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IT WAS AN ORDINARY DAY UNTIL… 
 

It wasn’t supposed to happen this way…fuck it! I’d just taken 

the kids to the mall and my son and I ordered KFC while my twin 

girls had Japanese. So we were sitting there enjoying our food. Trust 

me when I say that it was good. That crunchy coating on the chicken  

I was gnawing on could have put me in damn KFC heaven. 

Suddenly, there I am suckling the last bit of the second piece of 

chicken, and a collective bunch of screaming starts happening right 

behind me.   

I have KFC grease dripping down my chin, and my hands are 

coated in it. I want to suck my fingers clean, but I have this pet peeve. 

Okay, I have a few of them. Hey, don’t judge me. If you get to be 

my age without so much as a single pet peeve, I will personally lick 

your feet. This particular pet peeve is about having any disruption 

during my KFC eating. I like to savour the flavours, take my time, 

and damn it, at the end, I like to suck my fingers dry.  So now I have 

to walk around, or in this case, I have to run with this shit all over 

my fucking fingers. Why? Because the world just filled up with 

fucking Zombies, or as I like to call them, Biters.  

Okay, anyways, back to the screaming. So here we are, sitting 

at the food court with at least four dozen others scattered around 

enjoying their meals as well. At least they were in this case. What 



happens? I’m getting to that, be patient – I’m a rambler. I go off 

subject a fair bit, like just now.   

Shit…where was I? Oh, I know. Okay, so we’re eating and then 

all this god forsaken screaming is going on behind me. See, I have 

my back to the escalators where a majority of the public comes down 

to get access to the food court. This isn’t your everyday happy 

screaming. Oh, Lord no! It is the shrill bloodcurdling shrieking. Just 

imagine being locked in a room with ten Siamangs going nuts, and 

then put that on surround sound, and wait for your fucking ears to 

bleed.   

By now, my twin eight year-old girls are screaming. My fifteen 

year-old son had his mouth wide open, and the terror in his eyes 

through his spectacles look magnified. I jolt my head around. Yeah, 

I regretted that one, talk about a pain in the neck. I brush a bit of 

flyaway hair off my forehead, smearing KFC greasy goodness, and 

briefly, I think about licking my fingers, but this time, I’m way too 

distracted.   

“Mummy, MUMMY, take us home!” Molly screeches as 

though she’s got her hair caught in the blender, again.   

My other daughter is now practically sitting on my lap, digging 

her nails into my arms and screaming in my ear.  

I don’t know whether to place her on the floor and ground her, 

or laugh, then cry. Yep, mothers around the world will tell you, there 

ain’t nothing pleasant about an 8 year old climbing on top of you, 



and digging their razor sharp nails in, all the while screaming right 

into your ear. It’s downright the most irritating part of parenting.  

Kids and fear do not go together well.  

Damn it! Off topic again. Anyways, back to it. Yeah, I know  

I’m easily distracted. Okay, so I finally turn my head around and 

what I see makes me unsure if I should be laughing, screaming, 

puking, or maybe all three. I could literally hear bones breaking. The 

entire damn floor was slick with insurmountable people’s guts, and 

torn off limbs. Hell, one girl I saw was walking around with half a 

face…and so much blood. The floor used to be white, but now it was 

dark red, with chunky shit everywhere. I swear it looked like the 

worst collective road kill you ever saw!   

I think I brought up my heart, then swallowed it again, and let 

me tell you, it didn’t taste pretty.  My head is pumping, my heart is 

thumping, yet I feel a mix of calm and determination. Truthfully, I 

was pissed that I had just had my last KFC ever! Yours too? Damn!   

Lucky for me, I was immune to blood and guts, well, mostly. 

Having been exposed to it at my job on a daily basis had made me 

less squeamish. I’m part of a clean-up crew that goes around 

cleaning up crime scenes. This, however, was like ten years’ worth 

of every damn crime poured into one place. It was the stench too. It 

was like stepping into rotten fish. My eyes stretch across the food 

court, and everywhere they look is disaster. That’s when reality 

starts finally sinking in. All jokes aside, my main priority now was 

to get my kids to safety.   



“MUMMY!!!” Emma screams over and over.   

“Alright, I’m thinking,” I scream back at her, not out of anger 

mind you. No, it was so I could be heard. So much screaming was 

going on, it was surprising anyone could hear anything.   

