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   “What the hell do you mean ‘the bridge is closed’? Something odd is going on here. We’ve never had the National Guard here for an evacuation, and you are telling me that you just expect us to wait it out here on the island and not ask questions? I heard the warning sirens. We are supposed to be evacuating! Let us through!” Sara demanded, trying to push past the mass of muscle in a National Guard uniform blocking her way.
 
   “I’m sorry, ma’am. We have orders that no one is to cross the bridge. No one is allowed to enter Miami at this time,” the officer said, not budging an inch.
 
   “I just told you that the evacuation sounded, e-v-a-c-u-a-t-i-o-n, and you’re telling me that we can’t leave? It’s probably a late season hurricane, and you expect us all just to hope we make it through that here in the Keys? We need to get to the mainland!” Sara threw up her hands in frustration. The memory of the last hurricane which destroyed her family home remained clear in her mind. She should have moved after her family had lost almost everything, but something held her in Key Largo.
 
   “It is not a hurricane warning, ma’am. Please go back to your home, stay inside until the all clear is given and you will be fine.” 
 
   Just then, the officer’s walkie-talkie went off. “Miami has been lost. Move everyone away from the bridge. We must prevent the spread and contamination. This is a Code Black. Repeat, this is a Code Black. All civilians must be moved a safe distance from the bridge. You have five minutes.”
 
   “Ma’am, I must insist that you move away from the bridge.” The guard grabbed her by the arm and pulled her back the way she came. The rest of the guards were doing the same with others who refused to move on their own accord. Their darting eyes and shaking voices betrayed the panic running through their ranks, though they tried to maintain calm and follow orders. She’d never seen trained military acting so scared. 
 
   “What did they mean that Miami is lost? Why do we have to move away from the bridge? What the hell is really going on here?” Sara demanded, panic bubbling in her stomach, yet she still demanded answers.
 
   The guard seemed to be at his wits’ end and finally snapped. “Fine! Since you already heard more than you should and it probably won’t matter in a few hours, they are going to blow up the bridge. A contaminant of some sort has infected residents of Miami. It is spreading quickly, and we cannot let the infected reach us here. Our only chance is to stay isolated and hope that someone can figure out how the hell to stop this thing. Now will you please move? We don’t want to be in the blast zone.”
 
   Sara’s mind could not fully comprehend what he said. It seemed too surreal, but her feet received the message from his panicked tone, and they began moving fast. She was about to ask more questions when a loud explosion went off behind them, sending them both flying forward from the blast. They hadn’t even given them five minutes to evacuate the area. ‘They’ being the US military had just blown up the bridge and stranded hundreds of people on the island, not to mention people still caught in the blast zone were injured or worse. These were American citizens and no care had been given to that fact. She glanced towards the guard whom she’d been speaking with and saw him bleeding pretty badly from the head. He must have struck a rock when he went down. As soon as the ringing in her ears calmed down, she reached for him. “Come here. The hospital is small, but they can patch you up.”
 
   “No, it’s nothing. I’ll be fine. Most medical professionals were called to Miami when the outbreak began yesterday. Those left are going to be needed for more than a little scratch on my head.”
 
   “Well, then come to my house. It’s not far. I’ll fix you up the best I can, I know basic first aid thanks to being a life guard as a teen.” She tried to smile despite the fear and tension coursing through her body. “I’m Sara, by the way. No more ‘ma’am’, please. It makes me feel old.”
 
   He gave a weak grimace that might have been a smile. “Cameron. Sergeant First Class Cameron Matthews.”
 
   He stood up, and she led him back towards her car before realizing others had fled their vehicles, leaving her completely blocked in. “Well, it looks like we’ll be walking until this gets sorted out.” Cameron simply nodded and followed her. All of his fight and vigor seemed to have slipped out of him when the bridge exploded. The rest of the military personnel seemed to have fled with the civilians after the explosion, though she saw a few bodies in uniform as well. The government seemed to have killed some of their own men as well as some people from the island. How could that be true? “Since it appears that we’re on our own, tell me the truth. What the hell is going on here? What the hell happened in Miami? Why would the military just blow up a bridge, killing civilians as well as their own, and stranding us here? Aren’t they charged with protecting us anymore?”
 
   Cameron sighed. “I don’t really know. Everything is crazy there. I came in from Georgia with my unit, and I’ve never been so relieved to be assigned to guard a bridge away from the action. Just passing through Miami on the way here was insane. We were told some sort of contagion had been released, some sort of biological warfare from the sound of things. I expected sick and dying, but not what I saw as we drove through the city. It’s like the people were turning feral and rabid. They attacked each other like animals.” He paused, his face suddenly pale with sweat breaking out on his forehead, his hand over his mouth, clearly sick to his stomach, “They were eating each other. I served in Iraq and Afghanistan, and I never saw anything so disgusting in my life. Have you ever seen a rabid dog? Well imagine that, but in thousands of people all at once. I think by stranding us here the government is trying to protect us.”
 
   Sara stopped in her tracks. “What? People were attacking and eating each other? No biological warfare causes that!”
 
   “Last I heard, and this is completely unofficial, but we rode down here with some folks from the CDC, they are working on the assumption that this is come sort of mutated and fast acting form of rabies or something. The thing is that it also appears to be airborne and have an incubation period of less than a day. That doesn’t exist either, but that is the only logical explanation the doctors could come up with for what is causing this and how it is spreading so quickly. Truth is, they have no fucking idea what they are dealing with or how to stop it.” He shrugged, “I don’t understand any of that. All I know is that this is the scariest shit I have ever seen, and now we are basically cut off from the world here on the Keys. No help is going to come until they get this under control and stop the spread. And if they even think that the contagion can make its way here, well, you see some of my fallen brothers. They will kill us all if they think it will help contain the situation, that I can promise you.”
 
