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​The Zombie Apocalypse Bunker: Day 1, Angela
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Author’s Note: This story takes place during the events of The Zombie Apocalypse Call Center.

I’m at work when the Zombie Apocalypse happens, but as soon as I’m notified there are zombies attacking people, I do what any good prepper would do and leave work. That last minute deadline that needs to be completed somehow just doesn’t matter as much as making sure I survive the Zombie Apocalypse. 

“Angela, where are you going?” My boss huffs as I walk by his office door.

“I’m heading out for lunch, Brad” I lie.

Brad looks at his watch and says, “You’re not due for lunch for another hour yet, and I need that project I have you working on done. Get back to your desk.”

I click my mouth and say, “No can do, Brad.”

“What did you just say to me?” Brad sputters in astonishment.

I give him a cocky look and say, “No can do. Do you need me to tell you that again?”

“Y-you can’t talk to me like that. You need to get back to your desk, now!”

I flippantly wave at him and keep walking toward the door.

Brad comes thundering out of his office.

“Get back here or you’re fired!” he yells.

“Not happening, Brad. I’m heading home to survive the Zombie Apocalypse. If you need the report that bad, get it done yourself. Oh, and good luck surviving the zombies!” I gaily reply, and then skip out the door leaving him behind all flabbergasted.

I give him half a day tops for surviving during the Zombie Apocalypse. Me, on the other hand, I’ve been preparing for zombie mayhem for years now. Some people called me crazy, but who’s laughing now? Well soon, anyway, once I’m in my secure bunker, I figure I’ll outwait the initial zombie apocalypse and then start my life in the new dystopia, killing zombies while scavenging for whatever I can find, and fighting or fucking the other occasional survivors I come across. 

I’ve already got 5 years worth of canned food in my pantry and I’m on Zombii Co’s Platinum plan, which means my bunker is loaded for bear with ammo. And I’ve also taken some martial arts classes. I’ve been ready for this for a while. And it’s finally happening.

I got notified on my Zombii Co. phone app. I heard a buzz on my phone while working on that dumb report. I pulled it out and I’ll admit, I did a double take. It was finally happening. The event that I had been waiting for was finally happening. The Zombie Apocalypse was on. The app showed me incident reports of zombies in multiple places, and at that point I grabbed my stuff and decided to ditch the job. Money isn’t going to matter in a couple days anyway.

I get to my car and unlock it and throw everything in. I get inside and pull open the glove compartment. I’ve got .45 in there and that’s it.

“Fuck,” I swear.

A .45 is okay, but I should have had the car better prepared for the Zombie Apocalypse. I’ve got a forty five minute drive home at this time of day, unless I’m really lucky and the roads aren’t too clogged up with other commuters. Then it’s only twenty five minutes. It’s two in the afternoon, I might just catch the edge of the afternoon rush.

I start my car up and pull out of the parking space and drive out of there like a bat out of a hell. Every moment counts when you’re trying to beat the apocalypse home.

As I’m driving, I momentarily debate whether I should hit a grocery store, but that seems like a mistake in the making. The last thing I want do is get trapped in a grocery store with a horde of zombies after me. If anything, what I need to do is get home, and to do that I need to know what the zombie road conditions are. I speed dial the Zombii Customer support line and I instantly hear the sound of hold music.

“Welcome to the Zombii Co. customer support line. We’re sorry to put you on hold, but we’ll get to your call as soon as possible. Hold times are currently longer than usual because of the Zombie Apocalypse,” I’m blithely told by an automated enthusiastic female voice.

“Fuck!” I mutter to myself. Of course the other preppers are also calling in at the same time, while likely making their way to their own bunkers. That, or more likely the unprepared people who didn’t expect that the Zombie Apocalypse would happen. I’d laugh at them, but they’re affecting me.

“I pay for Platinum Support. That should get me past all the other members who don’t pay for that level of support,” I growl at the phone.

No response, just the chintzy hold music continuing to play as I drive. 

I put the phone on speaker and toss it on the passenger seat. I just need to focus on getting home and if I get there without incident, all the better. I still have my .45 if it comes down to it.

