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“In the future,
you'll simply jump into your car, turn on the Internet, turn on a movie and sit
back and relax and turn on the automatic pilot, and the car will drive itself.”


– Michio Kaku
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CHAPTER
1


Year 2061, May 14th – Time before the end of the worlds: 2 days ago … 


Like most people in the year 2061, Erick was a programmer. Many jobs
were performed by robots, but programming was still something humans had to do.
The pay was good, good enough to sustain his entire family. Speaking of family,
Erick hadn’t heard from his brother Jake in two days. This was weird because
Jake usually veeded almost every other hour, which
Erick could see instantly on his contact lens. Much like tweeting of the early
2000’s, veeding was the posting of a short video to
your list of friends, except in the form of a video and however long you
wanted.


Other than his brother, Erick didn’t hang out with many people. When he
was programming, he needed to focus and would often stay in his house for weeks
without leaving. He would even turn off the news feed on his contact lens
because it was too distracting. The only one he kept on was the feed from his
brother because, well, it was the only person he knew and he liked to keep in
touch with him. At least Jake didn’t veed every other
minute like a lot of people did. 


He tried calling, but there was no answer. He decided to leave the
house for a change and go to his brother’s apartment to see if everything was
fine. They lived only a 20 minute walk from each other, in a small town outside
of Myrtle Beach.


As Erick stepped onto the front porch, he noticed the town was very
quiet. It was a nice change from the computer fans running in his house. He
probably had the biggest computers in town because he needed the most powerful
processors that existed to do his programming. He had three computers, each
with 168 gigahertz and 50 cores. They were still about the same size as a
standard desktop from the early 2000’s, but this was pretty big considering
most people simply had contact lenses and an Esheet.


He hadn’t smelled fresh air in weeks and it felt great. He decided to
walk to his brother’s place because he really needed the exercise.


Jake lived on the second floor of a big apartment building. As Erick
arrived in front of the apartment’s door, he knocked, but there was no answer.
He knocked again even louder, so loud that the entire floor could hear it.


“Oops, guess I knocked a little too hard,” he told himself.


There was still no answer, but someone at the other end of the hallway
popped up and started walking slowly towards him. The guy looked really strange
and he was walking very slowly with one leg dragging on the floor. Erick could
hear the guy moaning and it was really creeping him
out. He just remembered he had his brother’s key in his wrist’s chip. The door
had been unlocked ever since he approached it. He stepped inside and closed the
door, which locked itself automatically.


“Phew, that guy was really weird.”


Maybe it was nothing, after all Erick was easily paranoid as he rarely
got out of the house. He was overly cautious about things. He didn’t trust
anyone and didn’t like to talk to strangers.


“Jake are you here?” he shouted.


Nothing. Not a sound actually. It was
extremely hot in the apartment, the air conditioning wasn’t on. It looked like
his brother hadn’t been there for days. He looked on his contact lens to see
Jake’s last veed. It was just a comment about the
Giant’s last game two days ago, complaining that they lost.


He remembered that he also had Jake’s GPS location in his contact, so
he checked. The contact lens worked with thoughts, he only had to think about
what he wanted and it appeared.


It showed “GPS Location Unavailable”


He rarely checked his brother’s GPS, so he didn’t know if that was
normal or not. It was weird though, that his brother would just disappear. No
call, no veed, no sign of him anywhere. His brother
was the only person he knew in the world. He was starting to get a little
worried. It wasn’t like Jake to just leave town without letting him know.


As he was wondered what to do, he thought he heard little knocks on the
front door. He stopped and listened for a while, but the knocks seemed to stop.
His feet were tired from the short walk to Jake’s apartment, so he decided to
call his car to pick him up. Walking was not something he did often. He
realized it wasn’t very good for his health, but it didn’t matter because he
made so much money doctors could fix pretty much anything. People lived for so
long that scientists weren’t even able to estimate a life expectancy anymore.
Last he saw on the news, the oldest person was 160 years old and in great
shape. While waiting for his car he heard knocking on the door again, at least
that’s what it sounded like. He walked towards the door and looked through the
peep hole. 


“Oh my god!”


He backed away from the door, tripped and fell on the floor.


It was the old, creepy man standing and moaning right in front of the
door. The guy must have been at least 125 years old and he looked ugly as hell.
Erick got back up and slowly walked towards the door. He calmly approached the
peep hole and looked in it again. The old man was still there, moaning and
knocking on the door with his head like a mentally ill person.


“What do you want?!” Erick yelled.


The old man didn’t respond.


“Go away or I’m going to call the police!” Erick yelled again.


The old creepy man didn’t seem to care what Erick shouted. He just
lingered and kept trying to walk through the door like it was open. Erick
decided he had enough and he called the police. The phone rang, but there was no
answer.


“How can the police not answer the phone?” he wondered.


Erick really didn’t know his best option. Should he confront the old
man or try to get out of the apartment through the balcony? It was the second
floor, so quite high, but still feasible to climb down using the balcony
barriers.


After a short reflection, Erick opened the door, pushed the old man and
ran outside. Fortunately his car arrived in the driveway. He got in as quickly
as possible and shouted, “Home!”


Once home, he sat in his couch and took some time to digest what had
just happened.


“Where the hell is my brother?”


“What is going on?”









CHAPTER
2


Erick was disturbed by his brother’s disappearance, but he didn’t let it
stop him from working. He had a deadline for his latest program and he wasn’t
the kind of guy to deliver late. He always worried for nothing, so he figured
it was probably nothing. Besides, his brother was perfectly capable of taking
care of himself. After all, Jake was 25 years old. He got back to work on his
computer, hoping Jake was fine and would probably contact him soon enough. His
program was almost done, only a few more hours of work.


After a long day of work and his program finally finished, Erick made
himself some supper. There were robots available for cooking, but they didn’t
do a good job and he liked to cook anyway. He made himself some fish and chips,
sat at the table and turned on the TV. He had been so busy with work that he
hadn’t turned on the TV in two days. The television was part of the wall and
took up the entire dining room’s back wall.


“This is an emergency broadcast message. This is not test. If you are
at home, stay there and lock all the doors. A virus is spreading across the nation.
We believe the virus is contagious. If you are not at home, go home or to a
friend’s home, stay there until further notice. We recommend citizens to wash
their hands thoroughly as often as possible. Pease check the government’s
website for the latest updates. Message recorded on May 12th. This
is an emergency broadcast …”


Erick’s jaw dropped. A wad of chewed fries tumbled out of his open
mouth as he sat staring at the screen for about 5 minutes, with the message
repeating. He couldn’t believe what he just heard. It seemed like this wasn’t a
joke. He went through all the channels and the same message was broadcasting.
Then he realized the creepy, old man he pushed must had been infected! He also
realized that he ate some fries with his bare hands!


“HOLY SHIT!” he exclaimed as he ran to the bathroom, washed his hands
thoroughly and put a finger in the back of his throat to make himself puke. He
then took off all of his clothes and hopped in the shower.


