
Ness had crawled into bed for the night. The house was dark and quiet, but he still lay awake. His mother had gone down into town earlier in the day, and she still hadn’t returned. He wasn’t worried. Oh no, not Ness. He’d just lay her and make sure she got home okay. He would… stay… awake… 


Okay, maybe not. Soon enough, Ness found himself sitting upright out of a dead sleep to the noise of the front door opening. He lay back down when his mother’s voice drifted upstairs, “Ness?” she called in a harsh whisper, “Are you still awake? I’m home!”


“I’m up!” he called back, swinging his legs out from under his blankets. If he had taken the time to glance out his window he may have noticed the thick mist that was boiling along in a steady rush to meet his house. He didn’t look. Instead, he hurried out into the hall.


“Mom, do you need help with the groceries?” he called down the stairs. He only heard a grunted reply. Which he took to be a yes. 


Hurrying down the stairs, Ness’s feet took on a steady cadence that pounded through the house like a heartbeat. He swung himself up and over the last step, ending the beat with a thick thud of a noise when his stocking feet collided with the carpeting. 


He shivered and he glanced at the front door. It was sitting wide open and the breeze was wafting in. An oddly cool breeze for a summer night, but he didn’t consider it. Instead, he swung it shut before turning towards the kitchen.


“Mom, do you need help with the groceries?”


“Uh… Mhmm.” 


And so Ness bounded into the kitchen, rubbing the sleep from his eyes. His mother’s form was illuminated softly by the glow of the light in the refrigerator before which she was stooped. 


“Did you buy my PSIpuffs?” Ness inquired about his favorite sugar-laden cereal.


Ness’s mom turned, seemingly to answer him, and Ness stumbled backwards as his mouth fell agape. Her face was distended and the flesh around one eye socket had been ripped away. The eye there was punctured, and dripped an opaque substance that ran down her torn cheek in a slimy rivulet. Blood smeared her face and arms, and her lips were pulled back in a snarl as she dug bloodied teeth into her ‘groceries’. To Ness it looked quite like a human arm, but he couldn’t be sure. Rather than focusing on identifying the body part, Ness began to babble.


“M-mom? Mom? Mom?! Mom, what’s wrong?” 


The thing that had once been Ness’s mom slowly advanced on him, and he backed away from her at a speed to match her shambling steps.


The once-mom monster waved the bleeding mass of flesh in Ness’s direction, “Ness, I made your favorite! Your favorite, Ness!” as he backed away she grew increasingly furious, her clawed and broken brow furrowing and her voice growing more harsh, “NESS! NESS, IT’S YOUR FAVORITE!” she was practically shrieking now.


Ness fumbled backwards, tears flowing from his eyes as he gibbered. He felt his throat tighten, and then he retched. He couldn’t control it, and it spilled down his front and onto the floor. One foot stepped wrong, and he felt it slide out and up.


Ness’s feet shot out from under him and he landed on his back. His eyes veered away from his once-mother for a moment and they caught movement.  Looking back over his forehead, Ness screamed. A writhing mass of zombies were urging their way through his front door. Something that had previously been Pokey cried out, “We’re friends, Ness, right? The best of friends!” in a harsh, grinding voice. Ness struggled to sit up, and found that his body was paralyzed. 


A hand missing two fingers and stripped to the bone pulled him by the collar. He swung a fist up at it and it broke away. Now the undead were around him on all sides. Gaping mouths opened and closed, seeking and lusting for the taste of his flesh. As the crowd fell on him, Ness screamed one final time - a scream of pain, horror, and surprise. The last sounds he heard were the rending of his own flesh and the cries of his once-mother. 


“I MADE YOUR FAVORITE, NESS!”

