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  Chapter One


  The group, weary, deflated, and soggy from the knees down looked around at each other, wondering what to do next. Woking had been their goal; now that too had been swept away by the Red Death and flood waters.


  The group of survivors stared at each other, lost and bemused, until a single shot rang out to break the silence.


  They all turned at once in fear towards the direction the shot had come from, but they could see no threat. The side window of the army vehicle was now cracked and a circular spray of visceral blood coated the insides. The Royal Artillery Captain had obviously taken the quick way out of his suffering.


  It began to rain again, and everyone hurried under the shelter of the large roof that spread from the railway station main exit over to the nearby line of shops. Brita and Piers checked the area. The concrete planters seemed not to be hiding anymore unwanted Infected.


  “What the hell are we going to do now?” Matt’s voice was high and anxious as he flapped his arms up and down at his sides.


  “Get the hell out of here and head south to Aldershot or Farnborough?” Ann repeated what the officer had said about the evacuation zones.


  “They could end up like this place before we even get there,” Selena said, peering out through the rain for any sign of living people or the Infected. No one spoke for a few seconds.


  “Well I’m fucking going to that hotel,” Ayesha suddenly said, wiping away her tears. “I’m going to find some new clothes, have a shower and eat my guts out and then worry about what to do next. I’m sick and tired of having crap clothes on, frizzy hair and cold, wet feet.”


  “Sounds good to me hun,” Charlie said, backing her up with a hug.


  “We could all do with getting dry and having food and beds to sleep on,” Ellie agreed.


  “Might as well.” Even Tony sounded tired.


  “Anyone know the way to this hotel?” Hannah asked.


  “I do,” Ayesha pointed from under the roofed area down the road they were on following the brick wall of the railway. “Let’s get going eh.”


  Piers and Brita flanked her, with Charlie and Ellie and then the rest following after. They hadn’t noticed the clouds catching up with them earlier, and all felt down-hearted as they moved out in the rain again. Hannah had a sudden urge to pee but hoped she could hold it until they reached the hotel or someplace to safely hole up for the night.


  They passed some takeaways and other shops that seemed to have little use in the current climate. They hurried past a side road that led into the shopping heart of the town but spotted no one about as they did.


  The group splashed on past a nail bar, estate agents, and a RSPCA Centre when they really needed an outdoors clothes shop and maybe a corner shop with bottled water and cans of protected goods. The road curved around from the high station walls, and Ayesha pointed to a tall building ahead and slightly hidden to the left of the road. “There’s where we need to be.”


  They cut through a paved alley next to where a market was sometimes held, thus avoiding the main part of town. Over a crossing, there was a corner shop. The sandbagged door was kicked inwards, and the insides were dark and gloomy, but invitingly full of food.


  “Supplies,” Tony grunted and made a beeline for the shop, with Ann in tow. Her stomach was grumbling so badly; she would risk anything for a tube of Jaffa Cakes right now.


  “What if it’s not safe?” Hannah warned.


  “That’s breaking and entering and stealing what you are contemplating,” Selena pointed out rubbing her side. She had a stitch from carrying the backpack; she did not feel like eating, but a drink of some sort would be most welcome.


  “Fucking hell Judge Judy, who is going to frigging arrest me?” Tony boomed out his laughter as he entered the shop.


  “You going in?” Piers asked Brita, who was the only one of them apart from him carrying a decent weapon.


  “No,” she simply said, with a curt shake of her head.


  Piers looked at his axe and against his better judgement, followed the married couple inside. Ayesha followed Piers inside with a worried looking Charlie trailing after her. The rest of the group decided to stay outside under the ripped awning of another shop next door. The wait outside seemed to take ages, as the remainder of the group scanned the streets for any sign of life. The wide double lane roads in either direction were shielded by a large office block.


  Hannah looked out at the rain again, wondering if they would ever get a break. She had hoped to be saved by the government, army or police, but it seemed once again that the group had to save itself. Her feet were numb, wet and ached like hell, she was hungry, sick and thirsty all at the same time and her urge to pee was becoming painful. Just as she thought she might piss her three-day old pants, the shop looters emerged with bags crammed full of goodies. Tony and Ann shared nothing, but Ayesha, Charlie, and Piers handed out a chocolate bar and bottle of water to each of them.