He washed his body like never before, almost emptying the entire bottle
of soap. The water was so hot it was scorching his skin, but it didn’t matter
because he wanted to remove all traces of anything he had touched outside.


After his shower, he didn’t want to leave his bathroom or touch
anything in his house. Not until the Roomba cleaned everything, but it was
downstairs. Though it operated every day at 9 a.m., it could also activate with
voice command. He screamed as loud as he could, “Roomba, wash!” He waited a few
seconds, to see if he could hear it exit the charging station. It didn’t. He
tried again, “Roomba, wash!” Nothing …


Still in the shower, he wondered how bad that virus was. Was it really
worth all this trouble? He browsed the Internet through his contact lens,
looking for more information. What he found was quite disturbing. There were
dozens of veeds of people running everywhere, getting
bitten and eaten by these other slow walking people. One video showed the city
of New York in total chaos, everybody running everywhere, police shooting these
undead people. It looked like doomsday. What was
strange though, was that almost all the videos were from two days ago, on May
12th. There were no veeds from May 14th
or even the day before. He decided to stay in the bathroom until the next day. Until the Roomba would finish cleaning the house.


After a long night trying to sleep in the bathtub, Erick finally heard
the Roomba doing its work downstairs. It took the robot about one hour to clean
the entire house. It could climb the stairs. It was a sophisticated robot. Erick’s stomach was rumbling, he was so hungry. He made
himself throw up and hadn’t eaten since lunch the day before. He waited
impatiently for the robot to finish its job … 


After the Roomba finished cleaning the house, Erick went to his bedroom
to get some fresh clothes and then downstairs for breakfast. It felt so good to
finally eat something. As he ate, he browsed the Internet in the hope of
finding more recent updates on the virus outbreak. He browsed through hundreds
of videos and news feeds until he finally found a veed
that was taken the night before. It was a video of a girl talking to the
camera:


“If anybody else is out there, please contact me. My dad, my mom and my
two sisters are dead, or at least they look dead. I was doing homework in my
bedroom two days ago when my mom burst in my room and jumped on me. She was
trying to bite me, but I pushed her in the closet and closed the door. It seems
like she is still alive in there, but I’m scared. Please help,
I don’t know what to do. I can see other undead
people walking in the streets, I’m scared they will see me and try to come and
bite me. Tell me I’m not the only survivor, there must be other people alive
out there! Please contact me if you are still alive.”


The veed indicated she was from Richmond,
Virginia. Not too far from Erick’s home, maybe a 3 to 4 hour drive, but it was
too late to go there that afternoon. Especially since the girl mentioned there
were these undead people walking everywhere in the
streets. From the videos he saw of New York, it seemed like big cities were hit
pretty hard. They looked crowded with undead. This
could be a dangerous road trip to take.


Erick hadn’t had a girlfriend in five years, he was 26 back then. He’d
always been pretty shy with girls, but it looked like that girl was in danger.
He decided to reply:


“Hi, my name is Erick and I am alive here in South Carolina. Are you
still doing ok out there? Is there a lot of undead
people where you are?”


It took 5 minutes for her to reply back:


“Hi Erick, my name is Hannah. I’m fine for now, but I don’t know how
long it’s going to take until one of these undead
come in my house. There are now hundreds of them in the streets outside my
house. It seems like they may be attracted by my family making noise. My mom is
in my closet and the rest of my family is in the basement and they are making a
lot of noise. I really don’t know what to do, I’m scared. What should I do?”


It looked like she was in trouble. What should she do with her undead family? He couldn’t possibly tell her to try and
kill them. That would be too dangerous. Who knew how to actually kill them
anyway? From the veeds he saw, there were some of
these undead with their arms missing and they were
still walking. Some of them had their guts hanging out of their chest and
others had no legs, but were still trying to crawl on the ground. It didn’t
look like there was any easy way to kill them. Maybe if they had no head
anymore they would die. After all, he hadn’t seen any of them walking around
with no head. Still, telling this girl to try and kill her family all on her
own seemed like a very dangerous plan. What if they found a cure? However, if
she didn’t kill them, it could potentially attract hundreds of undead outside her house. Erick’s parents died a long time
ago and he remembered how much it hurt. He didn’t want to put her in that
situation. He didn’t even know where his own brother was. Erick was puzzled. He
had no idea how to help this girl.









CHAPTER
3


“Why didn’t I catch the virus? Where is my brother? Is he alive? Where
is everyone in town? Should I go help that girl?” The more questions Erick
asked himself, the more puzzled he became.


It seemed like pretty much everyone was dead, or actually undead. Maybe he was immune or something. If there were
still lots of people alive, why wouldn’t they veed
anything? It couldn’t possibly be just him and Hannah alive. Or could it?


After much reflection, Erick decided to try and find his brother before
saving a stranger. He went upstairs in his bedroom and grabbed his 9mm from his
closet. He had a box of about 100 bullets and 2 clips. Even though Erick didn’t
like guns, he still was a very cautious person and always kept one in the
house. It had been a while since he fired it, but he was confident he would be
able to use it if the need arose. After all, it was simple, he just had to
shoot and the bullet would aim automatically. He also grabbed a box of energy
bars. He liked those bars because they were a quick meal replacement while
programming, so he always had a couple of boxes in the house. He finally
grabbed his Life Saver water bottle and put everything in a backpack. He then
sent a quick veed to Hannah: 


“Hang in there Hannah. I am on my way to help you, just as soon as I
find my brother.”


Erick hopped on his car and said, “2546 Barnett Street.” If there was
one place where his brother could be, it was his girlfriend’s house. Jake had a
new girlfriend and they had been together only a couple of weeks. The thought
hadn’t come to him before, being traumatized by the undead
old man.  The car started and was on his way to his brother’s girlfriend,
it was only a 7 minute drive.


As the car was driving, Erick noticed a few undead
people walking around here and there. He probably just didn’t notice them
before when he went to his brother’s apartment. There was no sign of any live
people anywhere. He wondered if his brother made it. If so, how come he didn’t
attempt to contact him?


“Arriving at destination, on your right,” the car said as it parked itself.


Before exiting the car, he looked carefully all around to make sure
there were no undead people. It looked completely
deserted. He grabbed his gun, got out of the car and started walking towards
the house. It was a relatively small house, probably a couple of bedrooms. As
he approached the front door he wondered if he should knock. He put his ear on
the door to see if he could hear anything. There was absolutely no sound. He
tried to open the door, but it was obviously locked. 


“You are not authorized to open this door,” said the alarm system.


“Damn it!” he yelled.


“How am I supposed to get in the house with this
alarm system?! My brother is probably dead …” he collapsed on the ground
and started crying.


“Jake!” he screamed.


“JAAAKKKEEE!!!” he screamed even louder.


His brother didn’t seem to be there, but other people were attracted to
his yelling. There were three undead that appeared
out of nowhere and were walking toward him. They were about 20 feet away and
closing in relatively fast. 


