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She stirred in the passenger’s seat next to him, her eyes closed for the moment. Sunlight                

radiated from her face, streaming in the windows. He grinned, taking in the sight of her smooth                 
features and dazzling eyes. 

There was nothing to see, out in the desert. Outside of their car was the blazing heat                 
and dusty winds, only the mountains far in the distance, sunshine cascading down them like a                
river and reflecting off the sand in blinding light. 

His hands gripped the wheel loosely, and then tight as they bounced over a pothole and                
he feared losing control of it for a moment. But the road continued straight, nobody else in sight,                  
and he relaxed again. Turning his head slightly to the side, he grinned at the girl sitting next to                   
him, her eyes still bright and black hair laying on her shoulders. 

“How much farther is it?” she asked nervously. 
“I don’t know. Not that far, babe, I’m sure.” He reached out and rubbed her leg in an                  

attempt at comfort. 
“It looks pretty far,” she murmured.  
There was nothing quite so lonely as peering out in all directions, all the way to the                 

horizon, and seeing no one. The less humans around, the less you felt like one. 
“We can stop in a bit and grab some food from the trunk, if you’re hungry,” he said,                  

compassion leaking into his voice. “There’s still beef jerky, you know.” He grinned faintly, hoping               
to see a reaction from her. 

“Okay.” 
His face fell, and focused on the road again. 
“I’m sorry.” She ran a hand through her hair, the way he always found so enticing. “This                 

just feels weird. But we can’t go back, I know, I know. I don’t want to anyways. Dad would…                   
yeah.” 

Bringing up her father made the situation more tense, and she felt her skin crawl. It gave                 
a new sense of determination to get away from that place. Her home had become a hell, and                  
this was her only way out. 

“We’ll find somewhere and settle down,” he said quietly, reaching out and entwining his              
fingers with hers. “We can both get jobs at a McDonald’s or something, somewhere they’ll hire                
you under 18.” 

“And my dad won’t ever find us,” she grinned, gripping his hand. “We can grow up there,                 
and get married once we’re old enough.” 

He nodded, feeling a warm rush through his entire body despite the frigid air conditioner.               
After driving for four hours straight, he had to keep it on a full, freezing blast to stay awake. She                    
could have driven, but only had a permit. Not that any of this was legal, anyways. 

“When do we need to stop and refill the tank?” she asked, glancing at the seat behind                 
them. There were three small gas cans, and another two large ones. More than enough to make                 
it. 

“Not for awhile,” he answered, squinting as he thought. “Maybe two more hours.” 



“And we can take another break before then?” She winked, then buried her face in his                
hand, giggling. 

“You’re so cute.” He was beaming. “Yeah, we’ll break soon.” 
She leaned towards the window and caught her reflection in the rearview mirror. With a               

sigh, she reached up to touch her head. “It’s so weird having black hair.” 
“I don’t like mine this short either, but we had to. It’s harder to find us this way.” 
“Good thing you don’t have a credit card, yet,” she commented. “They can track those,               

right? When you buy stuff?” 
He nodded. “We’re alright as long as we keep your dad’s cash.” 
“How far south do you wanna go?” 
“That’s what she said,” he mumbled, a sly grin on his face. 
“Shut up.” She punched him gently. “God, you’re so annoying sometimes.” 
The car leapt up in the air over yet another pothole. It smashed back onto the ground                 

and began to rumble. In his hands, the steering wheel was jerking around, and he pressed                
slowly on the brakes, coming to a halt. 

“What was that?” she asked, face suddenly filled with terror. 
“Um…” He shook his head. “I don’t know. A flat?” 
They both climbed out at the same time, walking in a circle around the car as they                 

inspected each tire. There was indeed a flat, the front left tire having a large hole punched in it. 
“What did that? A rock?” 
He nodded. “I think so.” 
In unison, their eyes rose to meet each other. “You don’t have a spare, do you?” 
He took a deep breath. “No.” 
Nobody spoke. It was clear. Without saying another word, they opened the trunk and              

grabbed as much food and water as would fit into their two backpacks. They snatched the                
bundles of cash from the front seat, left the keys, and tied the two phone chargers around them                  
like necklaces. 

“How long will the food last?” he asked. 
They were standing on the edge of the road, facing one direction. There was nothing in                

sight either way. Neither phone was getting any kind of service, and there were no road maps to                  
be found. They had no compass, no way of knowing direction, and no idea where the nearest                 
town or city might lay. 

“I think we have… two weeks if we’re careful with it.” 
He nodded. The straps were already digging into his shoulders, but that was something              

to get used to now. He turned to see her brilliant, beautiful eyes locked onto his. Reaching out                  
one hand, he grabbed hers, and took the first step onto the sand. 