  “Can we get going now, I need the toilet urgently,” Hannah whined.


  “I could do with the bog myself, little girl,” Tony splashed past her, sending water up her nearest leg. Frowning she moved off, the pain in her full bladder easing a little as she began walking again. A left turn at a crossroads brought them to the glass-doored entrance of the hotel. An ambulance, an army truck, and two police vans were parked outside in a protective half square in front of the door. They had to squeeze through a gap, easy for most, but a right old kerfuffle for the Gables.


  Piers and Hannah reached the double glass doors first. They were locked tight.


  “I’m so going to piss myself in a minute,” Hannah muttered as she rattled the locked doors.


  “Good job you have a fireman handy, step back,” Piers said to her hefting his axe, as Hannah moved to a safe distance. He was about to swing when a young woman with peroxide blonde hair and black eyebrows in a hotel staff uniform came rushing at the glass doors waving for Piers to stop his axe swing.


  “No, no, no,” she shouted through the glass in an Eastern European accent. “Stop, stop.”


  Piers let his axe drop.


  He and Hannah, who were closest, noticed that her white blouse under her open purple waistcoat opened at the top to reveal a glimpse of a sky blue bra underneath. The badge on her left chest said: Zuzanna.


  “Can you let us in please,” Piers asked her politely through the glass.


  The woman tucked and buttoned her blouse some more, as she was joined by a soldier buttoning up his combat jacket whilst fumbling with his rifle, much like the one Brita carried.


  “I need to use the loos,” Hannah shouted through the doors.


  “Fuck off,” the dark-skinned soldier with a black beret barked at them.


  “Fucking let us in mate,” Piers swore back.


  “Don’t be a cunt,” Tony shouted over their heads, not making the situation any better.


  “You might be bloody infected. What’s wrong with her, like?” The soldier jabbed a finger at where Hannah was hopping from foot to foot to ease her near bursting bladder.


  “I’m pregnant, and I need a fucking piss, mate!” she screamed at the gunner through the glass doors.


  “I ain’t your mate,” he said back to her, taken aback at her screaming through the door at him. “You could be hiding the infection under your clothes?”


  “You want me to fucking strip off then?” Hannah raged pulling off the ugly cardi Selena had given to her. Then she fumbled at the buttons of her jeans.


  “What’s she doing,” the gunner said to his female companion.


  “Taking clothes off, let them in Steve please, they look fine to me,” She pleaded, rubbing the soldier’s large arm.


  “Your Captain Burton sent us here.” Selena moved up to the top step, glad to be out of the water for a while.


  “He’s still alive?” the soldier looked less hostile.


  “He was when we left him,” Selena stated. Not exactly lying, but not exactly telling the full truth of their encounter. “He said you would take us in.”


  “You’re a soldier, follow orders,” Ayesha yelled from the back. The rain was making her shiver in the scrubs and lost property clothes she was wearing.


  “Please,” Hannah said in a softer voice, putting one open palm on the cool glass between them.


  “Okay, but no fucking around, I’m in charge here,” the soldier slung his weapon and fumbled for the locks at the top and bottom of the doors.


  Everyone nodded quickly. Anything to get out of the cold rain and off the dangerous dead streets of Woking town. The group had to control themselves as they waited to bundle in through the one glass door the soldier opened. They all trooped into the lobby where two electric lamps were set up on the reception desk to their right. Further right was a Martian War Machine mural on the wall, from H. G. Wells’s War of the Worlds. Directly ahead were lifts and a stairwell doorway and in-between that the reception desk. The lobby was well lit because of the glass door and side, but the corners looked gloomy.


  “Where did you get that?” The soldier pointed at the same sort of rifle he carried only a slightly different type and colour.


  “I’m Danish army,” was all she replied leading Ellie into the centre of the reception area.


  Soldier Steve watched as the rest of the group walked in-between them looking strangely garbed and bedraggled. He then went over and locked the doors again.


  “I am Zuzanna, welcome to the Woking City Centre Premier Inn,” she said repeating the welcome she had spoken a thousand times or more since she started working there after arriving from Poland. “We have no electricity, but the shower and hot water still work.”