“MUMMY…MUM!” Both Emma and Molly screamed out in 

unison. A grotesque looking middle-aged man, with his scalp peeled 

back like the skin of a grape, was reaching for the kids. He was 

wearing gym shorts and a grey tee shirt that had holes in it with parts 

of his bones poking through. He just sort of stood with a swaying 

motion, more like twitching. He was fast, but thankfully, his 

outreached hands and gnashing of his teeth were caught by another 

sorry victim. A teenager got between my daughter and the scalpless-

wonder. He immediately sunk his teeth into the young girl’s 

shoulder tearing her skin and pulling it backwards to free it from her 

screaming body. Blood spurted out everywhere. Some even splashed 

on our table, saturating what was left of the kid’s meals.  

He went in for more of this teenager and we were helpless to help.   

His tongue was hanging out. Damn it! I swear it was literally 

swinging around like a fucking pendulum on crack. The drool 

pouring out the sides of his mouth made him look like a rabid dog.  

He went in a third time. By now, this poor girl’s arm looked as 

though she’d put it through an excavating mulcher. As he took a nose 

dive for more of her flesh, his drool slobbered in the air as he swung 



his head, and it splattered on the floor an inch from my shoes. It was 

the grossest thing I have ever seen. This shit was going down.  

It was happening right in front of me. It was so fast, I thought I had 

been standing there for hours watching. In reality, it was just a 

couple of minutes.    

I pulled my shit together, grabbed both the girls, and motioned 

for my son to follow me. We carefully passed the biters in quick 

succession, avoiding their outstretched arms. Did I mention that they 

made this horrific groaning? Well, they did. It was sick! I see my 

regular hairdressing salon in front, and pouring out of the shop 

entrance is my hairdresser. Another biter is chasing her. She falls 

down and I’m unable to help her. Fuck that! I wanted to help, but 

my kids came first.    

I run past with my screaming, tearful kids, and we go down a 

long stretch of corridor, rushing past the dead, the walking dead, and 

the body parts. Let us not forget the untold shops we pass in a blur. 

All my regular shopping boutiques are littered with the dying, or 

people jamming themselves in and getting eaten in the process, or 

being trampled on by others with the same idea. My mind is reeling. 

Shopping, it screams at me. Go shopping! I snap back into reality 

once more, and continue dragging the kids towards the other 

escalator. I must attempt to get to my car. Fuck knows why, but it 

was all that I could think of at the time.    



Half the time, I was running and almost tripping. So many 

bodies littered the floor that it looked like a human dump pile. I 

couldn’t believe my kids were witnessing all of this. You, yes, I am 

talking to you. Do you have any idea how hard it is to run with three 

kids?  Two of which are relying strictly on your guidance. The other 

almost tripping over your feet as he becomes very unsure of where 

to go. Well, picture it.   

Everyone’s almost tripping over each other. People bump into 

one another, you slip on spilled blood, and you try not to lose grip 

of your kids with hundreds of others all going in the damn opposite 

direction.   

A thought entered my mind, ‘Why hadn’t we turned into those 

things?’ We must have been immune, somehow. Or would it hit us 

later? God only knows. All I know is the question started bugging 

the hell out of me. Oh, well, no time to ponder on that now.  

“Damn it, Mum, which way?” Jayce squeals, sounding more 

like a girl than I wanted to admit, though he did achieve his goal, 

which was to bring me back to reality.  

“The car.”   

We race up the escalator, or trust me, attempted it. You see, not 

only were my lungs heaving, but also we were fighting against the 

tide of living and the dead walking. Hot breath brushed past my body 

so often that the hairs on my arms and neck remained in erect 

prickles. We bypass the many arms trying their hardest to grab at us. 



Bodies go tumbling down the escalator like human bowling pins. 

Part of me wanted to help them, but the maternal part of me wanted 

to get my kids out and to safety. I had no choice but to ignore them 

and get the hell out of there.  

“Fuck off!” I would scream at them, cursing the biters and idiot 

humans who almost toppled on top of us more than once. It was utter 

mayhem.  Everyone left alive was hysterical and all doing the same 

thing, trying to get out. You can bet, I wasn’t about to let any vermin 

near my kids. I pushed through and kept on going in spite of my 

overtaxed lungs. Just as we made it to the top of the escalator, with 

the amount of bodies that had fallen and had been bitten, a damn 

waterfall of blood started pouring down. It was a fucking blood-fall. 

You ever go slip-n-sliding before? Let me tell you, it is like trying 

to walk on black ice. Slippery as fuck! Crap, there I go off track, 

again. Somehow, we made it to the exit doors.  

We get out of the mall and are at the opposite end to where I had 

parked the car. A few people also made it out and the biters instantly 

attacked them. There is nothing worse than being witness to bodies 

being disembowelled right in front of you. We rush along the 

pavement, avoiding out of control cars and biters, which seemed by 

now to own the damn car park.   

