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I remember when it began, but everything in between had been a blur until I found myself stuck in this 

bathroom. I guess that’s what happens when you’re on the run for your life. Everything goes dark, your 

body switches to autopilot when that shot of adrenaline kicks in, and you just keep moving. You don’t think 

about the small details. You don’t have time to. 

But here I am, with a handful of infected along with my gun on the other side of the door. It was hard 

to concentrate with their pounding and gargled screams; all the while I’m staring back at myself through an 

unfortunate full-sized mirror hanging on the back of the door. I guess I should have been thinking about a 

way out, but what was the point? 

It was going on for five months when it all happened. My husband, Jake, and I had been out to dinner. 

A rare outing when we could leave Lacey 5 and Ella 3, our two little ones, at home with the babysitter. 

Traffic was unusually bad. We lived just outside Sacramento, California, so it wasn’t generally good 

either. As we sat in the standstill, I scrolled through my phone looking for any information. 

“Well, I finally see police lights,” Jake said as he leaned out his window. 

I pulled my gaze away from my phone but still couldn’t see anything. 

It was a moment later a helicopter buzzed over the freeway and began circling the area. When we finally 

passed the accident, there was only a truck that had smashed into the barrier wall. 

Surrounding it were two fire trucks, an ambulance, and I counted three police cars. “That’s a lot of 

action for one vehicle.” As we drove by, I turned around in my seat trying to see behind the fire trucks. 

The police were standing outside of the barriers, with their guns drawn. The strangest part of the scene 

was the EMT’s who were wearing hazmat suits. 

“Something is up with this wreck.” I returned to facing forward when we were past the wreckage. 

“Why, what did you see?” Jack finally began to move with traffic at a normal speed. 

“Hazmats,” I plainly said as I began searching the news apps again on my phone. “Hmm…. 

Maybe the driver had some hazardous waste in his truck or something.” 

When we returned home, I still couldn’t shake the wreckage. Jake paid our sitter and walked her out 

while I attended to the girls in their nightly bedtime routine: brush teeth; wash faces; put on pajamas. 

We all crawled into bed for some nightly snuggles, and Jake turned on the news. We had always given 

them about a half hour to mellow out in our bed before we tucked them in theirs. But that night, it took only 

a few minutes for the girls to fall asleep. Before long, so had we. 

We loved our life. Jake worked as an engineer, and I hadn’t been back to work since the kids. We had 

a simple life with our two little girls in a typical suburban house with a two car garage. I imagined that we 

had that life that you dream of, except without the white picket fence. 

I woke up around 5 AM—our TV was still on the news. I searched around the bed for the remote when 

something on the screen grabbed my attention. This wasn’t some 5 AM fluff news. This was serious. 



The bottom of the screen held a red banner with white writing that read: VIRUS OUTBREAK IN 

MAJOR CITIES AROUND WORLD. A new title on the screen reading: CDC’s DIRECTOR FOR 

HEALTH, AND SECURITY—VIRUS INFECTS MAJOR CITIES. 

“Hey, babe, wake up.” I leaned over the girls to nudge Jake. It didn’t take but a second for him to sit 

up. 

“What time is it?” He was in a slight fog. 

“Five. Honey, something’s wrong. Some kind of virus outbreak,” I whispered. 

“What? A virus? Like the flu?” he looked at the TV. 

“I think it’s more serious than that.” 

We watched together as government officials explained the details over the sounds of camera’s clicking 

and flashes of lights on their faces. 

Transferred by blood 

Flu-like symptoms 

Delusional 

Violent 

I remember looking at the girls, and the rest of the news broadcast was lost on me. 

Jake didn’t miss a thing. I didn’t even notice when he jumped out of bed and disappeared to another 

room. He later said he went to call his parents. 

A few hours later, after the girls woke up, we sat down at the kitchen table like it was a normal day. I 

served them their favorite cereals. 

Jake and I used caution with our words, explaining people were getting sick and we were going to keep 

them home from school. They wouldn’t have understood anything beyond that anyway. 

After breakfast, we set the girls up in the living room to watch their cartoons while Jake and I remained 

in the kitchen. We had a small TV set up on the counter where we were able to continue watching the news. 

Before these headlines, we had experienced one of the worst flu seasons our country had ever seen. 

While typically children and elderly were the most vulnerable, this year seemed to be different. It was being 

reported healthy adults were losing their battle against the illness. 

Now, sitting in the kitchen watching news coverage of a virus outbreak, it seemed we had been misled 

about what was making people so sick. This so-called virus had been happening right under our noses 

without any news coverage until it was already out of control. 

