daryl, and Scott, I won’t leave them on their own”.
“Go and chat with them now Kathy you have less than a day to decide”.
Morgan calmly stood and told her that they could chat for longer later, and that he had no intention of leaving tomorrow without getting to know her a bit better.  He could see the good points that she had, and he also knew the group that was leaving would have far much more chance of surviving if they had Kathy come with them.




2nd July, Sarigerme, Turkey, 8:30am
Every June Peter Jones and his family took their vacation, it was always the same two weeks of the year, and for the past five years it had been at the same resort.  Two large purpose built all inclusive hotels had been built on the coastline, the hotels were guarded from the wind by mountains either side of them.  What made the resort so nice to stay in was there was only one road from the small town of Sarigerme that led in and out of the hotels.
The small tourist driven town was situated three miles up the road away from the hotels, giving the holiday makers staying in the resort that feel of isolation and tranquillity that gave them escape from the hustle and bustle of everyday life.  Each year the secluded location gave Peter exactly what was advertised in the glossy brochures, the perfect family holiday.
The Jones family had enjoyed the first two days of their two week stay, and yesterday the weather had been amazing, they had spent the majority of the day down by the pool.  After dinner they had ventured into the small town up the road, perusing and bartering with the local traders who specialised in selling counterfeit goods ranging from the latest designer handbag to the must have branded polo shirt of the summer.
Peter had smiled as the four of them walked along the tourist strip and headed towards the taxi rank armed with carrier bags filled with the latest designer brand names.  Peter had been married to Sarah for eleven very happy years, and during that time they had two loving children, Danny who was eight and Poppy who had just last week turned seven.  The couple had stopped at two children for economic reasons, and would have loved to have had a third if their combined income had allowed it.
The family had taken in the beautiful mountainous views as they headed back to the hotel, and as they arrived in the taxi bay outside of the reception that is when their holiday had started to go wrong.  The Jones family walked into the lounge just as the last airport transfer from England had arrived.  Peter had not been able to take his eyes away from the new arrivals, usually a new group would be excited, and would be struggling with their patience waiting for the lengthy booking in process to be completed; however every one of them had exited the coach slowly, and some had struggled to make it into the lobby.
All of the new group had seemed to be suffering from the heat, and had been sweating profusely.  Peter could remember watching as each begun to check in, and the more he had watched, the more he had become worried about the overall health of the group.  Everyone one of them had been ill, and even the waiting holiday reps had showed looks of concern as they tried to organise them.
He could remember ushering his family out of the lobby and out to their second floor room, and explaining to the two children that they would have to keep away from the new guests whilst they were ill.  Peter had thought at the time whatever the group had been suffering from had to be contagious as the whole group were suffering the same symptoms.  After locking the door Peter ordered that no one was allowed out of the room until he checked in the morning that there wasn’t a virus in the hotel.
 Peter had awoken shortly after three in the morning, by first shouting, and then screaming.  The noise had seemed to emanate from the gardens to the rear of the apartments.  He had slid the patio doors open and stepped out onto the balcony, and then looked down into the garden area below.  It had taken some time for his eyes to adjust to the darkness and gloom of the dimly lit room, once they had; he had just been able to make out a pair of legs protruding from the underneath of a large fig tree in the corner of the gardens.  Peter had instinctively called out, asking if the prone figure was in need of help, with no reply Peter had decided that he needed to go and check the person to see if they needed help.  He had strode through the apartment, grabbed the nearest gathering of clothes and hastily put them on, as he had been about to leave the room Sarah had risen from her slumber and had stood in the doorway rubbing at her eyes.  The children had also awoken and had stood behind Sarah clutching at their mothers night clothes.  It took just minutes for Peter to explain to Sarah that someone was laying down in the garden, and that after screaming they had gone quiet, Sarah had asked her husband to phone reception instead, Peter had refused saying he would be careful and not to worry about him, but they were to stay in the apartment.
Once he had convinced Sarah that he was doing the right thing, Peter had crept down the stairs, cautious that whoever had attacked the prone girl could still be out there.  He had edged over to the area where he had seen the legs protruding from under the bush.  The body had still lain in the same position, on checking for a pulse he had found nothing, feeling around in the dark he had felt that her eyes were closed, he had then found the open wound in her neck, and the stickiness on his fingers had to have been blood.
Whatever had happened to the woman was some form of an attack, and Peter had backed away from the scene, looking in every direction, as if expecting the woman’s attacker to jump out on him too.  Whilst he had backed away, Peter had glanced up at the balcony belonging to his apartment.  From the balcony Sarah had watched her husband first reach the prone body, and then after checking it backing away as if in fear.  Something had scared her husband, and that had scared her, why he had to go down there in the first place and get involved she hadn’t been able to understand.  She looked down at him as he moved into the light, his hands had been covered in blood, and for that amount of blood loss the injuries the person had to have sustained must have been fatal.   Peter had called up to her calling out that it was a woman, and that she was hurt badly, her husband had then pleaded with her to go back in to the children, and that he would got to reception, inform them what he had found and then return to their room.
The reception was only a couple of minutes walk away from the apartment, and in no time Peter had reached the lobby area, and had then stopped.  The noises that had come from the lobby, has sent shivers up his spine and caused the hairs on the back of his neck to stand up.  The mixture of noises where hard to decipher there had been so many, some had been slurping, others sounded like chewing.  The noises that scared him the most were the ones that sounded like a feral animal growling, and hissing mixed in with what had sounded like someone whimpering.