  “Who are all you people?” Soldier Steve looked at the motley group. “And why are you dressed like that?”


  “Most of us were evacuated from Kingston Hospital to a temporary military medical camp in Surbiton where we were given a clean bill of health. The place was sadly overrun by infected carriers of the disease or plague, whatever you want to call it, and we escaped along the railway tracks to here.” Charlie stepped up to explain.


  “Where we thought we’d be safe,” Ayesha added.


  “I don’t think anyplace is that safe anymore luv,” Soldier Steve said, shaking his head. “We were overrun too, Woking has fallen so I locked this place up the best I could.”


  “How many of you are here?” Selena asked.


  “Two,” Steve replied.


  “Two soldiers, plus you two?” Ann asked hopefully.


  “Just Zuzanna and me. Nobody else. The rest of my squad are either dead, infected or have gone AWOL. I’m Lance-Corporal Steve Wright by the way and not, as you can see by my skin tone, any relation to the old DJ.”


  The group did their own introductions, Tony jumping over Ellie to bellow at the soldier. “So Soldier Boy, what the fuck are you going to do now to take care of us?”


  “Fucking hell mate, I let you in, my duty of care ends in this bloody lobby. All the doors to the rooms are open, so pick one you like, just avoid the top floor which is ours. A lot of the guests left in a hurry so if you search about you will find some dry clobber to put on.”


  “But you are the army?” Ann said, “you should give us a clue what to do, where is safe.”


  “Ain’t you realised yet, the South-East of England has fallen to this Red Death plague. It’s total Fubar out there. Most people die, but about ten percent turn into Ebola look-a-like killing machines. You can’t reason with them, their sole aim is either to kill you or bite you and pass on the disease. The Government are hiding in bunkers under London, The Royals are in Scotland and the armed forces and civilian police who were cut to record low strength before this shitcake went down and are losing control. We—you, are on your own.” Steve explained in easy to understand loud words.


  “What about Aldershot and Farnborough?” Matt asked, remembering what the Infected Captain had told them.


  “The army are evacuating all healthy people to Royal Navy ships at sea, military come first of course. The thing is, can you make it to one of those places before the Red Death hits hard? My orders were to hold the town until further orders. I have no officers or NCOs left, it’s just me and Zuzanna, and we are going to hole up here until the disease burns itself out. We have enough food for months and plenty of supermarkets to procure supplies nearby. You can stay or go, it’s your choice, but just don’t bother us okay?” Steve put his arm around Zuzanna and led her over to the desk to grab a plastic lantern.


  “What are we going to do?” Ellie asked Brita.


  “Where are you going?” Tony bellowed at the soldier’s back.


  “I’m going to finish off the shag you interrupted, is what I’m going to do. What you do is your business. Just don’t open any outside doors and we will be fine. Laters.” Steve casually waved and walked up the stairwell with Zuzanna.


  The group stood around the lobby, just looking at one another, not speaking a word. Surbiton had been a disaster, Woking had fallen, and their hopes of rescue and safety had evaporated like the sunny weather. The lobby was dry and warmish, but their wet clothes clung to their cold skin for the most part.


  Selena let out an almighty sneeze to break the silence.


  “Bless you,” Hannah said first.


  “We need to find rooms and get out of these damp clothes before we catch our deaths,” Selena said.


  “And find some bloody proper grub, I’m Hank Marvin,” Tony said loudly.


  “Let’s go find some rooms then.” Charlie pointed and then headed for the door.


  “What about the lifts?” Ayesha ran over to push the nearest unlit button.


  “No power, no lifts, bimbo,” Tony informed her in his usual cutting uncouth way. He grabbed Ann’s hand and led, almost dragging her, pushing in front of Matt to get to the stairwell first.


  The rest of the group let him go first, glad to see the back of him for a while.


  “What a knob jockey,” Ayesha said, meeting up with Charlie by the stairwell. Charlie counted to ten, to give the rather obese Gables a head start, and then followed them up the stairs.


