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Page Of Warning

I would like to take this time to say that this is NOT a book for small children. These stories are graphic with strong language & violence with some adult themes such as drug use & suggestive dialogue. They are not age appropriate for young audiences. Recommended for an older audience. That aside, feel free to read alone, read to friends during a Halloween Party, or at a camp out. These stories have a dark vision about zombies that I hope opens your mind to other terrifying theories.

This book is dedicated first & foremost to my kid, Riley Hayes, whose contribution of ideas helped this book happen. This is also dedicated to my husband, Joseph Carlson, for his ongoing love & support. To my family for allowing me to explore my hobbies, and lastly, any horror lovers in my hometown of Clearlake, CA & surrounding areas.  
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It’s a normal, sunny morning. The last day of school for Summer Vacation in 2025 in a quiet, rural community called Connie, CA. A very secluded lake town surrounded by other old neighborhoods. Everyone knows everyone and are always there for each other. We see a one story, two bedroom, blue house with a white door and luscious green lawn. Inside this house, a father and daughter are getting ready for their day before the weekend. The father is named Glenn; widowed, a professor at the local college. Brie; last day Sophomore at her high school, loner, but happy. She has short, curly, light brown hair, blue eyes, and is petite. Glenn is tall, with buzzed, blonde hair, and also blue eyes. Brie is getting ready for school when she suddenly feels sick. She begins to notice a fleeting red change in her eyes before returning back to their blue hue through her mirror while brushing her hair. Her stomach started to hurt and she ran into her bathroom to throw up. Glenn is drinking his second cup of coffee when Brie walks into the kitchen. Her face is sweaty from getting sick. She pleads with her dad to allow her to stay home. “Dad, I don’t feel so good. Can I please stay home?” Her dad sat down his cup of coffee and felt her forehead. He dismisses her request to stay home. “You’re fine. Grab your things and get to school. I have an important lecture to give today; I can’t take care of you.” Brie continues to plead. “Dad, please? I have no finals today. Plus, I’m sixteen, you don’t need to stay home with me.” Annoyed, Glenn grabs his book bag. “Brie, please. Just get ready for fucking school. I love you.” Glenn rushes out the front door. Brie goes to her room and grabs her backpack before walking out of the house to school. 

Brie and her father only live ten minutes from the high school, so Brie just walks to and from. While she may be a loner by choice, she has her select few friends she hangs out with before class every day. However, Brie, still feeling like shit, can’t hide her emotions. “You guys, I don’t feel so good. I need to go to the bathroom. I’ll see you guys in class.” Her friends, thinking nothing of it, tell her okay, and they continue their conversation. Brie hurries to the bathroom, locks herself in a stall, and begins to throw up. She projectiles a disgusting, foaming liquid. It looked like blood, but with the consistency of an animal with rabies. Brie finally stops. As she sat with her back against the stall door, she hears two girls walk in. She recognizes the voices as the bullies who give her shit every day for having a dead mother and distant, very uninterested father. Brie listens as the girls talk loudly among themselves. “Did you see Brie this morning? Oh my God, she looked like someone ran over her cat. Do you think that she even cares about her appearance? Like, why come to school at all?” This girl was the biggest bitch at the school. She doesn’t like anyone who hasn't either grown up with her or has dated her. And dating is a very nice term for what that statement actually means. Her name is Rachel. Long, red hair, green eyes, thin. Obvious cheerleader. Who even made it a rule that cheerleaders had to be such stuck up individuals? Is it an outfit thing? Social status thing? Rachel’s BBF (Best Bitch Friend), Nicole, was also an extremely heartless person. “She realizes what people here say about her, doesn’t she?” Nicole chimed in, then continued. “She thought because her mom worked here as a counselor that everyone was being kind? Fuck no, we were only kissing her mom’s ass. Counselors are always trying to make students be friends. Sorry and shit, but Brie was and still is a big baby.” Brie's eyes change color. She stands from the stall floor, opens the stall door, and approaches Nicole and Rachel. She projectiles all over their faces and clothes. The girls freak out. “You fucking loser! What the fuck is your problem?” Brie steps out of the bathroom, unphased. The girls feel sick and throw up on the floor before they walk out to see the school nurse. What unfolded was a bigger problem than anyone expected.

