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June 21st – 8:16 pm 

Addy Hammond listened to the growing sound of urgent sirens. They blasted up the foothills from the city as she hurried across the room to the television set. She’d been outside rolling up her garden hose when they’d begun. The sun had been almost down by the time she had gotten her son Tate to bed and watered her garden. Tate always made bedtime an adventure. Even after reading to him and tucking him in, he usually called her or her husband back for a glass of water and an emergency check of his closet for monsters. 

As Addy pawed the TV remote, she tried to calm her breathing. The city of Denver’s emergency siren had started its incessant wailing as she was finishing in the garden, and it scared her. The sound, so lonely and crying, immediately hit her as serious. Because of its intensity, her mind started pouring over possible reasons for the late evening interruption. As she used the TV remote to click on the wall-hanging flat panel TV, she called to her husband. “Adam?” 

There was something in the gravity of the screaming alarm that quickened her pulse. She had heard sirens before. This was different. Before she could go from the front yard to her living room, multiple other sirens had joined the emergency broadcast system blast. Every emergency vehicle in Denver was running its wailing beacons of panic, in addition to the municipal emergency awareness sirens. 

It had all happened so fast, it couldn’t be good. 

Adam hurried into the room from the back of the house. “What the hell is going on? Did you feel that vibration? Are we having an earthquake?” 

Addy hadn’t felt it, but Adam mentioning such a thing panicked her further. The TV picture came on and she quickly changed the channel to a national news outlet. Adam stood beside her; his eyes glued to the set. A moving picture of a female reporter wearing a construction hard hat popped onto the screen. She held a microphone in one shaking hand while speaking in hurried tones. She only interrupted herself to check over her shoulder. 

The scene behind the reporter was dark, cloudy with dust, and difficult to see through. The TV sound clicked on as the harried reporter spoke. “...can’t believe what I’ve seen, and I have no idea what we’re going to do!” She raised her voice while speaking to the two anchors who were sitting in a studio somewhere. The reporter was panicked and losing her shit on live TV. “Seriously! What the hell are we going to do? It’s been five minutes and law enforcement is overwhelmed. I saw a cop, a cop...he...” 

“Shawna, I think we’re going to...” A pretty blonde anchor with frozen frosty hair, sitting behind a large curvy silver desk, forced a fake smile before getting cut off by the field reporter named Shawna. 

“No! You haven’t seen them! I have! They’re...” Shawna’s mic hand dropped from her face, and she wiped stringy, sweat-slicked hair from her face. While she stared into the background, something shifted in the fog and smoke behind her. 

“Jesus! What happened? Where is this?” Adam kept firing his questions, though Addy had no answers. 

“Oh, God...” Shawna’s voice slipped into a whisper. “I think there’s one back there...”

“Shawna, you need to get back to the van and...” A male anchor in a slick black suit urged the field reporter to leave the scene but was cut off by her screaming. 

Addy and Adam both stepped back from the TV as though the violence contained within could bleed into their living room. “Oh, God, Adam!” Addy clutched the remote tightly in her hand. Something wavering and fluid latched onto Shawna by her neck and shoved her forward. She collided with her cameraman. 

The camera aimed at Shawna fell to the ground. Shawna’s legs and feet filled the screen for a moment before they were jerked into the air and out of view. A man’s screaming and pounding steps faded away. Before the video feed cut off, and black filled the screen, a shimmering, water-like fluid crossed from left to right. The image was impossible to believe but appeared to be see-through legs moving. The beautiful, undulating, shifting liquid crystal substance formed into solid human legs and then became loose and watery again. 

“Those were her legs, the reporter!” Adam whispered to his wife. “What the hell was that? Did you see it?” 

“I don’t think those were her legs. They were like a copy of them.”

The two of them stared at the dark screen. 

“Change the station. See if we can figure out what’s going on.” 

Addy clicked the remote. On the screen, a scene of utter destruction came into view. Dead people littered a downtown Denver street. Far away, in the background, a woman ran only to be stricken to the ground under the fading daylight. Her attacker was a partially formed man. His upper body, nude, shined and shimmered under a streetlamp. His legs were both invisible except for more of the shining, rippling mass. 

“Adam...we’re not safe here, are we?” 

Addy watched her husband flick his eyes to the world beyond their living room windows. “No. Let’s channel flip and gain as much information as we can, and then decide what to do.” 