   “If they can’t get this under control we’re all going to die then,” Sara managed to squeak despite her fear.
 
   “Exactly, one way or another,” Cameron answered glumly.
 
   They walked in silence until they got to her house. Sara led Cameron to the bathroom and started cleaning and bandaging his wound quietly. Like a true soldier, he didn’t even flinch when she poured alcohol in the cut. There was a deadened look in his eyes which worried Sara more than what he told her. He had the look of someone who knew the end was coming and who’d just shut down. He’d survived wars, but whatever was going on in Miami and the explosion at the bridge had defeated him somehow. That chilled her to her very soul, giving the contagion a more ominous feel, making it real. She finished bandaging the wound, and he gave her a small nod of thanks and followed her out of the bathroom.
 
   Not knowing what else to do, she went into the living room and turned on the television. None of the stations located in Miami were on the air, only static, but the satellite still worked, and she turned to the 24 hours news stations. “Government officials say that the entire city of Miami and surrounding areas are under a strict quarantine. No one is being allowed in or out. There are also reports that news helicopters that have tried to get into the no fly zone have been shot down. The government will not state as to why Miami and most of southern Florida has been locked down, but some reports claim that chemical weapons may have been deployed and that people are dying by the thousands. There have also been reports of explosions as if bombs are being dropped. An unknown source has even indicated that the U.S. government is actually contemplating the impossible; dropping an atomic bomb on an American city. Multiple high ranking sources have confirmed that this is indeed an option on the table. We will of course keep you up to date on this shocking turn of events and pass any new information as it becomes available.”
 
   She flipped the channel. “This just confirmed, the President and Vice President as well as several members of their staffs and select members of congress have been evacuated to a secure and secret location. No official word has been made on Florida other than no one is being allowed in or out of the state. Neighboring states are being urged to evacuate as well. Disturbing reports of mass hysteria are coming out, though no one can confirm what is going on. The government has issued warnings that anyone attempting to enter or leave Florida will be dealt with using extreme force.”
 
   Sara turned to Cameron. “How the hell can they get away with not telling us anything? Talk of a nuclear bomb? We will be in the fall-out here in the Keys won’t we, if they really drop one?”
 
   “It won’t matter. If they decide Florida is lost they will bomb the entire state leaving no survivors.”
 
   “They can’t do that!”
 
   “They can, and they will. And considering what I saw in Miami, it might be for the best. I’d rather die than become like those people.”
 
   Sara’s mind raced. If all of this were true, the last thing they should be doing was sitting there waiting for the inevitable to happen. “Well, come on then. We need to get the hell out of here! My uncle has a boat. Many people around here do. We’ll evacuate ourselves. Screw the government. We can always head to the Caribbean nations, get as far from here as possible.”
 
   Cameron still seemed to be in some sort of zombie-like trance, but when she physically pushed him, he began to move. She ran to her closet and yanked out some carryon bags. She thrust one in his hands. “Let’s grab all the food, water, and medical supplies we can carry, and we get the hell out of here.” He nodded and began filling the bag with food he found in her kitchen. In the meantime, Sara tried to call her uncle, but no good. The phones were down. They’d have to run to his house on the other side of the island. That made sense anyhow, the boats were docked there, and she could try to convince some others to go with them. She needed to get those she cared about off the island before someone blew up more than the bridge.
 
   It felt odd when they went outside, Sara expected others to have come to the same conclusion as her but, instead it was almost as if the island were deserted. She didn’t see a soul anywhere. “Dammit, people are hiding in their homes when they should be fleeing! We’re going to have to knock on doors as we go, try to get as many people as we can to leave with us. Some of the boats might be cramped, but we can take as many as we possibly can.”
 
   Cameron simply nodded and followed her. There seemed to be little left of the soldier who had stopped her getting on the bridge and who first told her what was really going on. Now he seemed to be a shell, just doing what he was told. Sara began to wonder if he was having some sort of PTSD response, the bomb could have brought back memories from when he was overseas. She needed some way to snap him out of it. She was strong, but if their own country started dropping bombs on them, someone with military training could mean the difference between getting away and being blown to bits.
 
   As she pondered what to do with Cameron, she went to her neighbor’s door and pounded while shouting to be let in. No one answered, so she went to the next house and the same thing. Her arms broke out in goose bumps. Something was seriously wrong here. Could the odd virus have already spread? Could it be something else since no one seemed to be killing one another? How many outbreaks could be taking place at one time? The more houses she tried with no response, the more frantic she became.
 
   “Where the hell do you think everyone is?” she shouted at Cameron, who simply shrugged his shoulders, so she slapped him hard across his face. “What’s wrong with you? Why aren’t you more upset? Why aren’t you trying to help me get people off of this island? Aren’t you trained to protect and serve? There are people here that need your help!”
 
   For a moment, she thought that he wasn’t going to answer her. There seemed to be nothing going on behind his eyes, but finally, she saw a spark of life in there. “You’re right. Just because the government has forsaken me, does not mean that I should forget those I swore to help. Let’s split up and bang on doors. If we don’t get someone to answer soon, we’ll start breaking down some and see what we find then.”
 