As Peter’s family had been waiting for him to return, the longer he had been away, the more concerned they would have been and if he hadn’t have ventured into the lounge there and then he never would have.  What he had seen had shocked him to his core, immediately the acid and bile held in his stomach had rushed up and made him vomit across the floor in front of him.
Several bodies in various stages of mutilation had been sprawled across the floor, and amongst these, others fed upon the remains.  One of the reps, recognisable only by his uniform lay slumped across the reception desk, one eye had been gauged out, and his nose was missing, there were also tell tale signs of bite marks all over his body.  The rep had put up a fight and must have used his hands to fend off the zombies, all of his fingers on his right hand were missing and Peter presumed they had been bitten off.  Judging by the discolouration of the reps skin he must have been dead for some time, but then why had he suddenly woken and turned towards Peter?  Peter had seen enough and run back to his family.
Peter had made it to the base of the stairs leading up to their first floor apartment, the one problem had been was the girl who had been laying under the tree now stood facing him, deep down Peter knew it was her by the wound in her neck, he had placed his hands into the gaping cavity when he had earlier rummaged around in the dark.  More of Peter’s stomach contents automatically came up at the thought of where his hands had been, he stood back up straight as the girl had begun to lurch after him, defending himself he brought his hand up in front of the woman and she bit down severing his thumb.  Peter had screamed in pain, and then anger had overtaken his body and he lashed out with his fists, all the strikes achieved, was for him to push the woman back.  He had pushed past her and bounded up the stairs, striking hard on the door and calling his wife’s name.  Welcoming the apartment as the door opened, he quickly closed and locked it, only for the zombie the other side to start banging upon the outside with its fists.
The Children stood crying, wondering what the noise from outside was, and why their father was covered in blood.  When they looked down at his hands they could see that Peter was missing a thumb.  They hung on to their mother as she cried, and as she led her husband out onto the balcony. The husband and wife had seen enough of the movies, they knew what would become of Peter, they shared one last tender kiss and then Sarah walked back into the room, closed and bolted the security shutters to their frame and then closed and locked the sliding doors.  The last action Sarah carried out was to remove the key from the sliding doors so that the children couldn’t let their father back in and promptly hid it from them.
That had been yesterday, and it seemed like an eternity ago.  Sarah and the children sat huddled on the couch.  They had not slept all night as Peter Jones still stood on the balcony, banging at the shutters with his hands, snarling as he tried to bite through the thick metal bars, he could see the family inside the room, and he wanted to feed.




2nd July, Berwick upon Tweed, England, 9:45am
Over the last few hours the Northern safety zone had begun accepting survivors through its gates.  After a lengthy screening process the people who had been gathering at the border for the last ten hours, were slowly getting through.  The whole process was very slow, and it had not been helped by the sheer number of people who had arrived at the borders trying to escape from the mayhem behind them.
The government advisors were at first sceptical of anyone trying to flee through the border controls, but now there were hundreds of thousands waiting to be screened.  With all media controlled there had been no way that these people could have been alerted to the fact that there was indeed a safe zone to flee to, out of pure instinct that had tried to flee into Scotland to escape the horde of the dead that consumed everything in its path.
Scouts from way up ahead were making alarming noises that slowly but surely the horde was making its way towards the first border, and eventually they would arrive over the next six hours or so.  Once that happened anyone who was caught behind this first border would succumb to the army of dead, and many would turn themselves.  The army medics who had been conducting the screening were now told to speed up their tests in order to try and save as many people as possible.  Once the borders were closed the reserves that now controlled it were to fall back behind the mortars, the mortars would begin firing into the area as soon as the line of defence was breeched.
The Army knew that the mortars and lines of land mines wouldn’t stop the zombies.  These two defensive lines were purely to slow the zombies down long enough for some of the soldiers to escape back behind the safety of the rock wall.  Once the zombies breached all lines of defence the gate was to be closed and remain closed no matter what happened, no matter how many soldiers got left behind.  The thousands of men now stationed up on top of the walls had been ordered that there were not to fire their weapons unless ordered to do so.
The problem at the borders was one of congestion, people had spent hours travelling by foot, many of these were tired, and scared.  To many once they were through the gates they assumed they would be safe.  As the numbers of these poor trapped souls swelled so did their anger.  To most of them they felt that the government had let them down, and that should be able to go anywhere they wanted to without seeking the governments permission.  A few at the front now pushed at the barrier, and started to shout, they wanted in, and they were coming in now.
The reserves all had their assault rifles ready, and at the sign of trouble they switched them to fully automatic, they had been told no matter what they had to do, they had to maintain the integrity of the border control.  The young sergeant stepped forward and looked for the main ringleader of the group, he wasn’t hard to find the man bayed for blood and was trying his hardest to incite the crowd into attacking the border checkpoint.  The sergeant gave a signal to one of his men, and instantly the two water cannons were turned on, and began to beat back the trouble makers.
Meanwhile Harrington surveyed the latest reports, whilst he was surrounded by his trusted advisors.  The advisors wanted to close the border now, and withdraw all of the troops back to the town.  Their argument was that it was foolish to sacrifice the troops that had been posted there, they were already struggling to hold the crowd back, and soon the border would collapse and the mortars would begin to fire.  Harrington was dismayed that his predecessor had been right to assume that no one could be saved and that to attempt to would cost even more lives.  He now as Prime Minister had to make the call and pull the troops back, saving as many as he could.