Erick grabbed his gun, set the aim function to “head”, and shot three
bullets without hesitation. Two of the undead
collapsed on the ground, with bits of their head and parts of their brain
spilling all over the place. It seemed aiming for the head was successful.
However, the third undead was still walking at the
same pace towards Erick. The bullet had caught its eye and exited on the side
of the head. The automatic aiming was not perfect, you still had to aim in the
direction of your target and aim relatively well. Otherwise the bullet didn’t
have time to redirect itself to hit its objective. The closer you were to your
target, the better you had to aim. The undead was
about 10 feet away when Erick aimed for the head as best he could and shot four
times in its direction. Only a bullet to the head was required to completely
explode it. Pieces of its brain flew everywhere and a small chunk landed on
Erick’s shirt. It seemed like these walking corpses were in decomposition. 


“Disgusting,” he told himself and puked on the lawn.


That was the second puking in two days. He hoped it wouldn’t be
something he had to get used to.


His shirt and pants were full of blood.


“So much for trying to disinfect myself earlier …”


He removed his shirt, trying not to touch his head with it and he took
off his jeans. Good thing it wasn’t too cold, it was actually a very hot day.
He looked on his contact lens to see that it was actually 90 degrees. He stood
on the grass wearing only his boxers.


Not really knowing what to do next, he returned in his car and sat there
for a while. After five minutes of thinking, he said “Wal-Mart” and the car
started driving. His contact lens indicated that Wal-Mart was only a 3 minute
drive away. He needed some new clothes and if he were to try and save Hannah,
he needed more ammunition. He had already used six bullets to kill three undead and Hannah said there were hundreds of them outside
her house. He definitely needed more bullets, which any good Wal-Mart carried.


After 2 minutes of driving, the car stopped suddenly. There was an undead standing right in the middle of the road, 6 feet in
front of the car. These automated cars would stop to let pedestrians pass when
one was on the street.


“Damn it, I hope there won’t be too many of them on the road to
Hannah’s or it’s going to be a long ride.”


Without hesitation he got out of the car and was ready to shoot it in
the head.


“Damn it! If I shoot it this close the car will be full of blood …”


So he quickly walked away from his car to attract the undead. It followed him very slowly. After walking about 30
feet from his car, and the undead
being about 15 feet away from himself and the car, he shot it in the head. The undead immediately collapsed on the ground. Erick and his
car were free of blood. He got back in his car, but it wouldn’t drive.


“Please put your seatbelt on.”


“Stupid car, I don’t think seatbelts are really that necessary
at the moment …”


Obliged by his car to put his seatbelt on, he complied and the car
started driving again. He must have been distracted by all this undead killing and forgot to put his seatbelt on.


30 seconds later, the car stopped again. He could see the Wal-Mart,
along with lots of people … 


“Holy crap! That’s where everybody is, or at
least, was …”









CHAPTER
4


There were hundreds of undead all around Wal-Mart.
It seemed like that’s where the whole town was when the virus struck. It made
sense, everybody wanted to gather up on supplies when they saw the emergency
broadcast. Erick was in trouble, there were hundreds of them only 30-40 feet in
front of the car and a dozen really close, only 6 feet from the car. There was
no manual overdrive on these cars. They had stopped making manual cars 15 years
ago. There wasn’t even a steering wheel.


“Stupid car!”


“What the hell am I supposed to do now?!”


The undead started to surround Erick’s car.
They weren’t really strong enough to break the windows, but his vehicle was
almost surrounded. He quickly grabbed his backpack, plunged in the back of the
car and shouted, “Trunk!” The trunk opened and he immediately got out of the
car. Fortunately, his car was a hatchback. He ran as fast as he could for 2
minutes, he then turned and looked behind him. He was safe. The undead were far away walking in his direction, but he had
no car and was still almost completely naked. It was going to be a long walk
home … 


After a three hour walk home, his legs were aching. Erick really wasn’t
used to walking that much. He went upstairs in his bedroom and plunged in his
bed. It felt great and he slept until the next morning, when his contact lens
woke him up with a new veed notification. It was
Hannah:


“Hi Erick, I hope you are still alive. I’m still pretty much living
upstairs in my parents’ bedroom. I don’t want to go to my room because my mom
is in the closet and I’m scared to go downstairs because there are all these undead all around the house. I really don’t know what to
do. I have enough food and water here to last for days and probably weeks, but
this is no way to live. What if they successfully break in? My mom is still
going strong in the closet … She is making so much noise. They seem to have
unlimited energy. Please help me! I don’t know what to do.”


“I have to save this girl,” Erick told himself.


All of Erick’s attempts to do anything had, so far, completely failed. He
tried to find his brother—unsuccessful.  He tried to stock up on ammo from
Wal-Mart—unsuccessful. At least he was still alive. But he needed a win. If he
could save Hannah it would boost his morale.


How would he reach her? It was a challenge just to go to Wal-Mart.
There would probably be thousands of undead on the
road between him and Hannah. He had another car in his garage, but it was
good-for-nothing. These automated cars were way too dangerous. He almost died
the day before because of his stupid car. These high tech cars were completely
useless in this chaos, what he needed was a good old manual car. The only
manual vehicles that existed were either collectable or race cars. He knew one
of his neighbors had a car collection with a race car
from the 2030’s. It could go 300 miles per hour, but only do 1,000 miles on one
charge. Since Hannah’s house was about 350 miles away, making a 700 mile round
trip, Erick figured he should be fine. He put on some fresh clothes, grabbed
his backpack and went to his neighbor’s house. 


It was a big two-storey house, probably around 4,000 square feet. The
car was in the garage around the back. All cars since the 30’s
worked with a chip to turn it on. You just needed to approach the car and it
would detect who you are, unlock itself and start on its own. Erick hoped that
the owner would still be in his home so he could shoot it in the head and cut
his arm off to bring only the arm to the car. That’s where the chip was to
start the car. There was no other way he knew to turn on the car. There were
professional car thieves out there, but he had no idea how to steal a car. He
grabbed a medium sized rock from the ground and threw it in the window. This
would most likely trigger the alarm system within one minute, but he had no choice.
He hoped the owner was dead or actually undead and
would be attracted to the sound of the window breaking. He waited patiently one
minute, to see if the guy would show up at the window. He did. His theory ended
up being right. Erick thought that everybody was most likely undead in their house and that they couldn’t even get out
of their own home because they were unable to open doors. However, he had no
idea why he and Hannah were still alive. He didn’t think it was worth taking
any sanitary precautions anymore. If he had caught the virus, he would be undead already. It looked like he was somehow immune. He
got his gun out and shot his undead neighbor right in the head.


