
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Chapter 1 – The Kick-Off

The sun was setting over the city, painting the streets in shades of orange and gold. The evening air was warm, and the roads buzzed with excitement. Everywhere—bars, homes, giant screens in public squares—people were preparing for the opening match of the FIFA World Cup.

Three motorcycles roared through the suburban streets.

Josh, Jorge, and John rode in formation, engines growling as they cut through the last of the evening traffic on their way to Jorge’s house.

Jorge led the way.

He leaned into every curve like the road belonged to him, weaving between cars with reckless confidence. His laughter echoed through the helmet radio.

“Come on, slowpokes!” Jorge shouted. “You’ll miss kickoff at this speed!”

Behind him, Josh chuckled.

“Maybe if you didn’t ride like a maniac, we’d actually arrive alive.”

Jorge laughed louder.

“Relax! Life’s boring without a little risk.”

Further behind them, John rode calmly, keeping a safe distance. His movements were precise, controlled. He watched the road—and his brothers.

Someone had to.

Ten minutes later, the bikes rolled into Jorge’s driveway.

The engines shut off one by one, and the sudden silence felt strange after the roar of the ride.

Jorge tossed his helmet onto the porch.

“Finally!” he said, stretching his arms. “Perfect timing.”

Josh walked straight to the fridge.

“First rule of football night,” he said, grabbing three beers. “Never watch kickoff sober.”

John smiled faintly as he took the bottle.

Inside, the TV already showed the stadium.

A massive crowd filled the stands. Flags waved. Fans sang and shouted as the camera swept across tens of thousands of excited faces.

The commentators spoke rapidly, their voices full of energy.

“This is it—the opening match of the 2026 FIFA World Cup, live from the United States!”

Jorge dropped onto the couch.

“Now this,” he said, raising his beer, “is how you start a summer.”

The three brothers clinked their bottles together.

Outside, the neighborhood was calm. Streetlights flickered on as the sun disappeared behind the houses.

Everything felt normal.

Too normal.

Back on the screen, the teams walked onto the pitch.

The crowd roared like thunder.

The referee, Italian official Gianluca Farioli, raised his whistle.

Josh leaned forward.

“Here we go.”

The whistle pierced the stadium air.

Kickoff.

Players rushed forward as the ball rolled across the grass.

For a few seconds, everything looked perfect.

Then someone screamed.

At first, it sounded like a fight in the stands.

The camera shifted slightly.

Another scream followed.

Then another.

The commentators hesitated.

“Uh... it looks like there may be some disturbance in the crowd...”

The camera zoomed toward the stands.

People were pushing.

Running.

Falling.

One fan tackled another.

But he didn’t stop.

He bit him.

Blood splattered across the seats.

The cameraman jerked the lens away, but the chaos had already begun.

More people were screaming now.

Some were attacking others.

Biting.

Clawing.

The commentators’ voices trembled.

“We... we’re not sure what’s happening—security appears to be—”

The broadcast cut briefly to a wide shot of the stadium.

Thousands of people were running in every direction.

Down on the pitch, the players stopped moving.

Frozen.

Confused.

“What the hell is that?” Jorge muttered.

On the screen, a fan climbed over the barrier and ran onto the field.

Security guards tried to stop him.

He tackled a player.

Then sank his teeth into the man’s shoulder.

The player screamed.

The stadium exploded into full panic.

The camera shook violently as the cameraman ran.

Blood streaked across the grass.

The commentators were shouting now.

“This is not part of the game—we repeat, this is NOT part of the game!”

Josh slowly set his beer on the table.

His eyes narrowed.

“This isn’t a fight.”

John stood up.

His voice was calm—but urgent.

“We need to leave. Now.”

The three brothers looked at each other.

The laughter from minutes ago was gone.

Something was terribly wrong.

Sirens suddenly wailed in the distance outside.

Then their phones buzzed at the same time.

Emergency alert.

Josh read the message aloud.

“National emergency... violent outbreaks reported... avoid crowds...”

The TV signal flickered.

The screen went black.

Silence filled the room.

Outside, somewhere far away, another scream echoed through the neighborhood.

The brothers locked eyes.

They didn’t need to say much.

John spoke first.

“Family first.”

Josh nodded.

Jorge grabbed his helmet.

Whatever was happening out there...

their world had just changed forever.
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Chapter 2 – Splitting Paths
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Sirens wailed across the city.

Red and blue lights flashed in the distance, reflecting off empty storefront windows and abandoned cars. Helicopters thundered overhead, their searchlights sweeping the streets like restless eyes.

The emergency broadcast had taken over every channel.

“...violent incidents reported across multiple cities... authorities urge citizens to remain indoors...”

But the streets were anything but calm.

People were running.

Some screamed. Some fought. Others simply stood frozen, staring at their phones, unable to understand what was happening.

From a distance, the stadium still glowed like a giant beacon.

Inside it, chaos ruled.

The three brothers stood beside their motorcycles outside Jorge’s house.

For a moment, none of them spoke.

Then Josh broke the silence.

“We can’t stay together.”

Jorge frowned. “What?”

Josh’s eyes were sharp now, calculating.

“Juliette’s at the stadium.”

John nodded slowly.

That explained everything.

Josh pulled on his helmet.

“I’m going to get her.”

Jorge rubbed the back of his neck.

“Man... that place is probably a war zone by now.”

Josh swung onto his motorcycle.

“Doesn’t matter.”

His voice was cold with determination.

“She’s my sister.”

The engine roared to life.

Josh paused for a second and looked at his brothers.

“Don’t wait for me.”

Then he sped off into the darkening streets, heading straight toward the stadium.

His mind raced with possibilities.

Crowds. Panic. Security barriers. Escape routes.