“Close the border, pull the troops back” Harrington informed the group
The water cannon had gone some way in suppressing the crowd who had bayed for the blood of the front line defence, the sergeant was happy enough to now turn the hoses back off, and ascertain if the mob had given up.  The sergeant was approached by one of the corporal’s who issued him with orders that had just come from the Prime Minister.  He took the envelope from the corporal and read the orders over and over in his mind before instructing his men that they would be closing the gates with immediate effect. The water cannons were turned back on, and his men began to close the gates, despite the onslaught of the cannons the crowd surged forward, the main ringleader rallied them forward.
“Open the gates let us through” the ringleader screamed.
“You have no right let us through now” he roared.
The sergeant pulled his pistol as he stood at the gate.
“Step back now” the sergeant hollered as he fired one bullet into the air.
The crowd paused for one split second then rushed at the fences, the barriers rocked they would come crashing down at any second.  The sergeant looked into the face of the ringleader he was still inciting the hate that drove the crowd, knowing that he had to act fast the sergeant levelled the pistol at the ringleader’s face and fired.  At such a short range the bullet tore through the ringleaders head and exited through the back taking some of the brain with it, the crowd directly behind where showered with the spray from the wound, and most importantly of all the barrier stopped rocking. The sergeant now stared at the crowd and at the top of his voice issued a chilling warning to the desperate throng of people before him
“If you attempt to charge the barrier again we will open fire!”
For minutes that seemed liked hours each side stared at one another, the soldiers watched for the slightest movement, whilst the crowd waited for something to spur them forward.  A child who was pressed up against the gate of the border spoke to the sergeant
“Do you have enough bullets to shoot us all?”
A babble of conversation rippled through the waves of people, the child was right, there were simply not enough of the soldiers to take everyone down.  The atmosphere from the crowd grew darker, the crowds faces screwed up, their face filled with one expression, one of pure rage.  When they began to chant, the sergeant knew he had seconds to spare, if that and he picked up the radio to contact the sergeant in charge of the mortars.
“We need suppressing fire laid down to give my men time to retreat” he ordered.
He must have been asked to confirm the order as he had to repeat the same line again.  The sergeant stepped back and the crowd began to surge forward.  The tell tale noise of ordinance dropping split the air, the noise growing as the explosive shell neared the ground.  The crowd has stopped, and then tried to move back, but there was nowhere for them to go as the first mortar hit the ground one hundred yards from the gates.  Screams erupted as a shower of limbs, and blood cascaded over nearby survivors, the screams were then drowned out by further mortars dropping, each one dropping into the ground, and then ripping swathes of the crowd apart as they detonated.  The soldiers behind the gate retreated whilst the bombs prevented the crowd from surging towards the barrier and attacking them, they each had maps showing them the course they would need to take to avoid the mines that had been planted, they had to move fast as slowly the mortars arc would decrease and start targeting areas within the border.  With a slight head start they moved out, and attempted to get to the next defensive line before the crowd in front of them broke through.
Left with no choice of escape the crowd could not run, they couldn’t break to the side as they were penned in by walls.  The throng of people still joining the exodus from England behind them stopped them from retreating.   The first eight mortars had fell to the ground and killed and maimed hundreds they rushed the barrier.  The barrier put up little resistance, and with such a large crowd they turned the fences over in mere seconds, and they ran forward to catch the fleeing soldiers.  The soldier’s movements were impaired with the heavy weapons and ammunition they tried to run with and the crowd were soon upon them.  As soldiers fell the crowd stopped and pummelled the fallen men with their fists, some had knifes that they used to stab at the men.
As the thousands moved forward the mortars continued to drop until the crowd reached them, the men who had been firing at them were quickly taken care of and the crowd moved on surging forward to seek out both refuge and retribution from the men who had sanctioned firing upon them.  These men had sworn to protect them, yet to save themselves had betrayed their fellow man, they would now pay for their betrayal with their own blood.
The front line of the crowd continued to move ahead in the distance the sight of the town gave them added purpose, they didn’t slow down from exhaustion or lack of food and didn’t back off as the first of the landmines exploded.  By shooting into the crowd the sergeant who now lay dead, beaten to a pulp had unwittingly created a mob that required no leader, every person just felt wronged and they now had one purpose to destroy the traitors that hid before them.  The crowds fear had totally dissipated and now it had been replaced by sheer rage.




2nd July, West Ham, East London, 11:00am
The morning had dragged for Gerard and Shanice, since the zombies surrounding the outside of the shed yesterday Gerard had refused to use the generator again.  The pair had been using the gasoline lamps for light in the dingy bunker, ever since waking early that morning.  The novelty of the whole experience had started to bore Shanice who for the last hour had asked her father to turn the lights back on.  Gerard had refused the little girls requests knowing that the noise of the generator would draw any zombies in the area back to the shed, and he wasn’t sure how long the wooden frame would be able to resist the dead from breaking it down.  If one or two came to the area to beat upon the exterior he had no doubt that the shed would hold, and that they would be safe.  Should a herd of the cadavers appear the tiny wooden frame would be put under serious levels of stress and eventually break.  For Gerard it was a no win situation if he turned on the generator it would attract attention, and he didn’t he would soon alienate his daughter who hated the dim light that was offered by the lamps.
“Princess, Daddy is going to check outside to see if it’s clear” Gerard told his daughter
“Stay here, I don’t want you coming up you hear?” he added.
Shanice nodded to her father as he walked to the stairs, he picked up the club hammer that lay on the bottom step in case he needed it.  Gerard crept up the stairs and slowly, but silently eased the bolts back that locked the trapdoor to its frame.  For minutes he stood in the shed and surveyed the interior of the walls, they all looked solid enough.  He had been listening out for any signs of noise around the outside and after he was sure the area was clear he unlocked the shed and crept through the shed door.
