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PART 1
OUTBREAK

1
The bell overhead rang indicating the end of class. Alexis Rydell sat in the corner of the
classroom, farthest from the door and from the instructor’s desk. Her Senior English class was fairly
large consisting of nineteen students. They all rushed from their seats as she remained to sort her
books into her satchel bag. Once she was finished, she was the only student that remained in the
room.
She stood from her seat, draped her denim jacket over her bag, and rounded the tables that
had been arranged in a large u-shape with the opening toward the front, near the large dry erase
board mounted on the wall. She had much on her mind and attempted to flee the room before her
instructor stopped her and engaged in one of her typically long conversations. She enjoyed her talks
with Sue Watson, her instructor, but today; however, she just wanted to get to the library so she
could relax in her study hour.
“I enjoyed your narrative on the American Revolution.” Sue said, breaking the silence. “You
have such a strong, natural talent with your writing abilities.”
Alexis stopped a few feet from the door. She smiled and said, “Thanks, Mrs. Watson.” She
felt in her pocket for her phone but realized it wasn’t there. She looked over at her seat and saw it
resting on the table.
“Have you completed any more in that story you’re writing?” Sue inquired. She procured a
marker from the tray attached to the white board and began writing her next class’s assignment on
the board.
Slinging her satchel over one shoulder, Alexis replied, “Yes, I actually just finished writing
the part about Kostner’s past.”
“How did it turn out?”
“Actually, it turned out a lot better than I was anticipating. Dad helped me out a little bit by
tossing around some ideas.” Alexis attempted to move back around the tables to retrieve her phone
but stopped when her instructor turned towards her desk and said, “I found this over the weekend at a
book store in Grand Rapids. It should help you with your story.”
Sue held a small hardcover book out to Alexis. Neglecting to retrieve her phone, she returned
to the front of the class to claim the book her instructor held out. “Take your time reading it, dear. I
don’t need it back until the spring semester.”
Her instructor smiled kindly as Alexis accepted the book. The title indicated that the contents
helped teach the reader to build suspense and strengthen the plot while writing fiction. “Thank you,
Mrs. Watson!”
“It’s no problem at all, hon.” Sue smiled again. “Be sure you put it to good use!”
“I definitely will!” She appreciated her instructor’s enthusiasm. Sue had always gone above
and beyond to help Alexis with her writing.
“Hello, Mrs. Watson!” a boy exclaimed as he entered the room. The ten-minute break
between classes was nearly over and Sue Watson’s next class was now steadily filling the room.
Alexis freed one hand so she could retrieve her phone but when she turned and looked at her
seat, her phone was gone. Looking around, she didn’t see any students near the table which she sat.
When she glanced down, she noticed that her phone was now in her hand. She stumbled back a few
steps and stood in shock. It had happened again. Fearful, she fled the classroom and rushed down the
hall to the rotunda that served as a central meeting point of all the halls in the north wing of the
school. She stood with her back against a stone pillar and closed her eyes.
This was the third time in the past six months that something like this had happened; that she
had retrieved an object from the opposite side of the room without ever moving to recover the object
herself. Her heart was racing. She didn’t understand what happened. One moment the object was in

one place and the next, it was in her hand. Never actually seeing the object move, she could only
speculate as to how it could have happened. She left the pillar and raced to the library.
The library within Big Rapids High School was a large, single-floor rectangular room that
connected directly to the rotunda. Only two exits were provided, the entrance to the rotunda and the
other was a fire escape. Near the rotunda entrance, surrounded by dozens of chest-level bookcases
overflowing with books, was the circulation desk where the librarian sat.
The room was split in half, the left side dedicated to fiction and the other to non-fiction. Just
past the rows of bookcases, three aisles of cubicles filled the remainder of the room, each cubicle
occupied with its own computer. At the far end of the library, the wall was sectioned with large glass
windows to provide a view of the school’s north lawn and entrance. A storm was blowing in causing
the sky to grow ominously dark.
At a small table near the windows, Alexis Rydell sat quietly. She pulled a black composition
book and sticky notes from her satchel and began to scribble down notes from the incident that had
just happened in the classroom. She gently bit her bottom lip as she concentrated on the task at hand.
The notebook showed heavy signs of wear and a rainbow of different colored sticky notes were
exposed on all edges of the book; she made a small note on the sticky pad lying beside the notebook
then peeled it from the pad and stuck it to the top corner of the page. She flipped through the pages
until she found a blank page to fill then spread the notebook flat and sighed deeply. Using her
fingers, she combed her long, auburn hair backward. She leaned forward and began writing again.
A young boy walked up to her table and surprised her. “So what are you up to now?”
Alexis slapped her notebook shut and exclaimed, “Damn it, Adam!” She laughed at herself.
“You startled me.”
Adam laughed. He sat on the edge of the table and asked, “So you’re still doing all that
research on telekinesis, huh? Trying to find out if you’re a superhero?”
She laughed. Adam was her best friend. They were both seniors and have been in the same
school since fourth grade. She answered casually, “Yeah, it’s for an assignment I’m working on in
Intro to Psyche.”
“Sounds interesting.”
“You’ve no idea!” She rolled her eyes. “So what’s up? I know Harris doesn’t let his students
out for bathroom breaks. How’d you sneak out?”
Adam stood from the table and beamed, “You didn’t hear? Principal Lawrence ordered all
students down to the gym. I heard she’s letting everyone go home early!”
“We couldn’t be so lucky,” Alexis scoffed.
“We don’t have to go down there,” he offered. “We can totally stay here; just the two of us,
chillin’ out in the library.” He gave a flirtatious smile.