Everything seemed to all happen very suddenly. Within twenty-four hours after the broadcasts, the 

States took over, sealing off their citizens from all travel. It went as far down as the local governments 

locking down communities. 

From our living room window, we watched our neighbors flee their homes. From the television, we 

saw large numbers of people gathering outside hospitals and government agencies protesting the mandated 

travel ban and demanding medical answers. 

Thousands had already been infected. The officials were quick to let everyone know there was a 

vaccine. It was their failed attempt to prevent widespread panic. 

Every hospital, medical care center, and pharmacy were overrun. Military and police units went door 

to door administering the vaccines. You had to take it or prove you had received it from a designated facility. 

Anyone who refused was arrested and sent to a quarantine unit. 

It wasn’t long until word started getting out the vaccines were making some people sick. Just like people 

claim to get sick after a flu shot, but this was much worse. This was terminal. A fate worse than death. A 

fate that had you still moving and hungry for human flesh with no conscious awareness. The word was, 

people weren’t just dying, they were coming back after death. 



I had never been against vaccines, never until our Government couldn’t guarantee its safety. I wasn’t 

going to allow any of us to get it, but I also knew there was no way we’d end up in one of those quarantine 

centers. 

Obviously, there were others who thought as I did. There was an instant breakout of war between people 

and Government. People weren’t going to take a mandated vaccine without a fight. 

We watched most of our neighbors flee with their belongings within the first days. We guessed it was 

an attempt to get out before our area was locked down. But it was only a guess. No one would get close 

enough to each other to talk for fear of exposure. 

The barriers and checkpoints put up to keep people in were torn down fairly quickly. Civil unrest was 

everywhere. Riots broke out in the streets. Police and military were fighting two battles—one against the 

living who resisted, and the other against the infected. Those who became sick became violent as the disease 

progressed. They appeared to die for a short period of time only to come back to a state of unreasoning, 

unconscious violence without regard to their safety or any resemblance of humanity. As the violent acts 

that they committed tended to infect their victims, their numbers grew quickly if unchecked. 

“Once people can’t get what they need from the stores, the looting is going to move into our 

neighborhoods,” Jake said as he disappeared into the garage. 

I stood from the table waiting for him to return. It was a few minutes later he came back in holding 

large pieces of wood and a toolbox. Jake made several rounds of trips to the garage until he was satisfied 

with the amount of wood he had retrieved. 

“What’s all this for?” I asked. 

“To looters. We need to make it a little more difficult to get in. To the military, we need to make it look 

like we fled.” 

Jake boarded up every window, leaving strategic holes to keep a watch outside. In case of looters, we 

packed up everything we could in boxes and put anything valuable—food, some clothing, weapons, tools, 

and a few toys to distract the kids when needed—in the attic. We decided when the convoys came through 

the neighborhood; our family would also hide up there. 

It was a pulldowndoor in the garage, and Jake was able to pull the string up from the inside. 

The last thing Jake did was take our cars a few houses down to give the appearance no one was home. 

He parked them in the garage of a neighbor we saw flee in the first days. 

It was six days in when the power went out. We were instantly living in a bubble and only able to know 

what you could see, and that was anything out our windows—which was an eerie silence. The world seemed 

to go silent. There were no more car engines, dogs barking; there was nothing. 

Jake and I were ready to flee to the attic at a moment’s notice. Jake stayed watch by the windows, and 

I mostly kept the girls entertained when they needed some extra attention. 

It was around 7 AM when we heard the truck engines coming down the street. We swooped up the girls 

and fled to the attic. 

We watched from a cutout hole Jake made in the wall as the military went home to home; two large 

cargo trucks with canvas covers, about six soldiers on foot with two by the trucks, and the others in pairs 

taking each side of the street—two and two knocking on every door. Some answered, and some didn’t. 

Some were loaded on trucks, and some were met with gunfire. The soldiers didn’t waste any time searching 

around. It was fast and efficient. 

When they arrived at our home, it wasn’t even five seconds after the first knock they broke down the 

door to clear the house. We didn’t move, staying silently still, each of us holding one of the girls. 

Lacey, being older, was easier to explain to that she needed to be quiet, but Ella was confused and 

curious. She did okay for the few moments they were in the house, but with each squirm, I held my breath 

hoping we wouldn’t give ourselves up. 

They didn’t stay in the house long. 



The convoy pushed on through the streets. When they were clear, Jake went down to make sure we 

were safe to join him. He immediately boarded up the damaged front door, and we decided to use our garage 

entrance if we needed to make our escape. 