I drive my car until I’m close to the highway. It’s already packed with blissfully ignorant commuters trying to get home. They probably don’t even know that theZombie Apocalypse is already here, but if I get into that moving parking lot, it’ll at least take me an hour to get home and that’s assuming the news doesn’t break that the zombies are here. If that happens, I’ll probably have to walk home.

The hold music is still playing and I glare at the phone. If I could get on the line with a Zombii Co. rep they could tell me what the best route to take is, but they’re busy helping other customers instead of me, even though I’ve paid for Platinum Support.

I hear a honk and look in the rear view window behind me. The guy in the car behind me flips me the bird and honks again. I’m holding him up from getting into that moving death trap he wants to join. I turn on my blinker and pull away from the line of cars waiting to get on the highway. I’ll take some back roads. I’ve practiced driving on them before, for just this occasion, and I may as well do it now. 

I pull away and the guy who honked at me proceeds to do the same thing! What’s his problem?!

He gets up as close as he possibly can without hitting me. If I have to abruptly brake he’s going to hit me. It’s a clear case of road rage. 

I look in the rearview mirror, at the guy road raging on me. He’s a balding, pudgy white man with glasses on. He’s giving me the finger and glaring at me. Clearly he doesn’t like the fact that I held him up from entering the highway, but instead of just continuing on his way, he’s decided to follow me. Big mistake.

If I didn’t need to get home and didn’t think I would need my car, I would just slam the brakes and let him hit me, and then let our insurance providers fight it out. But I don’t have time for this idiot right now. The Zombie Apocalypse is here and its survival of the fittest time. Time to see if he’s got the balls to back up his bluster.

I grab my .45 and wave it and look at him in the rear view mirror. He sees that gun and he blanches and immediately slows his car down. I slow mine down too and he looks really uncomfortable. He starts looking for a driveway or a road to make a turn on. I put the gun back in the seat and keep driving, but keep an eye on him in the rearview window. He finds a driveway and turns it into and then turns around. I chuckle to myself and then speed up so I can get back home as quickly as possible.

“You are caller number 1 in the queue. Please have your account number ready. The next available phone analyst will take your call,” promises the automated female voice of the Zombii Co. phone line. 

“Finally!” I mutter to myself. I shouldn’t have to wait this long when I’m paying Platinum Support.

For the next couple of minutes the hold music keeps playing, and then I hear a click.

“Hello, this is Sam with Zombii Co. May I ask who I’m speaking with please?”

He sounds young, early twenties, just a bit rattled and insecure, probably because he never expected the Zombie Apocalypse to happen. I’ve only used the call center a couple times, but each time I’ve talked to someone from Zombii Co., I can tell they’ve thought I was an idiot. Now who’s the idiot?

“Hi, Sam, this is Angela, account number 5008934011.”

I hear the punching of keyboard keys as he enters my account number.

“How can I help you today Angela?”

I scan the road. I need to take a turn soon.

“Sam, I’m on the road right now trying to get home from work, and I’m worried because of all the zombie sightings. I was wondering if you had updated news about where the zombies are showing up. I’ve only got my .45 with me, so I wanted to be prepared.”

“I understand. Let me see what I can find out for you.”

Before I can reply he puts me on hold and I’m listening to that annoying hold music again.

After what seems like forever the phone clicks again.

“Angela, you there?” Sam asks.

“I am. You have that information for me yet?” I tersely ask.

“I do. What road are you on?”

I check where I am on the map app I’m using.

“I’m currently on highway 43. I’ll be turning right in half a mile, to my street, Vermont. Then I need to drive a few blocks to get to my house.”

I didn’t realize how close I am to home, which makes me feel a bit relieved, but you know how it goes in horror movies. It’s when you let your guard that the zombies strike.

“It looks like there have been a couple zombies near your location,” Sam says distractedly.

“Shit! What do I do?” I don’t know why I’m asking him that question. I know what to do, but I think it’s the adrenaline in me.

“If you see any zombies, don’t try to hit them with your car, because where you see one there’s usually more, so hitting one will just draw them like flies going to compost. I recommend trying to avoid them as best as possible.”

No shit, Sherlock, I think to myself. 

“Ok, and then what? I need more helpful advice than avoid hitting them with my car!” I snap.

“Well, if you can help it, don’t stop your car. But drive safely too.”

Oh this idiot is full of wisdom.

