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      It all started with a virus four years ago. It unlocked a world of pure make-believe. It drove us down to our knees, and what we all believed to be pure genuine fiction escaped into the world - a nightmarish fairytale of vivid nightmares made of flesh and blood.
    

    
      It didn't take long for our world to go down in flames. Cities decimated. Family and beloved friend’s dead.  Our society became dominated with howls, screams, bloodshed, and destruction.  Blame rested on our heads for this global carnage. Yeah, we were at fault for it.
    

    
      The creation of what became known as the R-V-4 Virus took place in our own labs. The government wanted a super soldier with a pack mentality delivered to them. They decided to play mother nature and mix wolf DNA with that of a human. With it, the R-V-4 Virus was born, and they got what they wanted.
    

    
      With time, it found its way to populate. It somehow got loose and wiped out more than 80% of the world population. What it didn't kill it turned.
    

    
      The government denied any involvement with it. They claimed it was just some strain of a virus which mutated. The end result, people, either turned into the creatures or dropped dead. Playing mother nature had nothing to do with it. They lied. Lied about so many things.
    

    
      They once again took things into their own hands. They assisted with the destruction; but tired of the effort to kill the infected and isolate the plaque, they bombed city after city. It didn't work. It didn't help. Mother Nature prevailed.
    

    
      Soon rules and laws ceased. The military and government a thing of the past. It was everyone for themselves.
    

    
      A new society was born from the ashes of our own destruction - Lykens.  Some humans chose to live within the territories, others within their own communities. Some run.
    

    
                       I'm Nikki. I'm Eighteen years old. And this is my story.
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      It’s starting
    

    
      
    

    
      
        [image: ]
      
    

    
      Walking into the living room, I stop in my tracks. I bite my lip as an uneasy feeling engulfs my body. The lady on the news looks like death is pounding at her door. Her makeup has run down her ghostly pale face, and her eyes are wide and frightened. The look of them even has me scared. I move further into the room, standing behind our brown couch.
    

    
      "This is just coming in folks. Live footage of what is happening in many of the cities across the world. Please if you have small children in the room remove them."
    

    
      The lady disappears and is replaced with what seems like utter chaos.
    

    
      You can hear people screaming in the background as cars crash, buildings burn. The streets are full of kids and adults running from something. The camera zooms to the right. I jerk back, and my cereal bowl full of fruity pebbles falls onto the floor. Filling the camera screen is something right out of that movie 
      The Underworld.
    

    
      It's a werewolf, standing up on two legs, a limp, lifeless person hangs from its black clawed hand. Blood is smeared across the creature's face.
    

    
      The screen changes and a different city appears. More of the same destruction rain down on it. Dead bodies are all over the place. Houses and buildings burn.
    

    
      A different city, this one has fighter planes dropping bombs on areas. There's a loud boom, and the whole screen goes up into a roaring fireball.
    

    
      The now black screen flickers and the news lady from before reappearing, tears streaming down her face, "It's some type of mutated rabies virus. It's spreading faster than anything we've ever encountered before. More than half the states have been overturned or are on the verge of being completely infected. It infects the human host, and within minutes they turn into the same wolf-like creature you saw on the live feed. The government has issued Marshal Law for all citizens. Stay in your homes. Do not go near other people and help will be coming. Other than that, we don't know much more. We will continue to bring you updates as we get them."
    

    
      As the videos change from one thing to another, I see that the infected wolf people come in different sizes. Some are huge. Some skinny. Some more human looking than others. And the colors go from the deepest black to the brightest white.
    

    
      "Mum," I whisper and grip her shoulder, "Call Dallas.”
    

    
      A skinny lanky looking wolf person uses its claws to slash the belly of some poor kid running by. I shut my eyes right after tears form and stream down my cheeks. I wish I could keep out the image as quickly as I can close my tearful eyes.
    

    
      I lean over the back of the couch, and my heart pounds hard in my chest.  Mum sits there, and tears stream down her face in waves. She has the phone gripped in her white-knuckled fist, and my little sister is curled up on her lap asleep.
    

    
      "Mum." I snap my fingers in front of her face. Her brown eyes look up, "Call Dallas." I repeat, this time breathlessly.
    

    
      She slowly shakes her head.
    

    
      "What?"
    

    
      "The..." She clears her throat, "It was bombed."
    

    
      I look at her, not actually seeing or hearing. Bombed. My eyes flick up to the T.V. just as the screen goes black and stays that way.
    

    
      It can't be. No. I start to shake my head and back away from the couch and step into the cereal I dropped earlier. The milk soaks into my fuzzy socks.
    