“Dream on, kid! Like that’s going to happen!”
Adam protested, “Hey!”
Alexis laughed as she pocketed her sticky notes and tucked her notebook into her jeans at the
small of her back. She picked up her denim jacket and satchel bag that were hanging on the back of
the chair. Neglecting to push her chair in, she ushered Adam towards the entrance of the library.
“Let’s go.”
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Sitting at the kitchen table, Thomas Rydell sipped his morning coffee as he edited the freshly
printed pages of his latest novel. He placed his coffee cup down and lifted his red ink pen, clicking
the end. He softly crossed a few sentences out and scribbled in some new changes then placed his
pen back down to take another sip of his coffee.
The television in the living room could be faintly heard. He blocked out the little bit he could
hear as he read the new changes aloud to himself. He made a few more marks on the page and, once
he was satisfied, put a check on the top of the page, straightened the stacks of papers before him and
then drained his coffee cup in one gulp.
Tom stood and made his way to the coffee pot on the counter near the sink and filled his cup.
As he leaned against the countertop, dressed in a white t-shirt and dark boxer shorts, he sipped the
coffee from his cup and listened to the quietness of the house.
It was usually silent throughout the day. He mostly spent his time in his study working on his
current novel. He would remain at his desk for hours, often forgetting to even come out and eat.
Occasionally he would allow himself a break and sit in the living room and catch a few of the
midday games shows that played on TV but that wasn’t too often. The only company he had was his
seventeen-year-old daughter, Alexis, who was gone most of the day for school. Upon her persistence,
he had built quite a movie collection.
From the kitchen, he could faintly hear the voices of the news anchors. He checked the digital
clock on the control panel of the stovetop. It wasn’t even a quarter past eleven. The news always
started at noon. Curious, he went into the living room. When he came into sight of the television, he
traded his cup for the remote on the coffee table nearby and increased the volume.
A news reporter stood before the camera. She appeared to be at the scene of an accident.
“We’re here; live, at mile marker one fifty-six on route one thirty-one, just three miles north of the
Reed City exit, where the state police have sectioned off a portion of the expressway for what
appears to be some sort of horrendous accident.”
The camera moved from the reporter to the wrecked car in the background. The car rested
upside down in the ditch along the shoulder of the highway. All of the windows were shattered and
the bodywork crushed beyond repair.
“Due to the pattern left on the pavement from the vehicle’s tires, authorities claim that the car
was forced off the road. On the contrary, there is no evidence that proves another vehicle was
involved.
“However, it is not just the accident that has called these state troopers to the scene. We have
not obtained complete information yet, but evidence suggests there were two individuals riding in the
vehicle. Investigators have discovered bloody trails that begin from the wreckage and continue into
the woods seen behind me. With both occupants missing and the amount of blood left at the scene,
the police are saying that it looks to be a double homicide.”
Tom watched as the camera swept the scene one more time. The blue state police uniforms
were easy to spot amongst the brown attire of the county sheriff’s department. The state police
seemed to be in charge while the other officers held off the press. The red emergency lights from the
blue police cruisers filled the background.
The reporter grimly added as the camera focused back onto her, “Similar reports have been
received between here and Cadillac. What is causing these tragic events we do not know but state
officials have issued that a roadblock be put in place for the surrounding area until the police and
investigators can determine the cause of this outbreak. This means that expressway traffic between
Reed City and Cadillac will be detoured until further notice.”
Puzzled, Tom slowly stepped backwards until his legs pressed against the recliner. He then
sat down into the cold leather cushions.

His first thoughts immediately fell to Alexis. The accident shown was less than twenty miles
north of Big Rapids. Her school was located on the other side of the city near the freeway. He needed
to get her.
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Standing patiently, Kate Matthews waited in line to pay for her gas. The convenience store
was of a modest size and carried a wide variety of snacks and refreshments. She held two cold
bottles of water. The containers were wet with condensation.
The radio attached to her belt came alive with chatter. She was dressed in a plain navy blue
uniform with Michigan State Police stitched above her left breast pocket and on each shoulder.
Outside, parked next to the gas pump, sat the blue Suburban that held her partner and canine unit.
Her plan was to return to her hometown of Cadillac after departing their previous work in
Grand Rapids; however, in response to the murder outbreaks that took place earlier this morning, her
assignment had changed and she was ordered to assist local authorities in a search utilizing her
canine unit.
Only two people, a woman and an elderly man, were ahead of her. The woman in front
handed some money over to the clerk and turned to leave. A little boy walked by her side; he looked
no older than four.
As they passed Kate, the little boy asked, “Is there a monster out there hurting people,
mommy?”
The mother stopped and looked down to her son. Kate could see a broken look on her face.
She tried to respond but could not find the words so Kate bent down and spoke to the boy.
“Hi!” she said. “Do you know what I am?”
The little boy thought a moment then said, “Are you a cop?”
“I sure am,” Kate replied. “As long as I am out here protecting you, I won’t let anything bad
happen to anybody.”
“You won’t?”
“I promise.” She gave a smile to the little boy and a reassuring nod to the mother. “Now you
listen to your mother, okay?”
“Okay.” the little boy replied and followed his mother out of the store.
Kate returned to the line. The old man was still at the counter. He appeared to be puzzled
over which car wash option he should buy. He adjusted his glasses and craned his neck trying to read
the printed advertisement posted on the counter. He sighed and finally declared, “Give me the Ultra
Wash.”
“Do you have gas as well?”
“Yes.”
