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“She’s been bit! Jamie got bit!” they yell as they drag Jamie between them into the warehouse.  

My ears perk up at the sound of commotion, and I rise from where I was sitting in the corner and trot 

over to where they’re laying my human on the floor. 

“Jamie!” Nick, her mate, shouts, rushing to her as well. The rest of the group gathers around. 

“I’m okay Nick, really. It doesn''t even hurt that much,” she reassures him. 

“Where is it? Let me see,” he says. He’s trying to keep his voice calm, but I can sense his fear. 

Jamie lifts her shirt a little, revealing her stomach. On it, I can see a wound that is unmistakably from a 

bite, from the little rounded indents on the edge left from a human’s teeth. 

“We can’t amputate,” Jack mutters. 

“Oh Jamie…” Nick laments. The fear is now mixed with grief. 

“Honestly Nick, I feel fine. I wanted to walk back myself, but Sam and Jack insisted.” 

I approach her cautiously. Everyone seems to be making a big fuss over her, but she doesn''t seem to be 

seriously injured or ill. She smells like blood, sweat, dirt, and especially death, like the rest of them. The 

smell of death doesn''t seem to be coming directly from her, but from on her. The stench is 

overpowering these days. The bite radiates it, undoubtedly caused by a creature outside. 

Her eyes shift to me and soften. 

“Hey boy,” she says, reaching out to scratch my head. 

I lean forward and lick at her wound. Nick reaches forward and pushes me back. 

“No, Riley. We need to clean it. Someone, get alcohol and bandages,” he says determinedly. 

Abigail goes and grabs the first aid kit. They must be trying to clean Jamie’s wound, just like I was trying 

to do, if they’d let me help. While Abigail tends to Jamie, Jack takes Nick to the side. Their heated words 

reach my ears, even if I don’t understand them. 

“Nick, you know what happens when people get bit.” 

“No, Jack. I don’t want to hear it. She feels fine, she said so herself! We’re not putting her down, if that’s 

what you’re trying to say,” Nick says angrily. 

Nick and Jack are often at odds, most likely caused by the disparity in their temperament. 



“So, when the fever sets in and we start losing her, what do you propose we do? She’s a danger to the 

rest of the group. We can’t afford to lose anyone else,” Jack retaliates. 

“You talk about her like she’s dead! We’ll cross that bridge when we get there. For now, she’s fine, so 

we should try to make sure she stays that way,” with that, Nick walks back to Jamie, and leaves Jack 

looking annoyed. 

The next day, Sam wakes Nick at dawn. 

“Come on, we’re going on a supply run. We never got what we needed yesterday.” 

“I’m not leaving Jamie, and especially not with Jack,” Nick replies. 

“Jack is coming too. Jamie is asleep, and Abigail and the others are here to tend to her if anything 

happens. We need your help on this run Nick. Jamie needs food too,” she tells him. 

Nick hesitates for a moment, and then relents. 

“Fine. But we’re taking Riley. I need to come back in one piece, for Jamie,” he said. 

“I was going to suggest that. The one that got Jamie caught us by surprise. Nothing can sneak up on us 

with the dog.” 

I hear my name and look up. Nick comes over to me and scratches me on the head. 

“Come on, boy. We’re going for a walk.” 

I follow Nick, Sam, and Jack outside the warehouse we''ve been staying in. It’s so nice to feel the sun 

again. The road is empty, devoid of any beings. 

“Looks good for once,” Sam remarks, “We’ll get up the road as fast as we can. There’s a supermarket 

that hasn''t been picked clean yet. That’s our target.” 

They quickly take inventory of their ammo and weapons, and then we set off. I am a little nervous about 

leaving Jamie, but I know Nick wouldn''t abandon her. We’ll be back later, I’m sure. 

On the way to wherever we are going, there are a lot of houses. I can see people through the 

windows.They don’t seem normal, not like they were a few months ago. Now, they just seem… dead. 

The thick stench of decay that permeates the air comes from them. There doesn''t seem to be any on 

the road this time, unlike in the past when the humans have taken me out with them. They use their 

guns on them, getting them right in the head, or their knives if they’re close enough. I usually stay out of 

the way, because bites to the leg or arms don’t even slow them down. 

The road eventually leads to a highway. On the other side of the highway are a large parking lot, and 

some sort of store. The parking lot, however, is packed with people. Nick and the others stop, observing 

the sight before them. 



“So this is where all the zombies are. I knew the empty road was too good to be true.” Sam comments 

dryly. 

“There’s no way we can get through all of them…” Nick says, staring in horrified awe. 

“Where else can we go? We don’t have enough food to last the rest of the week,” Jack says. 

One of them emerges from behind a large garbage container at the edge of the parking lot. It’s heading 

straight for Jack. I bark warningly, as the humans don’t seem aware of the impending danger. 

“I don’t- look out!” Sam shouted, raising her gun. 

Jack spins around and shoots the approaching being in the head, not even hesitating. Sam curses. 

“That shot is going to attract every single zombie in the parking lot!” 

