Soda Zombies: Episode 1


Int. Small apartment – Late Evening
Tyler is sitting at his computer typing away at a school paper he's been working hard on for the day. He pauses and stretches, picking up his glass and looks at the empty container. His chair slides back a foot as he gets up and walks to the fridge to get more.

Tyler

No soda?! Really?

Tyler slams the fridge door and opens up the cupboards nearby. Frantically searching through everything in his kitchen, he finds no trace of soda. He turns around and sees the empty bottle of soda he was drinking out of earlier.

Tyler

This is just great.

He walks back to his chair and falls to the seat, sighing as he lands. He collapses to the writing space on his desk and grunts.

Tyler

Wait a second.

He walks over to his backpack and pulls out a small can of soda, with a new label on it. Slowly pouring it into his glass, he smiles and then drinks it. As he savors the last gulp, he slams his glass to his desk and takes a deep breath to relax.

Tyler

That hit the spot.

As he continues to type out his paper, sweat starts to run down his forehead and forearms. His hands shake faster and faster until they start tensing up and tapping on the keyboard. The chair falls over onto its side as his whole body starts to twitch, his eyes close as he writhes in pain.

After a few moments, he reaches for his backpack and pulls it to him. The contents spill out, and he reaches inside to search for something. He pulls out another can of the soda as he attempts to get back to his feet. The crack of the can calms his nerves. Slowly he drinks it, his body starts to relax. When he finishes the can, his body starts to twitch again, this time, starting out slowly.

He freaks out and tosses a chair, tipping over another in his way. He reaches down into his backpack to search for another can. His hand comes out empty and he throws the backpack in anger.

Tyler

Even if I have to kill, I'm getting another one of those sodas!

Tyler screams in rage as he stomps towards the door to his apartment.

Ext. Park – Midnight

Tyler is walking through the park, his arms shaking. He tightly holds each arm trying to calm himself down. Walking through the park he comes across a man in a hooded sweatshirt with a backpack slung over his shoulder.

Tyler

What did you give me?

Man

I gave you some soda man.

Tyler grabs his shoulders and shakes him. His backpack falls to the ground.

Tyler

What kind of sick practical joke is this?

Man

Its a new soda that just hit the market man. I promise.

Tyler

Have you tried it yet?

Man

No.

Tyler pushes the man away and opens up his backpack. He pulls a can out of the bag and looks at him.

Tyler

How much of this do you have?

Man

Enough for the right price?

Tyler

Price huh?

Man

Yeah. I've got deals with about a dozen of you. More on their way.

Tyler

A dozen of us?

Man

I'm a soda dealer. What do you expect? I don't work alone either.

Tyler

So there's more of you out there.

Man

Yes.

Tyler pops open the can of soda and drinks it. The man stares at Tyler in amazement. His nerves relax and then he drops the can. The man walks towards Tyler and holds his hand out.

Man

Give me back my stuff man.

Tyler

Why should I?

Man

That's my stash you're messing with.

Tyler

Mine now.

Tyler pulls another can out opens it. Howls and growls echo in the dark around the man and Tyler.

Tyler

Or should I say...

Tyler drinks the can and then tosses it at the man. Figures appear out of the darkness in the dimly lit area.

Tyler

Our stash. Here, have em back. For now.

Tyler smiles as he tosses the backpack back to the man. The figures howl and clench their fists. The man starts to shake where he stands.

Man

What have I done?

The mob rushes into the man, tackling him to the ground. He screams in pain as they beat on him, one rips the bag from his hands as the others continue to slam their fists and feet into him. After he stops moving the figures crack open the cans of soda and disappear into the darkness. Tyler walks up to the man, and kneels down by him.

Tyler

Where are the other soda dealers?

Man

I don't know.

Tyler

Do you think I'm stupid!?

Tyler smacks the man in the face and then clenches his fist.

Man

I really don't know.

Tyler

Fine then. Enjoy your trip to the hospital.

Man

Please! NO!

Tyler places his knee over the mans chest and starts to wail on him. His screams echo through the park into the darkness.

Ext. Park – Mid day

30 days later

A young man is running through the grassy field. Figures follow behind him at a moderate distance with the same pace. He looks back occasionally, tightly holding onto the strap slung over his chest. His feet step through grass as if they are light as ever. His breath quickens as he tries to pick up the pace.

