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Dead Friends Forever

By Tricia Arnold


Chapter 1 An Introduction to My Living Hell

Today’s initial message is similar to all the others I’ve posted.

My name is Brandy Wilder, and I’m trapped at River View Apartments. My address is: 2364 E. Hamilton Street, Apt. 3, Coldwell, Michigan. Please come right away. There is a zombie outside my door, so proceed with caution. If you can’t save me, please get in touch with my family members, the Brydens on River Road. Tell them to get a hold of my father, Jim. He lives on Lemon Road. Tell him I’m trapped, tell him I love him. Tell him I’m trying to be brave.

Every hour, I post everywhere I can think of. I’m chronicling my experiences in this document. When I’m done getting my thoughts typed out, I post the majority of them.

My avatar is like me, blue eyes and short reddish-blonde hair. I have a pretty face, but I’m carrying some extra pounds. It doesn’t slow me down, and I don’t care what people think about it. I like the way I look, or at least, I used to.

I want to reach out to someone, anyone, before the internet goes down. The practical side of me knows this is a human plague. There is no amount of planning or computing that will keep us online if we continue to drop like flies.

Ever since Zone 13 took over, my hometown of Coldwell, Michigan has been in a state of chaos. I’m typing this narrative on my new laptop not just because the power hasn’t gone out yet.

I’m typing it for myself so that I can put what I am going through into words. If I can’t have these moments to concentrate on my predicament, I don’t know what else I would do. Making a personal assessment is part of why I’m writing.

There is one possibility of what I could do, and that involves opening the door and facing my demons head on. The only reason I hesitate is because I’m not ready. No matter what’s been said about me being a little wild, I play it safe when it comes to my life.

I look at the situation from every perspective, analyzing every possible fact before choosing a course of action. Unfortunately, human (and now zombie) emotions don’t provide for the time I need to reflect, so I basically enforce what I call, ‘Brandy’s Thinking Time’ by not answering calls or the door. I want nothing to do with that door or what’s behind it.

The way I see it, only an idiot would be so ready to engage in an argument that’s escalated from bad to worse. That kind of stupidity leads to nothing but violence. As prepared as I try to be for when the shit hits the fan, this situation has caught me off guard. There is a crazed, flesh eating former friend out there who knows more than a zombie should.

If there is one chance in a hundred that someone is out there reading my posts, it’s worth me doing whatever it takes to live. Regardless of where you stand, this new world is nothing but violence and terror. Because of this reinforced door, I’m turning to Brandy’s Thinking Time before I tell you all about it.


Chapter 2

Day 1, 6:30 p.m.

Today represents day one of my survival ever since the Zone 13 (Z-13) epidemic hit Coldwell. This is my record of the events from my perspective, and since death is waiting for me just beyond my own door, I’m not holding anything back.

I’m not sure there will be anyone left to offend when this apocalypse ends, because I think that the damage is unstoppable at this point. Since I’m a survivor coping with the aftermath of what some mad scientists cooked up in their homemade labs in the name of getting stoned, I really don’t give a shit who likes my views.

Like I said, I’m staring death in the eye, and when you are forced to do that, there is no lying, posturing, politics or bullshit. Those dumbasses killed us all when they created something as monstrous as Zone 13.

I want to create something that provides a record of how this world went to shit along with my ten year, supposedly best friendship. If I don’t make it out of this apartment, I want what’s left of humanity to know about my last days.

There are some things I want to mention about the effects of Zone 13 on the people that smoked it. From what I’ve come to understand, Z-13 was a cool new way to get high in a supposedly legit way.

It claimed to be synthetic marijuana. It was sold in a clear package with a trendy logo displaying a ‘Z’ pointing towards the number thirteen. The masses were attracted to its allure.

There were teenagers seeking a hit of something more accessible than marijuana. It’s 2012, after all, and pot still is hard to find through legal channels. The lack of options caused a demand for something, anything.

There were forty-somethings accustomed to marijuana who wanted to try something new. A main selling point was that Z-13 was cheap, and you couldn’t go to jail.

In that regard, the marketing went well. Before the disaster, Z-13 bumper stickers and merchandise began to appear. The ‘Z’ was brightly rendered in wild colors like ultraviolet and hot pink.

