
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Dawn of the others.

By S. R. Edwards



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      DAWN OF THE OTHERS

    

    
      First edition. July 10, 2023.

      Copyright © 2023 S R Edwards.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8215805312

    

    
    
      Written by S R Edwards.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Prologue.

Jacob.

The year is 2035 it’s been five years since I died and ten years since the world went to shit.

I’ll give you some background, scientists had been working for five years to create a vaccine for Covid-19 but more and more variants made it very difficult.

Eventually they created what they thought was, the perfect vaccine, what they actually created would wake the dead. Dramatic I know so let me explain a little more, all the changes they made to vaccine caused it to mutate, people who had this vaccine started to become sick, very sick and if they didn’t survive the sickness they became the Others, Walkers, Zombies whatever you want to call them they were dead but roaming the country, primitive and wild.

The government panicked they created a new and improved vaccine and that is what happened to me. I wasn’t turned by a bite or a scratch like most Others are now. The people like me, who were key-workers and were the last to have the ‘new’ vaccine, die and then we come back, just as we were before, only now we need fresh blood to survive and retain our sanity, we are the Breathers.

Now, for a bit more about me. My name is Jacob, before the apocalypse I lived in Buxton, Derbyshire with my fiancé and our son. On June seventh, 2025, the first report of Zombies in the UK came but no-one believed it. The great British public just laughed it off and carried on as normal. A few months passed and our little town was hit by the first hoard, it was anarchy. I lost my Vicky and Thomas that day but because I was in the Ambulance service, I had been given the new vaccine making me immune to the Others’ bites and scratches.

Five years I spent on my own before I prepared myself, I didn’t want to live in this world anymore, I stabbed myself in the chest, slicing my aorta in two. As I bled out on our bed, I felt myself drift away. I woke up the next morning craving blood. It didn’t take long for me to realize I was dead, I kept a low profile as much as I could.

A week passed and there was a knock on my front door. I opened it to find a government official on my doorstep. He made me an offer I couldn’t refuse. I was to wander the county and find other Breathers. The government would track my every move and as payment for my services they would provide me with fresh blood weekly. I agreed and that is where my apocalyptic story begins.

Libby.

It’s been ten years since the news announced that people were rising from the dead. I was fifteen at the time, attending Meadowhead School for my GCSEs, no-one believed the reports and life had carried on as normal until the hoard hit.

I was at school when it hit the lower edge of Sheffield, we were preparing for the new school year and the year eleven exams. Thankfully we were safe due to the ten-foot fence that surrounds the school grounds.

People from the neighbouring estates made their way to the school, the Meadowhead community was born. We soon became the only safe place in all of the S8 area.

My mother and father didn’t show, so I can only assume that they are dead. Everyone at Meadowhead has a job to do to help the community thrive. I was attending Army Cadets when the apocalypse began so I was assigned to security. We patrol the border fence three times a day and we have sentries at night. 

We are ordered to put down any dead that come our way. Everyone is always on high alert when patrolling because of the Breathers, the dead who look and act just like us, but they feed off the living.

Personally, I’ve never met one, I’ve been with the community since day one but there are some, the ones who came later, who have seen them.

They say there’s only one way to tell for sure if someone is a Breather, you tie them up so they can’t get to you and leave them for a few days, if they turn they’re a Breather if not then they’re living. It’s barbaric and reminds me of the witch trials we learnt about years ago, but it has to be done to keep us safe. I don’t know what I’d do if I found one, I don’t think I could tie someone up and watch them lose their sanity, I hope I never have to.

The noon patrol is about to start and that is where my apocalyptic story begins.
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Chapter 1
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Jacob.

It’s been five years since I started my mission and my assignment has changed, all known Breathers in Derbyshire have been found and tagged, so I have moved onto the lower edge of South Yorkshire. It’s closer to my hometown and I’m enjoying the familiar scenery.

I walk along the abandoned Dronfield by-pass, the wind whistles through the trees that line the road. I watch the birds flying above and sigh, when I reach the end of the by-pass and Bowshaw roundabout I have a decision to make do I start with Batemoor and Jordanthorpe or do I start with Lowedges and Greenhill?

