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 Chapter 1  

Nightmare

"Run! They’re coming for us!" one of the pedestrian shouted to the public across the parking lot as he saw a group of fast running walkers rushing towards him. I heard women screaming, children crying and more shouting from the men as they tried to protect their wives and children from getting harmed. I wished I could help them, but I just couldn’t, they were too many. So I ran like a coward to my truck, for my life, for doing nothing. I started my truck and drove away. I saw dead bodies everywhere but within few hours the bodies would disappear. No they were not dumped away. They moved. They came back to life. I couldn't imagine seeing a friend, who was your best friend, dying and eventually die, then they came back to life losing controlled of your own self-conscious, acted aggressively and killed you the moment he saw you. That wasn't fun at all. Why? Killing your best friend wasn't something you wanted. A best friend was like another half of your self. Like brothers. You went through easy and hard times together. You probably even grew up since childhood together. There were bittersweet memories that you couldn't forget and to throw it like that just because he was one of them. I blamed the virus. It created an immortal life rooted an evil. We had no choice but to eliminate all of them at all cost. Best friend or not best friend. But the memories stayed forever.

It all started when a scientist name Dr. Edward O’Neil tested the virus on a sick dog. It was broadcasted live on television on a famous science channel called From Newton’s Lab, when it was done. Theoretically the virus was made to fight against every type of disease in the body, including HIV. However, the test had failed. The dog died, or they thought so at that moment but it came back to life after for at least few minutes. They were happy the dog came back to life, they thought it worked but one of the scientist said, "The eyes turned dark red . . . Why is the dog growling?" It was there the outbreak had begun, the dog started biting everyone. There were all seven scientists inside the lab. One of them almost lost an arm. None of them survived from that massacre, the dog had escaped from the lab and brought the virus to the entire Newton’s building. They all became the living dead. That’s all I could remember, because I watched the channel back then.

The virus went so lightning viral that I heard from the local news on the radio it has already spread in most part of Europe, Asia, Africa and Australia. I wondered how could it get that far. I remembered watching the news broadcasted live two days ago that Germany airplane, Germanwings that crashed at Royal Brunei International Airport. The virus inside the plane infected the whole crew and passengers. One of the pilot survived the virus but not for long. He managed to land the plane but unfortunately it went out of control and it hit the main entrance at the main airport building. Half of the plane’s mid section entered the building. There was a huge cracked at the mid section, and all the walkers escaped through the cracked. The whole people at the airport were zombified, including the reporters themselves. 

I have been running and moving around to escape from this madness. This cycle kept on repeating each day and even weeks. I have nowhere to go. I am tired of running. How long I have to stay like this? I need to do something. Something that would stop this madness, but no matter how many times I tried to convince myself to be strong, in the end I would always fail. The fear inside me getting stronger as days passing by. I am too afraid, too stupid to think, to think that I could act willingly according to what my heart wanted me to do. This was not what my mother wanted. I remembered she told me about being a man. A man must be strong enough and brave, to protect the one he loved. She said how could a man be a man if he could not even stand on his own feet, let alone to defend himself. If you wanted to be a real man, you need to go for it, never looked back, keep on going until you reached to that point, embraced it, never let go. Then you can be a protector to your family. Well to be honest, those words from my mother were actually stung me a bit but at the same time it made me thought really far and wanted to embrace it too.

I am not married. Well lucky for me that I did not have to worry about getting my wife and my children killed. I have lost contact with my family, cousins and friends. I could only pray for them, that was, if only they were still alive. Maybe I and the people I saw earlier at the supermarket were the only few surviving people. I must admit there was no end to this. We tried to fight but instead we lost our precious life, the life that came from God, not the life created by the virus. Who would come to our rescue? This pandemic has probably become the worst disaster ever to have struck humanity since The Black Death that ravaged Europe between 1347 and 1351. Worldwide the Black Death killed 40 million people. The disease probably started in China. It was transmitted to Europeans when a Kipchak (Mongol) raiding party catapulted infected corpses into Genoese trading centre in the Crimea. I'm Travis Williams and now, I have only one mission to end all of this once and for all. To find the cure. The question was, "How?"