Addy changed the channel. While she sought some form of government information on what had come to the Rocky Mountains, she asked Adam, “It’s alien, isn’t it? It’s not human. It can’t be.”

“I guess so. I’m not sure what to think. What if it’s some sort of weird laboratory experiment gone wrong?” 

June 22nd – 10:40 am

Little Tate napped on the couch between them. Addy ran her hand through his hair as he dozed. She glanced from Adam’s stressed face to their boarded-over living room window and back to him. “We can’t stay here.” 

“I know.” 

“Do you have any thoughts on where we should go?” 

Adam stood from the sofa to peer into the outdoors through a gap in the two-by-eights he had screwed to the wall over the window. He’d protected them by boarding up every piece of glass in the house. He’d seen his neighbor across the street doing it and had realized how woefully underprepared he was for their circumstances. After seeing nothing but their empty street reflecting strong rays of sunshine, he returned to sit next to Tate. “Yeah, but maybe we should review what we know.”

“Not much.”

“Okay, well, yes, probably not much and not all we need to know, but we know a few things. For one, the power has been out since last night.” He reflected on how helpless he felt when the lights had dimmed, flickered, and winked out like a beat, concussed prize fighter. “And we know from what we saw on TV that this...whatever it is...”

“Whatever they are.” Addy corrected him. 

“Right, it’s...they’re everywhere, all over the world.” 

His wife stared into his eyes. For the tenth time that he could recall, her eyes swam in tears. They came, she fought them off, and they returned. Adam could relate. He wanted to cry too, but knew she needed to see him being thoughtful and calm. The world as they knew it was gone, and it wasn’t coming back. 

Addy pawed at her eyes and said, “And it sounded like the police and even the military are cooked. They were beaten before it even started. You heard that last report we got on the radio. The government is gone. We’re defenseless against these things.”

Adam scratched his chin. “Yeah, and we don’t know how the military was shut down so fast, but people everywhere are on their own, and those things...they’re, well, you know.”

“Eating people.” She said what he hadn’t wanted to say. 

Her words cut through him. They made him feel empty and worthless. A man was supposed to protect his family. “Right, and the last news channel we saw said bullets only work if you shoot them in the head.” 

“The head in the gap between their eyes, if you can see them.” She referred to the formless distortion of the air, indicating a monster was nearby. “At least they’re not entirely silent.” 

Adam rubbed the growing beard on his face. The hair on his head had also started to gray recently. He had joked that it was an honor bestowed upon parents of nine-year-old children everywhere. At the time, in a much happier moment, Addy had reminded him that her natural blonde hair still had not a single strand of gray in it. His guess was that would soon change. Adam replied to her, “No, but we haven’t seen one of them here yet. We could probably ride out a few more days if we need to.” 

“We can’t wait for them to come rolling up from the city into the foothills. This all started in the cities, but when they run out of food, they’ll come. You know this, right?” 

“Yeah,” Adam recalled the shuffling noises outside the back of their house in the night, but had decided not to tell her. There was no reason to worry her more than was necessary.

Addy continued, but first placed a hand on his arm. “Before we discuss where to go, I noticed something, and I think it’s important for us to consider it.” 

“What’s that?”

“Have you noticed how quiet it is here, right now, during the day?” She asked.

“Yes, but people are hiding like we are.” Adam knew where she was going with her train of thought. 

Addy said, “Right, but all the attacks we saw on TV were happening at night. I’m wondering if there’s something about the sun that keeps them in hiding until it’s dark.” 

“We don’t have proof of that because the power shut off so fast, we can’t get any more reports from the news. I see your point, but as we said, they’re not here yet.” 

Addy argued, “That we know about.”

“Then why didn’t they attack us last night if they’re here?”

Addy was getting irritated with him. He could see it in the wrinkles on her forehead. While he didn’t want to argue with her, or anger her, they needed to be on the same page to survive in the new world. 

She released his arm and sat back. “Everyone we saw killed on TV was already outside, at night. What if they can’t get inside our homes and buildings, or don’t know how to get inside? What if they’re alien and don’t understand our buildings and houses?” 

He stood and paced the floor between the sofa and the covered window. While he moved, Tate groaned in his sleep and rolled over. So far, they hadn’t told their son anything about what happened. At some point, they’d need to fess up. Tate was old enough to know about the creatures that had invaded the earth, so he could protect himself if the occasion ever warranted it. “Are you saying you want to leave here and travel during the day?”