The clerk told him his total and he laid the exact cash on the counter. “Car wash code is on
the bottom. Have a nice day,” the clerk said as she accepted his cash and handed him the receipt.
“Did you have gas on pump four?” the clerk asked Kate as she stepped toward the counter.
“Yes,” she replied. “I also have these,” She placed the two water bottles on the counter and
reached into her pocket for the department’s gas card. She pulled out some cash for the drinks as
well.
“Is all of that true about the outbreak of accidents?” asked the clerk. She appeared to be in
such disbelief that she did not trust the news.
Kate nodded her head solemnly.
“Dear God,” the clerk whispered. Kate handed her the card and the cash.
The clerk said silently, “Could you type your ID number and mileage into the keypad,
please?” She did. A receipt paper printed out. The clerk tore the receipt from the printer and handed
it to Kate along with the card. She immediately placed them in her breast pocket and buttoned it to
ensure it would not fall out.
“And I just need you to sign here,” the clerk placed a pen on the counter.

As she was signing the paper, a voice broke over the radio on her belt. It was her partner.
“Kate! We’ve got to go!”
Kate gently tossed the pen back onto the counter, scooped up the drinks and said, “Keep the
change.”
“Be careful out there,” the clerk said to Kate as she dashed through the entrance.
When she came out of the store, the Suburban was already running with her partner in the
driver’s seat. The single red light on the roof began flashing as the truck moved to Kate.
Before it could stop completely, Kate already had the passenger door open and was climbing
into the front seat. She centered herself in the seat and closed the door.
She placed the water bottles in the cup holders and reached over her shoulder to clutch the
seatbelt. As she buckled herself in, her partner, Michael Healy, drove the Suburban to the approach
of the entrance ramp of the expressway. The gas station they had stopped at in Reed City was
directly next to the freeway. There were two county troopers that had positioned their squad cars to
block the road as they set up barricades. One officer reversed his cruiser and allowed them to pass.
Due to the road block, there were no other vehicles on the freeway. The revolving red light remained
on; however, Healy did not bother to activate the siren.
“What happened?” Kate asked.
Her partner replied, “I don’t know. While you were in the gas station, Blake came over the
radio and ordered us to get to his location immediately.”
She looked over to him in the driver’s seat. She admired his handsome features. He sat tall
with a stocky build. The absence of a beard revealed the broadness of his chin. “Where are we
going?” she asked. She picked up one of the water bottles and twisted the cap off. The cold water
satisfied the dryness of her throat.
“We’re going to mile marker 156. Blake wants Charley to search the nearby woods and see if
we can find anything.” Within the built-in cage behind the rear bench seat, Charley, a four-year-old
German Sheppard, pricked his ears to the mention of his name.
Overhead, vast gray clouds poured in serving as a scout to the darkness that would soon
come.
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It felt exhausted. It had been traveling ever since the bright light had stood high in the sky
and watched over it with a menacing gaze. It needed to rest.
Under foot, twigs and branches snapped at the weight of its body. Its ears rose, listening
intently to the surroundings. It heard the call of something hidden high in the trees. It looked up and
saw nothing but a dense shroud of green.
What is all of this? It heard a rustle on the ground nearby. It frantically scrambled to find
somewhere to hide as it heard the crunch come closer.
It found a small dense shroud, like the one it saw when it looked above, and hid behind it. It
closed its emerald-green eyes in expectation of the forthcoming threat.
As the sound came closer and evermore louder, it hunched down and waited for the strike of
the attacker. The assailant did not disturb it. Nothing happened.
Slowly, it opened its eyes and blinked a few times. It then turned to look around. It saw
nothing aside from the green shroud so it relaxed into a crawling position as it had been traveling in.
After concluding that the threat had been imagined in its mind, it felt at ease and left the
protection of the green shroud. When it did, it found its anticipated assailant.
Standing on its hind legs, the attacker looked at it in an odd way. Its coat was of a dark color
and a patch of white covered its chest. Connected to its rear, was a long, furry extension that looked
like it might have served as an equalizer for its weight.
It stared at its attacker in confusion. If it was an attacker, shouldn’t it have attacked already?
Was there nothing to fear?
It offered its right hand to the furry fiend and, surprisingly, the beast accepted, crawling up its
arm and resting on its shoulder. It noticed that the small beast was munching on a round object that
had fallen onto the ground. It reached down and retrieved one. It handed it to the befriended beast
and combed its sharp, talon-like fingers through the fiend’s soft coat.
It gently moved to a nearby tree and rested against the side. It cradled its new friend in the
palm of its hand, continuing to stroke its coat. It held it tight, though not too tight; the small beast
could still get away if it wished.
With the dense green shroud overhead blocking the brutal gaze from the devil in the sky, it
laid its head back and closed its eyes. The images it saw behind its eyes as it slumbered always
focused on the same thing. Terror.
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The soft, red glow from the emergency lighting system gave off a calm, yet eerie, feeling
throughout the Dome. However, the dead bodies strewn across the white tiled flooring of the
entrance hall took away any serenity the Dome might have held. The ashen walls were smeared with
dried blood. Careful to not step in the mess, Dr. James Meyer eased his way through the catastrophe.
Seven hours ago, madness struck this facility; a madness of his creation. It was his
experiment that had broken loose.
He had spent many years trying to create the perfect human, fighting the renewing strain of
mankind. However, four months ago, he had achieved an astounding victory. Improved strength,
quicker agility, heightened senses of hearing, sight and smell – the test subject had exceeded every
attribute of the human race. He had met with success.