Chapter 2 

 A Bright New Day

I arrived home about twenty-five minutes later. I lived in an abandoned apartment, well; I owned the whole apartment since no one lived there anymore. It was a famous place, before it was left in ruined as the apartment offer a view of oceanic green cornfield in front of it. I get rid of the dead bodies before it turned into “one of them”, burnt them away. I put traps around my flat, dug few holes about twenty feet deep, just in case those walkers infiltrated the area, bells would rang if they stepped on some strings that I have set up to inform me of their presence. They would fall in the hole and this made my work easier in the process of wiping them out. Set them on fire. I have divided the flat into sections such as playroom, library, food storage, dobby, workshop, gym, cinema, music room, prayer room, weapon storage and museum; where I put antiques anywhere I could find on my journey. It took me like almost two years to renovate the whole apartment by my self. Yeah, it sounded amazing, but pretty much a mammoth pain to get it done. I rarely come and enter some of the rooms except for cinema, music and library. Almost every night I played the same music, Fly Me To The Moon by Frank Sinatra. At least that’s what I thought, to leave earth and moved to the moon.

I went to my bedroom, took off my clothes wearing only my speedo, and lie on my back in my bed. Feeling tired, then came this four-legged creature barking towards me, greeting and licking on my face. It was my dog. I called him Prince. He has a light brown fur and enjoyed any types of food I gave him. I found him at the pet store, trapped under a cabinet. I helped him out and decided to take him with me. He has been a loyal friend and we have been together for about three years now. I took a nap but turned out to be a very deep sleep. I woke up the next day, the time on my bedroom wall clock showed 7.14 AM in the morning. I saw Prince still sleeping on the floor. I feel hungry, but I have to go urinate first. Then afterwards I go to the food storage room. I have quite few choices, instant noodles, canned sardines, corn beef, cuttle fish, fries, red beans, cereals, milk, juices, just too many to mention. I got all of these from visiting random shops and supermarkets. Took all the food with me for stocks. Yes, for free. The world outside seemed to be dead as I watched out through the window. All cities and towns were left behind, leaving the undead wandering around days and nights. Sometimes I thought this could be it. The end of humanity. Doomsday.

It came out to my mind about revenge. Revenge on all of this crap, on this plague and madness. I really have no idea how I want to start but whatever it was, it has to end. I will have to take the risk, no matter what. But the more I thought of it, this has nothing to do with revenge. This was a problem that needs to be solved by a sane human with good mentality like me. I used to be working as a trucker under a company named Terrance Howard Mill. My job was to transfer newly made planks to nearby carpenter and hardware stores. The longest journey was about 40 miles away and I have to do this five times in a week since the demand of planks and wooden material were very high back then, but now, I am a free man and what I need now was courage. 

I have been thinking of going out there alone and become a human savior or better yet how I wanted to call my self as a hero. Doing the job to eradicate all the walkers I have found on my way and proud to called my self and shouted loudly on top of my truck saying, "I’m Travis, the Undead Slayer!" Sounds powerful to me or probably stupid, as that would attract more walkers to come and get me. I have studied them more closely since the past two years. You know what I mean. Those walkers. Their faces were pale. Bluish, greenish and sometimes darkish worm like veins obviously visible on their skin. Skin was cold as ice and their blood were pitch black. This surprised me in my studies about them. I experimented on a dead body, well not really touching it but watching from a far view from my apartment that some hungry walkers caught a new victim or a fresh human I called it. I saw his guts were torn apart while screaming in agony for helped. He died. Red blood everywhere. They left the body in about half an hour. I was still watching curiously, waiting and counting for how many minutes he required to be one of them. Bam! One hundred and twenty minutes. Exactly two hours from the time he got bitten, he got up again. Only then I noticed the hole in his gut were covered with dark liquid. Oozing down to his jeans. The virus affected the blood and turned the color dark. My discovery also found that they were blind. Their eyes were almost red, the pupil and iris were redish translucent. Even though they were blind, the sense of their hearing was enhanced. They were very sensitive to sound. They could hear footsteps as far as three meters and reacted immediately to the source of the sound. Lesson from this? Never get near them within range of three meters if you tried to sneak in front of them. Not only that, they could smell us. Fresh humans. This could be very tricky. 
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