“Duh. None of this is exactly helping me, Sam. Look I need to know what to do if I actually get stopped by zombies.”

I hear him take a deep breath.

“Ok, Angela. You told me you only have a .45 on you, correct?”

“Yeah,” I skeptically say.

“How much ammo do you have?”

“I’ve got one extra clip, plus what’s in the gun already.”

“If you get stopped by zombies, you gotta shoot them in the head. Your natural inclination might be to shoot them in the torso, which is the largest target, but torso shots won’t necessarily kill them. When you shoot, expect a little kick back and try not to panic. You’ll waste ammo that way and draw more zombies to you.”

“Now THAT’s helpful advice. What do I do when I get home?” I ask. I pretty much know what I’m going to do, but I want to see what he says and if there’s anything different.

“As far as I can tell you don’t have a lot of zombies in your area yet, but I recommend keeping your lights off and your door locked. Also, don’t plan to stay at your house too long if more zombies show up. Get whatever gear and supplies you need to help you survive together, and then find a place to hole up in with other people, people you trust. You’ll want to work together to fend off zombie attacks.”

“Actually my place is the designated Zombie Defense Base, but that’s advice I’ll pass on to my friends. Now I need to focus on my driving. Thanks for the advice.”

“Thanks for calling Zombii Co. Have a good day,” Sam says.

I hang up and shake my head. If I’d know that was the level of support I was getting, I’d have never signed up for, or gotten a different package. The only good thing about the support plan is all the guns and ammo waiting for me at home.

There’s Vermont. I turn right on it. My house is only a little further away. I lied to Sam about it being the Zombie Defense Base, at least for other people. It’s a defense base, but only for me. Maybe eventually I’ll take some people in, build a little dystopic community based around my rules, or maybe just keep to myself. I’ve always been a loner and interacting with people bores me. The only real benefit of other people in a zombie apocalypse is that they’re walking meat shields.

I pull up to my house and put my car into the driveway. As the Zombie Apocalypse gets worse, I’m going to expect to see abandoned cars, and I don’t want my car out on the road. If I had a garage, I’d park the car in there, but the driveway will have to do. I get out of my car and warily look around. The neighbors are still at work. There’s no one around.

I hurriedly walk to my front door, nervously fumbling with my keys. The zombies aren’t here yet. There’s still time to get inside and lock myself in my zombie apocalypse bunker. I get to the front door and shakenly try to insert my key into the door to unlock it. I drop the keys instead.

“Shit!”

I go to pick the keys up and that’s when I hear it.

“Unnngrrry,” someone moans. 

I look around warily, but I can’t see the source of that sound.

“Unnnggrrryyyyy!” 

That damn call center rep told me there were a couple zombies nearby, but he didn’t say where. That’s got to be one of them nearby.

I scoop up my keys and hurriedly jam my house key into the front door and twist it, unlocking the door with an audible click. I practically ram myself into the door to get it open.

“Unnngggrrryyyyy!”

That came from right behind me! 

I rush into my house and roughly grab the door and slam it shut behind me, but it doesn’t make a slamming sound. Instead it makes the sound of a thud and then the door creaks as its opened.

I blindly turn around and fire my .45. The bullet smacks into a wall. I blink and then I see my first zombie.

It’s my neighbor, Carol. She’s black snot running down from her nose and her eyes are bloodshot. She doesn’t seem to recognize me.

“C-carol, are you, are you ok?” I hesitantly ask.

“Unnnnggggrrrryyyy!”

“Yeah, there’s no food here, Carol,” I reply.

She stalks toward me, her mouth slavering.

“Unnggrryyy,” she moans.

“Sorry Carol, but I’m not on the menu today, or ever,” I say. Then I point my gun at her and click the trigger. Nothing happens. 

“Shit,” I swear as I start backing away from Carol. I try shooting the gun a couple more times, but no bullets come out. The gun must have jammed. 

Carol lunges at me. Her left hand grabs my right arm and she reels me toward her with inhuman strength. I push back against that hand futilely. I can’t escape her grip. Then I realize I need to stop fighting it, and use my martial arts training. I let myself go loose and as she pulls my close, I grab her with my other hand, while twisting my right arm, which breaks her grip. Then I pick her up and throw her. She crashes into one of the walls, but rebounds up, seemingly unphased by the throw. 
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