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Preface
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For years, he enforced rules.

Ninety minutes.
Clear boundaries.
Order in chaos.
A referee believes in structure. In fairness. In control.

But the day the world collapsed, there were no rules left to follow.

The stadium — once filled with tens of thousands of screaming fans — became a cage of echoes and hunger. The pitch turned into a graveyard. The stands became hunting grounds.

He was never trained for this.

No whistle stops the dead.
No red card removes violence.
No halftime break brings relief.
Alone inside concrete walls built to contain passion and rivalry, he must learn a new role — not as a judge of the game, but as a survivor of the end.

Because when the final whistle blows...

Only the living remain to hear it.
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Chapter One – The Whistle
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The stadium was alive.

Eighty thousand voices. Flags rising. Cameras flashing. The world watching.

He adjusted his earpiece, checked his watch, and lifted the whistle to his lips.

One sharp sound.

The World Cup had begun.

For a split second, everything was perfect.

Then the screaming changed.

At first, it sounded like celebration — too loud, too sudden. But celebration doesn’t crack like bone. It doesn’t ripple through a crowd like a wave of panic.

He saw it on the far side of the pitch.

A player falling.

No foul.

Another one collapsing near the sideline — not diving. Convulsing.

And then the first figure stumbled onto the field from the stands.

Blood on its shirt.

Jaw hanging wrong.

Running — no, lunging — toward the nearest player.

The whistle slipped from his fingers.

The crowd began to crush itself.

He didn’t freeze.

Because before he was a referee, he had been a soldier.

His training didn’t allow panic. It activated protocol.

Identify exit.
Avoid mass flow.
Move against chaos.
A security guard tried to grab his arm, shouting something in Portuguese — but the guard never finished the sentence. A woman tackled him from behind and tore into his neck.

The referee didn’t look twice.

He sprinted toward the tunnel.

One of them intercepted him near the technical area — a man in a team jacket, face grey, mouth open, eyes empty.

The referee sidestepped. Military reflex.

Elbow to the jaw.
Palm strike to the throat.
He grabbed a fallen corner flag and drove the sharpened tip through the man’s eye.
No hesitation.

Keep moving.

Inside the tunnel it was worse.

Echoes. Footsteps. Blood smeared along white tiles.

A stadium staff member lunged from a doorway.

He smashed her head against the wall.

Once.

Twice.

She stopped moving.

Further down the corridor, another blocked the path — slower, older. He grabbed a fire extinguisher from the wall and crushed the skull with one brutal swing.

The crack echoed like a gunshot.

He reached the locker rooms.

Bodies. Screams. Doors slamming.

One of them emerged from behind a bench — a player, still in uniform, teeth red.

The referee didn’t recognize him anymore.

He kicked the bench forward, trapping the creature’s legs, and drove a broken metal hanger into its temple.

Breathing hard now.

Not fear.

Adrenaline.

The emergency lights flickered.

He knew the stadium layout. Every corridor. Every stairwell.

Parking garage.

If there was any chance, it was there.

He pushed through the service stairwell and descended into the underground structure.

Chaos.

Cars crashing into pillars. Drivers trying to flee. People trampled between vehicles. Alarms screaming. Engines revving uselessly against locked gates.

And among them — dozens of the infected.

Feeding.

Hunting.

The world above had fallen in less than five minutes.

The referee stood in the shadow of a concrete column, blood on his hands, breath steadying.

The match had lasted ninety seconds.

And humanity had lost.

He tightened his grip on the fire extinguisher.

No rules now.

Only survival.
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Chapter Two – Exit Wound
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The parking garage had become a slaughterhouse of steel and concrete.

Car alarms screamed like dying animals. Headlights cut through smoke and dust. Engines revved until they overheated. Doors slammed. People begged. Gunshots echoed somewhere far off.

He moved low between vehicles.

Military mind. Assess. Adapt. Survive.

A woman ran past him, barefoot, covered in blood that wasn’t all hers. She slipped. Something grabbed her ankle from beneath a car. The scream ended wet.

He didn’t stop.

Near the third row, a black SUV idled crookedly against a pillar, driver’s door open. The owner lay half inside, half outside — throat torn open.

Keys still in the ignition.

Luck didn’t exist. Only timing.

He pulled the body free and slid into the seat. Hands steady. Breath controlled.

One infected stumbled toward the open door. He reversed hard, crushing it against another vehicle, bone snapping under metal.

Forward gear.

The exit ramp was jammed.