  Chapter Two


  The Hotel


  Because of the layout, the rooms started on floor three and went up to nine. Tony and Ann Gable bailed on the third floor as they were out of breath and cramping up already. Hannah wondered to herself how they had even made it this far. She was pretty sure they had used up a year’s worth of walking in their old lives in the past couple of days. Might help shift some of that fat around their guts, she thought wickedly to herself. But, I’m not going to be exactly thin myself in the coming months, she chided herself.


  Matt hovered by the door to floor three, kept open by the toe of his shoe. He grabbed Hannah as she walked past. “You want to share a room for safety’s sake?” He whispered, his eyes glancing up to see if Ellie had heard him.


  “NO, I don’t want to share a room with you now, or ever again. I shared your cock and look where that has gotten me.” Hannah said extra loudly, and Matt let go his grip of her and hurried off shamefaced through the door onto the third floor to find a room alone.


  “Good on ya sister,” Ayesha whooped from further up the stairwell, and even Ellie flashed a quick smile at her. The rest of the group decided to stick together and made it to the seventh floor before aching backs and legs caused them to give up their ascent and find the nearest rooms each.


  Piers went along opening each door with his axe first to make sure they were all vacant. All fifteen rooms on that floor were. Most were empty with made beds, some twins, but mostly doubles. Five of the rooms had been occupied, three had left suitcases full of clothes and personal items left behind in the rush to leave. Piers and Brita left the open suitcases out in the corridors for people to pick up clothes. All three suitcases had belonged to ladies, but Piers had his Fireman’s gear on at least. Hannah picked a double room next to Selena while Piers took one across the hall from them. Ellie and Brita picked a double to share right at the far end of the corridor and Charlie and Ayesha a twin room two doors down from Piers.


  Hannah, who at least was wearing her own clothes, took off her coat and trainers and opened a packet of shortbread biscuits to nibble on as she surveyed her closed but not locked hotel room. She heard a sneeze through the wall from Selena’s room as she padded barefoot over to the window to fully pull the curtain open and let in as much natural light as possible. She knelt on the chaise long just under the cold window and looked out through the rain drop covered pane at Woking below. Her view was of trees and townhouses, and not much of the road or pavement could be seen. In a way, she was glad of that. She finished one biscuit and turned away from the window as she started the next. She missed the Infected little skinless girl staring up at her from behind the thick trunk of a sycamore tree.


  She had never had a hotel room to herself before. She pushed open the bathroom door with her cold big left toe and peered inside. It was gloomy inside, but the shower looked so very inviting. It would be getting dark before she knew it, so decided it was time to get warm. The door to her room could be locked from the inside, so she flipped the catch and took off her top and flung it on the bed. It held on for a second and then joined her wet jeans, socks and wet trainers on the floor. She thought about picking it up, but holding her arms over her cold body, she headed inside to grab the free shower bottle and mini soap instead. She started up the shower and was surprised that it was warm enough. She plunged under the warm water letting her aches drain away. Her bladder painfully reminded her of the need to pee. She looked at the toilet next to her and then decided just to go in the shower. It felt wrong, but also good at the same time. She washed her body and hair and five minutes later was wrapped up in three different towels and under the duvet of the hotel bed. She was asleep before she even felt tired.


  Brita and Ellie showered together. It was not sexual, just easier as the water was already cooling. Brita washed Ellie’s hair first and then did her own. Brita made Ellie sit on the chair in front of the desk, which had a mirror in front of her. She dried and then combed her lover’s hair with a brush they found in the luggage outside. Ayesha had already bagged the best clothes for her and Charlie before they had showered. Brita loved the fresh smell of Ellie’s hair as she brushed it. They both stared at the plastic teapot next to them, wishing they could brew up coffee. They had new clothes and underwear each, but no bras in their size, but it was just good to be together, alone and out of the rain, and away from the death and flood waters outside.


  Ellie volunteered to brush Brita’s tangled mess of shorter almost white blonde hair. She was a minute in when thoughts of her dead parents caused her to break down in floods of tears once more. Brita took her to bed, and they just held each other skin-to-skin close, as Ellie sobbed into Brita’s neck. Brita loved the physical contact from her lover, but the crying grated on her a little. She wasn’t used to sharing such emotional outbursts with anyone. Her tears had always been hidden or sucked down deep until her throat hurt. Showing weakness as a child and then in the army just led to more pain and more abuse. She rubbed Ellie’s back and prayed she would fall into an exhausted sleep soon. Then she could move over to sleep on her side of the bed.