WEEEOOOO WEEEOOOO WEEEOOOO
WEEEOOOO


The alarm went off. It would automatically call the police as well, but
chances were no live police were coming. Erick entered in the house through the
window, went in the kitchen and grabbed the biggest knife he could find. He
then approached the dead body and stabbed at the shoulder as hard as he could
several times. He couldn’t believe he was doing this. His entire life all he
did was stand in front of a computer and program. He had changed into a
murdered fighting for his life, or at least, Hannah’s life. He pulled on the
arm and it came right off. Once at the garage the door opened on its own,
detecting the chip from its owner. Normally it wasn’t so easy to burglarize.
You couldn’t just kill someone, cut off their arm and steal whatever you
wanted. Live people simply had to think about 911 and their contact lenses
would make the call, sending their camera feed and geo position. The police
would be there in minutes. 


However, this was a whole new world. Police officers were most likely
all undead. Along with programmer, it was one of
those jobs that required humans, because it consisted of too many unique,
complicated situations. Robots couldn’t make the appropriate split decisions
that cops needed to do, but scientists were working on it and maybe with
another 10 to 20 years robots would have started doing the job. Not anymore.
Not in this world.


Erick hopped in the car and it started automatically, recognizing its
owner’s chip. He quickly reached for the car’s computer and added a new
authorized driver to it.


“Driver Erick Lawrence successfully added,” the car said.


“Manual Override,” Erick said.


Even cars from the 30’s were automated, but they had a manual override.
They had a steering wheel, pedals and everything necessary to drive manually.
New cars didn’t even have that. He threw the arm out the window and started
driving, or at least tried. Last time he drove a manual car was when he went to
the race track with his brother two years ago. He set the GPS system for
Richmond while driving, and sent a message to Hannah to let her know he was on
his way and asked for her exact address.


Not even two minutes after he started driving he encountered a big
problem. There was a horde of hundreds, potentially thousands of undead coming in his direction. They must have been
attracted by the house alarm. How could he be so stupid? He’d forgotten about
that little detail. These undead were really
attracted to sound and they were all coming towards his neighbor’s
house, which was only a few minutes’ walk from his home. Erick’s house would be
completely surrounded by undead, there was no coming
back. He turned the car around and took some other road.









CHAPTER
5


“Hi Erick, thank you so much for helping me, I don’t know what I would
do without you. But how are you going to get me out of here? There are undead everywhere, thousands of them. My address is 584
Chad Street. Be careful on the road.”


That was Hannah replying to Erick’s last message. Thankfully she was
still alive. He replied right away:


“I should be there in a few hours. Don’t worry
about how I’ll get you out, I have a plan. Just hang in there.”


He drove on country roads at around 200 mph because he didn’t feel safe
going faster. Automated cars normally drove at around this speed, but it was a
completely different story to be driving it manually. Computers could see miles
in advance and automated cars could communicate with each other.


There were absolutely no cars on the road, which was really strange. He
had seen stranger things these past few days, but it was just unusual to see
the roads deserted. Nonetheless, it was normal to see no cars since everybody
was dead and all cars were automated. There was no reason why a car would had
been stopped on the road. Unless there were undead standing in the middle of it.


The exit for Interstate 95 was only 5 miles away, so he slowed down to
about 50 mph in anticipation. This new world was highly unpredictable and Erick
wasn’t used to it at all. It looked like cars were all stopped up ahead, about
3 or 4 miles before the exit. It was a giant parking lot on the highway. Erick
had never seen such a thing. It looked like a traffic jam from the early
2000’s. He drove on the shoulder passing all the cars. There were undead people locked up in their vehicles. These people had
caught the virus while staying in their car. The virus was maybe airborne then,
entering the cars through the ventilation. This was another clue that Erick
might’ve been immune. Was this a terrorist attack? It looked like everyone got
infected at more or less the same time, which seemed unusual for a natural
virus. 


Erick kept driving for miles and miles on the shoulder along all the
parked cars on the highway. The shoulder was normally used by the automated
cars in case of a rare accident or more likely a mechanical failure. These were
very exceptional occurrences, but in the chaos there could have been such an
accident. He kept driving at around 60 mph, just to be safe.


It was almost dawn and he was barely half way to Richmond. So far he
hadn’t encountered any cars on the shoulder. He was very hungry and thirsty, so
he thought he would stop by a river to fill up his Life Saver water bottle and
munch on one of his power bar. The GPS system indicated a river only 1 mile
ahead. 


Once at the river he stopped his car on the overpass. There was a big
merchandise truck in the right lane on the overpass so he stopped beside it on
the shoulder. These trucks didn’t have any drivers so at least there wasn’t any
undead too close to him. This would be a safe place
in case undead would attack. If undead
were to attack, they could only do so from 2 ways instead of being surrounded.
He planned to sleep in his car for the night there. It seemed too dangerous to
drive at night. He filled up his water bottle at the river, got back in his
car. While eating, he wondered if this merchandise truck could be carrying
food. He liked his power bars, but he honestly was getting a little tired of
them. There was one problem though; he had no idea how to open up a merchandise
truck. The door on these trucks would only open once arrived at destination.
There wasn’t even a handle on it or anything, they opened automatically.


Sigh … 


All this automation was getting on his nerves. It turned out to be
quite useless in this chaotic world. He could probably go to the grocery store,
which was open 24/7 all operated by robots, powered by solar panels and
geothermal energy. His GPS even indicated a rest area 15 miles ahead. But this
rest area would most likely be crowded with undead.
He decided to just stick with his power bars for now.


It took quite some time for him to fall asleep. He was too scared an undead would attack him. The car’s windows were probably
strong enough to withstand an undead attack, but the
thought of waking up with an undead trying to get in
his car frightened him. His eyes finally closed on their own at around 4 a.m.
Unable to stay awake anymore, he finally fell asleep … 


SMASH!! An undead broke the window on the
driver’s side. The car was completely surrounded with undead.
Two of them were trying to get through the window to bite him. He tried to
start the car and drive, but it wouldn’t start for some reason. He was fighting
against these two undead trying to bite him. One of
them successfully bit his jugular. Blood was pissing everywhere. All the undead surrounding him were climbing on his car and jumping
on it, breaking every windows. SMASH!!! SMASH!!! SMASH!!!


“AAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!”


Erick woke up in disarray. It was a nightmare. It was 5:00 a.m., he had slept only one hour. He started the car and drove.
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After another 3 hours of driving, he finally made it to Richmond. He
took the exit and arrived at an intersection. There were cars everywhere and no
more shoulder. This was the city, it would be impossible to continue by car.
His contact lens indicated Hannah’s house was a 30 minute walk. 


As he walked in the streets of Richmond he saw a few undead here and there, but nothing alarming. However, he
remained extremely careful because he knew Hannah’s house was surrounded. His
strategy was to go 200 to 300 feet away from Hannah’s home and trigger the
alarm from a house. This would hopefully attract all the undead
around so he could go get her out of the house. He went ahead and walked a few
streets away from her house. There were a lot of undead
and several of them saw him and started walking towards him. There were too
many of them now so he had no choice, he would have to continue through the
houses’ backyards. It would be a difficult task, jumping over every fence
non-stop, but adrenaline was driving him and there was no way he would abandon
Hannah.


His contact lens indicated he was only 10 to 12 backyards away from
Hannah’s house. He was on the same street and on the same side of her house. He
called her:


“Erick? Are you alright?”