It was another day when Jake decided to retrieve our Chevy Tahoe. That same day we decided we could 

no longer remain in our home. 

We made a plan that I would stay with the girls while he retrieved the vehicles. 

“I’ll be gone all of five minutes,” he promised. 

I was a nervous wreck. “What if you see someone infected?” I asked. I tried to stay calm, not wanting 

to scare the girls. 

“Honey, every hour that goes by, we take a chance someone taking our only way out of here.” 

“Take the gun,” I urged. 

“No, I need something quieter. I’ll take this.” He picked up a baseball bat we had by the garage door. 

Jake was gone only a few minutes when I heard something dragging along our front porch. I slowly 

made my way to the window to see if I could see anything through the peephole we had. 

The moment I put my eye near, someone walked past. 

I pulled back worried they may have seen me. My breaths were shallow as I leaned back in for another 

look. A body was leaning against the window, swaying back and forth, with their fingers scratching against 

the wood. 

“Mommy?” Lacey called out. 

I jumped back, startled by her sudden outburst. “Lacey, quiet!” I whispered. 

She put her hands over her mouth. “What are you doing?” she whispered through her hands. 

The body on the other side began to frantically claw at the boards. There was this high pitched raspy 

cry coming from it that didn’t exactly sound human. I had never heard anything like it. 

Lacey began to cry. “What are they, Mommy?” I rushed to her and scooped her into my arms. “What 

did you need, honey?” I walked her into the other room in hopes to get her mind off it. 

“Are they monsters?” she asked. 

“No, baby. There’s no such thing as monsters.” I stopped in my tracks, and my words froze when we 

entered their bedroom. 

Ella was standing at her bedroom window, and an infected was staring right back at her pressing against 

the glass. I recognized the woman from taking the girls out for walks. She lived a few houses down. I would 

see her gardening in her front yard. 

She was a little old lady, maybe in her seventies. She was still in her nightgown which was stained with 

blood. The left side of her face had been chewed off with some of her cheek still hanging on. We hadn’t 

boarded up the bedroom windows since they faced our backyard and it was fencedin. But there she was, 

standing in our window, biting and growling at Ella. 

Jake left the fence gate open. 

I held in every ounce of panic consuming my body. I took Ella by the hand without saying a word and 

rushed them out, closing the door behind us. 

“What happened to her, Mommy?” Ella asked. 

“She’s sick, honey. Let’s go sit in the TV room.” All I could do was think of Jake. 

He should have been back by now. 

Then we heard the SUVs engine turn off, and then the door opened and shut. The infected that had been 

on the front porch moved away from the windows. It was seconds after when we heard what sounded like 

a watermelon splattering over the cement. 

More long moments went by, and the door to the garage finally opened. Jake came into the living room. 

His shirt had blood spatter over it, and the bat was stained red. 

“You left the gate open.” It was the only thing I could say as I stared at him, shocked by his appearance. 



“I’m gonna go change.” 

“Our neighbor, she…” 

“It’s nothing to worry about anymore.” He left the room without another word. 

“Is Daddy okay?” Lacey asked. 

“He’s fine.” I gave her a squeeze. 

I laid out the girls’ coloring books on the floor and left them to find Jake back in the garage. 

He had changed shirts and was loading the vehicle. 

“What are you doing?” I followed him around with a blank stare while my body felt heavy with dread. 

“We can’t stay here. There’s infected crawling all over the place.” He disappeared back up the attic 

ladder to retrieve more items. 

I raised up my arms to take the bags so he wouldn’t need to climb down and loaded the car. “Did you…” 

I had to know if he killed those people outside, but I couldn’t form the words to come out. 

“Yes.” He knew what I was trying to ask. 

We didn’t speak another word of it. 

When we left, we didn’t have a clear direction of where we were headed. 

Our neighborhood had a handful of infected roaming the street. The closer to town we got, the worse 

everything became. Wreckage was everywhere, personal belongings, and trash was scattered through the 

streets. 

The military didn’t just kill the infected; they were burning them. They had left mounds of bodies 

smoldering on the side of the road. The infected they missed were left in their decomposing bodies to roam 

the streets. 

The first evacuation center we drove up on was swarmed with infected, and lucky for us, the barricades 

were still intact. They moved around in no particular direction until they heard our truck engine. Their 

attention was captured fast, and they flocked to the fence. 

We didn’t even pause for a second. 

It was stop and go for weeks. Stopped when we needed to gather resources only and slept in shifts. For 

so long it felt as though we were the only people left. The roads were empty, and when we did see someone, 

they were infected. 