Regardless of which way you looked, the biters were there. 

Some were even stuck in their cars. Okay, I admit that I did have a 

giggle when I saw them smashing their hands and faces trying to 



find a way out. Come on, admit it; you would have found that 

amusing as well.  

We are all gasping for air. After all, running to avoid death is 

exhausting.  

Finally, my car is now within sight.  Suddenly, my damn throat 

drops into my lungs and my heart leaps like a jack-in-the box. A 

fucking biter grabs Jayce’s leg. Could the hairs on my arms get any 

pricklier? Did you know that goose bumps actually hurt?   

“Let him go, YOU FUCK!”  

I dropped the girl’s hands, who desperately tried to re-grab 

mine. I had to ignore them for now. Trust me, when I tell you that it 

is not easy. Two little girls can be as strong and demanding as a pair 

of wild apes. They are pounding on my legs, clawing at me, 

screaming to have me carry them, and begging me to keep going. 

Then they start crying out of control when they see their brother in 

trouble. I had no choice but to push them away, and go for the bitch 

who was about to eat my son.  

I went straight for the hair of this woman biter that had her 

mouth open and only inches from my son’s thigh. Her mouth was 

half missing. Seriously, half fucking missing. You could see every 

tooth, well, the ones that hadn’t been left behind in the bones of the 

poor suckers who were caught in the bitch’s mouth. “Bastards!” I 

hiss, as I turn into the mother bear of all damn mothers!  



“GET TO THE CAR…NOW!” I demand to the girls. They 

looked lost and unsure. “I SAID GO… NOW!”   

I yanked the woman’s hair so hard that her head popped like a 

champagne cork. It was just enough leverage for my son to escape 

her clutches. He didn’t need to be told to run. He ran, catching up to 

his sisters, grabbed their little tiny, sweaty hands, and led them to 

the car. He took a look back and saw me kicking the woman.  

Truthfully, I couldn’t stop. I didn’t want to stop. I was really pissed 

off. How would you feel if you had some psycho dead thing trying 

to eat your son?  

It was as if the insides of her body were replaced with mushy 

mashed potatoes. She was slippery and soft when I kicked. I heard 

no bones. NO BREAKING BONES. My foot would almost sink into 

her blackened flesh and bounce backwards, not doing any visible 

damage. I could hear things inside of her with each kick. Her body 

sounded like a thick shake being shaken in a steel cup.  

“NO ONE TOUCHES MY KIDS…YOU FUCKING BITCH!”  

It was pointless cursing at her. It wasn’t like she understood me.  

“MUM, come on. Let us in the car!” begged Jayce.   

I stopped kicking the woman who was still trying to reach up 

and grab me. I couldn’t tear my eyes from her missing flesh. Parts 

of her arms had loose skin just flapping about with gaping wide deep 

holes. The holes were deep enough to see the gray, whitish bone that 

looked as though the marrow had been replaced with ice cream. She 



wanted my flesh, but by all that is holy, she wasn’t going to get it. I 

started to run off, then turned quickly and gave her another hard kick 

right in the head. I swear it caved in like a rotten watermelon. I then 

went toward the car, and damn it, two other biters came out of 

nowhere and grabbed hold of me.   

“Get to safety…GO…Go…Go! Try your father again.  

HIDE…RUN AND HIDE!” It was all I could get out before I felt 

teeth gnashing into my ankle, and another sinking his fangs into my 

right hip.  I could feel my damn skin being torn right through my 

shirt. I looked down and my blue shirt was now dark, so damn dark 

it was as if it had been tie-dyed.   

“SON OF A BITCH!” I shouted. That pain was un-

fuckingbelievable.  

“STOP!” I cried out even louder.  

Yeah, come on Rose, as if a simple word would suffice. ‘Get 

yourself up and fight,’ I heard myself saying, before glancing up and 

seeing my kids hadn’t obeyed me. They stood there with their little 

mouths screaming holy Sunday hell.  I couldn’t let the biters eat my 

kids. I kicked so hard that the one on my ankle ripped my skin with 

him as he went tumbling backwards. I was left with a gaping hole 

the size of two apples. He took muscle with it, and my veins. Oh 

God! They just sort of rubber-banded outward before snapping. 

When he finished chewing on my flesh, he stood to come back for 



more. Lucky for me, another human ran right in his path, and he sunk 

his teeth in that man’s neck as if he was eating a chop.    

