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  Chapter 1

  
  







Noah Black was a man who had walked through hell. He was tall, with a lean build that spoke of a life lived on the run. His once-pristine clothes were tattered, stained with the blood and grime of a world that had fallen apart.

His face, chiseled and sharp, was covered in a rough beard that had grown unchecked for months. But his eyes were the most telling—cold, calculating, the eyes of a man who had seen too much and survived it all.




He moved through the wasteland like a ghost. The sky above was a sickly gray, the sun hidden behind a thick layer of clouds that had turned the world into a perpetual twilight.

The air was thick with the stench of decay, and the only sounds were the distant moans of the undead and the soft crunch of Noah’s boots on the cracked asphalt.




He knew the wasteland well. He had been wandering it for years, ever since the outbreak had turned the world into this nightmare. Cities that were once teeming with life were now empty shells, filled with the dead and the desperate. The roads, once the veins of civilization, were now littered with the wreckage of what had been.




Noah had a destination in mind. A city, or what was left of it, on the edge of the horizon. He had heard whispers in the ruins—rumors of a hidden enclave where a man named Dr. Adrian Kane was said to be working on a cure. Noah wasn’t one to chase rumors, but he had seen enough to know that even the wildest stories often had a kernel of truth.




The city came into view as he crested a hill. It was a sprawling ruin, its buildings crumbling, their windows shattered. The streets were choked with debris, the remnants of cars, and the corpses of the dead, some still moving in that grotesque parody of life. Noah paused, scanning the area with the practiced eye of a survivor.




The entrance to the city was a gaping wound in the earth, a highway that had collapsed into a massive sinkhole. The only way in was to climb down, a risky maneuver that would leave him exposed to the zombies that prowled the area. Noah took a deep breath and tightened his grip on the steel pipe he carried. His revolver was holstered at his side, but he had learned long ago to save his bullets for when he really needed them.




He started down the slope, his movements slow and deliberate. The ground was loose, crumbling beneath his feet, but he kept his balance. Halfway down, a sound made him freeze—a low, guttural growl, followed by the shuffling of feet. He turned his head slowly, eyes narrowing as he spotted a group of zombies at the bottom of the sinkhole.




There were five of them, their rotting bodies barely held together by decomposing flesh and sinew. Their eyes were milky white, devoid of any sign of humanity, and their mouths hung open, drooling blackened saliva. They hadn’t seen him yet, but it was only a matter of time.




Noah weighed his options. He could retreat, find another way into the city, but that would take time, and time was something he had little of. Or he could take them out quickly, quietly, and keep moving. He opted for the latter.




He slid the pipe from his back, gripping it with both hands. His movements were smooth, fluid, honed by years of practice. He reached the bottom of the slope just as one of the zombies turned its head in his direction. It let out a guttural moan, and the others turned to follow its gaze.




Noah moved fast. He stepped forward, swinging the pipe in a wide arc that connected with the zombie’s skull. There was a sickening crunch as bone shattered, and the creature crumpled to the ground. The others lunged at him, their movements slow but relentless.




He dodged the first, bringing the pipe down on its spine with enough force to sever it in half. The zombie collapsed, its arms still clawing at the ground as it tried to pull itself forward. Noah kicked it aside and turned to the next one, his expression cold and detached.




The fight was over in seconds. The last zombie fell to the ground, its head caved in by a brutal swing. Noah wiped the blood from his face, breathing hard but steady. He glanced around, ensuring there were no more threats, then continued into the city.




The streets were a maze of debris and destruction. Noah moved carefully, sticking to the shadows and avoiding the open areas where he could be seen. He knew better than to make noise; the zombies were drawn to sound, and a single mistake could bring a horde down on him.




He followed the clues he had gathered over the years, piecing together a mental map of the city and the location of the enclave. It was said to be underground, hidden beneath one of the few buildings that remained mostly intact. But finding it would be the real challenge. The city was vast, and time was against him.




Hours passed as he searched, moving from one building to the next, his frustration growing with each dead end. The sun was beginning to set, casting long shadows across the ruins, and the temperature dropped. The moans of the undead grew louder, more frequent, as the darkness stirred them from their daytime lethargy.




Noah was about to give up and find a place to hunker down for the night when he spotted something out of place. A building, larger than the others, with its entrance partially concealed by rubble. It was an old hospital, the kind that had been abandoned long before the outbreak. But there were signs of recent activity—a trail of footprints leading inside, and a faint light flickering in one of the upper windows.




Noah approached cautiously, his senses on high alert. He stepped through the broken doorway, his eyes scanning the interior. The air was stale, filled with the scent of mold and decay. The lobby was empty, but the signs were there—someone had been here recently. He could feel it.