Despite the extraordinary triumph, Meyer Medical had kept the information hidden from the
public. Had they known he was performing research on human beings, he would, no doubt, be sitting
in a six-by-eight prison cell bunked with a man named Bubba.
He knew what he was doing was illegal on all grounds. Despite being the second largest
corporation in the world, he knew of the consequences if his company’s actions were discovered.
But, after his facility had discovered a completely permanent cure to cancer and AIDS in 2015, Dr.
Meyer had bent the rules. A private dome was constructed and immediately became filled with
medical experiments that could not be performed in the public facility.
The Dome had been built half a mile behind the main complex of Meyer Medical and
windmills had been set up to give power to the new building and avoid unwanted attention from
extra energy being pulled from the main complex. The windmills also gave the Dome the look of a
powerhouse used to store the energy it created, disguising its actual purpose. Since then, illegal
experimental testing, particularly on humans, was conducted in these secret labs.
Movement from across the room brought him back from his thoughts. One of the dead bodies
had begun to convulse. Spasms took over its entire body and violently shook its limbs. Beneath the
dried blood on its face, the corpse faded to a pale gray and began to let out hoarse screams. From
where he was standing, Dr. Meyer could see the odd, green luminescence that the eyes gave off,
similar to a dog’s eyes. Still convulsing, one of the hands raised into the air and the small fingers
grew into sharp talons. The clothes it wore became loose as if draped over a skeleton. The dead body
had now become a mutated beast.
The hair on the back of his neck rose on end. Several of the other corpses were now
performing the same routine. He stepped backward until he felt the cold, concrete wall press against
his back. A red light blazed above. In his current position, he was a sitting duck to the reanimated
corpses.
He looked to his left. He could see nothing. The long hall that rounded the side of the Dome
was left completely black. A sinister feeling overcame him as he stared into the elongated abyss.
To his right, was a brightly lit exit sign that overlooked a hall faintly illuminated by a white
glow. This was one of only two exits from the Dome: An underground tunnel with an elevating steel
door that could be lowered and locked in case of a security breach. If he could make it into the tunnel
and activate the door, he could get to the main complex with enough time to get out.
He would need to move quickly. The first corpse was now completely animate and sniffing
hard on the air. It froze and slowly angled its head toward him, a hungry glare in its eyes. Panic
surged through him as it lunged in his direction. He turned and ran for the tunnel.
The creature now had assistance, for several other corpses had become animate as well and
joined the hunt. They fought each other in desperation to get to him first.
Nearly skidding into the brightly lit hallway, Dr. Meyer frantically charged for the steps that
descended into the exit tunnel. He took them almost four at a time. When he reached the bottom,

sweat was dripping profusely from his face. His breathe came in quick gasps as he forced himself to
run faster. Behind him, the creatures roared.
Roughly a hundred feet ahead, he could faintly see the panels that controlled the security
door. In case of emergencies that had not been anywhere close to this scenario, the main programmer
had insisted on creating remote-controlled keys that would be given to only high-level personnel that
could activate the door from a distance. He was now extremely grateful he had listened and allowed
the remotes to be created and evermore grateful that he currently held one in his possession. In his
pocket, he fished for it.
When he found it, he gripped it tightly in his hand and pressed the button, activating the
emergency door. Over the roaring of the creatures, he could hear a loud rumble as the panel accepted
the remote’s command and began to lower the door.
A new problem now occurred. The door was lowering too fast. Even at his current speed, he
would not be able to make it to the other side before the door sealed shut.
With the door lowering too quickly and the hellish screams growing louder, a burst of
adrenaline kicked in and renewed his supply of energy. His legs pushed harder and he began to close
off the distance between himself and the door. Behind, he could almost feel the foul breath of the
creatures.
With a surge of all final energy in his body, he lunged powerfully onto the white tiled floor
and slid underneath just as the door gave a conclusive sigh at the floor. Dr. Meyer could faintly hear
the creatures pounding furiously on the other side. With the lock mechanism engaging, he was safe.
The security door was five feet thick of solid steel. The creatures would not be able to break through.
His entire body trembled. He was overwhelmed by fatigue and remained lying on the floor. He took
a moment to slow his breathing rate then struggled to get to his feet. As he kneeled against the wall,
he felt a sudden pull on his lab coat. Panicking, he desperately tried to break free, fearing one of the
creatures had made it through.
He hastily tore off the white coat and spun around, ready to face his opponent. When he saw
nothing and heard only the barely audible beating on the opposite side of the door, he looked down
and realized his coat was stuck between the security door and the floor. He laughed at himself.
After taking a few deep breathes to calm down, he realized the intensity of the situation. The
creatures were contained in the Dome but there was still one at large. It was imperative that he find a
way to redeem his error.
Above, the fluorescent lights were still bright. The underground passage was connected to the
main complex power supply which was apparently still on-line.
Built into the security panel was a phone. He walked over and picked up the receiver. He
entered a code and waited for the line to create a secured connection. When he heard the verifying
signal, he dialed the number.
After a moment, the U.S. Secretary of Defense came on the line. Dr. Meyer spoke acutely,
“Sir…we have a serious problem.”
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He was back in the kitchen when the phone rang. The news broadcast had left him
bewildered and the phone went unanswered.
He somehow made his way to the sink where he managed to splash his face with cold water
and stimulate his senses. He then took the towel that lay draped over the oven handle and dried his
face.
He stood there a few moments before he realized who had called. He looked to the left at the
opposite wall near the front door. On a short table sat an answering machine beside the phone. A red
digital number was blinking, indicating a message had been left.