“Hi Hannah, I’m fine, I’m real close to your home. I’m going to trigger
the alarm from a house so it will hopefully attract all the undead.
Then I’ll come and get you and we’ll get the hell out of here. Do you have a
gun?”


“No, I don’t.”


“Ok, that’s
alright. Just take a backpack and stuff it with food, but nothing too heavy, in
case we have to run.”


“Ok, but where are we going?”


“I have no idea, as far as possible from here. I should be there in 5
minutes. Unlock the door in the back, I’ll be coming
from the backyard.”


“Ok, will do.”


He hung up, grabbed a chair from the patio and hit as hard as he could
on the patio door. The glass successfully broke and shattered everywhere. He
had 60 seconds to get out of there before the alarm went off. Almost every
house was equipped with an alarm system. It would detect any window breaking on
the house, triggered the alarm and alerted the authorities. 60 seconds were
given to the owner to contact the alarm company in case of a false alarm.


He jumped over the next fence, and the next and the next, until the
alarm went off. It was a success, he saw the undead on the street walking towards the alarm. There was at least eight more backyards to go before Hannah’s
house. He was really starting to feel extremely tired, but he kept on going,
finally reaching her house completely exhausted. He wished he had bought one of
those flying cars last year. He almost bought one, but changed his mind because
they were expensive and he didn’t really need one since he was always at home.
Only the wealthiest people had a flying car, they were a relatively new
technology and it was still very expensive.


Hannah was already at the patio door in the back, waiting for him. She
opened the door and let him in.


“Oh my god, are you alright? You look completely exhausted”


Erick was breathing heavily, completely drained from jumping over all
those fences.


“I’m alright, just a little tired,” he collapsed on the floor, passing
out.
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“Erick? Erick?”


He woke up slowly, hearing Hannah’s voice calling his name.


“How long have I been out?”


“Just 5 minutes. How are you feeling?”


“I’m feeling pretty good actually.”


“I injected you with energy nanobots. They
should help reinforce your strength for a few hours.”


“Thanks. We should get the hell out of here before the alarm attracts
the entire city.”


“Agreed, let’s go.”


They walked to the front of the house and took a look out the window.
Erick’s plan had worked, there were barely any undead
in front of Hannah’s house anymore. There was still a few of them, but nothing
they couldn’t handle.


“Do you have bikes?”


“Yeah, in the basement. Where my undead family is …”


“Hmmm, I thought we could use them instead of walking. My car is a 30
minute walk away, but we could make it much faster on bike and there are still
quite a few undead out there. We could dodge them
pretty easily with bikes, otherwise we’ll have to run
for it. The nanobots you gave me are helping, but I
don’t think I’m ready to run all the way to the car.”


“That’s actually a great idea. There is even a bike path not too far,
there should be less undead on the bike path. Where
is your car? And how did you even make it here with all those cars on the
road?”


“It’s at I-95 just east of here. The shoulder is free on the highway. I
was able to drive all the way here and left my car at the exit.”


Using their contact lenses, they both looked at where the bike path was
exactly, and if it went anywhere close to his car. It did. The bike path led
them just a little south of his car. From there they would then have to use the
normal road, but it would save them from using roads for the most of it.


“You’re right. The bike path seems like a good idea. Now how are we
going to get the bikes? I mean, I wouldn’t want to kill your parents.”


“I don’t know … They don’t really seem alive anymore. Do you think
there is a chance for them to live normally again?”


“I have no idea. But maybe, who knows. I’d keep them alive just to be
sure. Maybe we can set up a trap.”


“Yeah, there is a door outside that leads to the basement. Maybe we
could open the basement door inside, let them out of the basement, enter the
basement from outside and close the inside basement door. What do you think?


“Sounds like a plan. Maybe you can turn on the TV or something to
attract them.”


“Ok, let’s do it”


Hannah turned on the radio, but not too loud to avoid attracting undead from outside. Erick opened the inside basement door
and they both ran to the backyard, closing the patio door behind them. They
watched patiently through the patio door to see if her two sisters and father
would come upstairs.


Not even 30 seconds later, her family showed up in the living room,
attracted by the radio. To Hannah’s dismay, her family looked terrible. They
had pieces of their skin missing and were very brown in color. It’s as if they
were dead, in decomposition, but still walking.


Erick ran to the basement from outside, slowly walked on his toes once
in the basement, climbed up the stairs and slowly closed the door. He grabbed
the two bikes and went back outside.


Hannah was devastated to see her family like that.


“Maybe we should just put them out of their misery,” Hannah said,
bursting into tears.


Erick wasn’t really good with girls. Not really knowing what to say, he
approached her and gave her a hug. She took it well and cried on his shoulder.
Erick was actually enjoying this. He hadn’t touched a girl in a long time and
it felt pretty good to touch her soft skin and feel the warmth of her body. She
was pretty, had long blond hair, blue eyes and her breast looked real, which
was rare. Most girls had fake boobs as well as other cosmetic surgery to their
face or other body parts. Natural beauty was a rare thing in 2061.


“Do you think they are suffering?” Hannah asked.


“Hmm, I couldn’t say for sure. It doesn’t really look like they are in
excruciating pain. They just look … mad or something, and
hungry for human flesh. It’s like they turned into hungry cannibals and
nothing else matters, but to eat live humans.”


“What should I do? Should I kill them? You have a gun? Right?”


“I really can’t make that decision for you. You have to decide on your
own, it’s your family. I do have a gun, but I wouldn’t suggest using it because
it would attract undead … I don’t mean to press you
on such an important decision, but you really have to make up your mind ASAP,
otherwise we’ll join your family soon enough.”
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BAMMM!!


“AHHHHH!” Hannah shrieked.


Her dad slammed in the patio door, trying to attack Hannah, but the
window didn’t break.


“Shhhh,” Erick put his hand over Hannah’s
mouth, to stop her from screaming any further.


“Sorry, he just really caught me by surprise.”


“Alright, we really have to go now. Your screaming probably attracted a
few undead. Look, if you want to kill them you have
to do it right now.”


“Never mind then, I can’t do it … Let’s go.”


“Ok.”


They took the bikes and headed out of the backyard. Already, there were
several undead close to the
house.


“Alright, just stay behind me. We’ll try to dodge them. But if there
are too many or if one of them gets too close. I’ll shoot it down.”


“Ok. But I thought you said your gun would attract them.”


“It will, but we’ll be long gone, we can easily outrace them on our
bikes. Trust me we’ll be fine.”


They had to go through normal streets for a while before reaching the
bike path. They rode their bikes on the front lawn of houses, in between cars
on the road, dodging undead.


Bang! Erick had to shoot some of them once in a while, exploding their
head. He looked back all the time to make sure Hannah was behind. She was
actually doing a great job, following Erick fearlessly 10 feet behind him. 


It was a little bit like playing football, trying to make a touchdown.
Except you had no teammates to help you block the opposite team, but you had a
gun instead and you could just blow their brains out. He was starting to
actually enjoy this a little bit.