Jason

Shit!

He trips over his own foot as he turns for another time to see the group following behind him. His pack slams onto the ground next to him as the strap comes off his shoulder. He turns over to see the figures catching up. Suddenly one of his feet are grabbed by one of the figures and he is pulled a distance away from his pack. He grabs at the ground to try and get a hold of something.

Squire

Have a drink.

Dutch

Get to your feet man!

Two figures appear out of the grass, tossing two packs of soda behind Jason. One of them wrestles the figures off of him and tosses him aside, getting up and running with the two others. Jason keeps pace, and grabs his bag as he runs by.

Squire

What in heaven's name are you doing in this area of the woods son?

Jason

Grabbing a soda.

Squire

I hope it was worth this.

Jason

It wasn't. They've been following me for miles. Thanks for the save.

Squire

Don't thank me yet.

The three of them look back occasionally to judge the distance they have between them and the group. As they come around a corner of trees, a group of figures stands in their way. They pause and Jason takes a deep breathe sighing.

Jason

Well shit!

Dutch whistles loudly and then a few packs of soda get tossed out of the bushes nearby. Two more soldiers jump out and tackle a few of the figures to the ground. The group runs and jumps over the group of downed figures. As they pass, the figures crawl furiously to the packs of soda, destroying the package and downing each can they can get a hold of. Some of the figures fight each other for a can or two. Howls echo from behind the group of soldiers as they hurry away.

Squire

Thanks for the assist.

Raven

Anytime Squire.

Jason

Who are you guys?

Bones

The group of people saving your ass.

Dutch

More like babysitting your ass.

Squire

We'll explain later.

Dutch

Good idea sir. (sarcastically)

The group continues up a hill and dashes into a group of bushes. Squire opens up his pack and takes out two cans of soda, letting them roll down the hill nearby. A large group of figures storms up the hill grunting and howling.

Jason

Who the hell are they?

Squire

Stay quiet.

Jason

Really guys?

Dutch

Zip it.

Jason covers his mouth. The group looks around and one of them screams as it finds the two cans rolling down the hill and chases after them. Most of the group follows closely behind, pushing and grunting as they run. One stays behind, looking around the bushes from a stationary position. He growls and then runs off towards the rest of the group.

Squire

What the hell was that?

Dutch

Well whatever it was, we didn't smell like what it wanted.

Jason crawls out of the bushes and the rest of the group follows behind him. He wipes off the branches and leaves.

Jason

What hell is going on?

Bones

Well, I guess we better tell the man.

Jason

Yes. Please.

Squire

Let's get back to base, then we can explain.

Jason

Base?

Squire

Yes.

The group collects themselves and walk down a path connected to the hill. They walk through the open fields of the park and come to a hill. They walk up it and see a building in the distance. Jason pauses in his stride and stares amazed.

Jason

Nice.

Squire

If you say so.

Raven

Its like he's not seen one in a while or something.

Jason

I didn't know we were in a war.

Jason laughs and walks to catch up to the group.

Squire

More than you know man.

Bones

So what's your name man?

Jason

Jason.

Bones

Cool. That's Squire, our leader of sorts.

Dutch

Good way to put it.

Bones

That's Dutch, his brother. And Raven, she's a fine piece of.

Raven

Don't even finish that statement.

Bones

See Jason, what'd I say. Feisty.

Squire chuckles and shakes his head.

Squire

That's bones, our comedian.

Bones

Hey, I like a light mood.

Squire

Sometimes I wish you would keep a little serious.

Raven

I would pay to see that.

With a smug tone
Jason

So what're you guys really doing?

Squire

Fighting to survive. To find something.

Jason

Okay. That answers all of my questions.

Squire

You will get answers.

Squire stops at the edge of a fence and whistles. Two figures come out of the bushes nearby and salute.

Squire

What were you really doing out there Jason?

Jason

I found something I've not found in a while.

Bones

That would be?

Jason

Blue soda...

Dutch drops his pack.

Dutch

You found what?

Squire takes off his shades and looks at Jason puzzled.

Squire

You found a blue soda?

Jason shakes his head and reaches into his backpack, pulling it out. A whole case. Squire reaches for it and holds it in his hands. Amazed.

Squire

Where did you find this?

To be continued...
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