“Yes. What was your idea of where we can go?” She paused before adding, “It seems to me the further we go up into the mountains, the better off we will be, and you have the 9-mil handgun and plenty of ammunition.”

“Well...” 

She held up a finger. “One more thing first. I didn’t say anything earlier, because nothing ended up happening and I didn’t want to panic Tate,” she sighed. “But I heard something out back last night. There was something out there moving by the house. I was going to tell you, but it stopped, and it never came again. I could be paranoid, and maybe it was nothing, but it could have been one of those things. I don’t think we’re as safe here as you think.”

Adam sat in the chair opposite her and Tate. “Okay, full disclosure. I heard the same thing. I didn’t want to worry you, and when it stopped, I even questioned if I had really heard anything at all.” 

“Okay, so you know what I’m talking about.” She seemed satisfied. 

“It’s weird that they wouldn’t just tear into us in the house, or break out windows, but you could be right. Maybe they haven’t figured out how to do that yet. Although, that last TV station we saw before it cut off sure made Denver look torn up.” 

Addy leaned forward in her seat. Adam admired the view of her cleavage, but quickly forgot about it. There was a time and a place, and this wasn’t it. 

She spoke to him, and he listened. “Yes, the ground was torn up. The road, and the grass and dirt areas in that video, looked like they had been shredded by a giant drill, but not any of the buildings. They were all intact and fine. And if you go upstairs, Denver isn’t burning. The sirens died out last night and now it’s quiet down there. We’re lucky we’re in the foothills, but I don’t think we’re far enough away. We need some distance from the city.” 

“Should we go tomorrow?” He asked her.

“No. I think we need to go today, now.” She stared deeply into his eyes with an intensity he rarely saw in her. “Now, Adam. I don’t want to regret inaction. Where do you think we can go?”

“I have a place in mind. We’d have to find places to stay at night because it’s too far to reach in one day or two days, but I’m thinking about Uncle Dave’s cabin.”

Her eyes widened, and she seemed pleased. “I forgot all about that old cabin. Is it still there? Dave still owns it?” 

“Yes, he uses it most, but his daughter does too sometimes. Cathy, his daughter, and her husband, Mark, used it. They would only have used it once a year if that, and I know they’re in California right now.” Adam shrugged, “It should be empty.” 

Addy stood slowly so she wouldn’t wake their sleeping son. “We need to go. I’m going to pack. You get everything you think we’ll need on the road. Oh, and clothing. Lots of clothes, including winter gear. Who knows how long we’ll be there? We need to leave. My instincts say we can’t stay here.” On her way out of the room, she glanced back at him. “And don’t forget about the gun.” 

Adam stood and watched her leave the room. She was right. He knew it, and yet, he still felt weird about abandoning their home. Everything had happened so fast. It was hard to swallow, but he had to protect Addy and Tate. 

He peeked through the slat in the window again and watched as a squirrel ran across their lawn. Nothing seemed out-of-place outside. Maybe Addy was right. Maybe the monsters that had destroyed the world overnight couldn’t come out in the daylight. 

Sighing, he found acceptance of their circumstances. They’d drive as far as they could and try to find fuel along the way. Once they were down to two hours of daylight, he’d find them a place to hide overnight. Hopefully, Addy was right. If those things also hunted during the day, they’d be risking their lives by driving on the roads. 

Adam contemplated the trip ahead. His uncle’s cabin was far back in Rocky Mountain National Park. Two and a half days of travel should get the job done. “Shit.” He had been trying to cuss less so that Tate wouldn’t grow up with a potty mouth, but the world was done, and they were suddenly in survival mode. No one, including Addy, would blame him for cursing now. 

The only good news was that he no longer had to go to work, where ass-kissing his boss was a requirement. “Screw you, Mr. Hanson.” He paused to reflect on the old man, who had often made his life a living hell. “I hope one of those things got you while you were out eating at a five-star restaurant.” After withdrawing from the window, he moved across the room. He would get to work, not for Hanson, but for their survival. “Dammit.” He muttered. 

It was time to go. 

