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Chapter 1
June's Room


 

June lay awake at night unable to sleep. She was not cold or
sick, just afraid of being left alone in her room at night. When
she explained to her parents why, they merely gave her puzzled
looks and told her she's too old to be afraid of the dark. This
made June frustrated, especially when she told
them why she was afraid of the dark. They didn't
believe her and assumed it was just her fear of being in a new
house.

 

At the young age of nine, June Salinski had already developed
several gray hairs in her once beautiful blonde hair. She had
wrinkles under her eyes, and hasn't had a good night sleep for
months. It had all started when they moved into their new house.
She loved the house at first sight, but when she first stayed in
her room she found it dreadful. "It'll try again tonight." She said
to herself and shuddered.

 

June pulled the Sponge Bob Square Pants blankets off of her, and
made her way slowly to the bathroom connected to her room-a feature
she loved when she first saw her new room. She was dressed in pink
pajamas with the word "Princess" written across both the tops and
bottoms. Her feet were bare, and in typical young child fashion, a
little dirty. She walked slowly and carefully to her bathroom,
talking under her breath.

 

"No noise, no sound, no squeak, no nothing." She repeated to
herself as she slowly walked on the hardwood floor. When she
entered the bathroom she no longer walked slowly. Tile floors
didn't squeak in her bathroom. She turned on the faucet and
delicately splashed water on her face.

 

Squeak!

 

June heard the sound and her face immediately lifted out of the
sink. It was downstairs and coming for her again! For a minute June
stood quietly, staring at her reflection in the mirror and saw an
amazing thing. One of her blond hairs that spilled across her face
was turning white right before her eyes.

 

"Please, no more." She said quietly to herself and wondered
again why her parents could not hear it coming for her.

 

The new house they lived in was two stories with a basement.
June's room was on the second story; the squeak she heard had come
from the basement.  Thats where the thing comes from.
 Where it hides during the day.  She heard its hand grab
the basement door and open it, the quiet sound of the door opening
then shutting.  June heard its uneasy walk, the sound being
 unbearable to her.

 

Stomp! Scratch! Stomp! Scratch! Stomp! Scratch!

 

AS she heard it get closer upstairs, June was finally able to
move.  She quickly closed the bathroom door, locked it, and
turned off the light. She hid in the shower, drew the curtain and
sat in the tub with her knees drawn to her chin shivering and
weeping silently. She heard it open her door. She could hear its
labored breathing then silence. The silence seemed to stretch
forever before the raspy breathing began again.  It started to
walk towards the bathroom.

 

Stomp! Scratch!




The bathroom door handle started to move before locking into
place.  

 

June closed her eyes and screamed.










Chapter 2
Smile


 

Its an unusual feeling knowing you can destroy the world at any
point and time you decide.  Its not easy to contain such a
power, its not easy to live with such a responsibility, and its
even harder not to let anyone know you possess the ability.
 In other words; it was not easy being Steven Brown.

 

Steven was a double major in Harvard getting a degree in both
chemistry and biology.  His hard work paid off during school
allowing him to graduate at the top of his class.  He was, by
all accounts, a prodigy in the field.  Steven was only 16 when
he graduated from Harvard.  

 

There in lies the problem: in the tough economic times plaguing
the United States, it was difficult for anyone to get a job let
alone a 16 year old.  No laboratories would hire him, he was
too young to be in the military, and no one was hiring save for a
few department stores.  Steven grew bored after college and
quickly turned his parents basement into his own laboratory.

 

It was during that time that Steven created a new plague.
 Studying the past plagues he was able to calculate what made
them so deadly, what in our current human biology made us
resistant, and then strengthened and manipulated strains of certain
viruses to make them resistant to current treatments.  He had,
in his basement, the plague to end all plagues.  He told no
one of what he has accomplished.  He told himself it was
because he was afraid of what people would do with it once out of
his hands, yet he knew the real reason he told no one of it.
 He wanted to keep it for himself.  He wanted to use it.
 He wanted humanity to end.