The allotment was deserted, and Gerard looked out at the rows of houses in the distance.  From where he stood he could see several plumes of thick black smoke caused by fires, whether it was buildings or cars he couldn’t be sure.  A strange noise resonated across the fields, it was a constant hum, every now and then it would be broken by a scream or shout off in the distance, but the noise didn’t change in its intensity, its low expressionless tone washed over the allotment.  Gerard had never heard a noise such as this, and wondered what could possibly be making the sound, and it wasn’t until he thought what was new to the area that could possibly make the noise, that the chill of realisation engulfed his body.  The realisation that it was not a hum, but the moans of millions of zombies shocked Gerard right through to his bones.
Gerard locked the shed door from the inside, bolted the trapdoor behind him and made his way back to Shanice.  Shanice looked at her father, he looked worried.
“What’s wrong Daddy” she asked
“Nothing Princess”
“Sure don’t look like nothing”
“Everything is fine Princess, Daddy is going to stick the generator on for a little while” Gerard lied and swiftly changed the subject to avoid his daughter questions.
The generator sputtered into life and once again the bunker was filled with light, and as if nothing had happened Shanice’s mood changed back to the excited child on an adventure as she rushed off to collect some of her toys.  Gerard headed for the kitchen area, and prepared them breakfast; every now and then he would cast a glance towards the trap door at the top of the stairs ever mindful of the threat outside.  The pair sat down and ate their breakfast, once they had finished Shanice tore back off towards her room to continue the game she had been playing with her dolls, whilst Gerard washed up the breakfast dishes in a bucket of water.  Again Gerard kept looking towards the trap door, why he kept looking he didn’t know as he wouldn’t be aware of any presence outside until he heard noises, rather than waste time looking Gerard decided it would be safe enough to look out of the shed window until a threat existed.
Gerard watched for a long time, at first there was no sign of movement but slowly inquisitive zombies started to appear.  The noise did seem to draw them to the previously deserted area, as if it alerted them to the presence of people alive.  The nearest zombie was a good one hundred feet away, it shuffled towards the shed, but kept falling on the strips of the allotment that had been ploughed for planting.  Wanting to test his theory out Gerard run down to the basement and handed Shanice a lamp, told her to remain in her room and then powered down the generator.  He had got back to the window in no time at all and whilst standing there with the hammer in his hand ready, he watched the same zombie and what its actions would be like without the noise and vibrations emanating from the generator.
Amazingly the zombie had just stopped.  It had routed itself to the spot the minute the generator had been powered down, and now just stood in the same place with its head moving back and forth whilst it waited for something to draw its attention.  Four other zombies that had been in the field displayed exactly the same traits.  The humming that Gerard had heard earlier was much louder in intensity and it now engulfed the tiny shed, it seemed to be growing nearer as if the zombies were on the move.  The noise didn’t seem to attract the zombies that now stood lost in the allotment, and they all still stood on the spot waiting.
From way behind the shed what sounded like gunfire erupted, the five zombies all at once turned their head in the direction of the sound and begun to move forward again.  Gerard knew he should go below and get into safety, but was transfixed watching the movement of the zombies before him, if he made no sound they would walk past and ignore the tiny shed as they sought the noises from off in the distance.  As Gerard watched his mouth dropped, from the estate directly to their right hundreds of the monsters now made their way to the field, they moved on mass as one towards the gunfire.  As the gunfire was coming from somewhere behind them it meant that this herd would pass directly past the shed and across the ground directly above the bunker.  When Gerard had designed the area his calculations had allowed for maybe twenty people at time to be on that ground which was an over exaggeration to make sure the supports held, he knew it would never hold this many.
Taking the steps two at a time he raced through the darkness to the dull light at the end of the bunker, Gerard knew he had just minutes to act.  He collected Shanice and told her to follow him and not make a sound.  Without argument she done as her father requested with a worried look in her eyes.  The bunker would collapse with the tremendous weight that was about to be exerted on it, the ceilings would definitely give, and zombies would come tumbling down along with the ground they walked on.  To be underneath would mean certain death from asphyxiation if they hadn’t been crushed to death.  Even if they managed to survive they would be surrounded by plenty of the dead to finish them off.
The only safe area was the shaft itself that was constructed from crossed sleeper rails.  Gerard led Shanice up the stairs, and stood her by the side of him whilst he secured the trap door.  The rolled up rubber mat was placed in front of them shielding them for view just as the first of the zombies began to pass the window of the shed.  Both Father and daughter silently preyed that the shed would keep them hidden from view, as to be discovered meant death.  As the herd travelled past the odd zombie fell onto the shed, it had no consequence to the frame that was secured to the sleepers.  The zombies continued to move towards the shots as they rang out, as Gerard crouched behind the mat the constant monotone drone of the zombies moan filled his head and tormented him.  More and more of the zombies walked across the bunkers ceiling and slowly the strain placed against the joists started to take effect, both Gerard and Shanice could hear soil begin to push through the seams of the marine plywood covered ceilings, and eventually they gave way.
A huge crash sounded around the area as the allotment around the shed collapsed taking all the zombies that were on top of it crashing down below. Thankfully the shaft held and the shed remained in place.  The trapdoor was still bolted tight, as well as the moaning came sounds of digging as the zombies that were trapped in the soil filled bunker tried to escape, some even hissed as they scratched at the dirt.  The reminder of the zombies moved on towards the gun shots, they didn’t care about their fallen brethren; they just continued forward, many walked straight into the large hole in front of them.  It was if they couldn’t see the large hole, there wasn’t enough soil in the pit for them to climb back out and they just stood clawing upwards at thin air trying to escape.