Back home, around 4PM, Brie’s father is watching the news. The main story happened to be her high school. As soon as Brie walked through the front door, Glenn quickly got off the couch. He turns and looks at Brie, who has blood on her from the vomit. She looks back at her father, confused. “Brie, what the fuck did you do?” Brie glances at the television and sees the news report. Camera crews and reporters show and tell the events. School staff, students, and parents had apparently thrown up on each other; the same stuff Brie had thrown up that morning. Everyone had then become violent. The cameramen video the scene from a far distance. The reports stated that the events shown were what had happened earlier that day. They said a couple of students went into the nurse’s office complaining about a student throwing up on them before the student left. The girls stated that after that they became sick and decided to talk to the school nurse. Not long after that interaction, what you see behind the news reporter unfolded quickly. The students, staff, and informed parents began killing each other in fits of rage. Soon, everyone at the high school had died. Police had stated that after a horrific phone call from one of the staff members, it encouraged officers to inform parents. They believe a virus is responsible. Brie heads out the door into the nearby woods. Glenn calls the number the reporters advised viewers to call if they had any information about the day’s event. After several rings, someone on the other end picks up. “Thank you for calling Disease Control, who am I speaking with?” Glenn hesitates, but gives his name. “My name is Glenn Richards. I believe my daughter is responsible for today’s massacre.” The woman on the other end grabs a note pad and pen for his information. “Glenn, where do you live? It is important that we quarantine your daughter.” Glenn gives the house number and street. “We will send someone there now. Stay put.” She hangs up and so does Glenn. About an hour later, a group of men dressed in white, anti contamination suits show up at the front door. Glenn allows the gentlemen in the house and they begin to run tests everywhere. A woman then walks in wearing a black dress and suit jacket. She walks up to Glenn and asks him a series of questions. “So, Mr. Richards, where is your daughter now?” Glenn, watching the men in white filter out every inch and corner of the house, answers. “I don’t know, Ma’am. She just left. As soon as I asked her what she did, she was gone.” The woman, being a bit skeptical, continues her questions. “Mmhm. What did the news say?” Glenn takes a deep breath and replies. “They said that it was some kind of virus. Everyone at my daughter’s school became infected. Then they started going crazy and killed each other. They’re all dead.” The woman looks at pictures of Glenn, his late wife, and Brie. “Did you witness anything?” Glenn shook his head. “By the time the reporters and authorities got to the school, everyone was already dead. They believe the virus made them kill each other. They can just say that based on what the bodies looked like; they had foam like blood around their mouths. They beat each other to death, no bites. They acted like they had contracted rabies.” The woman nods, continuing to look around. “Did your daughter exhibit any of those symptoms prior to going to school?” Glenn was a little confused. “Like what exactly?” The woman sat down on the couch. “Did she throw up on you or anything? She behaves violently?” Glenn shook his head. “No. She just complained about not feeling well. I thought nothing of it. She’s always had a weak immune system. Ever since birth.” The woman stands and brings up his wife.

“What about your wife?”

“What about my wife?”

“You’re widowed, correct? We did a background check on your family, Mr. Richards, after you called us. She died a few years ago, yes?”

“How is that relevant?” Glenn asks, clearly annoyed.

“Mr. Richards, we also accessed her medical records. Did you know she contracted retrovirus?”

“No, I did not. She never mentioned it.” Glenn replied, in disbelief. “She did, however, have an affair before Brie was even thought of. But she told me about it and we moved on. She left to be with some guy in Florida. I drank a lot. For her happiness, I let her have her fun. She came back a year later. We made up, 9 months later Brie came along.”

“I see. She transmitted the virus to your daughter. We can’t test on your wife, obviously. We need a new host. We need your daughter, Mr. Richards. Call authorities to begin a thorough search party. I will get a hold of the scientists at Disease Control.” The woman urged.

“Wait! What for?” Glenn asked.

“Your daughter has a mutated retrovirus strain from your wife. It’s caused by an HIV virus strain. It has been dormant and known to cause an outbreak like today. Without your daughter and proper testing, we can’t make a cure for the rest. She could become potentially dangerous. The virus is like rabies, but instead of biting to infect, the substance is thrown up and causes violent behavior. The outcome is death by violence. We can’t let her infect others.” The woman leaves her card on the coffee table and walks out the door. Everyone else remains and Glenn calls the authorities with the story.
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At dusk, police and Glenn conduct a search looking high and low for Brie. They hold stun guns and have the use of search and rescue dogs to track Brie’s footprints and scent using a shoe and an old stuffed animal Brie sometimes sleeps with for anxiety. The police officers call out to Brie, hoping she would come out of hiding or answer back. Glenn called out to her, too, in hopes a familiar voice would gain her trust. Brie is still running when she comes across a creek. She feels a little bit better now, compared to that morning. With the sun setting quickly in the distance, Brie tries to find somewhere to hide until morning. However, that moment is shortened when she hears the sound of search and rescue dogs. Then she heard the sound of her dad calling out to her. Brie began running through the knee deep creek to the other side. As she attempted to get away on a brush hidden trail, she was hit with a stun gun by one of the officers. They must’ve gone in groups throughout the proximity to cover more ground. Brie falls to the ground and the officer radios the other groups. “They found her, let’s go.” The sheriff says to Glenn and the others in the group. They all meet together at the creek where Brie was apprehended and discuss what to do next. “Obviously we get a hold of Disease Control. Tell them we have a girl.” A deputy said. He was clearly new to the force. The sheriff humbles him fast. “You being a smart ass, deputy?” The deputy shakes his head and bows his head in embarrassment. “That’s what I thought. But, yes, we call it Disease Control. Get the director on the phone. She said to call her if we found the girl.” Remember the woman in the beginning wearing all black questioning Glenn? Yes, she is the director of Disease Control.