Cars wedged bumper to bumper. Drivers abandoning vehicles. Some trying to push through the chaos. Others trapped inside as shapes clawed at windows.

He couldn’t wait.

He mounted the side curb, scraping concrete, forcing space where there was none. The SUV shuddered but climbed. A man banged on the passenger window, pleading.

“Please! Please!”

Then teeth tore into the man’s shoulder from behind.

The referee accelerated.

Up the ramp.

Daylight hit like a flashbang.

Outside the stadium, the world had already cracked.

Crowds were no longer fleeing — they were scattering. Some fighting. Some falling. Some rising again.

And then he saw him.

Through the windshield. Just for a second.

A young man running against the tide.

Not away from the stadium.

Toward it.

Determined. Desperate.

Shouting a name.

He didn’t hear it — but he saw the intent.

The young man shoved past people, scanning faces, heading toward one of the side entrances. He wasn’t running blind. He was searching.

For someone inside.

The referee’s eyes narrowed.

Stupid.

Brave.

The same thing, sometimes.

For a split second, instinct told him to stop. To shout. To warn him. Military training wasn’t just about killing — it was about not leaving people behind.

But the road behind him was collapsing into violence.

A body slammed onto his hood.

More were coming.

The young man disappeared into the mass of chaos near the gate.

And the referee made a choice.

He pressed the accelerator.

The SUV broke free onto the outer road.

In the rearview mirror, smoke began to rise above the stadium.

The match had ended.

But for some, the game was just beginning.

He didn’t know the young man’s name.

He didn’t know that their paths were now bound by the same disaster.

He only knew one thing:

He had survived.

And survival always comes with a cost.
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Chapter Three – No Home to Return To

[image: ]


The city dissolved behind him.

Sirens faded. Smoke thinned. The screaming became memory.

He drove until the roads emptied.

Until traffic lights blinked uselessly over silent intersections. Until the radio turned to static. Until the world felt abandoned rather than collapsing.

He didn’t head home.

There was no one there.

No wife waiting.
No children.
No dog barking at the door.
He had chosen that life long ago.

Discipline over attachment.
Mobility over roots.
Duty over comfort.
It made things simpler now.

Ahead, past a bend in the highway, he saw it.

Concrete barriers.
Sandbags.
Military vehicles positioned across the road.
A checkpoint.

Or what had been one.

He slowed the SUV.

Engines off.

Silence.

The national flag hung limp from a bent pole. One armored jeep sat with its door open. A machine gun mounted on a tripod pointed uselessly toward an empty horizon.

No movement.

Too quiet.

He stepped out carefully, fire extinguisher replaced by a service pistol taken from a fallen officer in the garage. He checked the magazine.

Full.

Good.

The air smelled metallic.

Blood.

One soldier lay near the barriers, helmet cracked open like an egg. Another was slumped against sandbags, rifle still clutched in dead hands. No signs of gunfire exchanged — just close-quarters brutality.

They hadn’t been overrun from distance.

It had happened fast.

Inside the temporary command tent, maps were spread across a folding table. Radios sat silent. A laptop flickered on emergency battery.

He scanned the documents.

Containment failure reports.
Hospitals overwhelmed within minutes.
“Unidentified aggressive infection.”
“Targets reanimate.”
“Head trauma required.”
He didn’t react outwardly.

But inside, a cold calculation began forming.

Not riots.
Not terrorism.
Something else.

He checked the radio.

Static.

Then — faintly — a fragmented transmission.

“...all units fall back... repeat... fall back... urban centers lost...”

The signal died.

He stepped back outside.

The checkpoint had not been evacuated.

It had collapsed.

He moved to the supply crate near the armored jeep.

Rations.
A combat knife.
Extra ammunition.
A military backpack.
He stripped the dead soldier of his tactical vest with quiet efficiency.

No ceremony.

He wasn’t heartless.

Just realistic.

The world had ended in less than an hour.

And he was alone.

Not tragically alone.

Not dramatically alone.

Just... alone.

No one to call.

No one to protect.

No one to lose.

He looked down the highway — one direction leading back toward the city.

The other, toward open countryside.

He made his decision without hesitation.

Open terrain meant visibility.

Visibility meant time.

And time meant survival.

He climbed back into the SUV, now better equipped, better informed.

The referee was gone.

The soldier remained.

As he drove away from the abandoned checkpoint, he didn’t look back.

The whistle had once controlled ninety minutes of chaos.

Now he had to survive an eternity of it.
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