I head straight across at the roundabout towards Lowedges, the plan is to make my way through each road and cul-de-sac one by one, starting with Lowedges Crescent and then coming back on myself when I reach Bradway. 

The government hasn’t contacted me for nearly two weeks and despite rationing, my Blood supply has run dry. As I make my way through the empty streets and derelict buildings off Lowedges Road I can feel myself descending into madness.

My last challenge the flats at the end of Lowedges road, it’s made up of four separate blocks connected by a walkway round the front. I start to make my way up the stairs in the first block, the world spins around me and I lose my balance. I topple down the concrete steps and land flat on my back at the bottom, the impact knocks the air out of my lungs.

I lay there for a while, the sun starts to set, and the light of day starts to fade or maybe that’s just my vision blurring as my eyes cloud over. Just as I’m about the lose myself I feel tiny feet on my leg, a rat crawls up my leg and sits on my chest. I look at it, if I was sober I wouldn’t even consider it but I’m desperate, it’s not perfect but it will have to do.

Although I’m too weak to stand I muster the strength to grab the rat and rip in half. I let its blood drip into my mouth and down my throat. I gag as I start to regain myself, my mind starts to clear.

Shortly after my improvised meal I have gained enough strength to continue with my search. The Flats are completely abandoned but I manage to find some clothes my size which I stuff into my pack, which is usually full of blood bags. I descend the last set of stairs, coming out into the sun, I shield my eyes before hopping over the wall and crossing over the dual carriage way heading for St James’ retail park, I’ll keep going past the graves leisure centre and swing back round onto Jordanthorpe.

When I get there the familiar moans and groans of the Others fills the air. I can feel myself starting to slip again. I walk slowly past the Card factory and Aldi stores. The Others are concentrated to the far end of the carpark near the Greggs and Next. I climb up onto the Marks and Spencer’s trolley store and sit on the roof. I watch the small herd for a while, if I ever fall so low I hope someone shoots me.

One of the Others turns and spots me. It starts to stumble towards me, the rest of the herd turns, and they head in my direction.

“Shit.” I jump down from my perch and set of running.

My boots pound on the tarmac as I run, the Others follow me, I skid round the corner and sprint down the middle of Dyche Lane towards the old secondary school.

With every step I take I can feel myself weakening. I spot a girl near the school fence, she steps closer to the fence, there must be more survivors inside. If I can make it there they might have some meat or something I can use to regain my strength.

My pace starts to slow, I can hear the herd behind me, but I don’t look back, I lock eyes with the girl instead.

Libby.

I walk around the perimeter of the school fence, someone or something is running down Dyche Lane towards us. The normal dead don’t run, well, I’ve never seen them run, then again I’ve never seen a Breather either.

The figure gets closer, and we lock eyes. He’s tall and slim, about my age maybe late twenties, he hits the fence so hard it shakes.

“Help.” His voice is so weak, how long has he been out there? Focus Libby you have checks to do.

“Who are you?”

“Jake...” He falls down against the fence and lands in a heap on the floor.

“Hey mister!” I kick the fence next to him, but he doesn’t move. “Hey!”

I pull my key out of my pocket and unlock the side gate. Sling shot in hand I make my way along the fence towards him, glancing at the approaching herd.

I lean down and put my compact mirror in front of his face. I hold my breath, hoping he’s breathing, the mirror mists up. “Help! I need some help over here!” Two of the other survivors are quick to answer my call, we drag him inside as the dead advance on our position, Tiff manages to shut the gate and lock it as the herd hits. “Who is that?”

“He said his name is Jake and then he collapsed. He’s breathing normally and he doesn’t look dead.” I kneel by his side and put my palm to his cheek, he is quite handsome up close. “He feels warm too.”

“Right, let’s get him inside. Nick could you watch the fence?”

“Sure.” Tiff helps me pick him up and carry him down the steps to the main entrance.

The old assembly hall is now the infirmary. James blocks our way. “Who the fuck’s that?”

