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    To every reader and TV show fan that  screamed for justice for their favorite Black supernatural characters, this is for you.
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​THE LAST TEST
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Ya’ll done tested us for the last muthafuckin’ time!

Ripped Roots - Pam 

Rage Uprisings - Jael 

Rules - Jael 
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​Ripped Roots
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​

​Pam 

––––––––
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A SPLITTING HEADACHE, far worse than any mirage, made opening my eyes difficult. But the deafening silence had me shook, as I finally did. The pitch black darkness that greeted me was hella confusing too. Shaking my head, my locs felt heavy with each slight movement, as if I’d just finished co-washing them.

My whole body ached, and all I wanted was to go home and see my baby. Damn, how long was I out?

The last thing I remembered was a bunch of lanky dudes hovering around me in white coats inside a room. My mind flashed back to them hooking me up to a bunch of machines and using words I knew I wouldn’t remember, along with a nurse who stuck me with a needle. The searing pain that followed right after the injection was something straight out of a nightmare.

My senses were coming back to me slowly, as my nose was being assaulted by what I could only describe as hot shit. Focusing on twitching my fingers, then toes, until I could lift my arms, I crept around in the dark. I could hardly get a good grip on the ground below. The soft wetness underneath me was not stable, and my feet fell through a few times before I could crawl around. 

I have to get up. 

Blinking my eyes in hopes of seeing even a flicker of light, I continued crawling on my hands and knees until I came to a hard stop. With my right hand, I took my time sweeping around the space. A blast of air brushed along my clammy fingers, causing my heart to pick up in pace as hope surged through my chest. Pushing the rest of my body upward, I ignored the pain that shot up through my lower back. I took in a few more harsh breaths, each one worse than the last, before bringing myself to the other side. 

Where am I?

The silence that surrounded me was weird as hell. Growing up in the city, I got used to always hearing cars and music blasting from somebody's house, no matter what time of day or night it was. Closing my eyes, I tried focusing harder to see what else I could remember from the last several hours. Nothing came to mind and it was pissing me off.

Why can’t I remember what happened to me?

Heat sped from my chest to my face, and I opened my eyes again. Looking down from where I was before, hot tears soon blurred my vision. 

Bodies on top of bodies stared back at me. Some looked like they were sleeping, others had their eyes wide open. The one thing they all shared was being covered in blood.

My stomach was burning up now, and when my knees buckled, I had no more energy to keep them up. On the ground, I took another quick breath and when I did, the wind blew the scent that I had smelled before back toward me at the same time. The tears fell as bile rushed out of my mouth, splashing onto the ground near my bent knees.

Flashes of light made my eyes burn and memories came back to back - the boiling feeling inside my head that spread down my body, screams, the lanky men in white rushing toward me. My arm tingled, and I grabbed it, remembering the towering six men that held me down and the nurse stabbing me in the arm.

After that, I can’t remember anything else. Though now I could focus more clearly on my surroundings and soon realized that I wasn’t too far away from home. But without my car or money, getting there was going to take some work.

I have to go home.

Staring down at the ground next to me, the bodies spread out over the distance of two parked semi trucks, my hands balled up into fists. I can’t believe this! How could they do this to people?

Even finding out that I had stage three breast cancer two months prior didn’t hurt as much as seeing the sight in front of me. My mama died when me and Tammy were in high school from the same thing, so we knew the chances were high for us getting taken out by the same too someday. But this - this was different. It was supposed to be a vaccine! 

I could feel the heat building up in my body, and my stomach growled. I always wanted something to eat when I got angry, but this wasn’t the time. Standing up again, I looked down at my dirty and bloody tank top and jeans. Something white in the stark night caught my eye. A white wristband around my right arm with the words Green, P. - female - 717023 had been typed on the thin band. Ripping the wristband off my arm and stuffing it into my pockets, I trudged forward. 

I can’t let baby girl and Tammy see me like this.

––––––––
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THE NEAREST BUILDING was the medical center where I signed up to take the vaccine. Just looking at it made me angrier. Tammy told me not to do it, but when that suit showed up at the hospital to promote the vaccine, they said their firm would pay for all my future medical bills and take care of my baby girl until she was an adult, I couldn’t say no. I signed those papers so fast, and look what it got me - tossed into a pit with a bunch of other desperate folks.

The first step back on solid ground hurt like a bitch, with my whole body burning and aching. Ain’t no telling what them lab rats stuck in my arm. Looking inside the pixie glass doors, I couldn’t see anything—not even an emergency light flickered inside. Everything appeared to have been shut down. My ears picked up the sound of sirens, so I followed it. 

After a mile, the sound was gone, but the need to eat wasn’t. My breathing was heavy, and I could barely keep my eyes open. 

