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​Characters
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Selda-  7th grader when the virus hits.  She had shoulder length blonde hair that she loved to dye different colors. She had green eyes, a pale face sprinkled with a few freckles. She loves swimming, fashion and art. 

​Edmond- 7th grader when the virus hits. He had to bury his family in the backyard. He has short blonde hair that is brushed to the side so he can see. He has bright blue eyes. His parents were talking about getting a divorce before they got sick. He is slightly overweight for his age which makes him feel self conscious at times.

Edith- 8th grader when the virus hits. She comes from a wealthy family. She is out of her element as she never had to work for anything in her life before. She has long brown hair and blue eyes. 

Frank-  A 7th grader named Frank lived in an apartment with his parents when the virus hit.  He is tall and thin and has light brown hair and brown eyes. 

Warner- 8th grader and highly intelligent. He leaves his home and heads to the school after his parents die. He has brown hair and brown eyes. He loves weather and how it forms. Both his parents were Mexican immigrants who came over to the United States when they were in their 20s. 

Mary Anne- Adult survivor who lost her own kids and husband to the virus.  She is about 45 years old, and a teacher. Overwhelming with losing her own family she takes these kids in as her own to care for them. 

Nathan-Nathan is a middle-aged electrician. He does not have any children of his own. He sees his neighbor Callie crying and comes to help her. 

Callie- A young girl, eleven years old. At the beginning of the outbreak, she is found by her neighbor, Nathan.  Callie sees her family turn into grotesque, monstrous versions of themselves. They try to come after her, which causes her to scream in terror and run for help.

––––––––
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ALLISON AND ANDREW-Edmond’s parents

Mason- Edmond’s younger brother

Mary and Henry- Edith’s parents

Peter and Carol- Frank’s parents african american

Juan and Lois- Warner’s parents  warner and his sister are mexican as well

Irene and Peter- Selda’s parents

Mary Anne’s husband

Lloyd and Eloise- Mary Anne’s children
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​Chapter 1  

[image: ]




The global situation was deteriorating rapidly. I, Irene, found myself caught in the terrifying grip of a novel viral outbreak. It started subtly, a mere whisper in the news cycle, but it swiftly morphed into a deafening roar of alarm. Initially, reports spoke of an unusual illness, a strange ailment afflicting a handful of individuals. Health organizations worldwide, including the esteemed World Health Organization and the Centers for Disease Control and Prevention, scrambled to identify the culprit. They characterized the early symptoms as flu-like, deceivingly similar to a common cold. However, this facade quickly crumbled, revealing a much more sinister reality. As the days passed, the symptoms intensified, escalating into a horrifying progression of skin lesions that bubbled and oozed, severe eye problems that blurred vision and caused excruciating pain, debilitating muscle weakness that rendered even the simplest tasks monumental, and ultimately, a tragically swift and agonizing death.

Panic, a cold and clammy serpent, slithered into my consciousness and coiled tightly around my heart. A wave of anxiety washed over me as I realized the precariousness of our situation. I frantically dashed from one store to another, hoping to gather supplies, only to find empty shelves. The usual hustle and bustle of commerce were replaced by an eerie silence. Masks, hand sanitizer, and anything that could offer even a sliver of protection had vanished. We retreated to the supposed safety of our home, but the familiar walls felt thin and fragile, offering little solace against the looming threat. Our once cozy house was now a makeshift bunker, a last bastion against the encroaching storm. Day by day, the news reports grew increasingly grim. The sickness spread like wildfire, leaping across borders and engulfing the entire nation in its suffocating embrace. Selda’s school, once a vibrant hub of learning and laughter, became a distant memory, a relic of a life that now felt alien and unattainable. The joy of everyday routine was eclipsed by a suffocating sense of dread. Then, the blow fell. The realization hit me with the force of a physical blow: I was sick. The same terrifying symptoms, the same unrelenting progression, began to manifest within me. And the crushing guilt that followed was almost unbearable. I had exposed Selda. The thought of my precious child suffering, facing the same fate, because of my failing health was a burden too heavy to carry.

It began with a dry, hacking cough that rasped in my chest, a burning fever that made my skin feel like it was on fire, and an overwhelming fatigue that sapped every ounce of my strength. Even the simple act of dragging myself to the bathroom felt like an insurmountable challenge. I locked myself in, desperate to protect Selda from what I now knew was inevitable. Piles of paper plates, each laden with untouched food, became a stark reminder of my dwindling appetite. I could no longer find joy in even the most basic sustenance. But the throbbing pain in my body was nothing compared to the agonizing fear that gripped me for Selda’s sake. Sleep, normally a refuge, offered no escape. It stole my sight, plunging me into a terrifying abyss of blindness. When I woke, my eyelids were sealed shut with a sticky, dried crust. Burning tendrils of pain snaked across my skin, each searing flare confirming the dreaded lesions, the horrifying markers of the disease. An icy premonition settled in my bones, whispering the chilling possibility that this was the end.

