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Part One

 

Tom Dexter met his new neighbors. Chris and Kriss. An average
young couple – despite sharing the same name – and they were very
happy to welcome Tom to the neighborhood. It was the first and last
time he'd speak to them. They'd be dead by morning.

When Chris and Kriss had approached Tom with casual chit chat
they all silently acknowledged their respective facial blemishes
brought on by the virus. It wasn’t until later that Tom spotted the
difference.

From his upstairs window Tom had observed the wife, Kriss, in
the adjoining back yard as a stray cat ambled up to her. She turned
and knelt as if to pet it, but instead quickly snatched it up,
snapped its neck and proceeded to take a bite out of the cat’s
side.

Tom knew what his neighbors were becoming.

There were two strains of the virus – the zombie virus
they called it now. The kind that was attacking Tom’s body began
with small patches of necrotic flesh that will spread and worsen
over time, killing cells, ceasing all body functions until it
ultimately kills its host. Tom realized that his neighbors had the
other kind; the mutated strain that presented in the same way but
also attacked the brain – altered it – rapidly transforming the
human host into a crazed killing… well, the only word for it is
zombie.

Gaining entry into his neighbor’s house was easy. At this stage,
their kind isn’t scared, so they don’t lock doors.

It was 3:00am and Tom could hear them walking around upstairs.
Tom was awake on purpose. He had a mission, but he knew the
insomnia his neighbors were experiencing was because their brains
were changing. Over time they would require no sleep at all and
they would wander aimlessly as their brains lost all capacity of
rational thought. The virus would fully transform them into
decaying, mindless killing machines craving fresh meat.

Before leaving Chicago’s finest, Tom had his share of run-ins
with crazed killer zombies shortly after the virus outbreak. They
couldn’t be taken into custody. No chance of rehabilitation or
standing trial. Department policy stated that the only thing to do
was to put them down like rabid dogs on the spot. Fellow officers
that had shot the body always found that zombies would still keep
walking, but Tom found that a couple of shots to the head did the
trick nicely.

The floor plan of the house was similar to Tom’s so navigating
in the dim light was easy. He made his way stealthily up the stairs
carrying a .38 revolver and peered down the hall and into the
bedroom; the only room with a light on.

Tom quickly got a bead on Kriss as she was pacing back and forth
across the room. He squeezed off two shots quickly into her head
and she fell, lifeless, to the floor.

Before Tom could train his gun on her husband, Chris charged
from the room, screaming a bloodthirsty cry and leapt at Tom. As he
did two bullets blew through Chris’s forehead and his body dropped
at Tom’s feet.

 

#

 

The stationhouse wasn’t bustling yet. Too early. When Tom
arrived he mingled in behind the officers who were getting their
coffee and watching reporter Jenni Carter on the TV as she stood
outside the state department with the latest update.

“The epidemic that seems to have started in Central America has
been spreading through the US at an alarming rate. With thousands
of cases of the so-called Zombie Virus reported only 10% of them
have been determined to be the aggressive B strain that has been
responsible for several attacks resulting in brutal homicides in
recent weeks. For now, officials are still confident that local law
enforcement will be able to deal with these incidents and the
violent perpetrators until a cure can be found.”

 Tom rolled his eyes at the report. There had been a lot of
zombie noise on the news since the outbreak and he knew that the
10% statistic was a safe number fed to Jenni by officials to
prevent mass hysteria.

“Hey look! Well if it isn’t Tom Zombie – in the flesh.” Officer
Baycheck was the first to recognize Tom.

“Yeah… rotting flesh,” added Baycheck’s partner, stiffening his
arms in a mock-zombie manner.

“Easy does it,” Captain Lewis intervened, passing by with a
fresh cup of coffee. He then motioned Tom into his office and to a
chair opposite his desk. “Jeez. Not even off the force a month and
already homesick, huh?” the captain teased.

“Getting sick is what got me kicked off the force in the first
place. Right, Cap’n?” Tom said wryly.

“You know that call came from higher up, Tom. My hands were
tied.”

“Ancient history. I just came by to give you this address.” Tom
tossed a folded piece of paper on the desk.

“Oh yeah. I heard you moved.”

“That’s not mine. That’s my new neighbor’s address. You’re gonna
want to send a team over there to clean up the mess. They’re
dead.”

Captain Lewis rose from his desk and quickly closed his office
door. “My God, Tom. What did you do?