I kept to the back roads so no one would see me, but the closer I got to a fast food spot, I didn’t care who saw me. Hearing the blaring music of a car behind me, I wish I had stayed hidden.

“Hey baby. Where you going?”

I ignored the SUV and looked around. There wasn’t no one else around, at least from what I could see. 

“Damn, you don’t hear me talking to you?”

With my stomach and lungs on fire, I prayed they’d find somewhere else to be.

“Yo bitch! Answer when I speak to you!”

I paused and closed my eyes, taking a deep breath. As I did, warm saliva filled my mouth. The metallic taste was so good, I brought my lips inward to get more of its flavor. My breathing deepened as my body registered and rejoiced in the liquid traveling within my body. Each of my veins singed as saliva went from warm to hot while it unfurled quickly, like a quiet fire to both the tips of my fingers and the soles of my feet. As much as it thrilled me, this unique sensation also surprised me. Opening my eyes quickly, I saw not one, but three dudes staring at me.

“Man, let’s just go. She looked damaged anyway.” The guy on the passenger side said.

The creaking groans from the back door to their ride grabbed my attention. That was when I realized all the other noises that I could hear. At first it was a muffled sound, but with each second that passed, the noises became clearer. One soon stood out above the others - a slow, stretching sound, like wrapping tape around a package. I turned my head, and even though I couldn’t see him, once the door to their ride slammed shut, my intuition ranged loud - telling me that the dude from the other side was making his way toward me. 

“What happen to yo ass? Ya old man put you out?”

While the two men in the SUV laughed, I fought a wave of hunger that came from the clear view of the veins in their necks while the one outside the SUV stalked closer. 

What the hell is wrong with me?!

Taking another inhale, I rotated my neck and murmured, “Leave me alone.”

One dude whistled low, in a dark taunting tone, causing my arms to tremble. “You hear her dawg? Talking all big!”

“Right? She must can’t count, cause last I checked, there was more of us here.”

My flight responses were on high alert the second I saw the guy up close. He had a blade in his hand and a sick grin on his face. “Oh, we’ll leave you alone, soon as we done withcha.”

I tried to step back slowly to make a run for it, but he was faster. When he grabbed my arm, his smile wavered. “Damn! Let’s toss this one back - she smells like shit!”

“Nah! We ain’t seen no one else out here in days. Just put her in the back on the tarp.”

My vision got blurry for a second, but in a blink of an eye, everything around me snapped into crystal clear view. 

Even my hearing felt like it was surround sound as I heard and spotted the detailed brown and white feathers on two birds as they flapped away in a hurry from a tree branch. I tried to kick him to get free, but with a good few inches on me, he gripped my arm even tighter. Finally, I released a scream and the dude’s hand came down hard across my face. The taste of my blood didn’t scare me. It was the need for more that did.

“Let me go!” I shouted.

Panic settled in further to my body when he dragged me toward the back of the SUV. I could feel my skin growing hotter. When he turned me around, I saw the plastic tarp on the ground and a roll of dark duct tape. The gleam from the moonlight made the knife next to a box of condoms that much easier to recognize. 

With my free hand, I dug my trembling fingernails into his face. 

“Ugh! You bitch!” 

A trickle of blood dripped down his face, and surprising myself, I licked my lips. When he reached out to hit me again, I was ready. Crouching low like the instructor at the Y taught us, I shielded my face with my forearm. I kicked him as hard as I could in the shin and blinked several times as I heard a bone break. 

We toppled to the ground, with me landing on top of him, my mouth just above his neck. I could hear his ragged breathing and zeroed in on the pulsing vein. I pressed a hand on his face and shoulder, pinning him down. Throwing my head back, my skull felt like it was being dunked into molten lava. A cry ripped through me before I felt a razor sharp pain shoot from inside the gums of my teeth. My new thirst and instincts overrode my logic, propelling my head down to the thick vein that called out to me. 

Warm blood filled my mouth, and no matter how much I tried to tell myself not to, I kept taking in more. Feeling the body underneath me wither and gasping for air only urged me to suck harder.

“What the fuck?”

My lips parted from his neck as my head snapped to the sound from behind. I growled and quickly swatted at the shaking hand of the guy beneath me. With my eyes still on the second guy from the SUV, I thought back to what they had planned to do.

Rage took over my hands, and as the thought flashed through my mind, I felt his neck snap. His body went still before his hand even touched the concrete.

Two more guys jumped out of the SUV, each with a gun in their hands. My eyes widened when I heard two small churns, followed by a fast crack. Gripping the shirt and waistband of his baggy jeans, I sent their boy flying toward them.

“Oh HELL nah!”

Hard stomps pounded against the concrete as one guy took off in the opposite direction. Bullets buzzed above my head, but none landed on me. When I had another thought to reach for one of their necks, I was in their face in seconds. The feel of their racing pulse around my hand felt so good, I instantly wet my lips in anticipation. A small whimper reached my ears, and I cut my eyes at the other guy. His eyes were on me, and I wrinkled my nose at the smell of urine.