Gerard waited for a couple of hours before he checked outside, the zombies had all moved on except those that had been trapped in the collapsed bunker, of whom many looked at the man with hatred in those dark eyes as they clawed at the earth that held them in place desperate to get at him.  Gerard ushered Shanice out of the shed and told her to keep her eyes closed whilst they moved away from some of the “bad men”.  They edged towards the fence at the allotment and headed over to the station in the distance.  Gerard remembered from his childhood how to get into the secure station from outside, and he and his friends had always been able to get in there and enjoyed looking down from the embankment wall across the entirety of their neighbourhood years ago.




2nd July, Chatsworth Plaza, London, 3:00pm
The entire group had just finished assembling in the command room for a meeting that Kathy had called earlier in the day.  After speaking with Scott and then Daryl they had decided unanimously that they would join the other six and leave the bunker tomorrow morning.  The other train survivors would now be given the opportunity to leave with everyone else, and if they chose to stay the three bunkers staff would show them the day to day workings of the bunker in order to give them a chance to survive before they left.
The chat with Morgan earlier had installed new hope for the soldier, so far she had spent her life following orders to progress up the career ladder, but now she would finally be doing something for herself.  With hope that they would come across other survivors around the country, and a possible chance of companionship with a man amongst these, she had even forgiven Jackson for spurning her advances and involving himself with the two young girls.
Now as she stood before the group she felt more at ease, and didn’t need to feel superior to the people sitting in front of her.  Even Penny had noticed a difference in the soldier as she greeted her with a smile.  Kathy addressed the group and informed them that she, Scott and Darryl would now be joining the exodus, she also went on to inform them that the safe zone exterior border had fallen, and that the soldiers were now doing everything they could to ensure Berwick wasn’t over run.  Kathy then moved directly in front of the train survivors, and addressed them as one.
“You now have a choice of leaving with us tomorrow, or staying behind and taking your chances here on your own” Kathy offered.
“Great, aren’t your orders to maintain the bunker?” the man from Jin Lees carriage asked
“Everything has collapsed, are we to stay as we are, for the rest of our lives?” Kathy asked the man.
“You’d rather go outside and risk being eaten?”
“I’d rather die trying, than die sitting here.
“Don’t let us stop you”
“Look you have to decide what you want, one by one” Kathy finished.
Without hesitation every one of them immediately voted to stay in the bunker, the scenes they had endured whilst trapped on the train had been burned into their minds and none of them wished to endure that mental torture again.  When Kathy offered them some training they refused at first until common sense kicked in and they realised they knew nothing of the workings of the facility.  Scott and Daryl led them off to teach them what they could, whilst Kathy finished up the meeting and then went to the loading bay with Morgan in tow to load a third Hummer.  They chatted whilst they made their way to the vehicle compound.
“You saw sense?” Morgan laughed as he asked her.
After nudging him and chastising him for his sarcasm she thanked him for taking the time to talk to her earlier.  She looked into his face, and to her surprise found that she quite liked his sense of humour.
“Only tagging along to cover your bony backside!” she jested
“You shouldn’t be looking at that” Morgan joked back.
They both laughed and Kathy explained to him that she had spent enough of her time in the bunker and it was time to get a life, however short it may be.  Morgan climbed into the vehicle and pulled it up next to the others, they now set about gathering the supplies to fill it.
“Need a hand?” Jackson had made them jump as he asked the question from behind him.
Jackson wasn’t alone his two shadows stood either side of him and Dave and Penny stood to the side.
“Many hands make light work” Penny chipped in.
Morgan watched Kathy’s face change at the sight of the group offering to help her and she seemed genuinely pleased they had arrived to help.  Kathy was at first surprised by the show of support by the group, she was overjoyed that they had turned up unexpectedly and most importantly for the first time in a long time she remembered how it felt for others to offer their help rather than be commanded to.  When Jackson approached Kathy on his own, she nervously played with her uniform as the young man apologised for spurning her advances
“Look, I’m sorry for earlier Kathy”
“Jackson don’t worry its forgotten”
“It wasn’t done intentionally, it just happened”
“It’s good to have you on board” Jackson added
“Thanks that means a lot” she held out her hand and shook Jacksons this time it seemed more sincere than the handshake, they had shared when meeting the first time.
One person who stayed back and chose not to chat with her was Dave and she couldn’t blame him as she had singled out Dave from the outset.  Maybe if given a chance in time he would change his mind, but she wasn’t going to force the issue. With the extra hands to help load the vehicle it didn’t take long before all of the supplies had been loaded.  Kathy excused herself and walked off to join Scott and Daryl to help them with the training for the people staying behind.  The rest of the group raided the food stores, and set about preparing a lavish going away dinner, it could be some time before they got to enjoy a peaceful meal again.
Dave couldn’t believe his luck when he came across the freezers that were marked for VIP use only, on looking inside he found a plentiful selection of steaks.  He took one of the steaks out for each person; to him it was a no brainer as far as Dave was concerned.  Noting that the same freezers also contained luxury ice creams Dave promised himself that he would be returning for desserts later.  All of the vegetables that where available for selection were either tinned or frozen, Penny was given the task of selecting which vegetables would go best with their steaks.  After some searching she found a freezer that contained chips, selecting three bags she also took a full bag of frozen green beans and a bag of frozen corn.  The girls and Jackson had already disappeared to seek out a stash of alcohol for the evening.  The VIP living quarters would be the first area to search for the three, after that they would scour the entire bunker if they had to.