“They had the virus, Cap’n.”

“Jeez, Tom. You’re not on the force anymore. You can’t just go
killing Zom…” the captain cut himself off trying to be sensitive to
Tom’s condition.

“It’s okay Cap’n. I may look like a zombie, but my virus isn’t
turning me into a monster. They had the mutated strain. Forensics
can check their blood if you don’t believe me. Oh, and they’ll find
a half eaten cat in their yard too, if you need more proof.”

“A cat, huh? You know Dahmer killed cats. You think he was a
zombie?”

Tom smirked. “I’m no expert, but not all cannibals are zombies.
Hey, is Norton around? Haven’t heard from him in a while.”

Captain Lewis raised an eyebrow. “I thought you would have heard
about your old partner by now. Roger Norton is on
suspension.”

“Suspension?”

“He’s on suspension pending an investigation for bribery
charges… and well, that’s all I can tell you.” Captain Lewis didn’t
wish to discuss it further and was silent for a moment.

During the last five years, abetting local drug dealers in
exchange for a cut of the money was an easy way to subsidize their
retirement, because for every ten dealers they arrested there was
always one willing to make a deal for turning a blind eye. With Tom
gone from the force Norton was on his own now and had gotten
careless or greedy – or both – and it got him suspended.

The captain broke the silence by expressing sympathy. “Sorry to
hear about Paula leaving you. Holly too?”

“Well, Holly’s started college, so that helps a little. Paula
didn’t want me anywhere near her when she found out I was sick and
started to see… well…” He waved his finger around his face. “What
would you do, Cap’n if your wife got sick like me?” Tom asked
rhetorically.

Captain Lewis felt the need to change the subject once more and
used the opportunity to advise Tom to stick around until the crime
scene unit got through with his neighbor’s place. “A shooting is a
shooting and we’ve got to file a report.”

“You’ve got to be kidding me, Cap’n!”

“I know they were just zombies to you, Tom, but they were still
people with family somewhere, and we’ve got to follow
protocol.”

Captain Lewis stepped out of his office for a minute to summon
an officer to take Tom’s official statement. When he looked back to
his office Tom was gone.








Part Two

 

Roger Norton broke into Tom Dexter’s old residence – now vacant
and for sale – and frantically pried up the kitchen countertop to
reveal the V-shaped void behind where the corner cabinets met – a
perfect hiding place. His desperation turned to anger when he
discovered an empty duffel bag that two weeks earlier held $2.5
million.

He knew there was no way he could beat the rap on the bribery
investigation that was underway, but he also knew the investigation
would uncover more; bigger things like his other illegal dealings
that paid him $2.5 million for his services. The same money that he
now needed to get him out of the country and help him disappear had
itself disappeared.

Norton stood in the silence of Tom’s empty kitchen and soon came
to only one conclusion. His old partner had had ratted him out and
took his money. Sure. It made sense. Norton knew Tom was bitter
about being fired from the force for getting sick, and once he
discovered the money he saw an easy future and thought the only way
to keep his partner from interfering was to turn him in for
bribery. It wouldn’t be hard to prove and Tom could get away
clean.

 

#

 

Tom knew the cops would still be processing his neighbor’s house
for a while and wanted to avoid more questioning, so he ducked into
a diner for breakfast until the coast was clear.

 “Where is it, Tom?” asked a voice from the next booth
after Tom had received his order of scrambled eggs and black
coffee. The voice was familiar yet it came with a new threatening
tone.

“Norton?” Tom said without turning around to see his old
partner. “You don’t call. You don’t write. And now I hear you went
and got yourself suspended. I’m beginning to worry about you,” he
added wryly.

Roger Norton moved to sit across from Tom. “You should be
worried about yourself, Tom ‘cause if you don’t give me back what’s
mine you’re gonna be in a world of pain.”

“Roger. What are you talking about?”

“Don’t play dumb, Tom.” Tom felt the muzzle of a gun pressed
against his knee beneath the table as Norton looked at Tom with
steely, unflinching eyes. “Damn, Tom. Look at you. Your face is
falling apart. That money won’t help you outrun your virus. They’re
not releasing the cure, so why don’t you just give me back the
money? Hell, I’ll even give you a finder’s fee. And no hard feeling
for snitchin’ and getting me suspended. Just give me what’s mine
and I’ll disappear.”