Keeping my grip on the guy’s throat, I took a quick look at their ride. A black Tahoe with spinners was almost considered lame where I’m from, but I needed to get home. I stretched open my mouth and felt the sharp edges of my teeth scrape the insides of my cheeks.

“Where are the keys?”

“Wh-what?

“Give me the keys to the Tahoe.”

“Fu—”

I cut off more of his air supply as his friend reached into the pocket of their jeans. He tossed the keys at me, and in a flash, they were in my other hand. The hunger wasn’t as bad as it was before, but I still wanted more. Shaking my head, I thought back to what I did minutes ago.

“Please don’t kill me! I’m somebody’s son!” the guy in front of me pleaded.

“Ain’t I somebody? Somebody’s daughter? Sister? Mama?” I choked out, as thoughts of my baby girl entered my mind. 

My head cocked over to the guy that I held up midair. He was wheezing and turning blue, but I refused to let him go. How many others did they do this shit to? 

“I-I sorry! Please! Don’t kill me sister!”

“Oh, now I’m ya sister? Ain’t that a bitch?”

I let the guy in my grasp go and stared down as he took in big shaky breaths. My body still ached, but not as much as it did when I left the clinic. I walked over to the driver’s side of the Tahoe and climbed into the driver’s seat. The engine rumbled when I turned the ignition and drove away. 

With the night breeze cooling me down, I reached for the tuners and searched for a radio station. Finding TNT 109.1 FM, I made a soft left turn and turned the volume up.

Y'all are tuning in to the Twerk and Tell hotline, where we play the tracks you twerk to and tell you what’s treading while it's hot!

The local news is still advising everyone to stay indoors, with more wild ass reports of people being attacked on the streets by the unhoused. So y’all lock up, strap up, and stay blessed up - ya heard! 

Instead of hearing more news, TNT played a popular club throwback, so at the next light, I switched the station. Once I found one talking about the vaccine, I parked the car in a vacant lot and rolled up the windows. The smell of cannabis grew stronger, but I needed to give my attention to whatever they were saying, so I left them up and focused.

...Each medical faculty known to be involved in the most recent vaccine against the DELTA V variant, medically called the Essential Radioactive Antigen, that is now commonly being referred to as the E.R.A, have been shut down. The rising death toll is now in the hundreds of thousands. Families of those affected are demanding the company behind the vaccine, Lee Henry Ko-Ops, take responsibility and are also seeking to take legal action. Since the closing of all medical faculties, a series of random and seriously violent attacks are being reported throughout the city. 

We will continue to provide you all with more news here on WXDO...

I rested my head back on the headrest once I turned off the radio. After taking in a few deep breaths and almost gagging on the smell inside the car, I started rummaging around the passenger side of the car. Out of habit, I went to turn on the middle light and narrowed my eyes when every wrapper and fast food cup on the floor came into view. I followed the sides of the small glove compartment until I felt a seam of tape at the very top. With my fingernails, I picked at it until the black tape came up and I pulled it down. Stacks and stacks of cash soon stared back at me.

“Well, shit.” I breathed out.

Taking another deep inhale, I closed my eyes and when my nose cut through the engine oil, metallics, cheap perfume, and stale black and milds, my hands itched. 

I should’ve ended all their asses.

It was faint, but I would know that smell anywhere. Burnt plastic and aluminum foil mingled with cocaine cooked twice over was the scent of my childhood. At least until mama finally kicked daddy out for the last time. 

Crawling to the back of the seat, I scanned the space until I found a duffel bag big enough to put the cash in. Once I unzipped it, more street pharmaceuticals toppled out. Before I became too angry to see straight, I grabbed a soiled t-shirt from the floor and dumped all the contents onto it. The last thing to fall out from the bottom of the bag were more stacks, so I picked those up and put them back inside the bag. Adding the other stacks from the glove compartment, I took another glance at everything I’d emptied out. 

Remembering what my mama did years ago, I tied the t-shirt as tight as I could and fumbled around for a lighter so I could burn and chuck that poison the first chance I got. 

As I tossed the bag full of cash in the seat next to me, a low vibration sound buzzed from the back seat. But I ignored it while cranking back up the engine and tuning in to the local news on the radio.

Police have received an alarming number of reports of people being attacked by others under the influence of a new street drug known as Dog Scraps, or DS for short. We were able to secure footage of an attack that occurred less than an hour ago, but we must warn you, the video recording is disturbing and not suitable for young viewers. Images of said attacks are now available on our website, but please view with caution, as the images are extremely graphic. Stay tuned to WXDO as we continue to update you with the latest breaking news. 
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