 

||||||

 

Steven was always younger, smaller, and smarter than everyone he
went to school with.  This made him a target for the bullies
ever since he started school.  Being ten years old in eighth
grade is not easy.  Steven was the frequent victim of jokes,
teasing, wedgies, beatings and having his lunch stolen.
 Although he excelled in school, he dreaded getting up every
morning.  That is part of the reason why he did so well.
 He wanted school over with as soon as possible.  While
most victims of bullying may have a friend or two they could talk
to, Steven had no friends.  Due to his years of torment and
lack of friends, he was socially awkward and clumsy with the
inability to have a simple conversation.  He often did not
make eye contact, mumbled quietly as he talked, and flinched at the
slightest movement.  To the spectator, he appeared timid,
weak, and scared.  Internally he was full of anger and self
loathing.  He knew he had the intellect to do great things but
lacked the social grace to accomplish them.  His misery and
hate bred upon itself constantly making his life unbearable.
 He wanted his pain to end but felt this would not be fair.
 It was unfair for his pain to end when those that caused it
would continue to live.  That life would go on without him.
   

 

Steven was going to make sure that life would not go on without
him.  He had been waiting to use his creation for the better
part of a year.  Countless plotting and planning went into the
design and delivery method.  He wanted to make sure it would
be lethal, that it would spread, but not kill right away.  He
needed the virus to be slow to release upon first infection.
 This would ensure the disease a chance to spread much quicker
before appropriate quarantine procedures could be set in place.
 He masked his plague and piggybacked it upon several other
viruses before settling upon the cold.  He estimated that in
the cold, the virus would lay weakened for approximately one month
before it took over. It had a spreadability rate of 99.9%.
 Most people still went to work with a minor cold or school.
 Most people thought nothing of a sneeze or a little cough.
 Cold season was coming up soon and this would not be noticed
until it was too late.  

 

||||||

 

Being sixteen and unemployed, money was a problem for Steven.
 He solved this the old fashioned way with manual labor.
 He worked mowing lawns, washing cars, and babysitting around
his neighborhood.  He despised the work.  He hated the
neighbors and the children more.  What kept him going on was
the smile that came to his face knowing that they were funding
their own death.  After working hard all year, Steven had
amassed just over five thousand dollars.  Not a lot of cash,
but enough to do what he wanted.  

 

It was winter and Christmas was quickly approaching.  Soon
he would give himself the present he always wanted.  He would
do this by giving his Grandma the present she always wanted: a
European cruise.  The virus delivery method, the saline
solution used to soak her contact lenses.  

 

With the help of his parents Steven was able to procure a 1
month cruise for his Grandma.  She was pushing 60 but looked
to be in her mid forties.  She was absolutely thrilled to
receive this early Christmas gift.  Steven's parents were
happy to see their son want to buy his Grandma such an amazing
gift.  She would leave two weeks before Christmas. 

 

The cruise would take her and the plague to Spain, Italy, and
France.  The cruise itself only cost him a thousand dollars
for an interior room taking off from the port in Barcelona, Spain.
 He spent another two thousand dollars on the plane ticket to
Spain.  He made sure that his parents get a flight with a two
day stop over in England.  They reserved her a room in a hotel
next  to the airport so that she can adjust to the time in
Europe and rest up.  She would then fly to Spain to catch her
cruise.  She would be patient zero.  The plague would
take affect immediately in the form of a mild cold prior to her
departure.  She would continue to have the cold symptoms for
about a month before the plague took full effect.  This would
take care of Europe and countless other countries as she would
infect masses of people at the JFK airport in New York, Heathrow
airport in London and El Prat airport in Barcelona, Spain.
 

 

This took care of his international delivery.  Local
delivery would be easier. Living in New York there was no shortage
of tourists from all over the US as well as the world. His method
of delivery, a friendly cup of warm apple cider.  

 

||||||

 

The night before his Grandma was set to leave, she stayed at the
Brown's residence.  She was extremely happy and gushing all
over Steven. She had told them all how she called up all her
friends and told them about what a great grandson she had.
 How he had gotten her the one thing she always wanted.
 While she talked to his parents, Steven made his way to the
guest bathroom and found his Grandmas contact solution.  He
took from his pocket a small vile containing the virus and applied
2 drops to her eye solution.  He also had his own contact
solution he bought with the virus already mixed in it.  He put
this solution in her make up section to make sure she had the
delivery method with her.  He quietly returned to the living
room and sat with a smile listening to them talk.  It was the
first time Steven had genuinely smiled in a long time.  

 

After seeing his Grandma off at the airport ( and no doubt
getting infected himself ), Steven made his way home, prepared
a large thermos of hot apple cider, and grabbed a good amount of
plastic cups.  The apple cider contained the plague ready to
infect a large portion of New Yorkers and tourists from around the
world.  His destination, the ice rink and Christmas tree at
Rockefeller Center.  

