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Mark opened his eyes and looked at the clock. It was 9:00 am. Sighing, he sat up on the bed and smoothed back his shoulder length black hair. Although twenty-five years old and very handsome, he was sure he looked like a hot mess as was the usual every morning when he woke up. Taking up his cell phone, he looked at it to see if he had any missed calls or any missed messages. He could see he had both. And they were all from Richard. He yawned as he wondered why his man would be hassling him so early in the morning. Richard had already left for work since 6:00 am. What was so important that he couldn't tell him before he left for work? 

Instead of calling Richard back, he decided to scroll through the messages to see what they were about. He headed for the bathroom to relieve himself as he began to read the messages.

The first one read: Mark, pick up the damn phone. It's important.

Mark sighed and shook his head. I'll call you. Just let me pee first, he said to himself. He clicked on to the second message.

The second message read: There's something going on. People are going crazy out here. Just stay in the house. I'm trying to get back home as quickly as I can. But it's like a nightmare out here.

Mark's eyes widened. What the hell's going on? He clicked on to the third message.

The third message read: Whatever you do, don't leave the house. And make sure you keep the doors locked and the windows too. Don’t let anyone in. They could be infected. It seems there's some kind of virus out there that's making people get sick and violent.

The fourth message read: Mark, answer the damn phone. I'm worried. I'm sure you have the phone on silent. Please let it be on silent. Call me as soon as you read this.

There weren't any more messages. Mark dialed Richard's number. There was no ring tone. Fuck! He quickly relieved himself and headed downstairs to the living room. He had to check to make sure all the doors and windows were locked. When he walked to the front door and checked it, it was locked. He wanted to look outside to see what was going on. He walked slowly to the window and pulled the curtain slightly. When he peeped out, he saw the neighbors outside, and they were all acting normal. He began to wonder if Richard was playing a mean trick on him. 

Shaking his head, he still made sure all the windows were locked, and he also checked the back door. When he was done, he headed for the bathroom to brush his teeth and for a quick shower. After doing those things, he called Richard again, but still, there wasn't any ring tone. He doubted Richard would lie about something so important. Richard seemed serious from the messages he had sent him, and there had been at least twenty missed calls from him too.

He walked back to the living room to turn on the television set to see if there was any news about what Richard had said. When he turned on the TV, there was no reception. The TV just showed static. He scrunched his brow as he wondered what to do now. Since Richard had told him he shouldn't go outside, he decided he would stay inside and wait until Richard came home, or until Richard called him and told him otherwise. 

He left the TV on and headed for the kitchen. He was going to get something to eat. When he made it to the kitchen, he felt an urge to peep through the kitchen window to look at the neighbor's property. And he did just that. When he looked out, he couldn't see the neighbor’s car in the driveway. Normally, the neighbor and Richard left the same time to go to work. He contemplated calling the neighbor on the phone—Jeremy—but he knew Richard would get upset with him for doing that.

Richard normally got jealous when Mark spoke to anyone, may it be man or woman, boy or girl. Mark didn't like to get on Richard's bad side, so he always behaved himself. If Richard didn't want him talking to anyone, then he wasn't going to do it. And today, Richard didn't want him to leave the house, so he figured he was going to be cooped up until Richard came home. 

Mark sighed and walked to the refrigerator, taking out a box of cereal and milk. He put those things on the dining table, then took out a bowl and spoon from the cupboard. As he poured some cereal and milk into his bowl, he wondered if Richard was okay. He was beginning to get worried because Richard's phone wasn't ringing. If it was off, it would go straight to voicemail, but it wasn’t. Again, he contemplated calling Jeremy. He would know the cell phones weren’t working if he didn’t get through to Jeremy, but Mark didn't want to risk it. 

He sat down and began to eat his bowl of cereal. Taking out his phone from his pocket, he put it down on the table and stared at it. Dialing Richard's number again, he waited. Again, there was no ring tone. Damn it, Richard, answer the phone, he said to himself. Fuck! You're always making me worry about you. 

When Mark was done eating, he took his bowl to the sink and washed it. After doing so, he decided to go back to the living room to see if the television was working now. 

When he entered the living room, he heard three knocks on the door. Mark panicked. Recalling Richard warning him not to open the door for anyone, Mark wondered if he should ask who was it outside. He was curious to know who had knocked on his door. He stared at the door until there came another three knocks. Mark didn't even want to sigh. He had no idea what to do. 

“Mark, are you in there?” Jeremy asked. “Answer the fucking door, man!”

Mark's eyes widened. Just moments ago, he was considering calling the neighbor, Jeremy. But what was the man doing outside his door now? 

“Mark, are you in there, man?” Jeremy asked, getting impatient. He banged on the door a few times. “Look, I know you're in there. You don't go anywhere. You need to open the fucking door! There's trouble in the city, man. People are leaving here because we're too close to the city. They're going to wherever it's safe. Mark, you need to open the door. We have to leave this place. I'm willing to take you. I know your man left for work.” Jeremy paused. “Look, I don't know if he's even coming back. I saw him earlier on. It's a mess out there in the city. I saw Richard taking another route. I don't know where Richard is right now. He could be anywhere.”

Mark was beginning to panic now. What if Richard wasn’t coming back? He sighed, wondering what to do. He didn’t want to go with Jeremy, but he didn’t want to stay alone either. He figured he could either be a fool for Richard and stay alone, or be a fool for Jeremy and go with him. Either way, he figured his choices weren’t good. Before he could decide what to do, he heard some kind of commotion outside. People were arguing, then he heard a woman’s scream. Mark swallowed nervously, realizing that whatever mayhem was happening in the city was probably happening in his small town too.

Then he heard the sounds of keys jingling and realized that someone was opening his front door. It could only mean Richard. When the door opened, he saw Richard standing outside, looking like a mess. His normal neat, short black hair was spiked from whatever mayhem he had been through. His white shirt was soiled at certain places and so was his jeans. It looked like car grease on him, but Mark could only guess. 

Richard quickly entered the house, followed by Jeremy. Mark wondered why Jeremy had run into their house, but then he saw what the commotion outside was about. There were three men eating a woman right on his driveway. The woman seemed dead. Mark only managed to see a glimpse of the mayhem before Richard closed the door and locked it.

Richard walked over to Mark. “Are you all right? Did anyone hurt you?”

Mark shook his head. “No, I just woke up not too long ago, and then Jeremy was at the door, telling me we have to leave this town because we’re too close to the city. Richard, do we have to leave?”

Richard shook his head. “I don’t think we should
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