    
      “Shit, shit, shit,” I mumble under my breath.
    

    
      My older brother, Dallas attends college in New York. Why would they bomb New York? This is not happening. Stuff like this isn't real. I race to the front of the couch and rip the phone from her hand. Mum clutches Amy like a lifeline and rocks back and forth.
    

    
      I hit the talk button waiting for the dial tone so I can enter the number to hear Dallas on the other end. Like any other typical day. This is like any other average day. Stuff like this does not happen in real life. It can't.
    

    
      Nothing. I look at the phone. I gasp for air, nothing. I drop to my knees and keep checking the phone. Over and over and over.
    

    
      The electric flickers, the lit lamp on the stand table snags my attention, and I stare at it. Once. Twice. A third time and it doesn't come back on.
    

    
      "I'm hungry." Amy's hoarse voice sounds like a gunshot going off.
    

    
      I look at my sick ten-year-old sister curled up on mum’s lap. This can't happen. I jerk back as the realization of this situation strikes me.
    

    
      Amy is sick like really sick. She has a white blood cell disease that makes her weak and looks like a starved six-year-old. More tears pour down my face as I see the world for how it is. She won't survive.
    

    
      "I'll get you something, Amies." I smile like usual and go back into the kitchen. Leaning up against the wall, my breaths come fast and loud. What the hell is going to happen to us?
    

    
      Hearing a car start outside, I move toward the small window above the sink. Slowly, carefully I open the curtain. My eyes lock onto the yellow house to the right of us. It's the Johnson's. Mr. Johnson is loading bags into his car as his wife straps their two-year-old twins in the back seat.
    

    
      I just stare and shake my head. They shouldn't be leaving. The news said to stay in your homes. Don't go near people. Help will come. They shouldn't leave.
    

    
      I grab an apple and knife and proceed to slice it up. Once all the apple pieces are on the plate, I grab the tub of creamy peanut butter and dump a huge scoop on the plate as well.
    

    
      "Here hun," I say to get Amy's attention when I’m back in the living room.
    

    
      "Why do you have a knife?"
    

    
      I look down at my right hand, and sure enough, the knife I used to cut up the apple is clenched tight in my fist, my fingers turning white.  Again, I stare at Amy and shrug my shoulders. I don't know why I self-consciously brought the knife, but my heart is no longer trying to beat itself out of my chest, so I'm keeping it.
    

    
      Dropping down on the other side of the couch from mum I look out the big windows behind the flat screen T.V. Nothing moves outside, and that's a good thing.  Maybe.
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                                         It’s here
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      "Mum, what are we going to do?"
      
        [image: ]
      
    

    
       
    

    
      When no answer comes, I look up at her.  She’s vacant. What did she see before I walked into the living room with my evening cereal?
    

    
       
    

    
      “Your dad, we need to wait for him," she whispers, eyes trained on the black T.V.
    

    
       
    

    
      “Hey, why did the electricity shut off?" My twelve-year-old sister, Cora asks as she rushed down the steps.
    

    
       
    

    
      She stops dead in her tracks, eyes wide, looking at the three of us on the couch. I bet we're a sight.
    

    
       
    

    
      I still clutch the knife and the phone that still is not working. Mum continues to stare at the blank t.v, tears streaming down her face. Amy eating apples and peanut butter, her gaze switching between mum and me.
    

    
       
    

    
      “What’s going on?" Cora asks strolling into the living room.
    

    
       
    

    
      “Just sit-down Cora," I mumble, still looking out the window.
    

    
       
    

    
      I should tell Cora about what's going on. What our world is turning into, but I don't think she will believe me. 
      Hell, I even saw it with my own eyes and I still don't really believe it.
    

    
       
    

    
      A virus attacking people turning them into things from the 
      Underworld
      . Massive wolf-like creatures destroying the city and to top it off the government bombing places. Would you believe something like that? It's a horror movie come to life.
    

    
       
    

    
      I freeze, as I heard a knock on the door.
    

    
       
    

    
      I held my breath as I looked at our front door. Please no. I bite the inside of my cheek, eyes drilling holes into our wooden door.
    

    
       
    

    
      The sound of two more fast raps on the door fill our silent house. I shake my head; don't these people know they’re supposed to stay inside their home? That they don't understand how the virus is spreading. It could be in the air we breathe in. More people. More chances of catching it.
    

    
      "You guys are being weird," Cora mutters as she stands up.
    

    
      My pulse jumps in fear. I scramble to my feet, knife held out with a hissed yell. "No." At the same time, mum waves her arms around.
    