  Selena sneezed three times like some automatic rifle coming out of the warm shower into the cold air. The shower, change of clothes and biscuits had made her feel better for a while, but then she felt a tension headache coming on right behind the bridge of her nose. She had wanted to unpack her rucksack, but could not raise sufficient energy to do it. It sat, with its top flap open on a chair by the desk, looking like a monstrous egg from one of those Alien films. Selena sneezed again and lowered herself deeper into the thick duvet; maybe some sleep would make her feel better. Her tired mind was filled with dead ends, of her car hitting something over and over again. She had no one left to give herself up to it seemed, as her mind drifted off into lucid dreams and darker nightmares of the id.


  Ann had to find another shower in another room, as Tony’s large frame was hogging theirs. Hers was lukewarm at best, but she was glad to feel clean. She stayed in the other room as long as she dared. Finding two drawers of unpacked men’s clothes. She found a large white shirt to put on and used a clean towel as some kind of skirt, fixed with a belt until she could find anything better. The dry socks on her feet were the most blessed thing she had felt in ages.


  She was heading to see if she could find any other more suitable plus size clothes to fit her when Tony summoned her by name. She knew by bitter experience that only having babies and being in the bathroom were acceptable excuses to miss such a bellowed call from her husband. She made it back to their room, just stopping a second call. Tony stood large as life (or larger) toweling the remains of his hair, the rest of him damp and naked.


  “Where’s my clothes?” he grunted, showing his hairy arse as he wandered over to the bed.


  “I haven’t had time to search out all the rooms yet. If you weren’t such a big old hunk of love, it would be easier to find togs for you to wear,” she said with a faked tired smile.


  Tony turned and sat on the bed, making it look like a single, his balls and flaccid, but still large penis almost winking at her. She went into the bathroom and picked up the dirty towels and mopped up the water on the floor with them.


  “Sod doing that love, come here a second Annie,” he said in a softer voice from the bedroom.


  Ann’s heart sank, and she wished she could dive down the shower plughole like some genie and disappear, but she had no escape and knew what was coming. Ann had only one chance of saving herself from his crushing missionary weight: distraction.


  “I was going to wander down to the restaurant or kitchens to find us some grub, luv,” she said, coming out of the bathroom folding towels and trying not to look at his now excited man parts.


  “Ooh,” Tony said scratching at his groin. “Good plan luv, off you toddle then. We have plenty of time for husband and wife stuff later.”


  “Okay,” Ann said putting the towel on the bottom shelf of the open wardrobe. “Toodle-loo.” Ann waited until she reached the stairs, before letting out a sigh of relief. She hoped nobody would be about to spot her in her strange garb. The idea of food had travelled swiftly down from her brain to her rumbling empty stomach.


  “Yeah, and if there is any chocolate cake, it’s all mine,” she muttered to herself as she descended the cold stairwell.


  After their showers, Charlie was lying on her twin bed, while Ayesha put on a fashion show wearing a sports bra and un-matching, but clean small panties she had found. She was smiling, dissing most of the unfashionable or old clothes she had gathered together, but at least they had shelter and something new and not scrubs and crocs to wear.


  “This is frumpy looking, you can have that,” Ayesha said tossing a brown sweater Charlie’s way.


  “Thanks, Ash,” Charlie replied with a raise of her eyebrows. She was glad to see her adopted daughter smiling again, even if it was for a little while. “I could murder a cuppa.”


  “But the kettle don’t work,” Ayesha held out a white rose printed top and weighed up its fashion merits. “And it will be getting dark soon too.”


  “I could go down to the kitchen and see if the gas is still on and boil us some water, maybe cook us up dinner.”


  Ayesha tossed the blouse over to Charlie. “Now you’re talking.”


  Charlie grabbed the blouse and put it on. She found some jeans that Ayesha had thrown her earlier and started to get dressed. “Thought you might like that idea.”


  “You can do that, and I can ask Piers if he would like to join us for dinner and maybe afters.” She winked at Charlie.