   Sara nodded and couldn’t help but smile a little. At least Cameron seemed to be coming back into himself. Sure, she’d been annoyed with him on the bridge before she knew what was really happening, but now with the truth out, she found his presence somewhat comforting. A soldier wasn’t a bad thing to have around in a time of crisis. Now, if only he would stay with her and not disappear into his own mind again. A lot of the people whom remained behind on the island after the devastation of the last hurricane were the old timers. She would need Cameron’s youth and muscle to get them through this. 
 
   The longer they ran down the street with no one in sight, made Sara more and more nervous. Finally, after a few more houses, she turned to Cameron, “Let’s break down doors. I need to know if people are in there and ignoring us or if they have already fled. This quiet is getting to be too much for me to handle.” 
 
   Cameron nodded and kicked the door of Mrs. Hennigan’s house in with one swift move. He immediately went in shouting, “National Guard! Is anyone in here? We are attempting to evacuate the island. Please answer if you can hear me.”
 
   As comforted as she was by Cameron’s take charge actions once again, the silence seemed to be growing in her neighborhood. She turned and checked out the door Cameron had just destroyed. A chain dangled from the door itself, which could only mean that the door had been locked from the inside and Mrs. Hennigan was still somewhere inside, not answering their calls. Chills began to creep down her spine. Something was wrong here.
 
   Just then, Cameron called from the back of the house, “Sara come here. Now!”
 
   Dreading what she might find, Sara ran to where he stood. Taking a deep breath before looking in the master bedroom, she steadied herself for what laid beyond. Closing her eyes and turning, she couldn’t keep vomit from rising in her throat, burning her esophagus as she tried to swallow it back down. There sat her sweet old neighbor Mrs. Hennigan next to a suitcase, her throat ripped out, still fresh blood running down her entire front and a look of shock frozen on her face.
 
   Cameron said her deepest fear for them. “It’s already here.”
 
   “But the door, the door was locked from the inside. The only person who could have done this would be her granddaughter, a child of eight. No way could Allison have done that to her own grandmother.” She backed away in denial.
 
   “We need to find her and kill her before she gets out.” Cameron looked grim but determined.
 
   “No! She’s a child! You can’t kill an innocent child.” Sara shook her head.
 
   This time Cameron came to her and shook her. “You need to get ahold of yourself. An innocent child would never have done that.” He motioned towards the dead old woman on the bed. “What was once a sweet little girl is now a monster and probably not the only one loose here on the island. If you don’t want to kill her, we need to get out of here and off the island as quickly as possible before the others who’ve turned find us.”
 
   “Yes, let’s get out of here.” Sara made a break for the door with Cameron fast on her heels. As they were reached the door, Allison darted out from seemingly nowhere and knocked Cameron down. The girl that Sara had babysat in the past was almost unrecognizable. She was covered in blood, scrambled around on all fours instead of walking like a human being and her eyes… her eyes were utterly crazed and soulless. The child she’d seen just days before was gone. Sara saw that now. The beast that had taken over her attacked Cameron with such viciousness that Sara had no idea how to stop her. The soldier with all his strength even struggled to get free. The beast snapped at Cameron, gnashing her teeth, hungering for human flesh. Sara grabbed the coatrack by the door and hit the creature as hard as she could. What was once Allison shrieked in pain, hissed at Sara, and then ran off back to its hiding spot. Making sure the creature was gone, she rushed over to Cameron. “Are you alright?”
 
   He shook his head, “No! It bit me!” Reaching for his gun he handed it to her. “Make it quick. Don’t let me turn into something like that.”
 
   “No, no. You said that the disease was airborne. It’s clearly already here on the island, yet both of us are fine. I am not going to shoot you.”  She refused to take the gun. “You said it was airborne,” she repeated as if that would make it true.
 
   “That’s what the CDC thought, but they didn’t really know. It was the only way they could explain such fast transmitting time. All I know is that usually, if you get bitten by something with a disease, you get the disease. I can’t become something like that. Please, take my gun. First sign that something is wrong, shoot me and stop me from killing others. I have enough blood on my hands.” He once again thrust his gun in her hands as his eyes pleaded with her to take it.
 
   Reluctantly, she took the gun and slipped it into the back of her jeans. “Okay. I promise to take this as a precaution. Now, let’s get out of here before it comes back.”
 
   Nodding, Cameron slowly climbed to his feet, and they ran out. Sara was done knocking on doors. She wanted to see if her uncle was okay and to get the hell off the island. Once they were a safe distance from the house though, she stopped and pulled out some peroxide and bandages to clean Cameron’s wound. “What the hell are you doing? We need to keep moving. I’m probably already a goner. No sense wasting time with me,” he yelled and tried to shove her forward. 
 
   “No, we don’t know that, but you will be a goner if that wound gets infected. Just let me take care of it, and then we can go to the docks. The longer you argue, the more danger we will be in,” she insisted stubbornly.
 
   Cameron relented, mumbling under his breath something about headstrong women that brought a smile to her face. If she could aggravate him that much, then he certainly still in control of his senses. It gave her hope that everything would indeed be okay, that Cameron would make it and she would have at least one person to help her fight her way through this nightmare. As soon as she finished, she gave him a quick kiss on the cheek and stood up and started jogging again. “See that wasn’t so bad, was it? Now come on.”
 