He walked over and pressed play on the answering machine. With a low mechanical voice, it
spoke aloud, “You have one new message. Playing message one.”
A young woman’s voice spoke now, “Hey Dad, it’s me. Have you heard what’s going on
over the news?” A shudder could be heard in her voice; nevertheless, she remained calm and
collected. “Dad, the Principal has us crowded in the gym and she’s saying that only those who have
transportation by a guardian are allowed to leave. Can…”
Tom didn’t pay attention to the rest. He had already dialed Alexis’ cell phone number and
was waiting for the call to go through. It continued to ring.
He tried again. No luck. He couldn’t get a connection to her phone. Come on, Lex, he
murmured. Pick up. Pick up.
After the third try, he heard a voice shout, “Hello? H-hello? Dad? Is that you?”
Tom jerked in tension. He said, “Alexis! What’s going on?”
“What? You have to speak louder, it’s really noisy here!” she replied.
He spoke up, “What’s happening, honey? What’s going on there?”
“The principle has us crowded in the gym. She said that we could leave if our parents came
and signed us out; said it had something to do with what’s happening up north. What’s going on,
Dad?”
“I don’t know. Listen, Lex. Find a teacher and tell them that I’m on my way, okay? I’m on
my way!”
“Okay.”
“I’ll be there as soon as I can,” he promised.
“I love you, Dad,” Alexis said.
“You too.” He replied and the call ended.
He stood there for a moment, the cordless phone gripped in his hand, pondering on what to
do. He then carelessly tossed the phone onto the table and left the kitchen.
He made his way back to his bedroom and walked into the deep closet. Along the back wall
was a clothes bar filled with hanging shirts. He split the shirts in half to reveal a standing floor safe.
He entered the code and, from it, he claimed a 357 magnum revolver fitted inside a paddle holster, a
box of ammo, and a thick envelope. After closing and arming the safe, he also removed a brown
leather coat from one of the hangers and laid it out on the bed with the firearm. He opened the
envelope and counted out two thousand dollars. He placed the envelope on the bed as well.
Next, he moved to the dresser where he took out a pair of jeans and socks. He quickly dressed
and looked over to the clock. It was only half past eleven. He slipped the paddle holster onto his hip
then pulled his jacket on.
Retrieving a large tactical backpack from the closet - which was already prepped as a bug-out
bag - Tom packed enough clothes for three days, gently tucked the envelope into an inside pocket,
tossed in the box of ammo then went across the hall to Alexis’ room. He had a hunch that what he
saw on the news was the beginning of something bad. He wasn’t sure of the exact situation of those

accidents that were reported along the freeway or if they would even reach Big Rapids but he had a
dreadful feeling about it and he couldn’t ignore that. Just to be safe, he decided to leave town.
Once in Alexis’ room, he tossed the backpack onto her bed and began trifling through her
dresser gathering extra clothes for her as well. Before zipping the bag closed, he scanned her room
for any belongings she might need. On her nightstand sat a brush that was once her mother’s beside a
stack of four books. He moved to retrieve it.
When he procured the brush from the nightstand, he saw that the books she was reading were
written by him. He picked up the top book and read the title. Five for the Middle Ages. He recalled
the contents of the book, a collection of five short stories. After a second’s thought, he scooped the
books off the stand and tossed them into the backpack with the brush and zipped the bag closed. He
scanned the room once more and didn’t see anything else that she would need. He slung the
backpack over his right shoulder then left the room and made his way back to the kitchen to find his
keys. They were hung on a mail organizer beside the front door. Plucking them from the peg at the
bottom, he opened the front door and stepped foot into the unfamiliar morning.
The day seemed normal but there was an ominous presence in the air. Despite the bright sun
overhead, dark storm clouds coasted in on the horizon, threatening to shower the city with rain.
As he made his way to the black ’98 Chevy Tahoe parked in the driveway, he looked around
and took in the simplicity of the surrounding view. Across the street was the public library. The old
two-story brick building was an enduring structure of Big Rapids’ history.
In the yard next door stood Tom’s neighbor, Bill Rafferty, and his two-year-old son, Logan.
On occasion, Alexis babysat the toddler while his parents went out for dinner or to a late-night
movie.
Tom glanced over and hoped that Bill wouldn’t pour into a long talk as he sometimes would.
He only wanted to leave and pick Alexis up from school.
Opening the rear door of the truck, he tossed the backpack onto the backseat then let the door
fall shut. He noticed Bill was looking at him in a peculiar way. Tom gave a friendly wave but his
neighbor took it as an invitation and walked over to the Tahoe where he now stood.
With a wry smile Tom asked, “How’s it going, Bill?”
“You see what’s going on up north?” Bill Rafferty picked his son up and held him, mostly for
the reassurance of reality during the talk.
“Mass homicides, huh?” Tom rhetorically asked. “Sounds like something I’d write about in
one of my books.”
His neighbor gave a dry laugh. Tom jammed his fists into his coat pockets. He could feel the
grip of his revolver through the material. He pulled his hands free and zipped his jacket to avoid the
weapon being seen. The current President had passed a bill declaring undiscriminating national open
carry laws when he entered office six years ago. The national crime rate was reduced by over sixtyfive percent but there were some citizens like Bill Rafferty who still strongly opposed the second
amendment.
“I was thinking of getting out of here until everything cools down,” Tom said. “You should
think about the same.”
“I can’t,” Bill replied, shaking his head. “I can’t leave here. I talked to Tracie on the phone
and she’s on her way back from work. We’re going to stay home. After all, it’s probably nothing too
serious anyway.”