“Is that what this is about? Money?” Tom asked while distracted
by a customer at the counter. “And your sloppiness must have gotten
you suspended. Not me. I covered your ass too many times and never
taught you how to do it yourself. So, in some way I guess it is my
fault.”

“A lot of things were your fault, weren’t they, Tom? Getting
sick was your fault and your wife left you for it. Tell me again,
Tom… exactly how did you contract the virus anyway?” Norton
chuckled knowingly. “And your daughter, Holly… Do you really think
she’s bragging on her college campus about her zombie daddy?” His
laugh became more gravelly and sinister.

Tom’s eyes kept darting to the counter. He was observing a young
man from behind who kept standing up and sitting down, indecisive
about what to do.

“Norton, you must have made a serious score after I left because
together our take away was never enough to make you point a gun at
me. Hey… Let’s say I did find your stash… how much are we talkin’
here? Just ballpark it for me.”

A plate of food arrived for another customer at the counter and
the indecisive young man turned and grabbed at the rare breakfast
steak on his neighbor’s plate. Tom could see his face better now
and the advanced stages of the virus that ravaged his features. The
young man tore at the steak with his teeth for a moment, and while
the other customers watched in disbelief the man dropped the steak
to the floor. Not fresh enough. He began moving across the diner
erratically searching other customers’ plates before stopping and
cocking his head curiously fixated on a young mother feeding her
baby.

“Tom, you’re not leaving me much of a choice here, “Norton said
through clenched teeth. “Give me my money or…”

With great speed and accuracy, Tom reached beneath the table and
in one fluid motion grabbed Norton’s hand, turned the gun at the
deranged young man who was now reaching for the baby and caused
Norton’s trigger finger to fire off two shots; one in the man’s
knee, the other in his forehead after the first shot toppled
him.

“It’s okay! Chicago P.D.!” Tom shouted to the frightened diners,
and in lieu of a badge Tom waved the gun he had torn from Norton’s
grip. “I’m going to go radio this in, but you can all give my
partner over there your statements.”

The crowd swarmed around Norton, still at the booth, while Tom
disappeared out the front door.








Part Three

 

Under cover of night Tom snuck into his own home making sure he
was not detected by any officers that Captain Lewis might have
looking for him, and he certainly didn’t want to be found by Roger
Norton again. Tom moved quickly in the dark only to grab a flash
light, some guns and ammo and pack a few things and get out
fast.

The only place he presumed would be safe for the night was his
other house across town, which lay empty and for sale. When he
arrived he had to get used to the fact that the power and water had
been disconnected, but he made do. Tom caught a glimpse of himself
as he passed by a bathroom mirror and it startled him enough to
raise his gun.

“Damn. I look more and more like the living dead every day.” He
held his flashlight so he could see how the virus had caused more
of his teeth to be exposed through his eroding lips and cheek. It
was only a slight advancement from days before, but he noticed it
every day like he was a living version of the Portrait of Dorian
Grey; slowly rotting away.

As he looked around the old place Tom was reminded of happier
times; before the virus broke up his marriage. He reminisced in all
the rooms he’d painted, he saw every light fixture he’d installed,
and the only tell tale signs of the curtain rods he’d hung were the
screw holes left behind.

When Tom finally saw the kitchen faucet he installed he noticed
that the countertop was broken and loose from being pried up.

“Damn vandals.” Tom said aloud, but upon investigating the
damage he found a large black canvas duffle bag hidden in the empty
space behind the cabinets.

“This must be what Norton was talking about. He hid his money in
my empty house for safe keeping and he assumed I found it… stole it
from him.” Tom used his flashlight to study the bag closer. He
whistled in amazement. “It must have been a couple million in large
bills that fit in this size bag. He said once he had the money back
he’d disappear. A couple million would do it.”

Tom noticed that the bag itself was unique. Not a typical canvas
bag, but durable military grade paratrooper duffle bag. “What could
Norton have been doing for the military that paid him
millions?”

The sound of his cell phone startled Tom. Pulling it from his
pocket he saw his daughter’s name displayed on the screen and
answered the call happily.

“Holly. Hey, sorry I haven’t called in a while. Today’s been
kinda… well, crazy. It’s awful late for you to be callin’… Things
goin’ okay at school? ”

“Dad. You’d better give him what he wants.” Holly’s voice
sounded shaky and timid.