   “You’re a remarkable and a strange woman. You heard for yourself what the government is doing. You know what is really happening and have even seen the consequences, yet you are still going when others would have went crazy. Plus, you’re showing compassion for someone who is most likely infected. How are you holding it all together so well,” he asked with amazement and respect evident in his voice.
 
   “What choice do I have? If I panic, then I’m done for. Besides, I’ve had to survive more than my share of crises in my life. Just add this to the list of crap that has come my way. I’m a survivor, and I intend to keep it that way.” She managed a brief smile as she picked up speed. She had the sensation of being watched, just a tingling on her neck, but seemed to know someone followed their every move, and she certainly did not want to find out who, or rather what, it might be.
 
   Soon enough, she came to her uncle’s house, a quick glance around back showed that his boat remained docked, and she allowed herself to relax just a little, knowing that the means to escape was so near. Now, she only prayed that her uncle was okay—and himself. Bracing herself mentally, she knocked on the door and waited. At first, she heard nothing, then she saw the pale blue of her uncle’s eyes peering warily out at her from a crack in the blinds. Once she saw recognition in those eyes, the door flew open, and her uncle nearly cracked her ribs in a hearty embrace. “Sara! Thank god! I’ve been so worried. I couldn’t get ahold of you. The bridge has been blown up, and that’s not even the worst of it. I was going to come to your side of the island, but some of my neighbors…” He trailed off and gestured down the street.
 
   Sara turned her head and saw two bodies in the middle of the road and a few more in a lawn. She gasped, but shook her head and recovered quickly. She needed to get used to seeing dead bodies, she supposed. There was no way that this epidemic would disappear anytime soon if the doctors didn’t even know what it was. She came back from her own thoughts when her uncle Mark started talking again. “I shot Mike and Lynn, but they…they are the ones who killed the others. Sara, I don’t even know how to say this, but they attacked the Martins, their friends! They attacked them and were eating them!” Her uncle looked as if he were going to be sick to his stomach. “I had no choice but to shoot them.”
 
   “I know. We found Mrs. Hennigan dead. Her granddaughter attacked and killed her. Let’s get inside, and we can explain everything as we get ready to leave.” She pushed her uncle inside and motioned Cameron in before shutting and locking the door.
 
   It wasn’t until she said “we” and motioned to Cameron that her uncle took any notice of the other man. “You’re part of the National Guard! You have to know what the hell is going on here! Why the hell did you guys blow up the bridge?”
 
   “Settle down, Uncle Mark. Cameron is with the National Guard, but they are not the ones who blew up the bridge exactly. If Cameron hadn’t thrown himself on me during the explosion, I might not be here right now. Start gathering anything that we could use on the boat, medical supplies, food, and clothes while I try to explain. Cameron told me all that he knows, and it’s a little hard to believe, but I think you will understand after what you witnessed firsthand.” She went on to explain everything that she and Cameron knew…about the virus, about the government response so far and how they were on their own, especially now that the virus seemed to have already spread to Key Largo itself while they gathered up various items.
 
   She’d left out the part where Cameron had been bitten and her promise to him, but it seemed he would not let that one go for he spoke up for the first time, “Sir, there is something else that you should know. I’ve been bitten, when we were checking on Sara’s neighbor. While the CDC was working under the presumption that this disease is airborne and has a quick incubation period, which I think we can all agree on after what we have seen here, that does not mean it cannot be contracted other ways. I have asked your niece, and now I ask you, if you see any signs at all that I am turning, shoot me. I do not wish to become a monster before I die.”
 
   “If this thing is airborne, why are we all seemingly okay,” Mark asked.
 
   Cameron shrugged. “Like any disease, some people have a natural immunity. Not everyone in Miami became infected, though it seemed a majority were. At least, that’s what I heard the members of the CDC saying. We could all be infected and just have a longer incubation period, who really knows. I personally think that we should all arm ourselves and be ready to put down anyone who seems to show signs of infection.”
 
   Mark nodded solemnly, but Sara still argued, “You expect me to shoot my uncle or for him to shoot me? No, I don’t think that I can do that. Uncle Mark is the only family I have left.”
 
   “I think this young man is right. If we turn into what our neighbors did, well then none of us will be around much longer anyways unless we put the diseased one down. And I must agree with Cameron here, I’d rather be shot in the head than turn into something that would attack you, or any other human being for that matter. I want to die with some dignity,” he said.   
 
   Reluctantly Sara nodded. “Fine, I suppose I see what you two are saying, but it’s just not something that I want to think about. There are three of us, that’s not great odds as it is. Do you think that there are others on the island who are immune like us? Others that we should take with us when we leave?”
 
   This time Mark shrugged. “One can assume there are others, but we would have to go door to door to find them and that is too risky. I don’t know how you two made it across the island without being attacked. I was scared to walk down the street.”
 
   “If there are others, they will probably head this way. You said most of the boats are on this side of the island, as well as the fuel station. This is the best means of escape, the non-infected will come to that conclusion as well I’m sure. But I don’t know if we should wait. If the government will blow up the one way of getting off the island by car, they will eventually think about destroying the boats. If they have any inkling that the virus is here, they will destroy every living thing on this island,” Cameron said, worry creasing his face.
 
   “You’re right. We need to get out of here as soon as possible.” Sara agreed.
 
   “And go where exactly?” Mark asked. “If the government is trying to contain this and keep it quiet at the same time, I don’t think that we will be welcome anywhere in the United States.”
 