“He’s a survivor, I did the checks, I’ll vouch for him.” He grunts and steps to one side, pulling the door open for us.

Tiff and I lay Jake on one of the cots, he stirs but doesn’t wake. Tiff pats my shoulder and smiles. “I’ll go find Ross and Chris.”

“Thank you.” I sit on a chair next to Jake and watch him, his chest rises and falls regularly. I chew my thumb nail, if he’s a breather I’m going to be in so much trouble.
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Chapter 2
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Jacob.

I wake hooked up to a drip, the girl from before is sat next to me. “Oh, you’re awake.”

“Where..?”

“Meadowhead community.” She leans forward. “You were in a pretty bad way. Chris had to give you a transfusion and fluids you were so dehydrated, we didn’t think you’d make it.” She chuckles nervously, ringing her hands and then bites her bottom lip before pressing them together. “When did you last eat?”

“What?” I look at her fear rising in my chest, does she know? If my heart was beating I’m sure it would be pounding in my ears. “When did you last eat?”

“Urm...” Come on Jacob pull yourself together, say something. “Three or four days ago, I caught a rat.” It wasn’t a lie all I did was leave out the part where I ripped it half and drank its blood.

She presses her lips together then smiles. “I’m Libby by the way.”

“Jacob or...”

“Jake. You said before you know...” She motions to the bed, I nod and try to sit up, my arms shake with the effort, Libby puts her hand on my shoulder to stop me.

“How long was I out?”

“Twelve hours.” She takes her hand away.

“Where’s my pack?” She smiles and leans back in the chair, folding her arms over her chest. 

“It’s under the bed, you’re safe here. When you’re strong enough you can choose to stay or leave, it’s entirely up to you but if I were you I’d stay. We could do with another medic.”

“You went through my pack?” She bites her lower lip and looks down before looking back up to meet my eyes.

She nods and swallows hard. “Yes, we had to, we needed to check for weapons.”

“I don’t...”

“I know. It’s a little weird though, how do you protect yourself out there?”

“With whatever I find.” I shrug and smile, she smiles back and stands.

“I’ll fetch you some soup, I’m pretty sure Cookie spits in it on the daily but it’s not half bad.” She turns and starts to walk away, I watch her leave. She’s dressed like a warrior, a plain black t-shirt tucked into cargo trousers, black boots, a sling shot hangs out of her back pocket but there’s something about her that I can’t quite put my finger on.

She turns before she opens the door to the hall. Our eyes meet, if I had a circulation I’d be blushing I can almost feel the heat in my cheeks.

Libby. 

I turn to see if he’s watching me, my heart skips a beat as our eyes meet again. There’s something about him, he’s different from the other guys I know.

I smile and push the door open. Tiff is sat on one of the benches picking her nails with her knife. She looks up at me and chuckles.

“Sexy stranger awake yet?” She smirks and raises an eyebrow.

“He is and I don’t think he’s sexy.” She pulls a serious face, I can feel my cheeks burning with a blush.

“Really? Tell your face that, you’re blushing Libs.”

“Shut up.” She laughs and stands up, she pushes her knife back into its sheathe. “Is there any soup left from lunch?”

“I think so.” She links her arm with mine and we cross the Rosling the canteen, a.k.a Café ole. “Is he gonna stay?”

“I don’t know.”

“I think he will.” She bumps her hip against mine. “He’d be stupid not to.” Tiff opens the canteen door and smiles.

“Thank you.”

“Welcome. Hey, are you sure he’s not a... you know?”

“A Breather? I don’t know, I hope not.” I walk into the canteen and over to the counter.

Tiff follows and leans on a table. “If he is you’re in trouble. They’ll let him turn then make you put him down, they might even banish you.”

“I know, you don’t have to remind me.” I turn to Cookie. “Two soup please Cook.” She nods and disappears back into the kitchen. “I did the checks, the mirror steamed up and he talked.”

“Yeah, but you didn’t check for any mortal wounds.”

“No, but his clothes are clean, no blood on them at all.”

