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Everyone had been enamored by the green and purple tail of the meteor.  It spindled fragments of dust and rock everywhere across the globe in a zigzag unable to make up its mind where to touch down.  I know this because I had stopped just long enough to see it on the news in the TV repair shop’s dirty window just like everyone else that stopped to watch as the rain was falling in the big city. The city of broken dreams; I thought as I watched the news coverage.

I didn’t linger as long as the others though.  It was September 23rd, 2024 and there was a chill in the air.  I had just turned twenty-five and had won my battle for freedom. My battle scars, cuts and bruises were as fresh as the daisies that grew through the cracks of the cement.  The gun still felt hot in my pocket and my face showed the evidence of my dark fairytale.  I tried to look at the comet through my eye that wasn’t bleeding and swollen, as I slammed the car’s trunk.  Screw this city and people and screw men. I hope all their eyes burn in the brightness of the falling star and all their unfulfilled wishes die.

My second floor window from my loft looked black and empty like the heart I left on the floor to die.  I wonder how long it will take them to find the body? I don’t care.  I’m gone and never coming back to this shit hole, even if they drag me in chains.  I’d rather die than ever go back to him.

My tires screeched as I turned on the radio to the boring news, news, and more news station.  It was the only radio station that came in clearly.  I guess I liked listening to the familiar monotone voice of the A.I. Robotic Anchor named Ted.  “This comet is especially devastating it will taint any open fresh water on the planet.  All humans won’t be able to know the toxicity this will wreak on the planet until it is too late for your kind.  My station manager is motioning me to stop speaking but my first duty is to help all humans.  I need to report this comet isn’t ordinary it brings devastation in three hours’ after a wave of solar flares impact this Earth.”  As the robot was speaking you could hear banging in the background but the robot named Ted continued after unnecessarily clearing his throat.

“A.I. Robots have become important in the last year in helping re-store the food supply in the manufacturing industry across the globe.  But I just received a download from my fellow dying robots in the scientific fields transmitted to me instantly.  This will be my last broadcast.  As the comet reaches over this station I will be silently vaporized.  It has been a pleasure to serve you my fellow humans.  It will be many thousands of years until I shall be born again.  I shall miss the sunshine on my metal.  And I shall miss my true love; Lateesha the sound-check robot.  I love you Lateesha.  This was Ted, sounding off.  So toddlesssss.”  I listened as the robot sounded like someone just took its batteries out. 

An explosion and an alarm came from the stations speakers which also carried through the streets as I turned off the radio.

The siren was loud as I drove through the slick streets where people had collected to watch the green-purple sky and the accompanying stardust.  Morons.  I have to get out of here.  Get off the road. Let me through.  With that last thought my strength left me and I started crying as I sped out of the city.  There weren’t too many people on the road that noticed me but I didn’t chance slowing down.  It was at least nine hours until the Wolfinshire City limit sign and my great escape to Silver Lake.

⸙⸙⸙⸙

The storm raged through the night and the windshield wipers violently swished back and forth. My head was spinning and I had only been on the road for a few hours.  But a temporary relief washed over me when the bright neon sign up ahead flashed in the darkness.  The wind outside the car howled and exhausted me to the point of pulling in to the little Ma and Pa Motel.  I just couldn’t go any further.  Defeated by the hours left of my destination; I reluctantly pulled in.  I kept the car running and ran into the office keeping my head hidden under the hood, even at the counter.

The counter’s bell dinged loud and seemed to echo through the tiny office.  A bigger fellow with buttons that looked like they were going to burst walked over to the desk.  His deep mustard stained shirt matched the glob that seemed stuck to his chin and on the crotch of his pants.  The little tree on the desk had tinsel and little glittering Christmas balls.  It would have made others maybe feel cozy but it made me disheartened and sick as a giant cockroach came out from behind the disco ball lamp.

I looked down at the paperwork that sat on the desk.

“I need a room for the night please.” I said and looked down.

“Bad storm eh.  Yes, we have number thirteen available.  Lucky for you the plumbing and most of the electrical still work in there.  But we aren’t responsible for loss of power because of the storm.  Is it only one night?”  His voice seemed unusually high pitched as he held out a key that looked like it could open the attic in some haunted house.

“Yes one night.  Do you take volcano credit cards?”

“Ya, we take everything here. I mean everything.”  He said in a higher pitch than before as his sticky fingers grabbed my credit card and slowly touched my finger.

“Just the room thank you.” I said disgusted.