    
      What the crap is she doing?
    

    
      Cora eyes the knife and slowly sits back down, "Crazy. The whole lot of you."
    

    
      I giggle if she only knew what was going on.
    

    
      Knock. Knock. Knock.
    

    
      Go away.
    

    
      "Mrs. Lewis, It's Tom from next door." Tom’s old rusty voice whispers through the thick door.
    

    
      Ah dang. I like the old man. I'm gonna have to see what he wants.
    

    
      I see mums arms start to fly again as I move to the stable oak door. 
      I ignore her, stand on my toes and peer out the small diamond shaped window of the door
      . Old man Tom is shifting from foot to foot looking around. His hands wringing together.
    

    
      I tap on the glass with my french tip nails. Old Tom jerks around looking slightly up at the window. What's left of his greying hair, seems like he ran his fingers through it non-stop. It’s sticking up every which way.
    

    
      "Yeah?" I murmur looking down the street.
    

    
      "Is your father home Nikki?"
    

    
      I shake my head no. What is that? I squint my eyes past Tom, trying to see further down the right side of the street.
    

    
      I gasp, shocked at what I’m seeing.
    

    
      "Go back home, Tom. And be quiet." I whisper harshly as the grey spot moves closer. It's on all fours, it's snout in the air.
    

    
      I don't wait for Tom to answer nor do I stay to see if he listened. I'm already moving back into the living room.
    

    
      "UUP UP!" It runs together into one word as I tug Amy on my way past the couch, mum, and Cora on our heels.
    

    
      "What--" Cora's voice is cut off by a menacing howl echoing throughout our street.
    

    
      I twitch and shiver from fear.
    

    
      Oh my god, oh, my god. I freeze for a split second and then start to run down the hallway, hooking a right turn past the downstairs bathroom. Amy and Cora's voices running together in whines and words I don't make out.
    

    
      This can't be happening. How is it here so fast? I thought we would have more time or the government would do something before it reached us. The news lady said it was happening in every major city, but this is no major city. It's a decent sized town but no city. We're an hour and a half from any major city in any direction. How can this be happening so damn fast?
    

    
      I look behind me as I skid to a halt in the spare bedroom.
    

    
      Everyone's behind me. It lets me breathe easier until a scream fills the air. Shit! My eyes close and I swallow hard, old man Tom. He didn't listen.
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      The End
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      "Mum, help!," I yell, not caring to keep my voice down as more howls and screams are heard outside. People should have listened. They should have stayed in their homes. How stupid could they be?
      
        [image: ]
      
    

    
      I think Amy's cries and Cora's yells bring her back.
    

    
       
    

    
      She rushes over to me, where I'm bent over in the back of the closest, hands roaming the old wooden floor for the hatch.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Yes." I do a fist pump and grip the barely-there dent in the floor. If you didn't know what you were looking for, you'd never find it. It's almost entirely level to the floor. Nothing to give it away but a tiny indent on the side.
    

    
      
    

    
      I grunt and tug, mums grunts join mine as we slowly slide the hatch across the floor, just enough for everyone to slip in.
    

    
      
    

    
      I'm out of breath, and my arms are shaky from the thick slab. Usually, we'd push a button, and the slab raises up on its own. With the power being off that was so not happening.
    

    
      
    

    
      I move my hand motioning for Cora and Amy to go first. I drop down next, with mum following.
    

    
      
    

    
      Grabbing the steel bar attached to the bottom of the hatch, we pull until it snaps into place. It used to be a rope, but mum had dad replace it.
    

    
      I grunt as the light from the setting sun disappears, and it's entirely black. There's a click sound, and a small flame lights up the dark. Cora grips a pink lighter and looks guilty.
    

    
      
    

    
      "We'll talk about this later." Mum snaps at Cora, as she moves to the cement stairs which lead down into the basement.
    

    
      
    

    
      Not safe. Still not safe. It runs through my mind. Hurry mum I want to yell. I don't. I chew on the inside of my jaw instead.
    

    
      
    

    
      Mum and Cora move to the right side of the basement, and I hurry to the far left.
    

    
      
    

    
      We live in an old two-story house. That's not why mum loved it though. She liked the history of the place. Like the hidden basement for one. It was used as a hideaway during prohibition days and alcohol was illegal. They used the basement to store and run it. That's about all I know not really paying attention when she tried explaining the beautiful history of the old house. Her words, not mine.
    

    
      
    

    
      I flip on the computer monitor booting it up. Mum must not have been down here today, or everything would already be on.
    