“I know I’m just saying.”

“Tiff he seems honest, I don’t think would lie to us, if he was a Breather I would know.”

“Ok, I’ll drop it but if he is one, you’re on your own.” Tiff stands up straight and leaves me stood alone at the counter.

Cookie drops two cups onto the counter and grunts. “Thank you.” I smile and pick them up, she shrugs before disappearing again. I turn away and go back to the hall and Jake.

I can’t help but imagine what would happen if he was a Breather. Him sat alone, tied up and slowly turning, it’s barbaric. Then it would all be over, a shiver runs down my spine as I think about having to put a bullet through his brain.

I pull the door open and stand just inside the doorway. Ross has helped Jake sit up, he’s sat with his arm wrapped around his waist. He smiles when he sees me, I smile back and walk over to him.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 3.
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Jacob.

I’ve been with the Meadowhead community for three months now, I’ve managed to keep my secret, but I have been getting quite close with Libby. She’s sweet and gentle but so strong, she has no-one left from before, she says she feels like she can trust me.

I wish I could tell her my secret, but she has made it perfectly clear what would happen if they found a Breather, they would be put down and not in a nice way.

So, I’ve kept it to myself, it’s strange if I was out on my own I would have turned by now, but something is keeping me sane.

All these thoughts run through my head as I stand under the shower. The school has its own generator so we have hot water, I might not have a pulse, but I still have all my senses, it feels good after 5 years of washing in streams and ponds.

I open my eyes and rub the water from my face, everyone else is either asleep or on patrol, the perfect time to shower alone.

I let the shower turn off and pull the towel down from the side of the stall. I shake my head to get rid of any excess water and wrap the towel around my waist.

I turn round and freeze, Libby is stood in the middle of the changing room. “Libby.” Her eyes flick up and down as she looks at my scar then my face. I step forward, she backs away into the wall, fear clear in her eyes. “Libs.” I grab my T-shirt off the bench and pull it on over my head to hide my scar.

“You’re...”

“I can explain.”

“You’re a Breather.” She holds her hand up. “Don’t... don’t come any closer.”

“Let me explain.” I hold my hands up and sit on the bench facing her. “Yes, I’m a Breather. I died five years ago, I’m sorry I didn’t tell you before. If you want me to leave I will. Just don’t turn me over, please.”

She watches me for a moment and lowers her hand, she sinks onto the bench opposite me. “I thought there was something between us Jake.” Her words sting and I wince.

“There is.” I put my hand on her knee, she flinches, and I pull away. “Libs.”

“No.”

“No? No what?”

“I can’t Jake. You... You lied.”

“No, I never lied I just hid the truth.” She looks at me and bites her lip, I can see the cogs turning behind her eyes. “What? I know that look.”

She leans forward and lifts the front of my T-shirt to look at my scar, even though I’m dead I still heal, it just takes longer, a lot longer. “I’ve never seen you feed.” She runs a finger down my scar, I shudder at her touch, she looks into my eyes and frowns. “How are you still you?”

“I don’t know.” I swallow hard and watch her as she drops my T-shirt and leans back. “I haven’t fed for nearly three months.”

“Three months?”

“Almost.” She stands, I pull my boxers on and grab my jeans from the hook. “Why?”

“Jake, We... Our first kiss was nearly three months ago, you’d been here for a week.” I pull my jeans up, Libby turns to face me again, her expression is lighter, and she smiles slightly.

“So?” She steps towards me, I watch her as she cups my face in her hands and traces my cheeks with her thumbs. She kisses me, her tongue invades my mouth and my head spins, I kiss her back before pulling away. “What was that for?”

“Your sanity.” I frown at her, she licks her lips and smiles.

––––––––
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Libby.

My heart pounds in my chest as Jake walks towards me, he’s a Breather, he’s been lying this entire time, how can I trust him?

“Let me explain.” He holds his hands up and sits on the bench facing me. “Yes, I’m a Breather. I died five years ago, I’m sorry I didn’t tell you before. If you want me to leave I will. Just don’t turn me over, please.”
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