  Charlie shook her head and pulled on some socks and some trainers she found in her size. “I’ll knock before I come back in shall I?”


  “Good plan,” Ayesha smiled back at her.


  “If you leave the room, don’t shut the door, or we might not be able to get back in, or put the latch on if you can.” Charlie gave her a quick passing hug and then left the room.


  Ayesha could not find anything the least bit seductive, so walked up to Piers’ room in only her undies. Her knock brought Piers and his impressive six pack to the doorway wearing only a towel.


  “You look erm…lovely,” he slightly stammered at the flesh on show.


  “And you are overdressed babes,” Ayesha said, walking in and reaching for his towel.


  Matt sat alone in his third floor room, wondering how only last week he had two hot sexy girls to fulfil his sexual fantasies, And now he was alone in a darkening room, with only rolled up toilet paper for company.


  Chapter Three


  Safe for Now


  Hannah awoke to find herself wrapped in darkness and an unknown weight upon her body. She struggled up into fresh air, to feel a pillow at her back and the feel of a thick duvet in her clawed hands.


  She relaxed a little, her breathing easing. Trying to calm her young mind and let it work out where she was. She could see a window to her right and then she remembered the hotel and sunk back into the pillows with a long sigh of relief. She stayed under the covers wondering what time it was. She took the towel from her head and body, then slipped out of the high bed. The carpet felt cold on her toes, but at least it was dry, and she felt safer than being outside.


  She stubbed her left little toe on the wall by the door, her hand finding the two light switches. She flicked them both, to no avail. Then like a blind woman, hands out in front of her, she edged into the bathroom, judging where the loo was. She found it and turned round, hoping it would still flush after.


  It did, making an awful gurgling loud noise as her waste was washed away. She fumbled her way back into the room, which had some ambient light coming through the window. Her eyes had adjusted so she could see the bed and other dark shapes of furniture around the place. She went barefoot and naked to the window again and peered out into the night. Somewhere in the distance, a fire was raging, but she could not tell if it was a car, house or shop burning down. It was the only real light she could see.


  Hannah felt hungry and for the first time since her remaining family died had she felt so utterly alone. The weight of her loss hit her like a tidal wave of grief, and she almost fell to the floor in tears. She pulled her knees as tight up to her chest as she could, into a foetal ball, her head down, rocking herself. Then the hunger took over and another thought pierced through the loss of her sister and grandparents, she wasn’t alone, not even in her own body. Her hand slipped past her thighs to hold her belly. Somewhere inside her a jellybean of a child was growing, and it would need food. She needed food. She spent ten minutes scrambling around the floor in the dark finding her musty and damp clothes to put on. She left her socks and trainers off and left her room in search of sustenance.


  Passing Piers’ room, it was obvious by the sounds coming from inside that he was not alone. She did one of those smile-frowns, glad someone was having a good night and wandered off down the dark corridor in search of the stairs.


  Brita was dressed again. Used to doing so in the dark, silently and quickly. She was nearly at the hotel room door when a sleepy voice broke the silence.


  “Where you going?” Ellie sounded timid and afraid.


  “I was going to get us some food, it’s dark outside, but not too late I think,” Brita said turning to look at the black mass of the bed her lover was lost in.


  “Don’t leave me, come back to bed,” Ellie managed to whimper out.


  Brita breathed through her nostrils and counted to three before walking back to the bed. A hand in the darkness reached up and around her neck drawing her back into the warmth and tantalising smells of the bed.


  “What about food, water?”


  “You can eat me,” Ellie said in a huskier tone and drew Brita back inside the bed with warm wet French kisses.


  It would be another two hours before Brita sneaked out again, being even stealthier than before in search of clothes, food, and other ladies’ supplies.


  Selena woke coughing and sneezed three times so hard and fast her thick-feeling tongue felt numb and tingly. Her eyes ran, and she felt cold, even under the thick duvet. Her nose was running, and her throat felt dry and sore. A sudden change in the way her body felt made her sit up in her sick bed. She felt hot, burning fever hot and sick. She managed to get out of bed but her legs gave way after only two wobbly steps. Crying and gasping fast for air and
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