“Hol?”

“Please, Dad. He says he’ll let me go if you just give him what
you took. Whatever it is… just do it… please, Dad… please.” Holly’s
voice trailed off with a scared whimper as another voice came over
the phone.

“Tom, your daughter’s asking nicely, so why don’t you be a good
daddy and just give me BACK MY FUCKIN’ MONEY!!!”

Tom could hear his daughter fearfully crying in the
background.

“Norton. You son of a bitch!” Tom barked into his phone. “You’ve
gone too far now… bringing my daughter into this. I told you I
don’t have your damn money. We can figure this out, but if you hurt
her I swear…”

“Oh, I’m not going to hurt her, Tom,” Norton responded. “But I
can’t promise that THEY won’t,” he continued, holding the phone to
the air allowing Tom to hear the distinct and distant moans and
groans he recognized to be zombie noise. He heard the scared
screams from his daughter followed by Norton’s coarse voice
returning to the phone.

“She’s safe with me as long as you bring me my money, Tom.”

“Where and when?” Tom spat because it was the only thing he
could say that would keep his daughter safe.

“That’s my boy. 6am tomorrow morning. Navy Pier Park.”








Part Four

 

A high number of recent zombie sightings at the Navy Pier Park
cut tourist activity way down. For days everything would be normal
and then… Bam! A dozen zombies would be creeping around. No one
could figure out where they were coming from. The first zombie
sighting at the pier occurred during a performance at the
Shakespeare Theater when the ghost of Hamlet’s father dropped all
his lines and took a bite out of Hamlet’s shoulder. The audience
was aghast at the thought that they had been duped into watching a
performance of Hamlet vs. Zombies or William
Shakespeare's Land of the Dead… until they discovered the
zombie was real.

The military had soon established a containment facility to deal
with the large number of pier zombies by converting the large
ballroom at the end of the pier into a makeshift prison for the
undead they could herd into it. After just a few weeks there were
said to be about two hundred zombies shambling around inside. Funny
how the police have carte blanche to shoot zombies on the spot, but
the military had orders to contain them.

Tom arrived at the Navy Pier two hours earlier than instructed.
From the sound of the moaning zombies in the background of Norton’s
phone call, and the instructions to meet at the Navy Pier, Tom knew
Norton must be holding his daughter in the ballroom.

 Tom kept to the shadows making his way down the three
thousand foot length of the pier. Across his back he carried the
duffle bag he’d found. It wasn’t empty now. Tom had filled it with
guns and ammo he’d retrieved from his house earlier.

No guards in the ballroom itself. No need. Just lock the zombies
in. There won’t be cell fights, organized riots or gang rape like
in a real prison. These inmates are not people anymore. They are
only organisms with functioning brain stems now. They don’t make
decisions. They only react to their impulse to eat fresh meat. The
only sentries needed are in the ballroom’s two east towers that
overlook the pier – searching for more zombies entering the
area.

Lurking slowly, Tom made his way to the ballroom building,
gaining entry through an undetected blind spot. He thought that if
Norton had entered the same way there might be some clues as to
where he was keeping Holly.

Now that he was inside, Tom could hear the zombie noise – low
moans and groans and occasional growls – but it wasn’t as distinct
as what he had heard over the phone, so he knew he needed to keep
moving closer to the noise. A quick look at his watch let him know
that he was still ninety minutes ahead of schedule, which he hoped
would give him enough element of surprise.

The moans grew louder and in the center of the building were not
the makeshift jail cells he was expecting to find, but they were
more like giant cages. The sight of nearly two hundred zombies all
in one place made the hairs on Tom’s neck stand on end, but he was
thankful that the containment area was military grade. Most of the
zombies were the type Tom had encountered before – resembling his
own appearance but with lifeless eyes, while others were at
worsened stages of rot with eye sockets gaping, noses faded away
and their rib cages revealed like driftwood on a decaying beach.
These human skeletons still shambled about but with considerable
effort. Once the flesh, muscle and sinew finally fell away all that
would be left would be the remains that Tom saw in mounds on the
floor – a pile of bones.

A side hallway revealed an office dimly casting a fluorescent
glow.

“Holly…” Tom called with a whisper when he saw his daughter
alone in the office, sitting on the floor and tied to an old
radiator.