Tom was upset with his neighbor. He continuously made poor choices and this moment was
probably the only chance he’d have to ensure the safety of his family. The only opportunity to finally
show his backbone and his cowardice arrives just in time to shell him back into the house.
He said abruptly, “Well, I’ve got to go. Alexis is waiting for me at the high school,” He
added, “Take care, Bill.”
“You too, Tom.” Bill shifted Logan into one arm and reached out to shake Tom’s hand.
Giving an encouraging smile to Bill, Tom watched as he took Logan and disappeared into the house,
the screen door falling shut behind.

Twirling the car keys around his finger, Tom rounded the front of the Tahoe and pulled open
the driver’s door. He climbed in, put the keys in the ignition and drew the door shut behind him.
With a quick turn of his wrist, the old truck started and let out a sturdy roar.
He pulled the gear selector into reverse and backed out of the driveway. As the truck entered
the street, a low rumble of thunder rolled across the sky.
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When the blue Suburban neared the accident scene, drops of rain were already falling upon
the windshield in a light drizzle. The soft repeating pattern of the wiper blades and the ticking of rain
on the roof gave a tender melody to the eerie day.
Kate sat in silence as the smashed vehicle came into view. The rain had cleared the scene of
news reporters and three state police cruisers, lined along the shoulder of the expressway, were the
only other vehicles around. The emergency lights on top of the cars remained off.
In the driver’s seat, Kate’s partner passed the three cruisers, steered the truck to the shoulder
and parked before them, a considerable distance between the liftgate of the Suburban and the front of
the first cruiser.
“Time to go,” Kate replied as she unfastened her seatbelt and pushed the door open. Standing
beside the truck, the light drizzle began to wet her smooth, dark hair. She reached in and retrieved
her cover then slipped it on.
A shout came from the other side of the Suburban, “I wonder where everyone’s at?”
Kate looked around. Aside from her partner and the four state police vehicles, there was
nothing to be seen aside from the dense woods that filled the backdrop. The smashed car that rested
about twenty yards behind the last cruiser was left barren as well. Where is everybody, she thought.
Before she closed the door, Kate also reached between the seats and obtained a long black
leash. Michigan State Police Department was engraved into the leather.
She pushed the door shut and moved to the rear of the truck where she pulled the liftgate
open. Charley sat erect and ready for work. She reached in and secured the leash onto his harness,
which wrapped around his chest and shoulders, and ordered him to jump to the ground below.
As she stretched to grasp the handle on the liftgate to lower it back down, her partner came
around the rear. Following behind, was Stephen Blake, captain of the state police department. He
said with sarcasm, “Beautiful day, isn’t it?”
“Lovely,” Kate replied sarcastically. With one hand, she tugged down on the liftgate and
pushed it shut. With the other, she held Charley’s leash as he sat erect beside her.
The rain began to pick up. The light drizzle turned into a steady rainfall and the raindrops
became heavier.
Fixing his cover, Blake said, “I was just telling Mike about the accident. One of the boys in
county had caught the whole thing. He left about five minutes ago. I decided to wait in my cruiser
until you two arrived.”
“Where is everyone?” Kate asked.
“Back in the woods.” Captain Blake answered. “We’ve found one of the bodies.”
“One?” Kate asked, “You mean there’s more?”
Blake gave her a worried look and nodded. “Reports have been coming in all morning of
accidents up and down route 131 between here and Cadillac. Here’s the kicker. All of the bodies…”
he looked unsettled.
After a moment Kate pressed, “What about the bodies, Captain?”
“All of the bodies are reported to have been…half eaten…”
“Oh, my god,” Kate murmured. “Do you have any leads?”
“Nothing as of right now. Come with me and I’ll show you what we’ve found.” Blake said.
Allowing Blake to lead the way, Kate and Healy followed with Charley. As they headed for
the tree line, Kate slipped on the wet grass underfoot. She quickly regained her balance and
continued to follow.
When they had crossed the stretch of grass, she could see a few officers a couple hundred feet
into the woods where they crowded over what she presumed to be the body. From where she stood,

she could not see the body; however, she sensed a bad feeling toward what lay ahead in the thickness
of the trees.
Blake swept aside a few shrubs as he made his way into the quiet and ghostly woods. Sticks
and twigs broke under his feet as he strolled across the immense spread of leaves and pine needles
that were scattered over the forest floor.
The closer they came to the scene, the more uneasy Kate felt. This confused her. She always
had a strong stomach for the job but today, she dreaded what might appear when she laid her eyes
upon the lifeless body. Alongside her, Charley gave a curious tug but immediately returned to his
previous position at her side.
As she thought more and more about the body, Kate had slowed her pace allowing a gap to
space herself from the captain and her partner. Blake and Healy were talking back and forth though
Kate could not hear what they spoke of. She was zoning out and their voices grew to be inaudible.
She did not notice but her eyes were staring intently toward the direction of the dead body.
She hardly perceived the voices calling to her from the officers. Blake and Healy turned
around to look at her, their faces oddly distorted. She felt an uncanny shiver run through the length of
her body and goose bumps appeared across her arms and down her back.
Healy was the first to come to her aid. He ran to her and gripped her firmly by the shoulders.
Blake came behind and claimed Charley’s leash from her.
As Healy braced her safely, the bizarre feeling left as if it were a breeze in the wind. He
asked apprehensively, “Kate? You okay?”
She nodded. She then tried to take a step but realized that she was now resting against the
trunk of a large tree. Healy had lowered her down to try and calm her body.
“What happened?” he asked anxiously. “Are you alright?”