“Selda,” I managed to croak, my voice reduced to a pathetic, hoarse rasp. The bathroom door creaked open, and I saw Selda standing there, her face streaked with tears, her eyes filled with a mixture of fear and love. “Mom, please,” she pleaded, her voice trembling with emotion. “No, sweetheart,” I rasped, each word a monumental effort. “Don’t look at me like this. I won’t be here much longer.” My breath hitched in my throat, and I felt a pang of despair. “You... you are amazing, Selda. My love for you is a universe, vast and boundless. Remember that. Remember, I’ll always be with you, even when you can’t see me.”

Suddenly, a jolt ripped me from a fitful slumber. Agony, a searing, white-hot inferno, erupted from the lesions on my skin. Beside me, an unsettling stillness. My hand, trembling uncontrollably and slick with cold sweat, reached out. No response. Only cold, lifeless flesh. My husband was gone. 

Then, an inexplicable transformation occurred. A strange stiffness invaded my limbs. It felt like rigor mortis, yet I was not dead. My body was rigid, unyielding, but I was awake. I realized the bathroom door was open. I called Selda’s name, but my voice was no longer my own. It was a guttural sound, a monstrous parody, a far cry from the loving call of a mother. She didn’t answer. I turned to the bed, expecting to see my husband, but he was gone, the only trace of his presence a sticky, unsettling residue on the sheets.

I found I could stand. More than stand, I could walk, although my movements were jerky and unnatural. An unsettling, alien energy coursed through my veins. My legs were stiff, forcing me to shuffle awkwardly. The house was eerily empty. Where was Selda?

The strange, sticky residue clung to me like a malevolent second skin. A profound and insidious weakness washed over me as I shuffled towards the bathroom mirror. The mirror was obscured by a swirling haze. With trembling hands, I turned on the faucet, but the water felt unnervingly neutral, devoid of any temperature. Panic snaked its way into my chest. I lathered myself with soap, but I couldn’t feel it. I had to force my eyes to open, but maybe I shouldn't have. My fingers brushed against a loose strand of hair, and a choked scream escaped my throat. Looking down, I saw the lesions pulsating with an eerie, unearthly inner light. 

Driven by a desperate, fading flicker of hope, I stumbled closer to the mirror. The reflection that stared back at me was a grotesque parody of myself. My skin was stretched taut, pulled almost to the breaking point. My eyes glowed with an unnatural, disturbing light. The scream that tore from my throat was not human. It was a primal howl of fear and despair, the sound of a creature trapped in a nightmare.

Clothes. I needed clothes. I needed to find my family. But even the simple act of dressing felt like a herculean task. My muscles were sluggish and unresponsive. As I finally managed to pull on the last article of clothing, a horrifying realization washed over me. My memories were fraying. The love for my family remained, a faint ember glowing in the thickening fog of my mind, but the details, the precious moments, the shared laughter and tears – they were slipping away, like sand through my fingers.

A primal urge, an insatiable hunger, began to gnaw at me. It wasn’t just a hunger for sustenance; it was a craving for flesh, raw and red. I stumbled to the refrigerator and tore open a package of steak, devouring it in a frenzy. Blood dripped down my chin, staining the floor crimson. It wasn’t enough. The hunger, raw and insatiable, pulsed through me, demanding more, always more.
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​Chapter 2  
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The broadcast news was increasingly saturated with harrowing reports, a stark and terrifying depiction of a world slowly crumbling beneath a relentless and insidious disease. An initial, fragile hope flickered briefly as early data tentatively suggested that the enigmatic affliction predominantly targeted adults. However, this fleeting optimism was brutally extinguished by the disease's horrifying swiftness and merciless intensity. It surged through the population with alarming speed, a phantom predator leaving a trail of widespread and heart-wrenching devastation. The very fabric of society began to unravel; schools, vibrant centers of learning and growth, locked their doors. Businesses, once bustling hubs of commerce and activity, fell silent. Public spaces, where communities once gathered, became eerily deserted. Even the normally bustling government offices stood eerily empty as the adult populace succumbed to the illness in overwhelming numbers. Thriving, vibrant cities and towns, previously alive with the energy of human interaction, were transformed into haunting, desolate ghost towns. The streets, once teeming with life, now echoed with the chilling, lonely wail of sirens against the backdrop of an unsettling, desolate silence.

Nathan, a middle-aged electrician, watched these unfolding events with a profound and sickening dread that permeated his very being. Though he had never had children of his own, the unfolding tragedy filled him with a deep and agonizing horror. Hospitals, overwhelmed beyond capacity, teemed with the sick and dying. Medical staff, exhausted and stretched to the breaking point, battled tirelessly against the relentless, overwhelming tide of death. Families were torn apart, their bonds severed as loved ones were claimed by the insatiable disease, leaving behind a desolate landscape of despair. The world as Nathan knew it, the world he had always taken for granted, was disintegrating before his eyes, and the abyss of hopelessness stretched out before him, seemingly without end.
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