Shortly after seven that evening everyone sat down to their meals in lightened spirits.  The steak went down with the group well, but Jackson instantly became the hero when he revealed his stash of spirits after they had finished the main course.  Jackson served everyone with the drink of their choice from the trolley that he had borrowed from the service compound, Dave and Penny disappeared for a short while and brought back Ice creams for everyone.  As the alcohol flowed, people who had been cagey since they arrived dropped their guards, and it seemed everyone for the first time was getting to know each other.  The train survivors who were staying behind had slowly calmed down after much gentle persuasion from Scott and Daryl, by the time Kathy had got there to help out she was quite surprised that none of them showed any hostility towards her.  She had been fearful that she would ultimately get the blame for deserting them.
What she didn’t know was that Scott had pointed out to them that by her leaving the bunker, it meant that they didn’t have to put up with her ordering them around anymore.  The drink flowed over the next few hours surprisingly the group who were staying behind were the first to leave. The incident on the train had bonded them as a group, and they were happy with each other’s company.  Since arriving in the bunker the previous day Kathy had taken them to separate quarters away from Dave, Penny and Jackson.  There was no reason for the split in where they slept at the time Kathy had hoped they would soon be joined by others that had been invited to join the facility.  The decision to split the two groups had worked out in Kathy’s favour she thought, if she had of put everyone in the same dormitory she was certain that the other group choosing to stay behind would have reacted to her news in an entirely different manner and maybe refused to accept it at all, of that she was thankful.  She wasn’t quite sure if she would have been able to leave if the group had refused to cooperate.
Kathy apologised to the group as she stood from the table, she wanted to walk around the facility one more time before leaving it behind in the morning.  She was happy when Morgan asked if she wanted some company, and she gratefully accepted his offer.  She failed to react at the two girls who sniggered as he rose to join her.  The rest of the group said they would see her in the morning, and continued with their recanting of their lives up until yesterday.  Kathy walked into each area with Morgan and checked everything over it was after all, her duty to make sure the bunker was functioning properly even if she was leaving it behind in the morning.  She intended to do her job until she left.  As they walked into the first of the VIP living quarters, she had allowed Morgan to walk in front, when she closed and locked the door behind them Morgan turned and look surprised.
“Time to start living” she stated whilst mimicking Morgan’s trademark sarcastic eyebrow
 Morgan laughed as he stood by the bed; Kathy approached him, and then pushed him to the bed, she quickly sat astride him, and Morgan didn’t resist at all.  They moved together and passionately kissed whilst they ripped at each other’s clothing, soon they would collapse in an exhausted state and not wake until the morning.




2nd July, Berwick upon Tweed, England, 9:00pm
For the soldiers stationed on the defensive wall the last few hours had been more harrowing than any other experience in their lifetimes.  The high walls that ran around the town were so high and steep that they were impossible to climb.  Many of the attacking crowd had attempted to run at the wall and haul themselves up, and each had desperately failed.  Some out of sheer frustration hurled stones or bottles at the men, nothing had reached them, they were so high up they couldn’t even hear the obscenities that were mouthed at them.
The news had come through to them earlier that the first border had fallen, and shortly after that they had watched as the mortars tore at the landscape, when the landmines started to explode they readied themselves.  With strict orders not to engage the hostile crowd in order to conserve ammunition all they could do was watch, and should anyone somehow make the climb they were to take the shot.  From their vantage point they had seen the crowd spread across the land, and converge on the small town like locusts attacking a field of wheat.
The zombie horde had finally caught up with the crowd, who had tried to flee to safety; the screams could be heard for miles in every direction.  The people that were attacked had nowhere to run so they tried to fight back with their fists, such was the power of a horde this size that each person they attacked was dead in a matter of seconds, and as there was an endless supply of noisy prey in front of them they didn’t stop to feed for long.  This meant that the people they attacked and bit reanimated at an alarming rate, in the first hour alone the horde had trebled in size.  Judging by the distance they were from the wall and at the rate they were attacking people the soldiers would still have to endure a couple more hours of the torture.  The screams and shouting grew in intensity as the horde grew nearer.
Colin Harrington sat alone in his room, he was beaten, he had been right to not want the post he now held, and ultimately hundreds of thousands of people were dead because of the choices he and his predecessor had made.  He knew that whatever they had done, that the outcome would have always been the same, but at least they would have put up some sort of fight for the people.  He had dismissed his advisors the moment the crowd had reached the wall, because to him it was now all over.  Some of the higher ranking Army officials had suggested evacuating the area in a helicopter, but Harrington had refused he accepted that the virus had won.
He had asked the officials why they would want to go and hideout in Scotland, they couldn’t give him a satisfactory answer.  Colin had one more decision to make and that was whether to authorise the release of a nuclear war head onto the horde that was nearing their position,  reports coming back from New York suggested that the zombies that were not vaporised by the napalm bomb had gone on to attack more of the country.  Even if the nuclear bomb worked the area would be a death zone for many years to come with the radiation levels taking over thirty years to reduce to a level where humans may survive.  Colin loved his country so much that he knew he couldn’t authorise a strike.