Kate nodded her head again. She reached up and removed her cover then pulled the hair pins
from her hair, allowing it to hang loosely past her shoulders. She spoke quietly, “I don’t think this
was a homicide.” She scratched her head with her free hand and continued, “We shouldn’t be in here
too long. I’ve got a really bad feeling about this.”
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When it woke up, the furry fiend was gone. In evidence to its existence, the beast had left a
small, rounded object in the palm of its hand.
Its eyes took a few moments to focus. When it could see clearly, it stared at the departing gift
resting in its hand. It was odd. It consisted of two parts. The bottom was rounded smoothly and the
top was rougher and something of a short length stuck out of the center.
It closed its hand tight around the object making a sturdy fist and took a deep breath of air. It
immediately jerked and spun around to check its surroundings.
It sensed something. It couldn’t hear it but it could feel it in the air. The temperature dropped
slowly and the ground felt damp. It moved away from the tree and something dropped onto its head,
slid down the side of its face then fell to the ground. It looked up to the green void and let out a
roaring hiss. Another thing dropped onto its head and repeated the same routine.
It was angry. It could not see what was attacking it. It looked all around and saw nothing
aside from the same scenery it had seen all morning. It decided to run.
It stretched back onto three of its legs, the fourth still held dearly to the round object, and ran
as fast as it could from the attacking position.
In panic, it searched for some kind of hiding place. It blew past many of the green shrouds it
had seen and hid in before but it did not feel safe in these areas. It needed to find someplace
secluded.
As it ran, its surroundings steadily became blurry. The tall brown posts that extended
upwards from the ground spread into broad walls and the greenness of the shrouds became thick
lines on either side of it.
Although its agility was seemingly limitless, it soon needed to rest as it grew tired from
running on only three of its four legs. Up ahead, it saw a large mountain of fallen objects. This is a
good place to hide, it thought.
It quickly slowed as it neared the mound. It paced around the thick mass a few times before it
found an entrance. Using its free hand, it clawed at the opening to make it large enough for it to fit
within. When that was finished, it crawled inside and hid safely.
The new surrounding was dark and moist but it was safe. Whatever had been attacking it
could no longer bother it while it remained in here.
The space was just big enough for it to lie down. Resting on its right side, it unclenched its
fist to reveal the round object. It was disappointed to see that the rough top was no longer secure.
While running, the motion of its compressed hand must have forced it loose.
It picked the rough top piece from its palm and set it aside. Now, the whole round object was
just as smooth as the bottom was. It caressed it with its forefinger as it relaxed.
As it lay across the floor of its hiding place, it recalled the images it had seen while it slept.
They were always vivid.
It could see many people walking around it wearing long white coats and white faces that
matched. It remembered Father who would always remain in a dark room behind a wide shiny wall.
It was a wall that reflected the people in white, itself laying on the table and the big machines that
filled the room. None of the people in the white coats could see through the wall. Only it could and
that made it feel safe until the bad things happened again.
The people would place a strange mask over its face that made an unusual air flow into its
breath. The air was always clear like it usually was but this air was different. This air made it sleepy.
It never liked what came after the air. It always felt pain and dreaded the event. However, the air that
came through the mask constantly drained it of its strength and energy. It wanted to resist but its
arms and legs were bound by the wrists and ankles. It turned to look at Father. His sight always
gazed at it but it knew that Father must not know its trauma for Father never came to its rescue.

At this time, its eyes always watered at its damned purpose in life. It sobbed at its
confinement that the people in white coats and Father had created for it. It cried at the amount of pain
and physical distress that the people would always inflict upon it.
It never did any harm. It never wanted to hurt any people. The reasons it was confined it did
not know but it wished that Father would soon help. Father appeared sad about what it went through.
It always wondered if Father wanted to ever help it but when Father would turn away from its sight
behind the wall, it knew that Father had never wanted to help. It knew that it could never leave its
life with the people in the white coats. It was damned and it knew that.
Now it was inside a safe hiding place. It knew that it could no longer be harmed by the people
in the white coats or neglected by Father. It tried to focus its mind back to the happy place it was in
now. It focused on the round object that had been given to it by the befriended beast earlier. That
helped in making it happy once more. It was safe from them and it knew that.
However, it heard low voices outside the shelter and it knew that its battle for safety was not
yet over. It sat up again and gripped the round object tight. With its other hand, it clawed at the wall
that it heard the voices through. It was careful not to make the opening too big as what was outside
would spot it and it would be in peril yet again.
When a tiny hole was made, it moved its face closer and peeked out. It saw a group of people
but they were not the same people that wore white coats and worked for Father. These people wore
blue coats and were crowded around a weird person that wore its hair longer than the others.
It remembered a person that wore its hair long. It was a person that wore blue clothes like the
person outside and followed Father everywhere. But, the person that followed Father had different
hair than the person outside. Even though the two were different, it felt safe in the presence of the
person outside as it had with the person that followed Father. It almost left the safety of the shelter
when it realized it still did not trust the other people. Although they did not wear the white coats like
they did when they were around Father, it thought that the people outside could be people sent by
Father to find it. As a result of this contemplation, it remained inside the shelter to wait things out.
It looked through the opening it created one more time. It recoiled and felt a wave of fear
shudder through its body. Very gradually, it peered back through the opening and saw what had
frightened it. Standing beside one of the people, it saw a four legged furry beast. This one: however,
was not like the one that befriended it before. This one smelled of danger. It feared this beast deeply.
In addition, it feared the person standing beside it as well for the same reason. The two smelled of
danger and it needed to get rid of them to feel safe again.
