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This book is not like others you may have read. YOU will decide if you live or die by making choices that affect how the adventure unfolds.

 

Each section of this book is numbered. At the end of most sections, you will have to make a choice. The choice you make will take you to a different section of the book.

 

Some of your choices will help you to survive the adventure. But choose carefully! The wrong decisions could cost you your life…

 

If you die, then go back to the chapter number you are given and learn from your mistake.

 

If you choose correctly, you will survive.
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When the driver of the car you are travelling in sees a line of demonstrators blocking the street ahead, he slams on the brakes. He puts his car into reverse – just in time. Petrol bombs arc over the crumbling police line. They burst into flames as the fuel-filled bottles smash on the road among the helmeted officers. You see a police man’s flak jacket set on fire and watch as two of his fellow officers break from their shield wall. They roll him over and over to smother the flames.

 

The crowd sees its chance, and in seconds it sweeps through the gap in the police line and into the street beyond.
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The car is still reversing. You see fear on the driver’s face as he cranes his neck back and swings the car around, tyres screeching. For a second he fumbles with the gears. Now your window is facing the mass of angry people and you can read the placards. “Give us the Serum” one says. Another reads “Cure us now”. Finally, when it seems that the car will never move, the driver crunches the gearstick into place and you speed away.

 

In the back, the driver’s sick wife and child stare ahead blankly. The woman’s head snaps back as the car accelerates. A line of vomit trails out of her half-open mouth as her head lolls back. In the firelight the vomit looks like blood, but that thought has little time to register when you see what’s ahead.

 

There’s a dark blue police riot control vehicle (RCV). Its turret is turning to face the rioters – and the car you are in. The noise of sirens and volume-distorted instructions through loudspeakers fills the air. You’re heading towards the RCV. You glance round at the driver next to you, and remember how – just minutes earlier – your dad stopped him in the street, pulled open the door of the car, and pushed you inside with a handful of cash. You notice now that the driver is wide-eyed and unfocused. Has the fever struck him too?

 

You grab the steering wheel and yank it hard right, just in time. The nearside wing of the car clips the RCV’s front wheel. Then the RCV fires its water cannon, the full force blasting your car half off its wheels, then slamming it down with a shove that scoots the car clean away.

 

The driver has the wheel again. He has control for now as you power down an empty street, but you can see that the sweat streaming down his face is not just from his terror; the virus has taken hold and he won’t last long now.
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You talk to him. Keep him awake. Do anything necessary to keep him driving.

 

“What’s your name?” you ask.

 

“Peter.”

 

“Turn left here. Now right. Get onto the through route – out of town.”

 

He follows your instructions without question – you don’t let him look back.

 

“This way now. You’re doing fine.”

 

The last thing Dad said when he pushed you into the car was to make for your aunt Alex’s farmhouse outside the city. The man – Peter – had said it was on his way when Dad had given him the money, but since then things had gone mad. Everyone had known the mutated flu virus was coming – the one without a cure. Since the first cases ripped their way through the south coast seaports just two weeks ago, no-one talked of anything else. All work in the country had stopped. School stopped. People stocked up with food from the supermarkets and went back to their families to hide.

 

But then nothing happened. Cases of the sickness went down. Against all the predictions, very few people had actually died. Gradually, everyone left their seclusion and went back to their lives – which, as it turned out, was exactly the wrong thing to do. During those two quiet weeks the virus had been multiplying inside its hosts. All it needed was contact with more people to spread the contagion – and so the number of cases exploded.

 

The government could do very little except broadcast “Go to your homes, take aspirin and drink lots of water” and “Listen out for more news bulletins”. That’s when anarchy set in. When people decide they are going to die, they have nothing to lose. Some demonstrated in the streets for a cure. Some looked to religion. Others smashed up the cities, looting the shops for anything they could take on the grounds that even with the worst epidemic, there are always some people that survive. And in that madness, you were sent away. Dad said that as you weren’t ill, you had to get somewhere safe before the virus took hold of you.

Survival Challenge: Taking Control

 

But now Peter is losing control again. You’re on the main road, heading out of town and it’s getting dark. Peter’s driving fast – too fast – and if you don’t slow down quickly, you’ll hit the van in front of you.

 

Suddenly Peter’s head slumps forward onto the steering wheel. You have to act now!

The decisions you make now will decide whether you live or die.

 

[image: images]  To shake him to wake him up, go to 22.

[image: images]  To try to remove the car key, go to 38.

[image: images]  To grab the wheel, go to 61.
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