The screams from below had got worse and the horde was nearly upon them, the deep monotone moan escaped their lungs and hung in the air to torment the soldiers.  The screams and the whimpering of the crowd below was painstaking to listen to, given the choice they would prefer to open fire and put them out of their misery before they were attacked.  Fortunately they were too high up the wall to see the devastation that was occurring on the floor below them, and to the soldiers the sounds were enough to drive them insane.
All that were left in the crowd now were thousands, and it wouldn’t be long before the zombies would be upon the group at the front of the gate.  In order to escape they needed a miracle and one man now threw himself to the floor, hoping that he wasn’t being watched from inside the gates he hoped that all eyes would now be on the approaching horde.  He had been carrying something wrapped in a bundle of rags and now he chose to unwrap it.  Inside the rags was a mortar launch tube that he had removed from a soldier after clubbing him to death with a rock, he had thought that at some point the launcher would come in handy and he had even brought two mortars that he had found with him.  He aimed the mortar at the hinge on the big metal gates and cleared the crowd from the mortars path; he dropped the mortar into its launcher and watched as at point blank range the gate disappeared as well as some of the wall.  He was not at all slowed by the fact that he had killed fifty odd people from the point blank explosion; he was more worried about the tank as its turret searched for him.  He reloaded the tube aiming directly at the tank as the turret found him, the man dropped his mortar shell into the launcher just before the tank fired, and in the two seconds after their action both were destroyed.
The crowd surged forwards through the hole that the mortar had made, and were greeted by a barrage of semi automatic fire.  The soldiers up on the wall had been ordered to rappel down and help defend the town.  Still after thousands of rounds had been spent the crowd rushed forward, some fool had found a hand grenade on a fallen soldier and removed the pin, before he could throw the grenade his body was ripped apart from the assault rifle fire.  The grenade dropped to the floor and rolled backwards to the wall, it then detonated and ripped a further hole for people to pour through.  The last of the crowd poured through, and these were followed by the first of the zombies, the so called impregnable wall had now been breached. The soldiers in the square fired the guns into the crowd the zombies didn’t go down as easy as the humans had.  Within ten minutes all of the ammunition had been spent, the zombies moved forward.  The soldiers that came from the top of the wall were attacked immediately; some were still attached to their rappel lines others were just dragged to the ground whilst firing their weapons.
All that was left for the remaining soldiers without ammunition was to run or hide, many chose to run.  Of the few that hid some got lucky in that the zombies passed them by, others were stumbled upon and quickly died.
Now at the end of the town sat Colin Harrington, he had just been informed that the front had fallen and the town would soon be over run with zombies, his advisors attempted to get him to leave with no success.  Colin had given up running he had sent his advisors and the cowardly generals away, for all he cared they could escape in their helicopter it was of no concern to him.  The screams from the town’s population grew as the zombies shuffled their way through the town, they destroyed every human life in front of them, they did not stop to feed upon their prey, as bullets fired at them still held their attention, they would not stop until all the noise had subsided.  Finally the zombies reached the end of the town just one man stood before them just twenty yards from the front of the horde, they surged towards him as one and just before they reached him he stuck the hand gun up under his chin and fired.  The noise had stopped and finally the zombies could stop to feed, in no time at all the town was stripped of all human flesh.




3rd July, Chatsworth Plaza, London, 7:45am
The three vehicles sat in a straight line, waiting for the retracting doors to power up so that they could open them.  The group of nine were nervous about venturing out into the unknown, and now stood around the lead vehicle talking to one another and trying to calm each other’s nerves.  Since the group had now grown from six to nine the future had begun to seem a little more positive, and with the military experience that the additional three people offered the group as a whole would now stand more of a chance whenever trouble arose.
For the three of the facility staff to have abandoned their supposed posts they risked the threat of a court martial should the Army find them.  That one factor had determined the vote when the group had decided on their planned route.  The overall feeling of the group was that wherever they went, that it should be away from London, and to stay away from any other city or Army facility.  In smaller towns or villages they would struggle against the numbers of zombies, to go into a city and fight the numbers there would be nothing but suicide.
With a large map sprawled out in front of them across a table, Jackson had immediately pointed out to an area on the map in Essex.  His reserve unit had travelled a lot to this area on training exercises, the nearby towns were small, and each was either split by countryside or the estuary. The remainder of the group listened, and in turn each had given suggestions of areas they knew.  After all of the nine had spoken, a vote was called for, Jackson’s choice won by a majority in the secret ballot.  The only other votes had been for Kathy’s choice of the Lake District, and despite finishing second she was pleased that others had voted for her and listened to her opinion.
The chosen route was a simple one, on exiting the bunker tunnel, they would exit a masquerade train service depot, and it was situated just before West Ham train station.  The depot exit would deliver them onto the elevated train lines, which should be clear of any zombies and hopefully abandoned trains; from here they would travel the length of the tracks to Hadleigh.
The countdown to the gates powering up reached zero, and the heavy locking mechanism retracted, all they had to do now was activate the remote door button that would instantly begin to retract the folding doors.  Kathy out of habit went to salute Morgan, he immediately eased her arm down, gave her a wink and grinned, he finally bent forward and gave her a tender kiss on her cheek.  Kathy at first was shocked by Morgan’s open show of affection, and then as it subsided she smiled.
For the first time in a long time she was beginning to feel alive, for so long she had been a prisoner of her own making, and shackled by the responsibility she had for far too long let govern everything she had done.   She had surprised herself when Morgan had managed to break through her hard exterior, she had been programmed to obey orders all of her life, and to be disobeying one for the first time ever left her feeling exhilarated.  When her two colleagues had backed her decision to leave the compound she felt that she was able to justify her decision to walk away and leave the bunker forever.