 

As Steven went down to the Subway trains he offered a cup of
cider to a homeless man.  He gave another cup to a street
performer playing guitar.  On the subway train he gave another
cup to young girl who said she was going to the museum.  At
Rockefeller Center he gave cider to a family from California, a
couple from Japan, some honeymooning Russians, and a family from
California.  His thermos was empty.  He asked if anyone
would like to keep the thermos and a young man who said he just got
hired to work construction back home in New Orleans could use it.
 Steven went home happy.  

 

||||||

 

A day later Steven woke up from bed sick with the cold.  He
made sure to get out as much as he could and to visit all the
tourist spots.  He saw the Statue of Liberty, rode subways,
ate out, all the meanwhile coughing near and around people.
 During his outings he noticed many other people with the
cough and cold going about there daily business.  Watching
local news three days later, the head anchor abruptly coughed and
apologized saying that he was battling the cold.  The other
anchors chimed in also saying they or other family members were
also coming down with a cold.  Steven smiled coughing more
aggressive.  

 

After two weeks the cough continued to reside in Steven.
 He infected countless others in New York, the tourists he
infected spread the virus on to countless others as they continued
to sightsee and returned home, and his Grandmother in Europe spread
the disease to countless others.  It was working as planned.
 After approximately one month of the plague first entering
the system the cold symptoms would fade and hell would break loose
shortly afterwards.  Stevens only regret is that he would not
live long enough to see it spread.  

 

He decided to write.  In the letter was his confessional
along with the location of the source strain.  He would mail
it to 4 major newspapers.  The first in San Francisco, the
second in London, the third to China, the fourth to Africa.
 The letters would be sealed with his own saliva ensuring the
letters are contagious as well.  He purchased his stamps
directly from the post office infecting all that were there. He
wanted his name known for the short period of time humanity would
care to report on it.  

 

||||||

 

Steven's cough was really bad.  With his last remaining
dollars, he decided it was time to pay a visit to the local drug
and buy all the aspirin the store had.  For good measure he
bought some sleeping pills as well.  Normally the clerk
wouldn't of allowed such a large amount of aspirin to be purchased
but she was also sick from the plague.  Steven made his way
home and when his parents went to sleep, consumed all the sleeping
pills first.  He then took all the aspirin bottles he could
before sleep overtook him and did not let go.  Steven was
smiling.

 

This is how Steven Brown's life came to an end.  The rest
of the world wasn't as lucky.

 

||||||

 

Four days later, as Grandma's Brown's cruise was coming to the
end of its journey back to Barcelona she collapsed.  Mixed
with the usual saliva and phlegm in her cough was now blood.
 Her skin began to turn blue, her cough continued to get
violent.  Several passengers on the cruise, also coughing,
stood in horror watching this sweet lady they had come to know in
such pain.  Her coughing rose louder, and in between her
coughs and gasps for breath she screamed in pain.  The medical
crew on board did the best they could to assist her but nothing
they did helped to calm or alleviate her discomfort and pain..
 

 

The cruise ship made it to port in Barcelona thirty minutes
after Mrs Brown had collapsed.  Another hour after that she
died in a Barcelona hospital.  The hospital staff had seen
nothing like this.  Mrs. Brown was completely blue due to lack
of oxygen, her body covered in blood, and her skin was starting to
break and peel off in death.  The ambulance she rode on was
covered in blood, as was the emergency room they had taken her to
and the hospital staff.  Most of them were already infected
and would soon join her.  Those that were previously had the
plague but were now exposed to her blood would die much
quicker.

 

||||||

 

The San Francisco Chronicle was the first to publish the news
story.  They validated the sincerity of the story quick as
reports of this strange death were already being reported in New
York in a dramatic pace.  Reports across other states were
spreading and growing by the day.  They were able to fact
check Steven's story about his Grandma, his studies at Harvard in
biology and chemistry, and how the plague would work.  The San
Francisco Chronicle saw, to their horror, that Steven's plan of
mass infection was not only working but would work.  Spain was
hit hard as was England, France, Italy and other parts of Europe.
 Canada was being hit equally as hard.  What scared
everybody the most is the knowledge that everyone they knew was
coughing.  

 

Two weeks after reporting the story, it was estimated that
upwards of 87% of the world population had been infected.
 There were tens of thousands of death reported every day.
 Those still alive but coughing, held on to delusions that it
was just the cold and nothing else.  The shut themselves in
and would kill anyone walking in front of their homes.
 Rioting and violence took over the world as the earths
population continued its downward spiral.  