    
      
    

    
      I'd like to say mum's one of those end of the world peppers and that's why we have a solar power monitoring system that links to four cameras outside the house or why we have all kinds of can foods, water, toothpaste and pretty much everything stashed in the basement. She's not though.
    

    
      
    

    
      Mum has three hobby's she sticks to religiously. History. Extreme couponing and being nosy. Yep, my mum is so curious she had four cameras hooked up to each corner of the house. She said it's for the protection of her girls and her. It's good to know what's going on but that's not her real reason. She's just really nosy. Which was a good thing during the summer. Our school star pitcher mows yards during the summer. I smile. It's such a good thing to watch.
    

    
      "Reed. Reed, can you hear me?" Mum's English accent is definitely more present than usual.
    

    
      
    

    
      It pulls me away from my daydreaming. My smile fades, and I’m dominated by anxiety.
    

    
      
    

    
      My eyes lock onto the high-frequency hand radio she's on. Come on Come on. Please, Dad.
    

    
      
    

    
      Nothing but static comes from the small speaker. My heart drops into my tummy.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Maybe he's busy." Amy's voice is full of tears.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Ahh. What is that?" Cora screeches into my ear.
    

    
      
    

    
      I twist around in the low-back computer chair and follow her shaky finger with my eyes. The monitors are finally on.
    

    
      
    

    
      The wolf beast person is slowly walking up onto our front porch, on two animal-like legs. My breathing turns into pants like I ran a marathon full throttle.
    

    
      
    

    
      "A virus." I gasp watching the grey creature. It's tall maybe six feet something tall, not really that big from what I've seen on the news. It's slim with hardly any muscles, black drool drips from its razor-sharp mouth.
    

    
      
    

    
      "A virus, are you blind. That's a Lykan. Is it real?" Cora asks bouncing on her toes.
    

    
      
    

    
      I Look back at the screen; Lykan, that's those wolf people from the 
      Underworld
       movie. This thing looks sort of like them.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Mmmmm," is all that escapes my lips as the Lykan looks right at the camera. Its eyes are weird. Where we have a black pupil, it has a white one surrounded by a muddy brown color that fills up the rest of the eye.
    

    
      
    

    
      "It's looking at us!!" Cora screeches, jumping back away from the screens.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Don't be silly," Mum says moving to stand at my back.
    

    
      
    

    
      I glance over my shoulder at her. "Thank you," I whisper.
    

    
       
    

    
      She nods her head, and we both go looking back at the screen.
    

    
      
    

    
      I didn't know if she was going to come back to us, but I'm so glad she did. I'm not so sure what we should do next.
    

    
      
    

    
      A growl blares through the speakers, and four different screams fill the basement.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Turn it off!" Amy wails, and I flip the switch, turning the speakers off.
    

    
      
    

    
      The grey Lykan taps the lens with a long black claw, thankfully the sound is off. It then smiles or at least I think it does. The dang screen goes out.
    

    
      
    

    
      "What the hell?" I breathe.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Don't cuss Nikki," Mum says poking me on the back of my shoulder.
    

    
      
    

    
      I look at the other screen where the camera is on the side of the house pointing down the road.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Is that a person?" Cora whispers.
    

    
      
    

    
      Maybe. I don't know. My head twist looking for a better angle. All I see is a blood blob?
    

    
       
    

    
      "Animal." I nod my head trying to convince myself.
    

    
      
    

    
      "What is happening?" I ask as this camera goes out too.
    

    
       
    

    
      That just leaves the one at the back of the house and the one on the left side.
    

    
      
    

    
      "It's the lykan," Cora says as the back camera goes out following the last one.
    

    
      
    

    
      "How do you know?"
    

    
      
    

    
      "I saw a flash of grey." Cora answers smiling.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Don't smile," I snap, “This isn't some movie, it’s real. There's a virus out there turning people into beasts and said creatures eat people."
    

    
      
    

    
      "Nik!," Mum says harshly holding onto a now crying Cora.
    

    
      
    

    
      "She’s right dear. That's what the news said." I can sense Mum doesn't even believe it.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Sorry," I mumble as I walk towards my locker on the back wall.
    

    
      
    

    
      A whine I can't hold in bursts from my lips as I see Dallas written in big block letters on the locker next to mine. He can't be gone.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Daddy. Daddy. Where are you!?" Cora yells into the handheld.
    

    
      
    

    
      Dad is a Doctor at the local Army base thirty minutes away from us. He gave us the radio in case of emergency if we couldn't get him on the phone.
    

    
      Tears stream down my face. This is a god-awful nightmare. What are we going to do? I wipe my face with my arm, sucking in a breath of air.
    