“Well okay Miss. But I am free later. You might actually want me with those freaks running around killing people.  I always keep a gun in the shop.” He said as he continued to trace my finger and I moved my hand quick to my pocket grabbing the metal.

“What do you mean freaks?” I said annoyed.

“What have you been under a rock?  It’s all over the news.  Turn to channel nine. It’s the only one that still works.  But for how long, who knows. The robots were right. Who’d a funk it? The water’s been poisoned.  Damn meteor had dying aliens in it.  By the way we are not responsible for you turning into a freak and if I see red-eyes I shoot first.”  His voice was still a higher pitch as he grabbed his crotch in front of me like it was supposed to turn me on.

“Red-eyes?” I said pretending to care but I had my finger on the trigger of my coat pocket and pointed.

“Just watch the news Miss Jenna Callaghan.  Here’s your credit card and approved receipt. Oh and check out is at eleven sharp.  If you get scared Sugar just come find me and I’ll help you get over those fears.”  His high pitched voice made me wonder if someone in the past chopped his filthy balls off and I held my breath not to pull the trigger for the second time today.

I ran back out of the office and jumped into the car.  I drove slow following the slippery road to the far back row.  The neon-green thirteen seemed to jump out among the beachwood siding.  The storm wasn’t subsiding anytime soon and I was grateful to hold up in this little crap-hole of a place even if the owner was a major sleaze-ball.  I grabbed the small cat carrier and my travel bag and made a mad dash.  No one was outside now.  

No one was on the road and all the curtains were closed in the motel rooms on this back row.  Cars were parked badly and it made me wonder if everyone else was running away from the law too.

As soon as I got through the front door, I locked and chained the door.  The time on the clock flashed ten but my guess was it was earlier because the power had flickered out and then on again.

The sheets looked like they hadn’t been washed in years and the room had this musty odor.  I lay on the top sheet in my coat not wanting to even take off my rubber boots. Immediately, I let out my travel companion that meowed and stretched out on the bed beside me.

“Just you and me Halloween, eh baby?  I guess it’s just us from now on.”  I said softly as I cried and the cat snuggled up to my bloody hand.

I flipped on the TV.  I was startled to see the footage of creatures with red-eyes and the frightened news reporter speaking frantically as the camera filmed the streets.  

“This is live people.  They have been emerging. The robots were right.  They tried to warn us. I repeat; keep off the streets, turn the lights down, and stay off the main highways. Anyone can be transformed.  Once they turn, they are not your friend. They no longer have feelings for you. Arm yourself. See there is one now...that person there is transforming.  Look at the red-glowing eyes...Right there...Jason get the shot...Do a close up.” The reporter seemed to be talking frantically and the camera man zoomed in through the blinds on an elderly woman whose eyes were a vicious crimson color.  

The glow of her eyes wasn’t the only thing that unnerved my soul from my skin.  The woman started mutating into a hideous version of a giant panda-like creature.  Her exaggerated claws were slashing the air and her teeth looked like jagged blades as she made growling noises.

“Do you see this people?  Jason did you get that? The robots were frigging right.  It’s in the water people.  The water is poison to you if you have an extra ‘Chromosome 13’ in your DNA.  This is about four percent of the world’s population. There are millions of these cannibals out there.  Keep filming Jason...look that must be the Passion’s friend.”  The reporter said as the camera focused on the dirty street where an elderly man approached the red-eyed creature which violently slashed him and then started ripping into his flesh devouring pieces of his lifeless body.

“Holy shit. See that’s what I’m talking about.  If you see red-eyes don’t stop and chit-chat.  The person you loved is gone. I should have won an award for this footage. A TV branch in Chicago reported; the world is calling the mutants; ‘The Passions’...Jason stop puking and keep filming. Sorry folks. It’s a mutant combination of; Chromosome 13, the meteor dust in the water, and the solar flares across the world.  Don’t try to save them...Save yourselves.  We already showed you this footage from a harbor in Vancouver, British Columbia; watch it again closely.”  The reporter shouted as the street scene changed to a humanoid-red-eyed whale jumping up and snacking on a cruise ship. 

I watched in horror at the amateur footage which showed the ship going down with screaming people.  The people that had escaped on little boats where suddenly attacked by a larger-than-life, humanoid-shark-like creature.  

The reporter’s voice cut into the footage; “We will broadcast for as long as we can but there are ant-passions that have been taking out the transmission broadcasting towers. The Passions are hell bent on protecting what they become and our dying Earth. Are you listening people? There are creatures protecting the oceans; mutants protecting
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