June 22nd – 10:02 pm

The small house off the main road in Nederland, Colorado, was exactly what they were looking for, and best of all, it was empty. On the other side of the town, Adam had almost gotten himself shot while trying to enter a small cabin. The little place was dark and as the sun was falling, it became imperative for them to find somewhere to hide. 

As they’d tried to gain access, a man inside the cabin came outside with a shotgun and threatened to put holes in the three of them. The thought that they would fail Tate so early in their situation didn’t bode well for their long-term future. It had been a wake-up call for Adam. They needed to be more careful in the future. 

Their drive to the other side of the small town had taken longer than they expected as they dodged abandoned cars. Most of the cars were left with doors hanging open. A few had trails of blood from their doors that dripped across the hot asphalt surface. 

He and Addy spoke in code, trying to determine if the monsters had removed people from the vehicles to kill them, or if people had run from them out of sheer panic. If the owners of the cars had run, they’d also been caught by the shimmering creatures as they went. 

The scene was bad news. It meant that the creatures were further into the mountains than they’d thought. He and Addy had discussed the possibility that maybe they’d need ultimately to go further into the mountains than Dave’s place. During their conversation, the sun descended further and further behind the mountains. The sense of urgency and fear Adam felt was like having a stick shoved straight up his ass. He couldn’t seem to drive fast enough to escape it. While they fretted and scanned the sides of the road for an available home, Tate had played with some of his toys in their backseat. He seemed unaware of the severe consequences they’d face if they failed to find shelter. 

After the confrontation at the first cabin in Estes, Adam had backed away from the front door, apologizing for their attempted intrusion while halfway hoping the bearded man with the shotgun would have some compassion and offer them a room for the night, anyway. No such sentiment or offer came, and they returned to their SUV with a fresh sense of urgency and an awareness that they only had thirty minutes of light remaining. 

Fortunately, as the earth began to vibrate, and boulders were shaken loose from a nearby mountaintop, Addy had spotted the small home they now called a temporary habitat. Adam pulled into the small drive leading up to the one-story structure and ran for the front door with Tate in his arms and Addy at his side. 

Accessing the home had been easy. A hidden key sat under a flowerpot next to the front door. They let themselves in and slammed the door shut as two spots in the surrounding forest gave birth to monsters. It was the first time either of them saw first-hand, with clarity, exactly what they’d seen on the TV a couple of nights earlier. The things, the monsters, rose from the earth. It was where they hid during the day and where they came into the world at night. 

Adam stood next to Addy with their backs to the door. The earth was alive with the sounds and vibrations of creatures born into the night. 

“I hope they didn’t see us come in here,” whispered Addy. 

“I’ll stay here to make sure none of them comes to get inside. You and Tate go check out the rest of the place. Make sure we don’t have company.” He told her. 

“Why are we here? I want to go home. Who are you hiding from?” Tate rapidly fired his questions. Adam had to admit it was a trait his son had inherited from him. It was also time to tell him the truth. They would be on the run for another couple of days and maybe longer. It wasn’t fair to keep the little guy in the dark. 

“We’ll talk after dinner, son.” 

Tate shifted his brown eyes to the door Adam leaned against. “Daddy, why is the floor shaking?” 

“I’ll explain after dinner.” 

June 23rd – 12:33 am

“Tate seemed to take that well.” 

Adam replied to his wife, “That’s because he had already pieced most of it together on his own.”

“Yeah.” Addy shifted against him on the queen mattress they shared. It had no sheets on it, but it was more comfortable than he’d anticipated. The cabin appeared to be a vacation home. It held no framed family photos and no personalized items. Their thinking was they’d found an Airbnb home. “The creatures are further west than we thought, or hoped they’d be, but so far it seems we were right about them hiding during the day. They all seem to come from the ground when the sun goes down. It should make travel during the day safe.” 

Adam considered what she said, and he thought that depended on which monsters she was talking about. “During the day, there are still monsters about. They’re just of the human variety. We need to keep an eye out for other people as we drive, especially now that everyone knows there’s no law enforcement.” 

“People can get away with whatever they want. I hadn’t thought about that, but you’re right. There are two different kinds of monsters now.” Addy shuddered. 

Adam sat up and leaned on an elbow. He froze, his eyes staring through the open bedroom door. 

“What is it?” Addy whispered. She sounded fearful, though her voice was low.

He sat up further and slipped from the bed. “Someone’s outside. I heard the front door handle rattle.”