   “Sara thinks we should head south. Caribbean, or further. Personally, I think South America. If we can find a way to reach it, it’s our best bet. The farther away we can get from here the better. Of course, if this thing cannot be contained, nowhere may be safe soon.” Sadness seeped back into Cameron’s voice.
 
   “Don’t make me slap you again. No more talk like that. If we are immune, others will be too. There will be doctors working on this day and night to find a cure. We just need to survive until they come up with one. I won’t have anymore self-defeating talk. We will do what we need to make it through each day. If we have to go to South America, we will go to South America. If we must go to the World Health Organization in Europe, we’ll go there. I don’t care if we have to go to Antarctica in order to live; we will do what we have to and not dwell on the bleakest possible outcomes. Do you understand me?” Sara snapped at Cameron, though she made sure her uncle listened too. She was scared shitless, but damn if she would let them talk about worst case scenarios all the time.
 
   Cameron actually smiled a little at her and shook his head. “You certainly are something; persistent and stubborn until the end. I have known drill sergeants less strict than you.” He turned to Mark. “Has she always been like this?”
 
   Mark laughed as well. “You have no idea. Drove her parents nuts as a child.”
 
   While the laughter sounded good, it also seemed strange and loud. They needed to get moving, and the sooner the better. Cameron seemed to be thinking along the same lines for, as his smile faded, he seemed more solider-like than ever. “Sara says that you have a boat. Is it fueled and ready to go? How much extra fuel do you think it will be possible for us to take with us? If we find other survivors, how many more would fit? What provisions can we easily get to and take? We need to be out to sea in less than an hour. We have no idea how long before the government finds out that the scourge is here and takes care of the island like they took care of the bridge. We need to be out of sight of the island before they come this way to check the conditions here. They will blow us out of the water if we are seen leaving the quarantined area.”
 
   Immediately, Mark went into his kitchen and began filling bags with food. As there were already bags by the backdoor that lead to the dock, Sara assumed that he’d been prepping to leave when they arrived. “Right, I have enough food and freshwater for the three of us to last a while. My boat is fueled and, if we use the sails more often than not, we can conserve fuel. If we can make it to some of the Caribbean islands, we can refuel there. Now, if we do happen to find other survivors, well, then things are going to get complicated real quick unless they have a boat and supplies of their own. My boat can only handle about five or six at the most.”
 
   Cameron nodded. “Well we need to get out of here and hope that others who are okay will do the same and follow our lead. Perhaps other survivors will leave once they hear one boat.”
 
   They worked quickly and quietly. Making sure that they had gathered everything of possible use before looking out towards the dock. It was only about twenty feet from Mark’s door to his boat, and nothing seemed to be moving. Just in case, they all checked their guns before quietly unlocking the door and stepping outside. They each grabbed supplies and rushed to the boat. The first trip went fine, and it looked like they were home free, but as they were rushing back with more supplies they all stopped as an inhuman, blood curdling scream pierced the air. Shrieking that could not possibly come from a person.
 
   Cameron’s training kicked in. He dropped the bag he had, pointing his weapon in the direction of the scream. “Get the boat loaded and ready to go. Now! I’ll cover us.”
 
   Mark was already on the boat, loosening the ties and getting the engine started. Sara threw her bags in and ran back and grabbed the ones Cameron dropped. Just as she stooped down and grabbed the bags, gun shots rang. She froze. Unable to stop herself, she looked in the direction that Cameron fired in. Coming down the rampart towards the dock were about a dozen or more of her former neighbors and friends, though they barely resembled humans the way that they moved disjointedly, a yellowish tint to their skin, some seemed to have lost teeth already and their clothes were soaked in blood, fresh and dried. A stench much like rotting fish reached her nose, and she felt the bile rise in her throat again. This time, she couldn’t contain it, and vomit hit the pavement before her. Cameron hit one in the head, its brains exploding as it went down. The others paused for a moment, seemingly frightened by the noise more than the death of their companion. In fact, one of the others dropped down on all fours and began ripping bits of flesh off its companion and eating it. Sara heaved again.
 
   Cameron grabbed one of his fallen bags, still firing shots at the creatures, hitting one with each bullet. He pushed her and yelled, “What the hell are you doing? Get on the boat! We have to get out of here!”
 
   Sara still stood frozen. All she could do was stare at the creatures that shambled inevitably closer and closer to them. How could people, human beings she’d known her whole life, have become animals in only a matter of hours? It just didn’t seem to make any sense. These were the people she’d been with at the bridge, people trying to escape, people who were in their right minds earlier in the day. She recognized Allan, her friend since high school. He had blood running down his front, his mouth filthy with what looked like flesh from another, and his ear had been ripped off by a different monster it appeared, pus and blood oozing down his side from the wound. Intellectually, she knew that she should be moving, getting away from this awful sight, from these beasts she once called friends; but her body simply wouldn’t respond. They came closer, their movements coming in jerking motions, some scrambling on all fours rather than walking upright.
 
   Cameron cursed behind her and grabbed her by the arm, dragging her towards the boat. Finally something clicked and she began moving of her own accord. She stumbled towards the boat, her stomach still queasy. Now that she was moving once more, Cameron let go of her and resumed firing at the hoard that kept getting nearer. The coppery smell of blood flooded the air. She threw the bags they’d both been carrying into the boat. Cameron kept firing shot after shot, but more of the infected kept coming as if the noise drew them to their location. 
 