He moved deeper into the building, his footsteps silent on the cracked tiles. The light he had seen from outside was coming from a hallway to his left. He followed it, his heart pounding in his chest. The hallway was narrow, lined with doors that had been forced open. At the end was a staircase leading down into the darkness.




Noah hesitated for a moment, then started down the stairs. The light grew brighter as he descended, the air growing colder. He reached the bottom and found himself in a long, dimly lit corridor. The walls were lined with doors, each one leading to a different room. At the far end, a single door stood ajar, the source of the light.




He approached it cautiously, his hand on the handle of his revolver. He pushed the door open with his foot, revealing a large, open room filled with equipment and monitors. And in the center of it all stood a man, tall and thin, with wild white hair and a lab coat that had seen better days.




Dr. Adrian Kane.




Noah had found him.
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Noah stood in the doorway, his eyes locked on the man in the center of the room. Dr. Adrian Kane looked up from the array of monitors, his gaze sharp and assessing. For a moment, the two men simply stared at each other, the silence stretching between them. Kane’s face was gaunt, his cheeks hollow, and his eyes were a piercing blue that seemed to see right through Noah.


“You found me,” Kane said, his voice as brittle as the air in the room. He turned away from the monitors, his movements deliberate, almost mechanical. “I wasn’t expecting visitors.”


“I’ve been looking for you,” Noah replied, his tone even. He didn’t move from the doorway, his body tense, ready to react if Kane made a wrong move.


Kane smiled, a thin, humorless expression. “Everyone’s looking for me, but few make it this far.” He gestured to the room around him. “Welcome to my sanctuary.”


Noah’s eyes flicked over the equipment in the room—computers, lab instruments, and vials filled with strange liquids. There was a sterile quality to the place, a stark contrast to the decay outside. “Sanctuary? Looks more like a tomb.”


Kane chuckled, the sound dry and hollow. “Perhaps it is, but it’s mine. And it’s the only place left where real work can be done.”


Noah took a step inside, his gaze never leaving Kane. “I’ve heard you’re working on a cure. That true?”


Kane’s expression shifted, a flicker of something darker passing over his features. “A cure, yes. But not in the way you’re thinking.”


“Enlighten me.”


Kane moved to a nearby table, picking up a vial filled with a bright, green liquid. He held it up, examining the contents with a distant gaze. “The plague that turned the world into a nightmare is complex, more so than anyone ever imagined. But I’ve cracked it. I’ve found a way to reverse the process, to bring the infected back.”


Noah’s eyes narrowed. “Then why isn’t the world crawling with the cured?”


Kane’s hand tightened around the vial. “Because it’s not that simple. The cure—if you can call it that—requires something rare. Something nearly impossible to obtain.”


“And what’s that?”


Kane turned to face Noah, his expression hardening. “The blood of the immune.”


Noah felt a cold knot tighten in his gut. “Immune?”


“Yes,” Kane said, his voice growing more intense. “There are a few people out there, rare as diamonds, who are immune to the plague. Their blood holds the key to reversing the infection. But finding them… well, that’s the challenge, isn’t it?”


Noah’s mind raced. He had encountered rumors of people who had never turned, despite being bitten or exposed. But they were just that—rumors. And in a world as broken as this, rumors were as good as myths.


“How many immune have you found?” Noah asked, his voice steady.


Kane’s lips thinned. “Not enough. I’ve had samples—some taken willingly, others not. But it’s never enough. The process requires a significant amount, and most of the immune I’ve found didn’t survive long enough to be of use.”


“Because you bled them dry?” Noah’s voice carried a hard edge.


Kane didn’t flinch. “They knew the risks. They were given a choice—help save the world or die like the rest. Most chose to help, even if it meant their lives.”


Noah felt a surge of anger, but he kept it in check. “And what about those who didn’t choose?”


Kane’s gaze darkened. “This is bigger than any one person. Sacrifices have to be made for the greater good.”


Noah clenched his fists. “And who made you the one to decide that?”


Kane stepped closer, his eyes blazing. “I’m the only one left who can. The rest of the world is gone, buried under the weight of its own failures. I’m the only one trying to fix it.”


Noah stared at Kane, seeing the conviction in his eyes, the unyielding belief that what he was doing was right. It was a dangerous belief, one that had justified countless atrocities throughout history.


“What happens if you get enough?” Noah asked, his voice low. “What happens if you can make the cure?”


Kane’s expression shifted, a twisted smile curling his lips. “Then we rebuild. We take what’s left of humanity









