The Z-13 logo is death because something happened during the manufacture of some of it, and a lot of people died while using it. As if this wasn’t bad enough, the dead didn’t stay dead.

Z-13 reanimated the victims within a couple of hours to commit violent, crazed acts of revenge. As I understand it, Z-13 turns people into zombie-like creatures with a brain that is about 80% fried. In the case of a zoner (slang for a Z-13 zombie), the lights don’t go completely out like you would expect from a reanimated corpse.

In their zombie afterlife, they maintain thoughts of anger and the components of Z-13 fuel their vengeance. Not only do they maintain a memory of their grudges, they act on them with violence. After killing the people that they hated the most when they were alive, the zombie in them continues to kill and eat.

When I found out about the Z-13 outbreak, I was looking at status updates when the browser froze. I hit F5, and waited.

When my browser refreshed the page, I saw crazed messages about people being violently attacked and bitten. My newsfeed was going crazy, so I turned on the radio.

There was an emergency broadcast warning everyone in Coldwell and the surrounding area to stay indoors. The warnings were unclear. Newscasters claimed that a group of deranged people were committing acts of murder after using Z-13.

I searched for some legitimate news, but received network error after network error. I added a new tab and went to my home page.

News stories flooded the page. The social networks told the true tale. There were headlines like, ‘Z-13 Victim Rises to Kill Ex-wife and Boyfriend’, ‘School Principal Victim of Mauling by Student Z-13 Casualties’, and last, but not least, ‘Zombies Taking Over’.

The worst local news headline concerned Coldwell. It read, ‘Deadly Virus Hits Coldwell, Victims Being Cremated Immediately in Undisclosed Locations’.

I understood this headline to mean that a cover-up was going on. One major social networking site went offline minutes later.

Still, the internet community was exploding with bizarre stories of the undead, and no corporation, person or power could keep a lid on it now.

Blood had been shed.


Chapter 3

I gave up on the browser and opened my social networking client. There, I found more frantic status updates.

I had more than two hundred and fifty online friends, so my newsfeed was flooded with frightening messages claiming the end of the world had arrived. There were pleas for the Lord to have mercy.

I don’t know if God was reading these messages or not. After skimming through them, I didn’t know if it was time to freak out, or take a serious look at my friend list.

In an instant, I knew these messages were not the acts of people suffering delusions. They were messages from people trying to survive.

Worse yet, some were farewells from those who knew they wouldn’t make it. As a rule, most of the people I friended were grounded in reality, or they wouldn’t have made it to my list.

I’ll never forget the horrific photos posted in those early hours of the tragedy. All I could do was panic as I viewed them. Either my friends were murderers, or they were excellent special effects artists.

Allen from Indiana posted a picture of a horrible bite on his hand. Uneasy as I am about blood, I almost vomited when I saw that another human had taken a bite out of him.

Tammy from Chicago walked into a blood splattered mess at her high school reunion. Thank goodness she was late. Tony from New Jersey snapped a picture with his cell phone of his wife trying to bite through the windshield of his car to get at him.

I remember exclaiming when I saw it, “Holy shit, this can’t be happening!”

I tried to scroll through the images and frantic posts, but they kept coming and coming. Then, I saw a blinking red number one appear in the browser tab indicating that I had a notification. When I passed the cursor over the message and clicked, I was notified that I had been tagged in a video by Carrie, one of my friends from high school. Of course, with everything going on, I clicked on it.

Carrie described the video as, ‘Brandy lock your doors NOW!!! Alicia’s a ZOMBIE and she’s coming to kill you!!!’

The mention of Alicia Cooper made me wonder. I hadn’t thought of her in at least a month. Never knowing Carrie to lie, I locked the door, using all of the deadbolts.

Then, I played the video, still hoping it was a sick joke or a prank. The video was about a minute of footage of what appeared to be Carrie’s back yard. Something unreal unfolded by her kids’ playhouse.

As the video focused on the area by the playhouse, the camera zoomed in on a pale, crazed woman smeared with blood. She was running back and forth, screaming in rage. Her blonde hair was matted and she had three layers of clothes that didn’t match.

