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Milly




My needs were always simple. 

To be happy and to be free. 

Yet I feared I would never be happy or free again because things would never be the same in my life. It’s been a year…no, closer to two years since the unbelievable happened. Before it happened, I thought a vampire takeover was ludicrous. 

I was wrong. 

With each hopeless day that passes, I lose track of time and all hope is practically gone.

Luckily, if you can call it luck, we received an early warning that the invasion was about to occur. 

The vamps had taken New York, New Jersey, and Maryland. 

By the time they got to Pennsylvania, most of us had plans in place. But it happened so fast, a lot of folks didn’t have time to act on their plans. 

Before the invasion, my mother and I tacked down a throw rug to the top of our storm cellar. The rug was purposely attached a few inches past the hatch so no one would be the wiser when they broke into the farmhouse.

This particular crop of vampires wasn’t very smart.

So when the worst happened, I retreated for the storm cellar, but for some reason that I still don’t know today, my mother didn’t follow. 

I had to make the terrible decision to lock the door down on top of me for my safety. 

It was an unpleasant agreement between my mother and myself that if the worst happened, we saved our self so both didn’t die in vain, or face turning into something we despise.

I still regret that decision today.

I could hear the heathens running back and forth above me. I heard glass breaking and furniture being thrown.

Then all went completely silent.

I sat alone in the storm cellar in total darkness that first night, my body involuntarily rocking back and forth. The next day, well, I presume it was the next day, but I didn’t have a clock, so I really didn’t know what time it actually was, I lit the first candle.

Because of the excellent forethought of my mother and myself, we stocked the storm cellar with candles, matches, flashlights, batteries, a portable radio (which turned out to be useless), water, packaged food with long shelf lives, and fruits and vegetables we canned the previous summer, along with a stack of books and magazines. 

I could live fairly comfortably for a few months, probably longer since my mother wasn’t with me.

When I emerged from the cellar, I just stood and stared. 

It might have been for an hour, maybe it was an entire day. 

I could only stare at the destruction before me. 

Although there was the loss of everything that I once owned and loved, it was the loss of my mother that hit me the hardest. 

Nothing remained of her except a few pools of dried blood here and there throughout what remained of my home, and I’m not even sure the blood is hers. 

It’s not like I can call the police and they’ll come out and take a missing person’s report on my mother or declare the house a crime scene – the entire county is a crime scene, maybe the entire state. 

With all lines of communication down, those first days were nothing more than staring out broken windows and jumping with fright at every little noise. 

I slept in the cellar with the hatch locked down every night, a scythe by my side that I sharpened on a nightly basis, and it was never more than a foot from my grasp. 

If the vamps returned, I was going to be collecting heads and displaying them on the fence posts.

But the vamps never returned. 

Those of us who remained banded together.

We bartered for what we needed. 

I still had clean water. The vamps never bothered to poison the well. 

As I said, they weren’t very bright. 

I could swap clean water or canned fruit or vegetables for firewood or repairs on my home. 

I developed a friendship with a farmer named Andrew Barret. He had a gun, a stockpile of ammunition, and a running truck. 

Of course, gasoline was in short supply. 

He wanted to barter everything we both owned for gasoline and drive far away until we found a stable place to start over again.

I couldn’t take the chance that my mother might return or someone in the vicinity would recognize her. 

It was possible she was injured and hiding somewhere and would resurface in time. 

As the weeks turned into months, the town began to slowly rebuild itself. 

The military arrived in droves and marshall law was declared. 

The police reformed and patrolled day and night. 

An army sergeant who brought me a case of rations told me of a group called the HAV.    

Humans against Vampires. 

They were a sort of hub of information. 

Maybe they could help find my mother or pass along any tips of her possible whereabouts. 

When the mail service started again, sporadic at first, I posted a letter to the HAV not knowing if it would even make it to their headquarters. 

More time went by. 

Weeks turned into months. 

Andrew grew increasingly restless and I encouraged him to load up his truck and strike out on his own to begin a new life. 

He was gone in less than a week.

I pray he has found peace and safety wherever he decided to start over.

He didn’t understand that I needed to wait until I heard back from the HAV before I could make any decisions about leaving the area. 

I didn’t want to leave the only place I ever knew. 

I also wanted to be home in case my mother somehow found her way home. 
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