Erick had played a lot of zombie games in his adolescence and these
games were highly realistic. The player was on a multidirectional treadmill,
could run in any direction and the contact lens would project the image of the
game, plunging him in a highly realistic 3D simulation. It was almost as if you
were living it for real, the only difference being that you couldn’t actually
touch anything in the game. He had to remind himself that this was no game,
this was real life, and he didn’t have unlimited lives like in his games. If he
made a single mistake, he wouldn’t return to his last saved position.


Bang! He continued to shoot down any undead
standing in their way, passing through cars on their bikes.


“AHHHHHHHHH!”


All of a sudden, an undead sitting in a car
grabbed Hannah’s arm, pulled her and tried to bite her neck. She blocked him
with her arms.


SCREEEECHHH! Erick turned right, gripped his brakes and jumped off his
bike. Without hesitation, he aimed at the undead and
blew its brains out. 


“Oh my god, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to—Hannah, are you alright?” 


Hannah’s head was soaked with blood and pieces of brain. Her shirt was
also full of blood. She stared at him, “Are you out of your fucking mind?!”


“I’m so sorry,” he took his shirt off and wiped off her face with it.
He also tried to remove the little bits of brain stuck in her hair.


“I’m really sorry, I reacted instinctively. I just wanted to save your
life.”


Hannah was appreciating Erick’s gesture of wiping her blood off and she
was also enjoying seeing Erick with no shirt on.


“That’s ok, I guess I’m alive, that’s the most important. It’s just
really fucking gross and it stinks.”


She took off her shirt soaked with blood and threw it on the ground.
She had a bra on and was wearing short shorts. They both were staring at each
other and started laughing. It was the first time since the apocalyptic event
that they both laughed.


“Watch out behind,” Hannah shouted.


Erick turned and shot an undead 6 feet away
from him right in the head. He turned back towards Hannah and she started
laughing again. Erick was in turn full of blood on his head and chest. She
approached him, took Erick’s shirt and wiped the blood off of his body. They
only knew each other for one day and it already seemed like there was something
developing in their relationship. They were standing in front of each other,
almost as if they were going to kiss, but the blood they both had on their face
kind of turned the whole thing off.


“Alright, let’s get moving before we get killed,” Erick said, as he
turned away and went back on his bike. 


“The bike path is right on our left, 50 feet ahead,” Hannah said.


“Let’s go.”


They finally reached the bike path which was surrounded by trees and
the occasional fence. There were no undead in sight.


Erick stopped his bike and took a 2 minute water break.


“Are you thirsty?” he asked Hannah.


“No thank you,” she replied.


“Alright, only half a mile on the bike path, then my car is only 2 more
minutes on the road on the left.”


Five minutes later, they reached the street to the bike path. Since
they were mostly out of the city, there were hardly any undead.
They continued zigzagging through cars and front lawns, dodging undead and shooting them if necessary. Erick was always in
front with his gun, Hannah following right behind him. This time they were both
more cautious about the possibility of an undead
being in their car with their window open, potentially grabbing them as they
passed through.


After two minutes, they reached Erick’s car.


“Oh wow, old school car!” Hannah commented.


“Yeah, it’s my neighbor’s, or at least was.”


“Should we keep our bikes? They might come in useful later on the road,
you never know.”


“I wish we could keep them, but there really isn’t any space in this
car for two bikes.”


“Right. Just thought I would
suggest—AAAAHHHHH!” Hannah jumped. “Sorry, the undead
in the car beside us scared me.”


“Can you do me a favor? Try and stop
screaming when you see an undead.”


“Sorry, I’ll try. I’m just not used to it yet.”


“That’s alright, just try and work on it, our
lives depend on it. These undead seem to be attracted
to sound.”


“Yeah, I will, sorry …”


“Alright, let’s get out of here. Get in.”


They both got in the car and sat. They were both half naked and still
had quite a bit of dried blood on them.


“A shower would be nice, my hair is disgusting,” Hannah said.


“I wouldn’t mind a shower as well. I haven’t had one in four days. But
we can’t really go anywhere crowded. Where do you suggest we could have a
shower? Where do you suggest we go at all?”


“I don’t know … maybe a small river or something? I just want to get
this blood off my hair. A shirt would be nice too.”


“Well … I crossed a river on my way here. I guess we could go there. It
would be nice to sleep somewhere safe and comfortable too. I haven’t slept
since yesterday.”


“I haven’t slept much in the past few days either … How far is your
river from here?”


“About 3 hours away.”


“Alright we should be there by 5 o’clock and we’ll see what we do next
from there. What do you think?”


“Ok, at least I know it’s relatively safe there. Let’s go.”


Erick turned the car around and started driving on the same shoulder he
used before. As far as he knew, there weren’t many people still alive. They
would most likely not meet anyone else on the road.
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They drove for hours against traffic, or really more like against
parked cars with undead in them. They both didn’t
talk the whole way there. Hannah was so tired her head bounced down every 30
seconds. She couldn’t really sleep though as she couldn’t let her guard down.
Erick was doing relatively fine, the energy nanobots
Hannah injected him with still had effect and were
keeping him awake and alert, but they would only work for few more hours.


Once arrived at destination, Erick parked the car at the exact same
spot he had parked it earlier, on the overpass right by the merchandise truck.
He woke up Hannah, as she was half asleep her head still bouncing up and down.


“Hannah, we’ve arrived.” 


“What …”


“We’re here, at the river.”


“Oh, great!”


“Do you have any soap? How do you intend to wash yourself?”


“I don’t have soap. I’ll just try to rinse myself as best as I can.”


“Alright, me too.”


They both got out of the car and walked down to the river. It was a
relatively small river, maybe 20 feet wide and no more than 4 feet deep,
surrounded by trees. They took off their shorts, which was the only piece of
clothes they both still had on, apart from underwear, and dove in the water.
They tried to just scrub their bodies with their own hands, as much as they
could. The water was perfect, not too cold nor too hot. Hannah tried to wash
her hair as best as she could, successfully taking off little pieces of brain.


“So, why do you think we are still alive?” Hannah asked Erick.


“We must be immune, otherwise we would be long
gone like everybody else.”


“Makes sense. But why are we immune?”


“I don’t know. Viruses and genetics are complicated. I think it’s quite
common for a minority of people to be immune to some viruses. It makes me
wonder though, why your family caught the virus while you didn’t.”


“I’m adopted.”


“Hmm, I see. This would confirm my theory then.”


“How about you? Do you have family?”


“My parents died a long time ago, I have a brother, but I don’t know
where he is. I really wonder if he’s alive. If we’re immune, then he should be
alive. Unless he got killed by an undead.”


“How long do you think the Internet will be up for?”


“Well, Internet towers are all powered with solar panels or a wind
turbine, so these should be up for a long time. Server farms are also
independently powered with wind turbines, geothermal energy and solar panels,
so they should be up for a long time as well, probably until hardware failure.”