Holly’s eyes darted to her father with startled excitement that
turned to horror when she saw his face. She had not seen him in
months and the zombie-like appearance of his face caused her to
reel back with screams muffled by the tape over her mouth, at the
thought that a zombie had broken free of its cage.

“Holly, it’s okay? It’s me… Dad. Did he hurt you?”

When Tom removed the tape from across her mouth so she could
answer him Holly only asked her own questions. “Dad. Oh my God.
Your face? The last time I saw you it was just a few little
patches. It’s okay, right? You’re not… not like…”

“Them?” Tom responded. “No. I’m not a zombie. I just look like
one because of this damn virus. Don’t worry, honey. Did Norton hurt
you?”

“No. I’m just scared.”

 While Tom untied the rope from his daughter’s wrists Holly
asked more questions. “What did you do, dad? Mr. Norton’s been
talking all night about how you stole millions from him. Did you?
Did you steal millions?”

“Of course not.”

“He told me about the virus too, dad. About how you got it. Is
it true? Did you really sleep with an infected prostitute while you
were on the job? That’s why mom left you; not just because of the
virus, but how you got it.” Holly’s eyes were condemning.

“Look. Your old man wasn’t the best cop, but I’m paying for all
that now if it makes you feel any better. Right now the world is
going all to shit, so does it really matter if the dad you thought
you knew saves you or the one in front of you right now? You’re my
daughter and I love you and that never changes. Now let’s get out
of here before Norton comes back,” Tom urged and the two retraced
Tom’s steps to get out of the building. Holly clung to her father
as they passed the cages of zombies that reached their arms out,
inches from them, causing Holly to let go a shriek of terror.

Norton was on his way back to check on Holly when he heard her
scream.

“Tom! I knew you’d be early!” Norton shouted hoping Tom could
hear – wherever he was. “You should have just brought me my money.
I don’t have a choice now!” His voice echoed through the building,
over the moans of zombie noise.

Tom and Holly moved quickly out of the building as the early
morning darkness was lifting. Rounding the far end of the building
the pair saw at least a dozen zombies headed in their direction
from another ballroom exit.

“Norton must have released them from one of the cages.” Tom
realized and tried to come up with an evasion strategy. From behind
them more zombies began pouring out of the same exit door Tom and
Holly had just come through. The tower guards emerged and before
they could even raise their rifles they were overtaken by the
zombie horde; the guards’ blood curdling screams ripped through the
morning haze. The frenzied sounds of growling and feasting were
distinct. Flesh being stripped from the bone and the sanguinary
gush of arterial spray, dead mouths lapping at the wetness and
rotting teeth tearing at fresh blood-drenched meat.

Tom and Holly bolted down the pier as zombies flooded out of the
ballroom; the newly turned, fresh zombies were faster than the more
decomposed ones.

“That damn crazy Norton is releasing all of them! He’s out of
his mind!” Tom needed to get his daughter to safety and once they
reached the pier’s giant Ferris wheel he opened the door to the
lowest gondola and shoved Holly inside. “You’ll be safe here.”

Tom located the control box and pried off the panel face to
expose the wires. “Just like hot wiring a car,” Tom thought
confidently and began working until he quickly connected the
correct wires that started the Ferris wheel moving. Holly would be
safe as the slow turning wheel carried her one hundred and fifty
feet to its top. Tom figured he could blast an exit route through
the throng of living dead by the time she’d reach the bottom again.
It’s a good thing Zombies don’t have the dexterity to climb.

Reaching into the duffle bag on his back Tom pulled out the
first automatic weapon he touched. He spun around and targeted the
fastest and closest menaces. Tom’s aim was impeccable causing
fountain spurts of red blood to spew from the heads of the six
nearest zombies. The next two creepers caught shots in their open,
gaping slack-jawed mouths – ripping through the back of their heads
blowing out their cerebellum and brain stem.

Bodies fell left and right and Tom maneuvered to avoid being
flanked while also drawing the zombie crowd away from the Ferris
wheel. His idea of mowing down bodies to cut an escape path wasn’t
working, so he decided to draw the horde back toward the ballroom.
It was his best chance of protecting his daughter.

Shot after shot, round after round… Tom eventually found himself
reaching again into the duffle, this time wielding two weapons at
once. The corpses piled up in some places causing other zombies to
fall over them in heaps.