Over the past three days new bonds, friendships and even relationships had formed, Kathy didn’t really want to be in a separate vehicle away from Morgan, but with everyone else involved with one another, it made travelling arrangements awkward.  She could have chosen to leave Daryl and Scott on their own and get in the same vehicle as Morgan, she wasn’t however ready to test her relationship with Dave yet, and wasn’t sure whether he would welcome her with open arms.
The metal door had fully retracted and it was time for the three Humvee’s to leave.  Kathy’s vehicle was lead, and slowly idled up the tunnel.  They would now travel up a tunnel for a distance of two miles, until they came across another set of retracting doors leading to the outside world.  In order to remain as safe as possible they would have to turn off their engines for a full hour once they reached the doors.  This would ensure that any zombies attracted by the noise of the approaching engines, would become disillusioned, and wander off before they attempted to leave the Chatsworth bunker for good.
Whilst driving through the lit tunnel Dave started to recognise sections of the patterned and coloured metal walls.  Over half of the tunnel appeared to be constructed of replica fittings of those used at recent underground renovations.  He had thought at first that he was imagining things, and when he thought more about where the money came from to build these bunkers the answer was obvious.  Every government for the last ten years, and maybe more had seen every major development programme overspend by millions.  Examples of this were the Channel Tunnel, Wembley Stadium, the Millennium Dome, and the Olympic Stadium, the list in fact was endless.  All of the overspends must have been on legitimate materials, that were just massive over orders, and many of those over ordered materials must have been used to construct the twenty six bunkers.
In no time at all even at the speed they crawled at, the vehicles reached their destination and they now sat outside of the exit doors.  Kathy pulled the Humvee to a halt and got out, she moved straight to the second vehicle which Morgan was driving.  By the time Morgan had stepped out of his cab Kathy had been joined by Daryl and Scott.  Daryl gave Kathy a playful slap across the shoulder and immediately said to her
“Make me a happy man and travel in the second car”.
She smiled back at Daryl before refusing the request.
“I can’t leave you two on your own”.
Scott laughed at her answer and added.
“We’ve seen enough of you to last a lifetime since our postings”.
Daryl turned to Morgan and happy informed him.
“Looks like you’ve got yourself a gunner”.
Kathy gave up on the argument and shrugged towards Morgan who just smiled back at her.
All nine of the group climbed out the armoured vehicles, and gathered together.  They would be in radio contact with one another whilst on their journey, so they didn’t need to go over plans again.  Instead the group used the time to hug and embrace one another.
Gerard and Shanice had spent the night sleeping on top of a stack of empty pallets which were stacked next to the train service depot.  It had not been comfortable, but the elevated station and tracks were safer than being at ground level.  He had tried in vain to break into the depot, and after two hours he had given up.  Gerard had conceded defeat that he and Shanice, would have to sleep out in the open just for the evening.  Five minutes ago the sound of an idling engine below him had woke him up, yet now it was silent.  He wondered if he had imagined it, but something deep down inside of him told him it wasn’t his imagination, and that it had indeed been an engine, and now he was sure that it was more than one.
He gently woke Shanice, and helped her climb down to the ground, and they checked both sides of the tracks, which were clear.  He hurried her to the edge of the station platform which was all closed up and locked.  They now stood at the end of the platform, looking back into the distance at the depot doors.  Before they left Gerard wanted to see what had made the noise, a running engine meant that others were alive.  For a long time the father and daughter stood at the end of the station platform, Gerard had almost given up hope of seeing what had made the noise.  Suddenly there was a noise as the large metal doors began to open, it took a couple of minutes for the doors to fully retract and as they did, three armoured Humvee’s exited the fake depot entrance, and began to head towards the train station.  The first vehicles occupants were so preoccupied watching the tracks ahead that they nearly drove past the couple standing on the station platform.
Daryl stamped down on the breaks and brought the Humvee to a sudden halt, he wound down the window, to check he had seen two people standing there to the side.  Before he could say anything the girl, ran from the older man’s grip and ran to the window, the little pink ribbon tied in her hair fluttered in the wind as she approached Daryl.  The man she had run from tried to call her back he seemed scared to approach the armoured jeep.  The young girl offered Daryl and infectious smile as she reached the window
“Hi honey, what’s your name?” Daryl greeted her
“Hi mister my names Shanice, and that’s my Daddy over there” she said as she pointed at the scared man.
“Well my name is Daryl, and this is Scott” Scott gave a little wave to Shanice
“Tell me Shanice what’s your Daddy’s name?” Daryl asked her.
“It’s Gerard”
“Have you or your Dad been bitten?” Scott asked Shanice.
“No we haven’t” answered Gerard as he approached the vehicle.
“Well Gerard, Shanice it’s your lucky day we have two spare seats if you’d like to come with us?” Daryl offered them with a smile.
Gerard paused he didn’t like the thought of a fleet of armoured cars creeping out of a secret entrance during the middle of a zombie apocalypse.  It took the other cars doors to open and the rest of the group to climb out before Gerard stopped looking for a sinister motive behind the sudden appearance of human life.
“Yes we would like that very much” Gerard told Daryl.
Shanice followed her father and greeted the rest of the group, she was glad that the world wasn’t just full of the “bad men”.  Kathy invited them to jump in the front car with Daryl and Scott, and that they would be able to chat later when they found somewhere safe to stop.  Everyone climbed back inside the Humvee’s and they were soon on their way along the train tracks heading for Hadleigh.
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