 

Three months after the plague was unleashed the earths
population was down to three percent.  Out of those remaining
alive, ninety percent of them were infected and showing signs of
the cough.  The other ten percent were scattered and alone.
 They would not find or meet up with each other.  They
would not repopulate the earth.  

 

Seven years after the virus was released, the last living person
took her own life.  She did not know she was the last person
alive.  She just couldn't take another day of loneliness.
 Steven would of understood. 










Chapter 3
12:34


 

"Its 12:34! Make a wish!" Sharon said to her husband Jason.
 It was something of a tradition in Sharon's family.  For
as long as she could remember whenever it was 12:34, she was told
to make a wish.  Whenever she notices its 12:34, she told
whoever she was with to make a wish.  

 

"Okay, made my wish." Jason said.  

"What did you wish for?"

"Can't tell you!  Need the wish to come true!"

"Fine.  Finish your lunch."

 

It was Sunday afternoon, and Sharon and Jason were enjoying a
picnic lunch at the park.  It was a nice breezy, warm summer
day and they had planed to do a little walking after lunch.
 The wind gently fanned them as they ate helping to cool and
relax them.They finished their sandwiches and water and started to
walk.  

 

"Why don't you ever tell me what your wish is?" Sharon
asked.

"Cause I want it to come true." he replied.

"Have they ever came true?"

"I guess not." he paused then added. "Maybe I should tell
you."

 

He decided he should tell her his wish.  Jason had wished a
raise and promotion at work.  He wanted to buy a bigger house
closer to where they both worked.  At present but couldn't
afford it on his current salary.  

 

"Why didn't you just wish for the house?" she replied with a
smile. 

"Cause then we couldn't afford to live in it without the salary
increase." he said and smiled back at her. "We'd lose the house I
wished for in a few years.  I want to buy with the extra money
I wished for."

 

They continued their walk in silence and enjoying the presence
of each others company.  After walking about an hour along the
trail they decided to head back in the direction of the car.
 It was still early, but the heat was really starting to
intensify and both Sharon and Jason did not do well in the heat.
 They got home shortly afterwards and took a shower. They
slept early that night as they both had to be at work early the
next day.

 

 

||||||

 

 

Jason arrived at the law firm early.  He was one of many
accountants working at the firm and had aspirations in rising with
the law firm.  He has been with the firm for over five years
and has had received a lot of praise and good reports but itt
wasn't enough for him.  He was wanting a promotion and raise.
 Has been dreaming about it for the last three years.  At
noon he was called into a meeting by Mr. Fry, the head of human
resources.

 

"Hello Mr. Bronson.  Please have a seat." Said Mr.
Brown.

"Thank you.  Call me Jason."

"Very well.  I'm sure your wondering why I called you here.
 So well just cut to the chase.  Starting tomorrow you
are to be supervising budget proposals and investing of the firm.
 You will lead a team of twenty individuals who are currently
working on similar projects.  You will oversee the day to day
spending operations and submit reports to the board of directors on
a monthly basis.  This new found responsibility does come with
a new job title and increase of pay of twenty thousand a year.
 It will be a lot of work and we hope you will accept."

 

Jason was stunned.  He couldn't believe this was happening
and accepted immediately.  They shook hands and Jason filled
out the necessary paperwork.  As he was about to leave he
turned and asked Alexander a quick question.

 

"i'm really glad to get this but I just have to ask, why me? Why
not Allison?  Does she know?"

"You don't know?" he responded, his face becoming troubled.
 

"Know what?"

"Allison passed away yesterday." He paused, then added "Car
accident after lunch with her mom.  Tragic."

"My God."  Jason turned and walked away without saying
another word.  

 

 

||||||

 

That night over dinner Jason told Sharon the news.  They
celebrated that night by going out to dinner.  Jason didn't
want to stay out too late but didn't want to turn in either.
 He choose not to mention the death of Allison to his wife.
 

 

They enjoyed a nice Italian dinner that night.  Dinner
lasted longer than they had planned as they were joined by some old
friends he had not seen in a while.  Jason, being in a good
mood, caught up on old times with his old friends.  They were
all having such a good time that before Jason and Sharon realized
it, the restaurant was closing and they were being politely
escorted out. Jason had drunk quite a bit in celebration so Sharon
had to drive home.  