Tom tried to keep the Ferris wheel and Holly’s gondola in view
but trees blocked his line of sight. Was she mid way up now or
closer to the top? Backing up to the Shakespeare Theater Tom knew
he was getting too far away from Holly. He needed to circle back
around by the time she reached the bottom of the wheel. But when
would that be? This zombie shooting gallery had been going non-stop
and his adrenaline had been flowing wide open – time was speeding
by so fast that Tom had lost track of it.

Thinking about getting back to Holly had delayed Tom’s reaction
time enough that he found it nearly impossible to cut a path out of
the ever thickening mob surrounding him. Tom dropped his handguns
and reached into the duffle on his back for the shotgun. At such
close range he was able to blast a hole through one rotting head
and do just as much damage to the one behind it with the same
shot.

Suddenly, the chopping beat of a high RPM rotor overhead caught
Tom’s attention above the moaning mass around him. The shadow of
the craft crossed his face from the east as he gazed up to locate
it, and within seconds a UH-60M Black Hawk utility  helicopter
was hovering above him and something was falling from its open
entryway.

A ladder unfurled, dangling just above Tom’s head.
Instinctively, he grabbed it with his free hand. Rising into the
air Tom felt a tug at his ankles and, with his other hand still
holding the shotgun, he tried to steady one final shot. The ladder
swayed enough to cause the shot to rip through the tip of Tom’s
boot, just missing his toes, before boring a hole through the crown
of the aberrant automaton clutching him from below. The blast
splayed the fiend open to the waist tearing through the weakened
muscle like tissue paper; a jagged shard of spine left protruding
from the cavity, until the shot exited through the bottom of its
pelvis into the ground.

The helicopter swung over the theater and away from the Ferris
wheel. Tom was panicked at the thought of being taken from his
daughter’s location, but he reasoned that he couldn’t very well
save her if he were eaten by zombies. To his relief, however, he
was able to observe from his vantage point that the Ferris wheel
was now clear of zombies thanks to the brigade of military
personnel dispatched to round up the mindless horde. The soldiers
had arrived by boat at the pier’s dock. They disembarked with what
looked like riot gear and unfolded sections of a makeshift barrier
between themselves and the mob. The barrier was a synthetic
material with tension rods inserted to support the back, doubling
as handles. To Tom, the stiff fabric didn’t look like much of a
defense until he saw several zombies try to claw at it and a
jolting current of electricity repelled them back like it were some
sort of portable electrified fence. Completely encircling the mass
of walking dead, it was evident that the soldiers would take no
time at all the corral them back to the ballroom and the cages.

Tom painstakingly climbed the rest of the way up the ladder into
the Black Hawk and entered the cabin. “Thank God for the cavalry!
You guys saved my ass back there.”

Before he could catch his breath a sharp sting met the back of
his neck and Tom collapsed to the cabin floor.








Part Five

 

The last time Holly saw her father he was dangling from a
helicopter. At least she knew he was safe, just as she felt safe to
have been rescued from the Ferris wheel and in the protective hands
of the army.

“So where’s my dad? My dad’s here too, right?” Holly asked the
soldier standing sentry in an uncluttered office with only a few
books and files on top of an orderly desk.

“I’m sure he’s with the major,” is all the soldier would
say.

 

#

 

Tom awoke, groggy and disoriented. While he tried to regain his
focus he could make out the face in front of him to be that of
Roger Norton.

Tom’s impulse was to address him, but his voice fell short of
the forceful, angry tone he was intending. “Where’s… my daughter…
you… crazy mother f…”

“He can’t hear you, Mr. Dexter.” A voice interrupted. “He’s
still unconscious.”

Looking around, shaking his head to clear up his blurred vision,
Tom saw that he and Norton were in a similar predicament. They sat
in chairs across from each other, feet secured to the chair legs.
Each man was between two wooden beams to which their arms were
bound upward looking like they were signifying a touchdown.

“Well, then I’ll ask you… whoever you are. Where is my
daughter?”

“She’s safe.”

Tom observed that the distinguished looking man he was talking
to was wearing a military uniform bearing the gold oak leaf
insignia of major.

“Tell me… How long have you had the virus?” The major asked as
he studied Tom’s face curiously.

“Oh, I’m not like the ones you saved us from, if that’s what
you’re thinking.”

“If you were like those monsters we wouldn’t be having this
conversation. Now just answer the question. How long have you had
the virus?” The major raised his voice slightly as he asked his
question again.