He was already planning.

“She’s mine to protect,” he muttered beneath the helmet.

Behind him, Jorge watched the red taillight disappear into traffic.

“Crazy bastard,” he said quietly.

John crossed his arms.

“We don’t have time to argue.”

Jorge looked at him.

“So... what now?”

John hesitated for a moment.

Then he said the words neither of them had spoken in years.

“We go get Dad.”

Jorge blinked.

“The prison?”

John nodded.

“Nine years is a long time.”

Jorge tried to smile, but it didn’t quite work.

“You think he’ll even recognize us?”

John mounted his motorcycle.

“He will.”

Then he looked at his brother.

“And whether he helps us or not... we have to be ready.”

Jorge swung onto his bike.

He took a breath.

“Family first, right?”

John started the engine.

“Always.”

The two motorcycles roared to life and sped into the streets.

The city looked different now.

Smoke drifted above distant buildings.

A car burned in the middle of an intersection.

Somewhere nearby, someone screamed.

Jorge tightened his grip on the handlebars.

“Yeah... something tells me the world just ended.”

John didn’t answer.

They rode in silence toward the prison.

Meanwhile...

Josh approached the stadium.

Even from several blocks away, he could see the chaos.

Crowds poured out of the gates.

Some people ran.

Others staggered.

A man crashed into a parked car and began pounding on the window like an animal.

Josh slowed his bike.

His stomach tightened.

“This is worse than I thought...”

He pushed forward through the panicked crowd until the massive stadium came into full view.

Lights still blazed above it.

Emergency vehicles surrounded the entrances.

And the giant screen still flickered.

On it, the camera showed fragments of the disaster inside.

Players running.

Security guards dragging injured fans.

Blood on the field.

Then the image cut again.

But for a split second—

Josh saw her.

Juliette.

Standing near the lower stands.

Alive.

Terrified.

But alive.

Josh’s jaw clenched.

“No matter what,” he whispered.

“I’m getting you out of there.”

He revved the engine and rode straight toward the gates.
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Chapter 3 – Prison Break 
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Smoke curled into the sky as Jorge and John approached the prison. The gates, once imposing and solid, were twisted and warped. Some sections had been ripped completely open, exposing dark hallways and the chaos inside. Sirens wailed nonstop, and the distant screams of terrified prisoners mixed with guttural moans—the city had completely lost control, and the prison was no exception.

“Looks worse than I imagined,” Jorge muttered, gripping his bat tightly. The hairs on his neck stood on end. He moved with reckless confidence, eyes darting to every shadow.

John scanned the perimeter carefully. Calm and methodical, as always. “Stay focused. We don’t know how many are still human—or how many of the infected are waiting.”

The two brothers slipped through a broken side gate. The metal screeched under their weight, but they didn’t stop. They moved quickly, silently, keeping low to avoid being spotted.

Bodies littered the courtyard: some lifeless, some twitching, some reaching out blindly. The infected shuffled aimlessly, dragging limbs, moaning. Prisoners ran past them, screaming, bumping into debris, some being dragged down by creatures moving with that slow but terrifying persistence.

“Dad better be here,” Jorge muttered under his breath. His gaze flicked between shattered windows and half-open doors, the tension in his chest tightening.

Finally, they reached the main block. A cell door hung open, swinging slowly as a gust of wind whispered through the hall. Inside, amidst overturned tables and scattered papers, they saw him: Frank, their father. He crouched behind a desk, battered, blood smeared across his face and arms, but alive. A group of prisoners tried to force their way out, screaming in panic, oblivious to the infected slowly moving down the hall.

“Dad!” John shouted, rushing forward.

Frank’s eyes widened. Recognition hit immediately. “John... Jorge...” He struggled to stand, wincing at a fresh cut across his arm. “I thought... I thought I was done for.”

Jorge smirked, gripping his bat tighter. “Not today, pops. We’ve got you.”

The trio moved carefully, helping Frank to his feet. Every step carried tension. The hallways echoed with shuffling footsteps and distant moans. Bodies twisted in unnatural angles littered the floor. One prisoner, panicked, lunged toward them but was grabbed by a zombie and pulled down in a sickening snap.

“Keep moving!” John urged. “Every second counts!”

The hallway seemed endless, each corner revealing more horror: doors hanging open, pools of blood, debris from broken furniture, shadows moving in the flickering emergency lights. Zombies were slow, but relentless. Even the smallest pause could be fatal.

Jorge swung his bat, clearing the path as John guided Frank through the chaos. Every step was calculated. Frank, though battered, moved steadily, keeping close to John’s side.

Then they reached the mess hall. The smell hit them instantly: rot, blood, and fear mingled in the air. Two zombies shuffled toward them from opposite ends. Jorge didn’t hesitate. CRACK! One bat swing to the head. Another to the second. Both fell with a heavy thud.

Josh would have called Jorge reckless. John called it survival.

Finally, they approached the outer wall. The gates were damaged but not fully broken, leaving a narrow path to escape. Outside, sirens screamed louder, the wind carried distant, echoing moans, and smoke from nearby fires drifted into the night sky.

Frank leaned heavily on John. Sweat and blood mixed on his face. “I can’t believe you made it... you boys... Family first, huh?”

Jorge wiped blood from his bat and grinned. “Always, old man. Always.”

The three of them slipped into the darkness beyond the prison gates, stepping over debris, jumping low walls, and avoiding shadows that shifted unnaturally. Every sound made them tense: a branch snapping, a distant shout, the low moan of something undead.

As they ran toward the edge of the city, Jorge glanced back. “Think anyone else will survive this?”

John didn’t answer immediately. He only tightened his grip on his makeshift weapon and scanned the horizon.
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