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William Zarek paced the length of his office. He looked over to the phone that rested silently
on his desk. He had been waiting for the call that would come through to his office for nearly fifteen
minutes now.
The office was small and modest. The only decorations that were displayed were those which
had been given to him by the facility. Behind the large oak desk stood an expansive six drawer filing
cabinet which was gray to match the carpeting of the room and stood apart from the white walls.
Across from the desk resided the door to the office and on either side of that stood two four shelf
bookcases that perfectly matched the desk. Hung in the empty spaces between were his achievements
and awards encased in cheap picture frames.
He walked over to the black leather chair and plopped down, instantaneously reclining
backward and resting his feet on the edge of the desk. Letting out a large and noisy exhale, he
reached over and snatched the pen that rested on top of the wide calendar that covered the desktop.
In boredom, he began tapping it loudly against the side of the desk.
Resting his head back on the chair, he looked around the room, glancing at the awards in their
given frames. One, however, was not an award or achievement, but a newspaper clipping. Recalling
from memory, he read the title in his head: Doctors James Meyer and William Zarek of Meyer
Medical Discover a Cure to Deadly Disease, AIDS. This was the front page to almost every
newspaper in the world seven years ago.
That was an excellent day, he thought. When he and Meyer had finally discovered the key to
repairing genetic damage and immune levels for people with the disease, their success had been
revealed to the public. At that time, due to Zarek’s persistence, the facility had already been
performing medical research on humans, though they strictly held to patients that did not have the
ability to ever recuperate, such as victims of car accidents who were mentally deceased afterward
and individuals restrained in a vegetative state. Meyer had at first refused to do any such thing but
upon the discovery of Project Erebus, his mind was soon made up in favor of the idea.
The phone on the corner of his desk rang, bringing him from his thoughts. He tossed the pen
back onto the table and reached forward to pick up the receiver before the second ring could sound.
“Yes?”
“Doctor Zarek. I presume that the task you have been given is complete?” said the thick voice
on the phone.
“Yes, sir. When the moment arrives, it will be taken care of,” Zarek said with complete
certainty.
“Very well,” the voice replied. “This is your next task.”
Focusing intently, William Zarek listened to the orders of the next assignment that he would
soon perform.
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When he stepped out of the elevators that had lifted him from the underground passage, Dr.
Meyer was held in complete disbelief as he entered the main complex. Things were not as they
should have been. A crisis had occurred and yet what he saw was unremarkable.
The events that had previously taken place must have left him in a bewildered state. He
rubbed his eyes with weak palms. Opening them once more, he saw the same as before, an
impossible effect.
“Are you okay, Doctor Meyer?” he heard a voice say.
All around, employees went on with their daily routines, giving no notice to the current
situation. Words spoken in low, hushed voices gave the hall a dull roar. At the crowded desk nearby,
a secretary slowly hung up the phone she had been talking on. She gazed at him with a confused
look.
A young nurse was about to walk past but stopped when she noticed the doctor’s odd
behavior. She asked with concern, “Sir? Are you alright? Sir?”
Dr. Meyer was still baffled. The experiment had completely escaped the building without
alerting anyone in the main complex. That didn’t seem possible. At least not with all the mayhem it
caused in the Dome.
Brutally massacred bodies, blood-stained walls, mutated personnel; why was it not the same
here? How come the Dome was left destroyed and the main complex unharmed? Dozens of
questions raced through his mind with only a single clear answer: Maybe it found another way out.
Darkness began to creep into the corners of his vision. He knew he was on the verge of losing
consciousness. He needed to find something stable to grip firmly or someplace to sit or lie down and
let the feeling pass.
He tried to move toward the wall on his right but could not move. Images, thoughts and
memories flashed through his mind like a strobe light on a high setting. His heart beat fiercely
against his chest.
Again, he heard, “Doctor Meyer? Is something wrong? Are you alright?”
The bright florescent lights began to dim and the hallway extended as if it grew
spontaneously. He knew he needed to do something quick before he lost consciousness. He managed
to reach up and wipe his sweaty face with both hands then blinked several times. His arms shook
involuntarily and his legs felt as if they were going to collapse beneath his weight.
He tried to speak. “I…I…” The vowel came out in a pathetic, barely audible murmur.
“What was that? Doctor Meyer?” the nurse beside him asked worriedly.
He wanted to speak but his voice failed him. He needed to tell them what happened in the
Dome. He needed to warn them.
The dark corners of his vision began to close in; his sight went cross-eyed and sweat
profusely ran down the side of his face and neck.
Apparently he looked terrible for the nurse now swung forward and grabbed the doctor by his
shoulder and held tight. “Doctor Meyer, stay with me,” she demanded. She half turned and shouted,
“Someone get me a chair and some water!”
Behind her, a few secretaries scrambled to retrieve what was asked for. Another nurse
stepped forward and helped the first handle the doctor.
The second nurse wiped the doctor’s face with a damp cloth while the first pressed to him,
“Doctor! Doctor Meyer! Stay with me!”
No interns were permitted on the basement level so everyone watching knew the doctor to
some degree. A few watched in horror as he fell victim to what appeared to be an epileptic attack.
“Where’s that chair!” the second nurse hollered.

A male nurse nearby grabbed the chair he had been formerly sitting in and raced it to the
nurses’ side. From down the hall, another ran with a bottle of water in hand. The two nurses tried to
settle the fainting doctor into the rolling chair when he went limp.
A shout rang out, “Doctor Meyer!” He then slipped free of the nurses’ arms, staggered
backward and everything went dark.