“Well what did you expect me to do? Let it get me? You had your gun raised too!” Jack shoots back. 

“I had it up as a precaution! You have a knife for situations like this, use it!” Sam hisses. 

“Stop arguing you two! We need to get out of here!” Nick interjects. 

All of us stop and turn to look at the parking lot. Most of the savages have turned in our direction and 

began shuffling this way. Some of them are already across the highway and are getting dangerously 

close. 

“Run!” Sam yells. 

The humans turn back the way they came and begin to sprint, I with them. While the strange people 

aren''t smart, they aren''t slow either. I can outrun them, but the humans can’t always do so. I don’t 

leave them behind though, because while Jamie is my human, I like Nick too, and I know Jamie does as 

well. The whole horde is on our tails at this point (or at least my tail), and they’re getting hazardously 

close. 

Suddenly, there’s a yell from behind me. I glance back to see Nick getting grabbed by one of the things. 

Sam turns around too, but Jack grabs her arm. 

“Nick!” Sam screams. 

“Come on, we can’t save him!” Jack pulls Sam, and, after another second of hesitation, she runs with 

him. 

As bad as I want to help Nick, every instinct in my body screams at me to run. I also know that Jamie is 

back at the warehouse, waiting for me. If I try to save Nick, chances are, I won’t return to her.  

They surround him, tearing at his flesh and biting him. I can smell his blood mixed with the odor of his 

attackers. He screams, attracting more people, and they''ve soon forgotten the other humans and me. 



Sam and Jack have already run away, and left me behind, but I know the way back. I turn and run to the 

warehouse. 

The humans let me in as I claw at the door. Jamie is lying on the ground, pallid and sweaty. She looks 

distressed, and I know they''ve told her about what happened to Nick. 

“Riley!” she shrieks when she sees me. 

I run over to her. She throws her arms around me, sobbing. 

“I thought they got you too…” she says weakly. 

The rest of the group is conversing quietly on the other side of the room, except Abigail, who is taking 

care of Jamie. 

“She’s sick. I knew it would happen. Next thing we know, she’s one of those things and this place is a 

slaughterhouse!” Jack says. 

“So you just want to kill her?” Sam asks, “Why don’t we wait a little longer to see if she gets better?” 

“We''ve seen this happen before. We keep them around, hoping for them to get better, and they never 

do. They never do. She’s going to die, and there’s nothing we can do to save her. We have to face the 

truth about this world we live in,” Jack says, “We should deal with it now before the situation gets 

worse. It’ll be easier now with Nick out of the way.” 

“How can you say that?” Sam exclaims, “We just lost a member of our group, and we’re losing another, 

and all you can think about is how convenient it is that Nick is out of the way? I can’t believe you. Who 

put you in charge?” 

“I’m just looking out for the group,” Jack replies solemnly. 

Sam looks ambivalent, and doesn''t say anything more. 

“We don’t have to put her down, if it makes you feel any better,” Jack says, “We can just leave her out 

there.” 

“That’s a death sentence in itself. I’m sure the entire horde that was following us will be on its way 

soon.” 

“There’s nothing we can do about that. We’ll bring her somewhere safer than the road. We can leave 

her to turn, and spare ourselves having to put her down ourselves,” he proposes. 

No one says anything for a while. 

“Someone has to tell her,” Sarah, an older woman states solemnly. 



The group turns to look in our direction. Jamie is getting worse by the minute. All that crying has drained 

her of what little energy she had left. She’s shivering violently, but hot to the touch and sweaty. Sarah 

gets up and sits by her. 

“Jamie, sweetie… Your bite…” she trails off. 

“I know,” Jamie whispers, “I’m dying.” 

Sarah nods. 

“We’re gonna take you outside, okay?”  

Jack picks up Jamie, and with Abigail’s help, they carry her outside the warehouse. I trail along behind 

them. They, accompanied by Sam and Sarah, begin to walk down the road, the direction opposite of the 

highway. We come upon a little trail leading into the bordering forest. We walk down it a bit, and then 

stop. 

“Is here okay?” Sarah asks gently. 

Jamie can’t speak, and only nods. 

Jack sets her down, curled up at the base of a tree. 

“Thank you,” she mouths, too weak to make a sound. 

“Goodbye, Jamie,” they tell her, and slowly turn and begin to walk back up the path. 

I let out a high pitched whine. They stop and look at me. 

“Come on boy,” Sam beckons me toward her. 

I growl and stay by Jamie. 

“He knows the way back,” Jack says quietly, and they leave. 

I go back to Jamie, curl up beside her, and rest my nose on her head. Finally, after the sun has set, she 

shifts. I move back a little bit. She stands up, unsteady. Her eyes are unfocused, and her breath is loud. 

She growls a bit, and begins to shuffle away, in the opposite direction of the warehouse. I know I can go 

back to the group. They''ve been nice to me, fed me scraps, and taken me for plenty of runs. I would be 

welcome there. But I don’t go back. I follow my human. 

I will follow my human until the end of the world. 

 