To make matters worse, we were running out of all the fuel supply we had collected as we made our 

way out of the city. The idea of losing the truck was terrifying, especially traveling the back highways with 

no shelter in sight. 

We were running on empty when Lacy spotted an American flag waving just above the trees. We were 

coming up on a small-town community. Like all the others it was devoid of all signs of human life but filled 

with the horror that was our new world. 

As we got closer, a fire station came into sight. We didn’t hold out hope that a fire station would be our 

salvation, but we figured it would benefit us with a safe place to stay and maybe supplies if it already hadn’t 

been looted. 

The firehouse was an older, classic design with a staircase to living quarters on the second floor along 

with a fire pole to offer a quick way down. The doors were left open, and the trucks were gone, most likely 

called away weeks before to deal with some unknown situation from which they never returned. 

Surprisingly, there were no infected in sight. Jake decided to pull the truck into the garage. We gave it 

a minute anticipating the infected would show their ugly faces but there was still nothing. 

I could see the stairway to the second floor was barricaded with beds, mattresses, desks, and anything 

else that was not bolted down. 

“Girls, Mommy and Daddy are going to check it out to make sure it’s safe. We’ll be right back.” 

I said reaching back and patted Lacey’s legs as she sat perfectly still in her seat. 

“Momma, what if they come?” she asked. 



“Honey, I won’t be so far you can’t see me.” 

Lacey just shook her head letting me know she understood. Ella, luckily followed along with whatever 

her sister did. 

We moved slowly and cautiously listening for the sounds of the infected or of uninfected humans 

unwilling to relinquish their fortress. There were two rooms downstairs we needed to clear, a front office 

area, and in the back, there was a large kitchen and TV room. 

Once the first floor was cleared, Jake closed off the large garage doors. I was sure the rumbling of the 

metal as it rolled down would call out to any infected in the area. I cringed as it hit the cement below. We 

watched out the small windows to see if we would get any visitors, but there was nothing. 

Jake climbed the pole for quicker access to the second floor. I began to work through the blocked 

stairway maneuvering everything to the side, creating a narrow pathway in case a quick retreat was 

necessary. 

We were alone in what could be our new home. There was no electricity, but there was a generator 

downstairs that we could inspect in the morning. The kitchen had some supplies but barely enough for a 

single meal of creamed corn and evaporated milk. 

“Not the worst place we have ever holed up for a night,” Jake said. “Possibly even top five!” 

“It’s a low bar,” I replied. 

It was getting late. We settled the girls down in a bed together. Jake and I made a plan to search the 

buildings around the area in the morning for any supplies we could find. We would leave the girls in the 

safety of the second level. It would also let us get in and out quicker. 

It felt as if I had just closed my eyes when Jake was nudging me with a whisper. 

“Hey, honey let’s get going.” 

There was barely any light out, and a thick fog had rolled in overnight. 

I quietly knelt next to Lacey before we left and woke her. “Baby, Mommy, and Daddy 

will be right back. Watch your sister.” 

“Where are you going?” she whispered. 

“Out to find some things. We’ll be back before she even wakes up.” 

Outside the air was thick and wet from the heavy fog. We weren’t able to get a good sight on much of 

anything until we got close enough. 

The first building we came upon was a general store. The doors had been shattered,and there was a trail 

of merchandise and debris leading to the inside. Most of the shelves were empty. 

There was a second level, more of a large loft, where the owners kept their stock. We began opening 

everything we could but kept coming up empty for anything useful except a small first aid kit. Jake and I 

must have been up there for only a few minutes when I heard a commotion downstairs. We both froze 

fearing that we had trapped ourselves with an oncoming horde of infected surrounding us. 

Then I heard the voices and saw the light. 

“Is it bad?” It was a female voice. 

“I don’t know. Let me see,” replied a man. 

I could see downstairs but just barely make out the shapes of two people clutching containers and loaded 

down with bags. 

“Hang on,” moments later the man lit an impromptu torch and began to examine the woman’s arm. “I’ll 

find some bandages.” 

She was bleeding badly from a large bite just below her elbow. That bite told us one thing—infected 

were close. 

“We have to get to the girls.” There was no other way out without alerting them. 

Jake calmly called out, “We can help…” 

The couple froze. 



For a moment we wondered if we had just made a huge mistake. Jake slowly made his way to the top 

of the stairs. The man pulled back his windbreaker revealing a gun in his pants. “We don’t want any 

trouble.” 

“Neither do we. There’s a first aid kit up here I can bring down.” 

“Who’s up there with you?” 