   Sara practically fell in the boat, her legs not working properly at the moment. Mark immediately went to the controls, ready to gun the engine and get them out of there. As soon as they began pulling away, she yelled at Cameron, “Jump! You have to jump! You can’t shoot them all.”
 
   Cameron fired off a few more shots, glancing back to make sure that the boat was indeed pulling away from the dock. Just when she thought he had waited too long, he jumped, barely making it. Sara raced to help pull him in. “You crazy fool. I didn’t think you were going to make it.” She hugged him tight, surprising both of them at the depth of her worry.
 
   “I had to make sure that you and your uncle would safely make it away before I let the infected get any closer. There are so many, they could have overrun the boat.” As if to prove his point, the hoard reached the dock they had just vacated. So many were swarming that the ones in the front were being pushing into the water. For a moment, Sara panicked until she realized that these creatures, no matter who they were hours ago, were somewhat mindless and couldn’t swim. As more and more fell in the water and none seemed to resurface, she began to relax just a little. They were going to get away after all.
 
   Her Uncle Mark and Cameron, however, both still had grim looks on their faces. “That looked like most of the island coming our way. How can we be the only three people not infected? The odds do not seem to be in our favor.” Mark said, checking coordinates and busying himself seemingly to help block out the horror that they were living through.
 
   Cameron cleaned and reloaded his gun, “The odds were not this bad in Miami. The problem is that the infected tend to kill those who are not susceptible to the virus. There were likely other uninfected, but they are either hiding or have been killed. We cannot search for them, or we will be overrun and eaten. Maybe some of the survivors will be as lucky as us and get off the island as well.”
 
   “Lucky like us,” Sara whispered, a tear slipping down her face.
 
   None of them knew what to say to that. Sara and Mark both stared solemnly as the island they had called home all their lives began to disappear behind them. They traveled in silence for over an hour, each lost in their own thoughts. Cameron made sure their weapons were in order and that the ammunition had been distributed equally. Mark kept his eyes on the controls and the ocean before them, tears watering his cheeks as well. Sara felt useless, but spent her time sorting through what provisions they’d been able to bring. Thank god her uncle liked to sail and always kept prepared. She figured that if they were careful with their food, they had enough for the three of them for at least three weeks. Water might run out sooner, but she knew her uncle’s boat was fitted with a filtration system, so they could desalt the ocean water if it came to that. Fuel would be their main concern, depending on how far and how quickly they needed to get away.
 
   Just then, Uncle Mark called her out of her reverie. “Help me get this sail up, the wind is with us. No point in wasting gas. I’m pretty sure those things aren’t going to pursue us out here. They couldn’t remember to swim, let alone how to operate a boat.”
 
   Sara nodded and began helping. She looked over at Cameron. He didn’t seem to be much of a sailor, though he stood to help. He seemed to be moving slowly, as if in a dream. Sara feared that he was slipping back into some PSTD nightmare, but she kept quiet for now, hoping that he would once again return to himself. Mark seemed to be eyeing Cameron as well, wariness in his glances, probably thinking of the bite and their promises to the young soldier.
 
   Once the sails were up, they each went back to their respective silences. Mark said that they were making good time towards Jamaica. They were going around Cuba, where they didn’t expect much help. He had friends in Jamaica, and it was a good distance from the United States and hopefully from the blasted disease destroying Florida and beyond. Night began to fall, and she could see that Mark was tired. “Go, get some sleep. I can keep us on course for a few hours. You can’t stay awake for two days straight. Rest, please. You taught me to sail, so you can be sure I’m capable.”
 
   Mark wanted to argue, she could tell, but he nodded and went beneath anyways. She stared ahead, not able to see much of anything in the dark before her. The instruments told her that they were on track, but the nothingness before her gave her pause to wonder if anything would be different in Jamaica or if the horror of the infection would beat them there. Sure, they said they would go to South America, Europe, Africa, wherever they needed to go, but what if the virus or whatever it was always arrived there before them or right after? Doubt began seeping into her soul. For all her bravado, despair kept threatening to take over.
 
   “You’ve been awfully quiet since we set sail.” Cameron slipped up behind her, startling her though she tried her best to hide it.
 
   “Same could be said for you.” She smiled a sad smile at him. “I suppose we all need some time to adjust to what is happening, to the state of the world we now live in, time to grapple with the possible future.”
 
   “Yes, I guess you’re right.” Cameron grew quiet, staring off into the nothingness of the night as well. “I am starting to not feel quite right. My bite is infected at the very least. I fear that it is something far worse though. You remember what you promised me? You will follow through, won’t you?”
 
   Sara took her eyes off the controls and stared at her companion, someone she was fast considering a friend and basing a lot of hope on for getting through this ordeal. “I remember my promise, but I don’t think you are changing. You’re still aware and know what is going on. You are right, you have an infection. We will take care of that for you. Let’s change the bandages. We have some antibiotics in the medicine we managed to bring. It will be enough until we get to Jamaica and get you to a doctor.”
 
   Cameron stared at her with grief in his eyes. “Fine, but if I start to change, you must keep your word.  I will not become like those things back there. I’m sure you can understand that now. That is a fate worse than death. When I go, I still want to be me and not some mindless beast killing my friends and fellow human beings.”
 
   “Yes.” Sara nodded, understanding his position but still denying that she would have to ever honor her promise. No, Cameron would be fine. He would be fine. She kept repeating it to herself as if to make it true. “Here, just keep us on course and going straight. I’ll go get the medical supplies.” She quickly went below deck to get what she needed.
 