Jesus, oh sweet Jesus, the blood was just gushing out and the 

pain was unbearable. Yet, I gritted my teeth and swung my hand on 

the man that was mincing my hip. I pulled at his tee-shirt until it 

pulled half way over his head, trapping him within himself.  

At that moment, I heard a crunching, sickening, wet sound. I 

knew the biter had a good chunk of my skin in its mouth, and 

suddenly he and I were playing tug-of-war.  I forced my body into a 

twisted arch, forcing myself off the damn thing. When I finally broke 

free, all I could see was this male biter with half his head covered in 

his own tee shirt chomping away on my flesh.   

He chewed it for a moment, then swallowed. He then made a 

grunting sound before searching for more of my skin. I practically 

leapt backwards a good three feet. I managed to stand up, with one 

hand on my hip trying to stop the excessive bleeding, and the other 

fishing in my bag for the car keys. I swear my lungs were on fire. 

The tightness of my ribs gripped around my heart. I felt as though a 

Vampire had his hands around my heart and was squeezing the life 

out of me slowly.  

I surprised myself. I made it to the car, got the kids in, and then 

myself. Everyone suddenly jumped and screamed, myself included. 

Another biter had smashed her way against the side of the passenger 



door. Emma and Molly wouldn’t stop screaming. Jayce sat in silence 

at first, then he let out a massive long, loud, piercing shriek.   

“Mum, get us the fuck out of here!”   

“Mum!”  

“Mum…Why are you laughing?”   

I couldn’t answer him through the tears of laughter. It was the 

first time I had ever heard him swear, and well, he just sounded way 

too young and clumsy. Of course, I have to give him credit for using 

the word in the grammatically approved way. Yes, I know, I’m off 

track again. Shit for bricks-my head is a mess, alright. Okay, so I get 

the car going, bowling over the biters as we leave the car park, albeit, 

not unscathed.  I sideswipe and smash right into multiple cars on the 

way out. I go through red lights and run over biters, barely missing 

panicked people running for their lives. It was worse than the 

Running of the Bulls in Spain.   

People were clambering over one another. Cars were playing 

smash-em-up-derby, and I really had doubts of making it home. My 

car. Jesus, my sweet, sweet car. It was bathed in intestinal juices, 

brain matter, blood, and guts. The occasional limb would hit it or get 

under the tyres causing a horrific judder with the shitty suspension 

in my car. We felt everything, and I mean EVERYTHING! By the 

time we get down our street, the stuff had spread across every inch 

of my car, looking like congealed custard. So gross!  



Finally, we get home. The kids race inside and I stumble in. 

Jayce locks everything up good and tight. He rushes around the 

house drawing the drapes and closing all the windows. My girls are 

checking me over. How ironic, right? I’m supposed to worry about 

them and here they were concerned for me. I must admit, I did look 

a terrifying mess.   

My hip had oozed out so much crimson liquid that it ran down 

my leg and my ankle was no better. I swear I could see the white bit 

of bone within my ankle. Damn, my hip and ankle looked like gooey 

shredded buckwheat.   

I grab the first aid kit and do my best to bandage myself up, 

keeping a brave face, so as not to panic the girls anymore. I told all 

three to go lock themselves in their rooms. Jayce’s job was to keep 

trying to reach his father. I hate it when I can’t get hold of him, and 

trust me, Steve is impossible to get hold of.  I start to feel queasy and 

very sleepy.  

“Mum, I still can’t get hold of Dad.”  

“Just keep trying,” I say through gritted teeth.  

Some hours passed. I had fallen asleep. I thought I was dead.  

Turns out, I was, but just didn’t know it yet. Everything was quiet. 

Even the screaming had stopped. The pain had stopped.  I smelled 

them. I knew fresh blood was somewhere in the house. I pulled 

myself into a stand and shuffled my feet across the carpeted lounge, 

eager for fresh meat. My legs were wobbling around the place and 



looked like jelly. Hell, if a gust of wind passed, I’d be flat on my 

back.   

I sniffed hard. My throat was making a guttural sound. Then I 

sniffed even harder as I drew closer to the delicious metallic smell 

of fresh meat and blood. Grunting loudly, I carry on towards the 

heavy aroma of blood. I was like the damned pied-piper, 

unstoppable.   

Moaning, I came to a door that I couldn’t open.  I just stared at 

it dumbfounded. I seem to have lost the ability or knowhow to do a 

simple task like open a door. I slam my body into it, acting as if the 

door isn’t there. I slam it harder and faster. Then I hear crying behind 

the door, then soft moaning. I stop slamming my body and listen for 

a moment.  

“Mummy, is that you?”  

  

The end.  

  

 