“Only a year,” Tom answered before asking his own questions.
“Who are you and what is this place?” Across from him Norton
started to rouse and take in his surroundings.

“This is Fort Sheridan,” The major said.

“Sheridan? I thought the Army closed Fort Sheridan in ’93?”

“Yes, but we do still maintain what you might call a ‘necessary
presence’ here.”

 “Fleming!” Norton called to the major. “What’s the meaning
of this?” He spat angrily, flexing against his arm restraints.

“You are restrained simply for security reasons, Mr. Norton. We
will move you to a cell shortly.”

“A cell?! Look I’m with you guys. I did everything you wanted.”
Norton then glared across to Tom. “And then this thief stole the
money you paid me. I was just trying to get it back.”

“Norton? You… and the army? And I thought we were partners.” Tom
jibed.

“You shut your hole, Tom. Partners don’t steal from each
other.”

Major Fleming interjected, “You are a liability now, Mr. Norton.
We know about your imminent police investigation and we can’t very
well have that money linked back to us… so we took it back. And
thanks to your little stunt this morning we are holding you for
treason.”

“Treason?!”

“Mr. Norton. If you haven’t noticed outside your window lately
the world is going to hell because of this mutated virus. Zombies
are the new terrorists, Mr. Norton and when you let loose two
hundred zombies from a military detention center you committed an
act of treason against your country.” Major Fleming nodded to two
guards standing in the shadows of the dimly lit room and they came
forth to untie Norton to take him to a waiting cell.

“No! You can’t do this! I did everything you asked. I helped you
create this. You are the real monster…. YOU ARE THE MONSTER!!”
Norton shouted as the guards led him away.

Major Fleming turned his attention to Tom Dexter. “Now for
you.”

“Hey, I told you I wasn’t dangerous. I was just trying to get my
daughter back. Now if you can take me to her I’ll be on my way.”
Tom tried an innocent attempt at reason.

“It’s not that simple, Mr. Dexter. Did your old partner tell you
what he was doing for us?”

“He never got around to it,” Tom said in a deadpan tone.

“No matter. Norton may have exhausted his usefulness, but I
think you can be useful to us as well. After all, you handled
yourself extremely well on the pier this morning… you against a
virtual army of zombies. We could use a man like you on the “front
lines,’ so to speak, in fighting this zombie menace.”

“No thanks. Been there, done that. Like I said… I just want my
daughter back.”

“Very well,” Major Fleming sighed, nodding to the remaining two
guards in the room to help untie Tom.

 

#

 

Holly had heard Roger Norton bellowing down the hall, yet hid
her concern. The soldier guarding her turned to peek into the
hallway to watch his fellow soldiers struggling with their
detainee.

As the guard’s back was turned Holly noticed a file on the desk
had Roger Norton’s name on it.

“Hey,” Holly called to the guard. “What’s a girl gotta do to get
something to eat around here?”

“Huh?” The guard uttered, turning back to the room.

“It’s been quite a harrowing morning and I sure could use some
energy.”

“I think I can snag us some coffee and donuts?”

“That would be perfect. Thanks so much.” When the guard went to
get the donuts Holly thought about stealing the fine she saw, but
knew it would be quickly missed from such a purposefully organized
desk. Instead, she decided to read the file in hopes that she may
be able to relay any useful information to her father.

 

#

 

 “Are you sure I can’t persuade you to help your country,
Mr. Dexter?” Major Fleming continued. “It would be a shame to keep
you from your daughter any longer if I were to charge you with
treason as well for being Mr. Norton’s accomplice,” the major said
with an insidious tone hoping it was enough to sway Tom.

The guards had untied Tom and raised him with a quick jerk to
his feet.

“Whoa! Easy fellas. I’m still a little woozy.” Tom feigned
dizziness long enough to convince the guards that he was still
weak. “Well major, you make a convincing argument, but… THE ANSWER
IS STILL NO!”

Tom kicked out and shattered the knee cap of one of the guards,
quickly snatched free the sidearm from the other guard’s holster
and held the muzzle of the gun against the major’s head.

“I don’t know what dirty little hoops you had Norton hopping
through for you, but you can count me out, major,” Tom said and
then motioned to the guard that wasn’t writhing in pain on the
floor and instructed him to tie the major to one of the wooden
beams.