   “Is everything okay,” Mark asked as soon as she needed the cabin, clearly not able to sleep.
 
   “I need to change the bandage on Cameron’s wound. He thinks it’s becoming infected,” she said, not looking at her uncle to see his reaction.
 
   “Is he changing?” Mark sat up, his gun clutched in his hand as he must have been sleeping with it at the ready.
 
   “No. It’s just an infection of the wound. He’s not a monster or zombie or whatever those creatures are.” Sara made to leave, but her uncle stood up and grabbed her arm.
 
   “I know that you are growing fond of Cameron. He’s a good man, a good solider no doubt, but not only do we have to think of our own safety, we also made a promise to not let him become something less than human. If it comes to that, I will do it for you, but you cannot stop it if he is indeed infected.” Mark let her go, his hand still on his gun.
 
   “I know!” She snapped. Sara rushed back up on deck, not wanting to think about what her uncle had said. They were just three people, bonded together in this crazy new world, and she would not lose one of her companions. She would not. They would find a doctor in Jamaica and they would get Cameron healthy. Maybe it might even be safe in Jamaica, at least for now. She hardened her resolve. She would not let despair take ahold of her heart. They would survive, she knew they would, all of them. If a higher power existed, she sent out a prayer to keep them all safe and together in this ordeal.
 
   When she reached out to touch Cameron, he seemed feverish. She took off the bandage over his bite wound and almost gagged. It seemed to be more than infected, it looked as if the flesh there was already dead and rotting. A greenish-yellow pus seeped from the bite. The veins beneath his skin had hardened and turned black. The skin appeared to be greying before her very eyes. The smell of decay invaded her nose, and she needed to use all her will power not to vomit on him. What she saw couldn’t be true. It had only been a few hours since the attack. She tried to hide her queasiness and poured alcohol into the wound. 
 
   Cameron screamed in pain, shattering the silence of the night. He looked down at the bite himself. “It’s beyond any infection that I have ever seen. It is only a matter of time now.”
 
   “I am sure the antibiotics will help,” Sara insisted. 
 
   She jumped when she heard Mark speak. She hadn’t even heard him come up on deck. “You let me know when the time is right Cameron. We will honor our promise.”
 
   Cameron nodded solemnly while tears slipped down Sara’s cheeks once more, but she said nothing. She finished bandaging the wound, handed him some antibiotics, and then said, “I think I will go rest for a while.” Her sleep was fitful, nightmares of what she’d seen replayed in her mind. The images then changed to Cameron and Mark coming after her, nothing but bloodlust in their eyes, blood dripping from their teeth, all humanness gone from them. They reached her and ripped into her body, devouring chunks of her flesh while she still lived.  She awoke screaming, alone in the boat’s cabin. 
 
   Cameron rushed in. “Is everything alright?”
 
   “Yes, just a nightmare. Guess that should be expected after what we have been through.” Sara sat up, shaking her head to rid herself of the images of horror that still lingered in her mind’s eye. “How are you feeling?” She went to the man she considered her friend, a man she did not want to have to kill.
 
   “The pain is getting worse, but Mark is optimistic that we can make it to Jamaica before we must take action. We are making good time; the wind is with us. At least we have some luck on our side.” Cameron did not seem to share in her uncle’s optimism about his situation.
 
   Sara stood up and went to Cameron. “My uncle is one of the best sailors I know. He will get us to land in record time, and we’ll get you to a doctor. You just need to stay with us and not give up. You’re a solider, sworn to protect those in need, and there are going to be a lot of us in need with this hell that we are now in.”
 
   Cameron nodded, but she could see that he did not believe her in his eyes. He had given himself up for dead, and she did not know if she could ever get him back now. Deep inside, she finally began to admit that there might be no coming back for him. She’d seen the bite, the deadness around it, and the deadness that appeared to be spreading. Even if they reached Jamaica and a hospital, who out there would be equipped to deal with such an infection? Who knew if a cure for such a bite even existed? There certainly seemed to be nothing capable of stopping the airborne disease. At the very least Cameron would lose his arm, but what if it kept spreading?
 
   Pushing her fears aside, she went up on deck with Cameron. Her uncle nodded at her, but had nothing to say. What could one say in such a situation? The three of them sat in silence as the sun rose over the peaceful water. Out here on the ocean, one could almost believe that the world was at peace, that nothing terrible had taken hold of the world and destroyed reality as they knew it. One could almost feel happy staring out at the sea and its natural beauty. Almost.
 
   As the day wore on, Cameron felt worse. His fever began to spike, and the rot started to spread down his arm and up into his shoulder as well. They moved him below deck to try to make him comfortable, but soon his yells were echoing throughout the still sea.
 
   “We’re losing him,” Mark said matter of fact, his own sadness at the situation coming through in his tone.
 
   “But we’re almost to Jamaica. If we can hold out until we can get him to a doctor…” Sara trailed off, not even believing her own hope, yet unwilling to give it up either. “He may lose his arm, but…”
 
   “Sara, time to stop pretending. We’ve always lived in a harsh world, but this new world is even harsher. We have to do as we promised. We can’t let that young man in there suffer any more. I think the only reason he hasn’t said the word is because of you. He’s writhing in pain in order to keep you from agonizing over him in a different way. We need to keep our promise.” Mark became adamant.
 