    
      
    

    
      The locker squeaks as I open it and start to pull out the hiking pack that's heavy as a small person; followed by the drawstring bag and black boots. We camp a lot. Mum was tired of our camping gear tossed around everywhere, so she had dad put in the metal lockers for each of us.
    

    
      
    

    
      "What are you doing dear?" Mum asks.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Getting dressed." I pull off my tank and shorts replacing them with one of those body armor tank tops and cargo pants, both in black. Next, comes a long sleeve tight black shirt.
    

    
      
    

    
      "You should too," I say after looking at everyone's sleep clothes.
    

    
      
    

    
      Plopping down on the cold concrete floor, I pull on my socks followed by my knee-high leather boots, lacing them up.
    

    
      
    

    
      "We'll wait for your father." Mum's voice shakes.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Mum! He's not answering." I grab the titanium water bottle from the side of my black bag and fill it up with one of the many water bottles up against the main wall.
    

    
      
    

    
      Mums never been a take action kind of person when a crisis comes up. It's always dad. I know she's afraid. I am too, but sitting here like sitting ducks is not helping. I may only be fourteen years old, but I'm not stupid. People who sit still when the monsters are around usually die.
    

    
      
    

    
      "But--"
    

    
      
    

    
      "NO buts mum. That thing out there was smart enough to tear down the cameras. What's to say it isn't smart enough to get in here."
    

    
      
    

    
      "She's right." At least Cora has some common sense and starts getting dressed too.
    

    
        
    

    
      Flipping the lid to one of the bins I start to sort through the MRE -meals ready to eat- looking for the most appealing ones and stashing them in my already full pack. I stuff till there's no more room. Dad liked to keep some on hand when we go camping. It was our dinner if we couldn't catch anything.
    

    
      
    

    
      I smile as Cora comes to stand beside me decked out in the same clothes as me just pink. We look like some kind of fashion strike team.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Do you want me to braid your hair?"
    

    
      
    

    
      "Yeah." I turn around letting Cora reach my frizzy brown hair. I feel a tug letting me know she's done and turn around to braid hers. I pause with my hands in her hair.
    

    
      
    

    
      Life is never going to be the same again.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Nikki?"
    

    
      
    

    
      "Sorry." I quickly do her hair and pat her on the shoulder.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Mum." I try one last time. "Please come with us. We'll go to dad's base."
    

    
      
    

    
      She just shakes her head no, clutching Amy to her.
    

    
      
    

    
      I pull my pack on and buckle it up. My back is going to kill me before long.
    

    
      
    

    
      I bend down on my knees in front of the cot.
    

    
      "Be strong for mum. Okay." I say with a tear clogged voice as I pull Amy into my arms and hug her tight. I kiss the top of her head as frightened eyes stare back at me.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Mum please," I whisper one last time looking into her face that looks like it ages ten years since yesterday.
    

    
      
    

    
      "We will wait for your father."
    

    
      
    

    
      I nod my head. So be it. Maybe it's better for them to stay here. Cora and I can bring dad back. It'll be safer. I keep telling myself that. Over and over while I strap on a hunting knife around my thigh and grab my bow and quiver of arrows.
    

    
      
    

    
      I look at Cora. Her tan skin has gone pale. I nod my head.
    

    
      
    

    
      We both make our way to the door behind the staircase. It's a tunnel that leads to a barn and a chunk of land two miles out from us. Mum had the tunnel redone. The history she said needs to persevere. I'm thankful for her history hobby now. It helps us get out of here. Get to dad.
    

    
      
    

    
      With a heavy heart and body full of dread I leave the hidden basement behind with Cora at my heels down the brick inlaid tunnel.
    

    
      
    

    
      "You think they will be ok?" Cora bubbles out.
    

    
      
    

    
      I nod. But that's all I can really give her. Because if I'm honest with myself, then the answer is no. I don't think they will be ok. I clench my eyes shut for just a minute, not letting the tears out.
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      A.M Martin or known to her family as Ashley Marie grew up in a small town of Spencer, WV. She moved to Reedy and now has a loving family of her own. It wasn’t till she was pregnant with her first child that she found her love of books, seven years ago. Thus, her imagination came alive in the form of words. She wrote on and off through the years but didn’t actually start writing until three years ago where many worlds have come alive since then. Igins is her first published book with book two currently in the works.  Avery Wolf Rage Book One is her next book out.  A Paranormal Romance with a different twist.  Be sure to check it out.
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      Mark Mackey lives in Chicago. Is the author of several books.
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