Contagion


Deacon Taylor sat quietly in his green Hummer watching a large group of walking dead slowly making their way down the road away from his location. They were heading south, like many other groups of the dead, towards the remains of the metropolis, Trinity.  Other recon teams reported similar events.



"At least they are not headed toward the base camp," Taylor mumbled. Something was drawing the attention of lots of dead walkers closer to the city. Others further out were attracted by the movement and followed. Taylor wanted to know what was drawing them. Usually survivors attracted dead walkers. Taylor had  a feeling this was the case. He looked over at his partner, Satomi, napping beside him. "Hey Satomi,  we're moving out."


Satomi Harada sat up rubbing her eyes. "What?"

"We're going to Trinity. Something is going on," Taylor explained.


Satomi sighed. "Bad idea Deacon."

"I know, but it takes a lot to get a large group of those things moving. If only a few were heading to the city, the rest would not notice. I think there are people in Trinity," Taylor explained.


" I doubt it."

"You never know."

"Does the Captain know?" Satomi asked.

"No."

"I didn't think so. You're going to get us killed Deacon."

"We'll be fine," Taylor assured  her.

"Famous last words."

Taylor chuckled and started the engine. Satomi checked the magazines in her load bearing vest  and on her thigh. "You see why I bring extra magazines?"


They headed off down the road. Before long they turned off the road and cut across country. Taylor drove across an open field. He stopped several times to cut away barb wire fences. They came to a river and stopped.


"How deep is it?" Satomi asked.

"I'll check." Taylor got out of the truck and walked up to the river bank. He checked the surrounding area to make sure none of the dead were nearby, then he slowly stepped into the cold water. He waded out about half way. The water never rose above his waste. He turned to Satomi and waved her forward. She came up slowly behind him and followed him across the river. On the other side he hopped back in and the continued on.  Satomi drove down several back roads and cut across a few back yards in order to avoid car wrecks. The charred bodies of the victims were on the ground or still inside the burned out vehicles.


"Cross that field and stop near the top of the hill," Taylor instructed. Satomi turned off the narrow road and slowly drove  through the tall grass. She stopped near the top of the hill and killed the engine. "Stay in the truck," Taylor said as he climbed out. He walked to the crest of the hill and looked out across the field. In the distance was Trinity. Smoke billowed from dozens of buildings. Hundreds or perhaps thousands of the walking dead were slowly slouching toward the city on the highway threading their way between abandoned vehicles.


Taylor raised his binoculars and got a closer look at the taller  office buildings. When the wind shifted he heard the faint sound of gun fire echoing in the surrounding hills. "I knew it, survivors,"  He was about to say something to Satomi when she shouted his name. He let his binoculars dangle by their harness strapped over his shoulders and turned to see dozens of the dead approaching from over the hills behind them and from the grove of trees to the East.  They were moving fast. Taylor tried to get back to the Hummer but seven of the dead  cut him off forcing him towards the wooded area. 


Satomi was in the roof hatch firing her M-4 at the closest dead walkers. 

Taylor  reached for his machete on his back and began hacking at the  dead walkers closest to him. They were to close for his M-4. He decapitated two and hacked of the arms of a third, then broke out running towards to woods. "Satomi Go!" He shouted. Satomi ducked into the hatch and closed it. A moment later the engine roared to life and she took off. She ran over half a dozen, but she could not make her way over to Taylor so she drove down the hill. She noticed that the hordes of the dead on the highway were now coming in her direction. "Oh wonderful, " She commented as she slammed into another one.


Taylor entered the woods. The dead walkers were more spread out among the trees. They were having trouble negotiating the shrubbery and uneven ground. Taylor slipped past a dozen of them, but a faster moving one surprised him and grabbed his vest.


Taylor lost his footing and fell over landing hard on the ground. The dead walker landing on top of him. Its jagged and broken teeth snapping at him inches from his face.  Taylor heaved it off and rolled away before another one could grab him. He jumped to his feet and slashed at the fast walker cutting its head off. It bounced away as the body tumbled over. He ran on through the woods towards the sound of an engine in the distance. 


Satomi waited anxiously  on the other side of the grove. She had to drive all the way around to avoid the thickest group of dead walkers who were slowly approaching.

"Deacon where are you?"

She looked at the side mirror, they were closing.

She was about to  move on when Taylor emerged from the trees. He ran to the Hummer and hopped in.


"What took you so long?" Satomi asked and she took off.

"I got side tracked. We have to tell the Captain about those survivors. We have to help them," David said breathing heavily.

" I know. You almost got killed Deacon."

"No sweat. I had it under control."

"Yeah right," Satomi grinned as she turned North back to the base camp.
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