“Hello? This is Director Camille Hosh.”

“Mrs. Hosh, this is Sheriff Fiennes with Connie Police. We are overlooking the case of Brie Richards. She’s the girl you wanted us to find.”

“Oh, yes. I assume you have found her otherwise you wouldn’t have called me, am I right?”

“Yes, Ma’am. We have her in our custody right now.”

“Good. I want you to bring her to Disease Control. I will be there in 30. The scientists there will be waiting for your arrival.”

The two hang up.

“Deputy, take Mr. Richards back to his house. The rest of you, go back to the station and write your reports  Officer Stevens, Officer Brody, you two come with me. You’ll be assisting me in taking Brie to Disease Control.”
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Disease Control is one of the largest companies with expertise in cures, vaccines, and medical research with various viruses. Most trusted with cases of virus and community control. The sheriff and two officers carry Brie up to the building entrance where a few scientists, along with Camille, were waiting for them. They then take her to a room and prep her. The officers leave with the sheriff and thank Camille for her assistance. On a slab in a quiet, cold room, Brie comes to find herself restrained and in a hospital gown. There are large windows and machines she was physically hooked to. There was a heart monitor and IVs. She tries her hardest to get free, but no luck in her favor. She is scared and paranoid. Brie was visibly shaken as anything could happen and she could not escape or save herself. Some time passes and some scientists walk in wearing surgical masks and pushing tables with various instruments on them. Pluckers, surgical knives, blood sample and biopsy containers, and even suctions. They check her vitals and ensure her restraints are tightly wrapped. Moments later, Camille walks through the entryway. Brie knows something is going to happen and the catch was revealed. “I know you are scared, Brie,” Camille started to say. She patted the top of Brie’s head. “But today you are going to help us with the reversal of your actions. And you will die. These tests would be brutal, but we cannot allow you to leave when we are finished here.” Brie begins crying and Camille instructs the scientists to begin the procedures. Without using or offering any anesthesia to poor Brie, the scientists begin. Through everything, Brie is conscience. The scientists probe, tear, cut, and drain. They do everything from skin tissue samples, blood samples, organ tissue testing, and even go as far as doing biopsies from her brain matter to test behavior. Brie experiences the most excruciating pain she has ever gone through her whole life. Here she is, a sixteen year – old kid, and these adults do procedures on her against her will because she was sick with a virus. After hours of testing, the scientists gather the samples they have already and see what the results would be for a possible cure. With no luck on a cure, the tests and procedures continued. Brie would scream and cry, but no one listened. How she’s managed to stay awake is amazing. The tests went from hours to days with no cure found. One late afternoon, a scientist finally cracked it. With many trials, the samples had a conclusion. Brie, barely conscious, feels herself shut down. Between all the blood loss, brain matter samples, and organ samples, Brie couldn’t keep awake anymore. For a cure, this was just inhumane. Why they couldn’t put her under to produce the answers they needed was highly questionable. Sure, the people alive will have a chance at survival now, but at what cost? The life of a kid? It is not justifiable.
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The next day, scientists produce the cure. Brie is holding on slowly. A scientist comes in to check her vitals. “This...is fucked. You know it.” Brie states, weak. The scientist looks at Brie before seeing her heartbeat monitor weaken slightly. Brie’s eyes change. “Well, it was you who supplied the answers. At least now, people won’t be killing each other anymore because of your virus. Think of it as a good thing.” The scientist leaves the room. Some time passes and a female scientist walks in with a syringe with a long needle attached. Brie sees it and freaks out. She struggles to keep the needle away. “Don’t worry, sweetheart, this will put you to sleep forever.” The woman says while shushing Brie. Brie's eyes change again and she throws up on the woman as the needle enters Brie’s arm. With the injection in her blood stream, Brie watches the woman lose her mind before closing her eyes for good. The other scientists are in pre celebration once the woman scientist reaches them, with one on the phone with the news stations. They all stand in fear as the woman projectiles on them before attacking them. Pretty soon, Disease Control is full of dead bodies and no vaccine for the public as their bulks had not yet been shipped out. What was once a success was a sudden failure.  

The following morning, Glenn is preparing for another lecture for his class. He starts to feel sick to his stomach, similar to how Brie felt just days before. He hurries to the bathroom and pukes up the same blood colored foam. Consequently, he ignores it and heads to the college anyway. On the television as Glenn walked out, the news was reporting on the success of the breakthrough cure for the virus. They announced that the cure was set to be
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