“Have you tried browsing the web for more survivors?”


“I haven’t really had the time. Too busy trying to survive.”


“Gotcha, me too. But we should probably look
whenever we have time.”


“I’ll keep that in mind. But for now my priorities are eating something
other than power bars and finding some clothes. We also need to find more ammunition,
I went through half. I probably have less than 40 to 50 bullets left.”


“Where do you suggest we go? If we go to any type of store, it’ll be
crowded with undead.”


“I don’t know yet. I’m thinking the first place we should try to go is
a firearms store. A police station might be less crowded, but would be better
protected. If we go to a firearms store we could just walk in and take whatever
we want. I have a 1 million dollars credit limit so it shouldn’t even trigger
the alarm system when we pass security.”


“There is a firearms store 30 miles away in a small town.”


“Yeah, I saw it too.”


They saw the store through their contact lenses. These contact lenses
were basically like having a smartphone, except it was right in your eye and it
worked with thoughts. As they finished washing themselves, they walked back up
to the car, still pretty wet from their river bath.


“It’s too bad we can’t open up this merchandise truck, there could be
useful stuff in there,” Hannah said.


That’s when it struck him. Erick just had a brilliant idea come to
mind.


“Let’s go to the Amazon distribution center! There shouldn’t be very
many employees, if any and the warehouse is huge. It should have anything we
would ever need. They have these giant printers that can print whatever you
like.”


“Hmm, ok.”


They both checked on their contact lens to see where the closest
distribution center was.


“It’s just outside of Raleigh, only 40 miles away! It’s in an
industrial sector, so there shouldn’t be too many undead
there.”


“Alright, let’s do it then. But how do you intend to actually enter the
distribution center? There is probably tight security there.”


“We’ll find a way when we get there. For now I think this is our best
chance of survival. We would be safe there. We could finally sleep without fear
of getting killed in our sleep.”


They got in the car and drove away, hoping to find a safe haven in the
Amazon distribution center. 
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They drove for miles and miles without any incident. The highways and
country roads were mainly free of undead. There were undead, but locked up in their cars. Once in the industrial
sector, they could fortunately keep driving. There were no traffic jams, it was
mainly deserted. Erick and Hannah were relieved, as they didn’t have very many
bullets left. After two more minutes of driving, they reached the distribution
center. Erick parked the car in the parking lot and was able to plug it in to
charge. Five other cars were in the parking lot, which was a good indication of
how many people there would potentially be inside.


They walked around the entire warehouse, which was huge, probably at
least 1 million square feet, and tried to look for entrances. There were
loading docks in the back where the trucks unloaded merchandise, but these were
tightly secured with no way for them to enter. There were also a few emergency
exits, but these doors were impossible to open. There was only one entrance by
the parking lot. One door was standing in their way, and there were no keypad or
anything. There was just a chip reader which would automatically detect
employees coming in the door and would unlock it automatically for them. They
could probably break in, but it would trigger the alarm, and that’s the last
thing they wanted. It was almost dawn, they needed to
find a way to get in.


“I might be able to hack the chip reader,” Erick said.


“Really?”


“Yeah, I’m a programmer. I worked on a similar project before where I
had to program a chip reader like this. I know exactly how they work. But there
is a problem.”


“What is it?”


“I need a computer, an Esheet at the very
least.”


“We can’t go at a store it’s too dangerous. Can’t we find some other
way in?”


“Do you see any other way in?”


The building was made of concrete and there were absolutely no other
doors, other than the truck entrances, which were also impossible to open. 


“But it’s too risky going in the city! We don’t have enough bullets
left. Damn it! We’re doomed. What are we going to do?!” Hannah was panicking.


“Calm down, we’ll settle this. Just trust me.”


“But are you even sure you can actually hack it? Even
if you successfully find a computer? What if you can’t hack it? This is
Amazon after all, the biggest company in the world. Don’t you think they have a
foolproof security?”


“You’d be surprised. Hackers successfully hack big websites every week.
What I’m going to do is run a program to decrypt the reader. It might take
several hours, the more powerful the computer, the faster it will be decrypted.
I’ll then be able to add us to the list of employees and the door should unlock
for us. If this was the normal world, we couldn’t do this because there is a
camera watching the door. But lucky for us nobody is watching that camera.”


“Alright, if you say so …”


“There is a small neighborhood just 5 minutes
north of here. I say we try our luck there. We break in houses and try to find
an Esheet. Some clothes and food would be nice too.”


“Hmm, are you forgetting about alarms?”


“No, I haven’t forgotten, but I still think this is safer than going in
the city, where it’s completely crowded with undead.
We should be long gone before the alarm attracts too many of them.”


So they embarked in the car and drove north. There still weren’t any
cars on the road and it was just a small neighborhood,
relatively far from downtown. Erick stopped the car at the first house he saw.


“This looks like the kind of house that would have an Esheet,” Erick said.


“What makes you think that?”


“I don’t know. Just a feeling.”


“Are you sure it’s not because there is a huge window that looks pretty
easy to break?” Hannah said with a smile on her face. 


“Absolutely not … maybe,” Erick replied smiling.


“Almost everyone has an Esheet anyways …”


They stepped out of the car and crossed the front lawn towards the
house. There were flowers planted, circled with small rocks.


“Grab a rock,” Erick said.


“At three, we each throw a rock, then just grab more and keep throwing
them until the window is smashed enough for us to go through.”


“Copy.”


“Oh, and watch out for undead. There are 2
cars parked in their driveway so there is a chance there are several people in
there. Once inside, we stay together at all times. Be careful.”


“Got it.”


“1, 2, 3!”


SMAASSHHH!!


They threw about half a dozen rocks on the window until it was almost
completely smashed.


Hannah was about to step forward.


“Wait,” Erick said.


She froze and waited.


“OOOAARRGHHHH!”


Two undead jumped out the window and fell
face first on the grass.


BANG! BANG!


Erick shot them both as they still lied down. 


“Alright let’s go, stay behind me. There could be more of them so be
careful.”


WEEEOOOO WEEEOOOO WEEEOOOO
WEEEOOOO


The alarm already went off.


“C’mon let’s hurry!”


Erick was leading as they entered the house through the smashed window.
Thankfully, the undead that jumped out the window did
a good job of clearing it completely. They slowly entered each room one after
another, looking for an Esheet. 


“Got it,” Erick said.


Erick found one on the kitchen table. Most families had multiple Esheets, one for each member of the family. An Esheet looked like a paper thin tablet, but with the power
of a laptop. It had a projected keyboard included. There were models of
different sizes and the one Erick found was a medium size, about 12” by 12”.


Hannah opened the fridge and found some vacuum sealed steaks and orange
juice.


“Awesome, I haven’t had anything fresh to eat in a week, put as much as
you can in the backpack!” Erick said in enjoyment.


“Can we go check in the bedroom if they have clothes? I’d like to put a
shirt on,” Hannah said.


“Oh damn, no we can’t … look.”


As they looked through the window there was already a dozen undead in front of the house.