“Are you scared?” she asked. 
“I’ve been scared since we left your house earlier.” He shook his head, feeling sweat drip                

onto his ears. “Twelve hours ago, we were laying in your bed, waiting for your dad to come                  
home so I could sneak out the window. And now we’re alone. In a desert. I’m terrified, honestly.” 

“We can do this,” she said confidently. “We can do this,” she repeated with a little less                 
enthusiasm. “Right?” 

“We can do anything.” 



“I guess it’s time for us to grow up.” 
He brought her hand up, kissing the back of it. “I guess you’re right.” 
To their surprise, the journey wasn’t nearly as difficult as expected. By day, it was terribly                

hot, and they traveled with the bare minimum of clothes on. At night, the temperature dropped                
dramatically, and they curled up on the desert sand. There was a snake one morning, before                
the sun had risen. It crawled through the sand, barely visible in the moonlight. 

Holding her tight, he grabbed a large stick he’d picked up that very day and hopped up.                 
Swinging it down time and time again, he beat the snake into the ground, eventually smashing                
the life out of it. He turned to face her, his eyes glowing with crazy, and sat down. 

“Halfway gone,” she mumbled, gesturing at the food. 
“We’ll have to eat less,” he said, trying not to look at her already-crumbling body and dry                 

skin. “We can do this.” 
During the second week, she ran a fever for one day, terrifying him. They had no way of                  

stopping it, and the reality of death stared them in the face. The next morning it was gone, and                   
they made love that evening, beginning to understand just how serious the situation was. At any                
moment, their life could be snatched away by the cruel hand of fate, and there was no way to                   
avoid it. 

Somehow, someway, they survived into a third week. She could barely move her legs,              
and it got so bad that he began carrying her. On the 17th day since they left the main road, her                     
fever returned with a vengeance, worse than it had been before, draining the life from her                
slowly. Trying to fight through the heat and the weakness and the malnutrition, they saw a                
glimmer of hope in the distance in the form of houses. There seemed to be a small collection,                  
with a roughly marked road leading away from it in the opposite direction. 

“There’s something up there,” he said, his voice raspy and broken. 
“City?” she asked calmly. Her eyes were closed, her body limp, his arms straining to hold                

her, despite the dreadful state of her body. 
“Maybe a small town,” he answered, concentrating on the view up ahead. 
“Try it.” 
It took him another twenty minutes to reach the town, stumbling over the sand. He               

arrived in the shade of one house, feeling the scorching sun leave his sunburnt skin for a                 
moment and basked in the relief it brought. He saw joy break out on her face as well. Setting                   
her down in the sand, he wrapped an arm around her shoulder and led her forwards. 

“Try to walk,” he said, breathing heavily. “My arms are tired.” 
“I will.” She leaned her head against his shoulder. 
There were no people in sight, but that didn’t mean much. He brought her into the                

nearest house, finding the front door standing wide open. Inside, there wasn’t much to see. A                
simple refrigerator, a wobbly bed, and a broken television. 

“I’ve got a bad feeling,” he mumbled. 
She glanced up at him, eyes half-open. “What, babe?” 
“Nothing.” 
He set her gently on the bed, where she leaned back and pulled her feet under the                 

blankets. Leaning back, she took a deep breath and closed her eyes. “So tired…” 
“I’m gonna go look for food or water,” he said. “And see if I can find some help for you…” 



The entire town was empty. As he entered each house and found it void of all humans,                 
he realized that. Every cabinet was barren, lacking any food, and every refrigerator turned out               
the same. There wasn’t any sign of humans living there, only the scars they’d left behind in the                  
sand and their markings on the houses. 

After the final house, he bowed his head and returned to where she was laying. He                
entered with his head down, unable to cry from dehydration. She moaned in agony when he                
walked in, understanding the situation instantly. 

“Lay down,” she begged. “I’m not gonna make it. Please stay with me.” 
With a moment of hesitation, he crawled onto the bed, laying down closest to the edge.                

They faced each other, on their sides, and she smiled feebly, resting her forehead against his. 
“This isn’t what we signed up for,” he said, his voice cracking and body beginning to                

shake. “I just wanted to give you a better life. To get you away from your dad and his friends. I’m                     
so sorry. It’s not fair. It’s not-” 

“Shhhh.” She placed a finger to his lips. “Just breathe.” 
She wrapped one arm around his head, bringing him closer until their lips almost met.               

Closing her eyes, she continued to breathe, but fell asleep. He buried his head in her shoulder,                 
taking deep breaths and trying to compose himself. In the end, he too fell asleep. 

But only he would wake up. 