   Deep down, Sara knew that her uncle was right, but the thought of shooting Cameron, even to put him out of his misery, felt wrong. She liked him. Hell, if they had met in other circumstance, she could have really liked him, maybe even in a romantic sort of way. He was such a decent man, and those were so hard to come by nowadays. Just then he screamed again, the sound wrenching at her heart. “You’re right. We can’t let him suffer like this.” She silently let her hope for him go, wiping a stray tear from her eyes.
 
   Steeling her nerves and her heart, Sara went down to check on Cameron. Her uncle made sure her gun was at the ready, just in case more than pain caused the screaming, in case Cameron had turned. The screams became deafening inside the small cabin. Cameron’s eyes were open, but he didn’t seem to be seeing anything in front of him. Tentatively, she walked to him and put her hand on his shoulder. 
 
   He jerked away from her touch, frightened and confused, but finally recognition seeped into his eyes. “Sara. The pain, it’s spreading. I feel as if my very blood is made of lava. I’m starting to lose my mind, I won’t be myself soon. I can’t last much longer.”
 
   She nodded. “I know. I came to tell you that Mark and I are willing to fulfill our promise to you whenever you say it is time.” A tear slid down her cheek again, unchecked. 
 
   Cameron raised a feverish hand to brush it away. “Let Mark do it. You are too kind of a soul to have to do something like this. Killing changes a person, and I don’t want that to happen to you. Thank you for keeping your promise though. I want to die while I am still me. I wish we could have met somewhere else, under different circumstances. You are the kind of woman I could have taken home to my mother.”
 
   Sara leaned in and kissed him softly on the lips. “I feel the same about you. I’m so sorry, Cameron.”
 
   He struggle to his feet, his movements labored and jerky. He reached for something on the small table and almost fell over. “If things ever get back to normal, and you can get back to the States, please try to get this to my mother. I want her to know what happened to me, to not have to wonder if I was lost in the hordes of monsters, if I had become one. Please, let her know that I died still resembling myself, the man she raised.”
 
   Sara nodded. “Of course.” She followed him on deck, watching him struggle to even walk. His time had indeed come, even if they made it to Jamaica and it was safe there, Cameron could not be saved. His body died around him, and she could tell only sheer will kept his brain from succumbing as well, and soon, that would happen no matter what.
 
   “You should go back in the cabin. You don’t need to see this Sara. I think I am still strong enough to do this myself. You and Mark do not have to become killers on my account, but I still don’t want you to see this.” Cameron’s voice came out labored as he tried to push her back down the stairs.
 
   “No, I want to be with you, so you are not alone. You saved my life twice back on the island. It’s the least that I can do.” Sara remained stubborn and came on deck with him.
 
   Mark agreed with Cameron though. “He won’t be alone. I’m here. And he’s right, this is not something that you need to put yourself through.”
 
   She ignored them both and followed Cameron to the back of the boat where he sat down and tried to get his gun out. His hand shook so badly that he struggle to get it free. Sara gently helped him and took the safety off. “You’re a good man, Cameron. Thank you for my life.” Tears flowed down both of their faces as she helped him place the gun. He gave her one last sad look and pulled the trigger, falling backwards into the water and disappearing forever.
 
   Mark came up behind her and pulled her into a hug. “That was a brave and kind thing you did. He was a good man, and he did what he had to. Just as we must from now on.”
 
   Sara nodded. The rest of the trip to Jamaica went by in a blur. She remembered nothing after Cameron’s death until Mark yelled that he saw land. Something inside of her woke up, and she knew she had to go on, for herself and for Cameron and all the others who had been lost. She could not give up and retreat into herself forever.
 
   When the docks came into sight, they were swarming with armed men as they approached, nothing like the laid back attitude that could usually be found here. News of what happened must be spreading. She just hoped that was all that was spreading.
 
   “We’re not infected,” Mark shouted when they were close enough. The men on the docks stared at them the closer the boat came and finally lowered their weapons.
 
   “You are Americans?” one man asked.
 
   “Yes, we escaped from Key Largo a couple of days ago. There’s an infection, it spread fast, and we were the only ones to not be infected and to escape that we know of.”
 
   “All news from America has stopped. We cannot contact anyone there, not even relatives. We knew something was going on, but not what. Come on land. Tell us everything,” one of the men said.
 
   And so it began. Jamaica became their home base as they tried to learn about what was happening in the United States, news trickled in slowly and the more they heard the more Sara knew they would have to move on sooner rather than later. The contagion was making its way towards them as news from other islands began to go dark. Would they have to run for the rest of their lives? She did not know, but she prepared for the unknown to come, she would survive, she knew she would and not make Cameron’s sacrifice for nothing.
 
   She refused to ever stray far from the boat. The time to flee again would come, she knew it would, and she would be ready. Mark seemed to think along the same lines. Then one day, they heard one of the police radios of the Jamaican officers stationed at the docks. “This is a Code Black. I repeat, this is a Code Black…” Sara ran full speed to the boat before she could hear any more. She knew firsthand what Code Black meant, and this time, it meant it was time to head further south. Rumors were being broadcast that a safe hold existed in Argentina, a place where uninfected were gathering and protecting themselves against the mindless hordes, a place where doctors were working on a cure. That was where they needed to be. Mark came running fast on her heels. They’d been preparing to leave, yet hoping they wouldn’t have to. Code Black, however, determined their lives now. Perhaps Argentina would hold some safety, at least for a while. Sara could feel her optimism rising and felt sure Cameron smiled down on her and shook his head, and that, in turn, made her smile. She still had hope to hold on to and that would keep her going until the end.
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