“Just me and my wife.” 

“Slowly then,” he ordered. 

This was the first time we had run into anyone other than the infected, and there was still no trust. Not 

even now, months later when the living survivors should be coming together. 

When we made our way to the bottom of the stairs, Jake handed over the medical kit. What a waste. I 

thought to myself. For a small moment, I felt awful for thinking it, but the woman wasn’t recovering from 

that bite, and those supplies were useless to her. 

“Good luck to you two,” Jake said as the man took the kit. 

There wasn’t another word exchanged between us. 

Jake and I didn’t bother with any of the other buildings. We had been gone long enough from the girls. 

Defeated, we returned to the firehouse with barely any new supplies and no sight of the infected who 

the other couple must have encountered. Any feeling of optimism faded away as the sun rose in the sky and 

started poking through the fog. A large horde, moving slowly but close by, was entering the town through 

the main road that contained both the General Store and the firehouse. From our vantage point on the second 

story of the firehouse, we saw the dancing light of the other couple’s torch in the store. 

“Should we warn them?” I asked pensively. 

“What for? You saw that bite. Even if we wanted to I don’t see how we could,” Jake said plainly. 

“So now what? Do we stay or do we go?” I asked knowing that leaving the firehouse would leave us 

vulnerable until we found another shelter and staying could be a death sentence if the horde were to get 

wind of us. Although we knew our hesitation could spell disaster, we were spellbound by the scene playing 

out down the street. It happened quickly. We saw movements inside the building, and it seemed certain that 

the doomed couple knew that they were about to be in a fight for their lives. The store was ill-equipped to 

keep the infected out. The infected poured into every opening. The torch moved to the second story, and 

rapid movements flitted past the windows. We heard three shots and then saw the glow as a fire broke out 

in the store. 

The woman must have exited from a window on the back of the building. From the looks of it, she had 

to jump from the second story and, in addition to her newly bandaged arm, she was limping on what 

appeared to be a badly broken leg. 

There were still infected in the street, and their attention quickly turned to her. She fell with a whimper 

and started to crawl toward the firehouse. The first of the infected to reach her grabbed her around her waist 

clawing his way through her clothing and into her skin. My gaze met hers and our eyes locked as her life 

was ripped from her. Her screams were haunting; they burrowed into my brain. I knew they would stay 

with me until my last moments. 

In the next instant, the roof of the general store collapsed. The noise momentarily distracted the infected. 

By this time the fire had spread to the buildings on either side of the inferno. The commotion was drawing 

even more infected into the street. 

“We have to go…now!” Jake said quietly but in his most urgent tone. 

We had to flee, and unfortunately with the truck on empty, we would need to go on foot. Jake and I 

each loaded our packs with what we could carry. We would take the back exit to avoid the infected gathering 

out front. 

And then, we ran… 



After a while, it was hard to keep track of the days. The calendar had lost all meaning and importance. 

We knew we needed to find somewhere safe, away from human population. In our minds, that somewhere 

probably didn’t exist. 

That’s when we found it -- Off the beaten path, down a mountain road, hiding in a large valley—an 

entire neighborhood being developed. Still under construction with a perimeter fence surrounding it. 

It was everything we could have hoped for. Somewhere my girls could be safe. Somewhere we actually 

stood a chance against these monsters. 

 

* * * 

 

I don’t know why I was thinking of that woman. I hadn’t thought about her until I was stuck in this 

bathroom. Maybe I never stopped thinking about her. Maybe her screams never really left my memory. 

I could feel my muscles start to relax as I sank into the floor and leaned hard against the door that led 

to a walk-in closet. Maybe it was my body’s way of accepting the inevitable—this life was fleeting, and I 

was at the end of it. I had hoped they would have forgotten about me and moved on, but I was certain they 

could smell I was still alive. 

As I sit in this bathroom, I’m the only thing separating my husband and children who are in the closet. 

I’ve been bitten. 

Damn thing got me right in the arm as we were trying to escape. I kissed my husband and kids one last 

time before I closed the door behind them. I could sit here and die quietly, or I could go out and kill these 

creatures who have ripped me from my family. It would give them a fighting chance to escape…but then 

Jake would have to deal with me to escape if I didn’t get out before I turned. 

I should have been listening to their tiny voices on the other side of the door. I should have been telling 

them how much Mommy loved them. But that pounding on the other side of the door. The never-ending 

gurgling growls from those monsters. My blood began to boil from rage. I decided I was going to clear this 

house we were trapped in to give my family a fighting chance. 

Before I become one of Them… 
 