 

Once they got home they quickly settled into bed.  Jason
was in too good of a mood to sleep just yet and was talking to
Sharon about all the stuff they could do soon.  Jason
continued to talk while they lay in bed.  Sharon, content to
listen, looked at the clock and noticed the time.  It was
three minutes till midnight.  Jason continued to talk until
Sharon politely interrupted him.

"Make a wish! Its 12:34 again" she said.  "Make it good
cause your last one came true!"

Jason, drunk and not really thinking about it made his wish and
smiled at his wife.  

"Want to know what I wished for?" he said.  

"What?"

"I wished that you wouldn't have to ever worry about work ever
again.  I know you hate your job and your coworkers.
 Your boss is an asshole.  Lets hope this one comes true
also."  

Sharon smiled at her husband and kissed him gently.  "Okay
honey, I think its time to get some sleep.  You got a busy day
tomorrow."

They both said goodnight and went to sleep.  

 

||||||

 

Jason stood at his new desk going through the financial reports
of the law firm.  He was looking at budget proposals and
getting caught up to speed.  This was not an easy task to do
with a clear head and much harder to do while coping with a hang
over.  His vision had decided to play tricks on him as well.
The numbers would turn blurry, then criss cross, losing his place
on the paperwork until Jason had to look away from the paper.
 He vowed never to drink the night before work again.
 

 

Being given such a responsibility with little time to prepare,
feeling overwhelmed and suffering from a severe headache, Jason
decided it was best to drive for a while on his lunch.  Jason
was very tired and all he wanted to do was get some fresh air and
relax.  If he took his lunch at the office he knew would be
approached by people, asked questions and be forced to make
conversation.  Jason was not in the mood for that
today. 

 

Jason made his way down the elevator and to his lincoln.
 His head throbbed in pain as he turned the key and the radio
came to life playing soft country music.  To him any sound was
deafening.  He quickly turned off the radio and pulled out of
the parking lot.  

 

He drove around town going with the flow of traffic.
 Traffic was light for a Tuesday and he was quickly going
further than he had intended.  The quiet drive did wonders for
his headache.  The steady throb was now a dull pain and
fading.  He was starting to smile.  He rolled down his
window, stuck his arm out and let the fresh air envelope his body.
 He was beginning to smile when a strong ache came to his
head.  So strong was the pain that it caused Jason to close
his eyes, hunch over and press down on the gas.  He never saw
the person crossing the street in front of him.  

 

||||||

 

Jason found himself riding the ambulance as a passenger holding
a bloodied hand, crying and apologizing over and over.  The
ambulance arrived quick after being called.  Just ten minutes
after the accident.  The ambulance took them to the emergency
room.  Jason standing by the side of the gurney the entire
time holding on to the bloody hand running along side till he was
stopped by a nurse and told he couldn't go any further.  

 

"Thats my wife!" he yelled.

"I understand that but you got to wait.  We'll do
everything we can."

"Please." he said weakly and between tears.  "Help
her."

 

||||||

 

Jason waited in agony for any news.  His face went pale
when an hour after being admitted he saw additional nurses running
to the operating room talking about a code blue.  Time slowed
down for Jason.  He was living a nightmare.  He wanted to
wake up but knew there was no waking up to be done.  It would
be six hours later before the doctor came out to see Jason and let
him know of his wife's condition.

 

It was told to him that when he had struck his wife she was
crossing the street.  His car had first hit her mid thigh on
the right side completely crushing the bone there, this caused her
to fall heavily on her right side to the hood of the car causing
her to break her right arm and ribs on her right side.  Her
head hit the lower part of his windshield causing severe head
trauma.  After he stepped on the brakes she was pitched
forward violently from the car and landed directly on her back
causing fractures along her spinal cord and additional trauma to
her head.  She had lost a lot of blood during the accident and
went into cardiac arrest during the ensuing surgeries.  She
was stable now but would never be as she once was.  

 

"What exactly does that mean?" he asked.

"She suffered severe head trauma and the chance of her having
brain damage is huge   Her back is broken and she'll never
recover from this.  She'll be confined to a wheelchair for the
rest of her life if she wakes up."

"What do you mean if?" 

"We don't know if she'll ever wake up Mr Bronson.  We have
her stabilized but she is in a coma.  I'm sorry."

 

Jason cried silently as the last bit of information hit him.
 He sat down hard, lowered his head and cried loudly.
 Sharon would never have to worry about working again.
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