BANG! BANG! BANG! 


Erick shot them all one by one through the broken window, and then they
ran outside towards the car. Erick grabbed the finger of one of the undead that fell out the window earlier and passed it
through the Esheet’s screen.


“What are you doing?”


“I’m turning on the Esheet. Wasn’t sure if it
would work as the guy’s finger is pretty messed up, but it seemed to have
worked.”


“Good thinking,” Hannah said, impressed by Erick’s forward thinking.


SCREEEECHHH!


He pushed the pedal fully and turned the car around, screeching the
tires. As he was driving, he passed the Esheet to
Hannah and asked her to add herself as a user. She needed to do it now before
the Esheet would turn itself off. She did as
instructed and added herself to the list of authorized users.


“Don’t worry, there will be more clothes than
you ever dreamed of in the Amazon distribution center. Besides you don’t look
so bad like this,” Erick said mockingly. 


“Ha ha ha,
very funny,” Hannah replied sarcastically.


Erick couldn’t believe he actually said that. Hannah couldn’t believe
Erick said that either, but she felt complimented at the same time. 


“Well … you don’t look so bad either,” Hannah said.


“Are you kidding? I don’t have a 6 pack, I
don’t even have a 2 pack!”


Hannah laughed. “Muscles don’t attract me, it’s what’s in there,”
tapping on Erick’s head with her finger.


Erick remained silent. He couldn’t believe what he just heard. Maybe he
actually had a chance with this girl or maybe it was just sleep deprivation.


Once they got back to the distribution center, Erick wasted no time and
installed the Esheet to decrypt the chip reader.


“It’s a pretty average Esheet so this will
take a while, a couple of days, maybe less …”


“Are you serious?”


“Yeah … I’m sorry. It could take 10 minutes or 2 days, I don’t know.”


It was already dark and Hannah was very discouraged by the news that
they wouldn’t be inside, safe, before another few days.


“Where are going to sleep then?” Hannah said.


“I have an idea. Come with me.”
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Erick took Hannah’s hand and brought her behind the warehouse, where
the trucks unloaded. There was a recycling container, he climbed on it and
helped her to join him. He then climbed on top of one of the truck and helped
her up again.


“We’ll be safe here. No undead can climb this
high.”


“Good idea. But … I really have to pee.”


“You’re not going out of my sight. I’m serious,” Erick replied.


“C’mon, I’m not going to pee and shit in front of you for the rest of
my life!”


“For now, just go at the extremity of the truck and try to piss off the
truck on the ground. Once we’re inside you can do all your needs in the
bathroom on your own,” Erick replied smiling mockingly.


She gave him a long stare and complied.


“Wait. Piss in my Life Saver bottle. I don’t know how long we’ll be
here for and the nearest river is pretty far.”


“You gotta be kidding.”


“What? What’s wrong?”


“I can’t aim like you. How do you expect me to piss in that tiny hole?”


“Alright then, I guess I’ll be the only one pissing in it.”


“Gross, I’m not drinking your piss.”


“Why? What’s the matter? The filter removes all bacteria and salt. Any
water you drink contained piss at some point. Whether it’s filtered at the
water treatment facility or in this bottle it’s the same thing.”


“I know … but,” she sighed. “Give me the bottle.”


Hannah took a deep breath, grabbed the Life Saver and marched to the
end of the truck. She pulled down her shorts and underwear, squatted and
pressed the bottle to her skin. Erick stared for an instant, shocked that she
was actually pissing in front of him, but started to feel uncomfortable and
quickly turned away.


When Hannah finished, she walked back to Erick and tossed him the
bottle.


“Here you go.”


“Did you just put your …”


“What? The filter removes everything. Right?”
Hannah said smiling innocently.









CHAPTER
12


They lay down on top of the truck, which was rock hard, and tried to
sleep for the night. Even though they were relatively safe and extremely tired,
it was nearly impossible to sleep.


“I think the car would be more comfortable,” Hannah said.


“I know, but it’s just not safe enough to sleep down there while any undead could surprise us at any time of night. I know the
windows are probably solid enough, but just the thought of waking up with an undead outside the window scares me to death.”


“But we could take turns watching.”


“It’s not worth it, let’s just stay here for the night and hopefully by
tomorrow the chip reader will be decrypted.”


“You’re the boss …”


Hours passed as they tried to sleep. It was getting pretty cold in the
middle of the night, neither of them had a shirt on. Hannah approached Erick
and snuggled against his back on the side, spooning him.


“I’m cold. Is it alright?”


“Of course,” Erick replied.


Erick was cold as well and appreciated the warmth of her body and the
feeling of her breast touching his back.


At around 3:00 a.m. they both finally fell asleep, being completely
exhausted, and a bit warmer from snuggling.


When the sun rose a couple of hours later,
Hannah woke up. The sun never felt so great. Erick still seemed completely
asleep. She climbed down the truck to look at the Esheet,
to see if it was successfully decrypted. She passed her finger on the screen to
unlock it and looked at the status. There was a lot of numbers everywhere and
she couldn’t really understand much of it. However upon looking closer, on the
top right corner, in relatively small characters was written SUCCESS. She ran
back to the truck and shouted up to the roof.


“Erick! Erick! I think the door is decrypted!”


Erick woke up right away and climbed down the truck.


“Really? Are you sure?”


“I think so, the screen says success.”


They both ran back to the Esheet and Erick
looked at it. 


“You’re right! Ok I just need to add us to the employees’ directory.
This shouldn’t take that long.”


So he typed relentlessly for 3 minutes straight, hacking in the chip
reader to add their chips to the system.


“That’s it, the door should unlock for us.”


They both nervously walked at the door.


“On three, you open the door,” Erick said as he aimed with his gun.


“1, 2, 3!”


The door successfully opened. There was a small hallway on the other
side, with another door a foot ahead. They walked in and the door behind them
closed on its own. They continued to the other door.
Hannah prepared to open it, Erick looked at her,
nodding as a sign to open the door. She opened it and walked in.


It was absolutely incredible. They were both stunned at what they saw.
The warehouse was huge, hundreds and hundreds of never ending rows of
merchandise pallets going as high as a 10 storey building. There were also five
gigantic 3D printers that could print an incredible array of things. There were
big robots everywhere, but they weren’t moving. Probably because production was
stalled since no new orders were coming in. 


“Look! Mattresses, canned fish, corn chips!” Hannah said excited.


“Yeah, and we’ll be able to print guns and ammunition with the
printers. They’re illegal, but I’ll be able to program them.”


They had found their safe haven. They would be able to eat canned and
vacuum sealed food, drink water from the bathroom and print whatever else they
needed to make this place their home. 


They would finally be safe there, but for how long …















Eager for the second book? Book 2 of 2061: The
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Did you enjoy the book?


Help others enjoy it as well by reviewing the book. You can review it
on Amazon or on Goodreads.


To review on Amazon, simply hit next page. Your Kindle should ask if
you want to review the book.


To review on Goodreads, go to goodreads.com and
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