“How do you know it was the front door?” 

As he slipped into his jeans, he answered, “I tested the door to make sure it locked well. I know what it sounds like. Come with me. If we have company or trouble, I want you to go to Tate.” 

They had allowed Tate to take the secondary bedroom as long as he kept the room door open. 

On his way into the hall, Adam glanced in at his son, who slept soundlessly with one leg sticking out from one blanket Addy had brought with them. His son was resting comfortably, and he hoped they wouldn’t need to disturb him. Kids needed their rest, especially when the world was going to shit.  

Addy kept a hand on his back as they moved down a short hall back to the living room. It was strange to move through the dark in someone else’s house. He felt like a teenage kid sneaking around the cemetery with his buddies late at night. 

Adam placed his steps precisely and carefully on the hardwood floor. If someone was on the other side of the front door, he didn’t want to make any loud sounds. It would be best for whoever was out there to think the place was empty. Then, maybe it would move on. 

After navigating his way between an end table and a sofa, Adam approached the front door. He stood before it, prepared to run the other way if anything attacked. His mind chewed on their options. They could grab Tate up and climb out his bedroom window, but the car was in the front of the cabin. He wondered if he should have parked alongside the small house so that it was placed at an equal distance from both exits, but it probably didn’t matter. If they had to leave the house at night, they were doomed.  

He pivoted to whisper to Addy when the voice of a young woman came from outside. “Hello? Can you help me?” 

Addy gasped and placed a hand over her mouth. Worry formed at the edges of her eyes. 

“I need your help. I don’t want to die.” The woman urged, as though she already knew they stood on the inside of the door. 

“Adam...” Addy mouthed at him as her hand fell away from her face. “What are we going to do? You’re going to have to let her in. I can’t stand the idea of listening to her die out there.”

Adam cupped his hand to her ear. With his voice slightly above a whisper, he said, “There’s that little window in the garage that faces the front porch. Let’s go there and get a look at her. I’m worried that she’ll have ten men hiding in the yard behind her waiting for us to open the door. It could be a trap.” 

Her eyes strained under the tears which threatened to spill down her cheeks. “I hadn’t thought about that...God, do you think that’s what’s going on?” 

Adam stood and grabbed her hand. Without answering (largely because he didn’t know what to say), he led her to the door by the kitchen that led to the little one-car garage. Slowly, he unlocked it and eased it open. With a quick scan, he double-checked that the garage was still empty. Only by the moonlight that streamed in through the garage window, was he able to determine they were safe to enter. 

“Is the window covered?” Addy asked from behind him.

“Yeah, it has a flimsy old dusty white curtain on it, but we can move it to see who’s out there.” He opened the door as wide as possible and pulled Addy after him into the garage. 

The garage was largely empty. A small workbench at one end held a few odds-and-ends tools, and not much more. A stepstool leaned against the far wall. Otherwise, they had the open space to themselves. Earlier in the evening, Adam had checked to make sure the overhead door was locked. Beyond that, he had taken a quick look out the narrow garage window and noticed he could see the front porch and door. Now, he was grateful he had taken the time to check. 

After pulling Addy to the window, he quickly crossed it so that they each stood on one side. He held up a hand and pointed at the window. “Let’s see who’s at the door.” 

Together, they leaned toward the edges of the window. He used a finger to hook the curtain out of the way. 

Adam allowed his eyes to adjust to the darkness until the form of a young woman in jeans and a jacket came into view. She stood unmoving before the door. Once again, she called them. “Won’t you please help me?”

From his angle, it was impossible to see her face. His profile view of her right side told him she had short, dark hair and a thin figure. Her arms hung at her sides. 

“Check what you can see of the yard.” He instructed. “Look for any sign of movement anywhere.” 

He joined Addy in focusing on the yard. He checked for a glimpse of anyone leaning around a tree or bush. His eyes roamed to the furthest reaches of the yard and back to the young woman at the front door. 

“I don’t see anyone. What do you think?” Addy whispered. “I hate to leave her out there. One of those things is soon going to hear her.” 

“Fuck, Addy. I don’t want to let her in. It’s too risky. We don’t know if we can trust her.” 

She murmured back to him, “Yes, but we also can’t become the type of people who won’t help others in need. If we do that, if it’s how we operate, we’ll be treated the same way in return when we need help.” 
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