Keeping the gun trained on the major Tom retrieved the sidearm
from the other guard and struck him on the back of the head with it
knocking him out. It not only insured that he’d be quite, but it
mercifully put him out of his excruciating agony for the time
being. Once the major was secured Tom knocked the other guard out
the same way, dragged the two soldiers together and bound them
tightly.

The major began nonchalantly warning Tom how futile his attempt
to leave was, but Tom adroitly flipped loose the major’s tie and
stuffed the end of it into his mouth.

“Tell it to the marines, major.”

Tom didn’t know how much time he had to make his escape, but his
objective was to find Holly first.

“Holly?” Tom called cautiously down each hallway and door he
came to. “Holly? Hol…?”

“Dad?” Holly answered, poking her head from the major’s office
at the end of the hall.

“Holly. Let’s go we’re not safe here.” Tom grabbed her arm.
“Now…. To find the way out.”

“Follow me dad. This is the way they brought me in.” The two
headed cautiously, but quickly down the hall. “Dad… about Mr.
Norton…”

“I don’t give a rat’s ass about him. He can rot in this place
for all I care.”

“No. I have information about Mr. Norton. He was doing something
for the army.”

“Yeah, I heard something about that, and it must have been
something big and extra dirty.”

“Well I know what it was. I read it in a file I found in the
major’s office. He was…”

Just then the two turned a corner and ran into the soldier
bringing coffee and donuts to Holly. The small tray he was carrying
was toppled backwards into his chest, hot coffee soaking the front
of his uniform as he was knocked onto the floor.

“Sorry,” Holly squealed politely to the young man as her father
whisked her down another corridor. The soldier scrambled to his
feet to pursue them, alerting fellow soldiers as he gave chase.

“This is the wrong way, Dad.” Holly insisted.

“Well, we can’t go back. There’s got to be another way out,” Tom
urged.

They soon spotted glass doors that looked like they led outside,
however it turned out that they only led through a small portico to
an adjoining building – the gymnasium. Upon entering the gym Tom
picked a jump rope from a nearby shelf and looped it through the
handles of the double doors to tie them securely shut.

Within seconds they heard the pounding and sounds of a team of
men trying to force the doors open. Tom and his daughter scrambled
around the weight benches and passed through another doorway into
the indoor basketball court – only it didn’t look like anyone would
be playing basketball on it. Holly and Tom were met with the
familiar site of caged zombies just like at the Navy Pier.

Tom wondered what the hell they were doing there, but his pace
didn’t slow although Holly’s did. “We can’t slow down,” Tom
implored. “There’s got to be another doorway at the other end of
this room.”

The zombies in the cages seemed to be civilians and military
alike, and in the earliest stages of their disease. Some even tried
to form words as they reached out for Tom and his daughter. Holly
reeled back with a screech as a finger tip grazed her shoulder. She
turned and stood motionless in stunned silence.

“What is it honey? Are you okay?” Tom questioned not really
wanting to stop his momentum.

“I… I know him,” Holly stated almost as if in a trance, staring
directly into the dead eyes of a young black man in army fatigues.
“His name is… was… Ron.” Her eyes were transfixed. “He was in my
class. After high school he joined the army.”

“His name is still Ron. Only now he’s a zombie. Let’s go.”

Continuing on to the other end of the large cage-filled room
they did indeed spot another doorway leading outside. Tom took the
lead and burst through the door clutching his daughter’s hand
behind him. Brilliant daylight washed over his face and he had to
close his eyes in reaction.

A gunshot echoed through the compound like thunder and Holly
screamed as she saw her father flail backward, falling to the
ground, blood draining from his stomach.

The major stood outside, slowly lowering his weapon. “When you
force a soldier to tie up his commanding officer you’d better be
sure you know where his loyalty lies.”

 

#

 

Tom lay unconscious in the Fort Sheridan medical building as
Major Fleming appeared at his bedside. Locating a vein, the major
then plunged a needle into Tom’s arm and watched as the green
liquid drained from the syringe.

 

# # #








Coming Soon: Episode #2 –
Zombie Resurrection

“What have I become? I don’t feel any different yet I wake up in
places I don’t know, learning that I’ve done things I don’t
remember. This virus must be getting the better of me. I let my
daughter slip through my fingers while trying to save her and I
don’t know where she is being held now. Time is running out for
both of us… because saving her is the only way I can save me.

 

# # #
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