Her jacket was half on and half off. It covered a pink, fuzzy housecoat. One of the ties straggled behind her in the dirt.

Underneath the housecoat was a dirty, satin fuchsia dress that was familiar to me, but all I could focus on was what she was going to do with the bat in her hand. Her bare legs looked pale to the point of appearing gray. Her arms were bruised as she swung the bat at the playhouse.

The woman was screaming my name over and over as she beat on the playhouse repeatedly. I watched in shock as the shutters fell from the cute, pink little plastic house. The woman laughed insanely as it collapsed. From the direction of Carrie’s house, I heard a little girl cry.

I wondered why the hell she was tormenting Carrie’s family. What did she want with me? As the camera recorded the bazaar events, I heard Carrie ask the woman if she was okay.

At the sound of her voice, the woman froze and dropped the bat. Her hands formed two fists and she began to tremble in fury. I heard crazed breathing.

Then, the man with the camera said, “Oh shit, you pissed her off Carrie.”

Next, I heard an inhuman screech as the woman tore at her hair. There is no sound I’ve ever heard that compares to the noise a zoner makes.

After flinging her jacket to the ground, the insane young woman raised her arms to the sky and screamed, “You tell Brandy I’m coming to kill her! That bitch ain’t leaving, not ever!”

The crazed woman in the video turned in their direction. Her nostrils flared, and she glared down her nose at the camera with feral malice. Although the moisture on the camera blocked some of the view, I knew that face well.

The sight of that frightfully contorted, yet familiar face made me jump out of my chair so fast it fell over. I watched her raise her hands out like she wanted to choke Carrie. I heard the man shout for her to run. After that, I heard Carrie scream for her daughter to get back in the house.

The camera went out of focus, and the video blurred. All I could see was the rushing colors of green grass, and the denim of somebody’s jeans.

Both Carrie and the man recording the video were fleeing. I heard more screams, and the rush of hurried footsteps. The door slammed, and I heard somebody lock the door.

I heard a child cry, “Mommy, what does that lady want?”

I heard Carrie tell her daughter in hushed tones to be quiet.


Chapter 4

It tore at my heartstrings when I heard the little girl sobbing in fear. For a moment, it was quiet, and then I heard the man speaking in low tones. Next, I heard a horrible moan that evolved into an ear piercing scream loud enough to rock the calm life of suburbia.

I heard labored breathing. Then, the man yelled to Carrie, “Call 911!”

After that, the cell phone fell to the floor, and the video ended. I had seen enough to cause my heart to pound.

I was shocked and disturbed, because I knew the attacker. The crazed woman beating on the playhouse in Carrie’s yard, and tormenting the suburbs with her wild screaming; was no banshee. It was Alicia Cooper, my former best friend of ten years.

I decided to get out of there as fast as I could. I was trying to find my keys, when I heard screaming in the hallway.

I looked at the time the video was posted. Although it was about five minutes ago, I suspected that it took some time for Carrie and her husband to calm down enough to post it.

If only Carrie had posted the video a minute earlier, I could have gotten away. I try not to use the word ‘if’ a lot, because it seems kind of pointless. Still, if I had another minute, I would have fled this place. I would have rushed to the parking lot with my keys in my hand.

One minute, and I wouldn’t be stuck in this cave of a studio apartment. If I had made it to my car, Alicia wouldn’t have trapped me here because I would have been on my way to my dad’s house outside of town. As it turned out, Alicia, the crazed zombie, made it to my front door before I could even think.

I suppose it’s best not to dwell on what could have been when you have a flesh eating monster outside your door.

“Die Brandy!” The rage in Alicia’s voice echoing down the hallway nearly froze my heart. It was horrible, and beyond any hope of reason. I heard wildly erratic footsteps coming my way.

To my horror, the doorknob began to jiggle back and forth as she tried to turn it. Then, I heard the unmistakable thud of someone trying to push the door in.

Fortunately, the door performed well. I had the maintenance guy install it a month ago when I decided I didn’t want to be Alicia Cooper’s friend any more. Mutual friends were telling me she was close to rock bottom. Her boyfriend Carl was screwing around on her again, this time with an exotic dancer.

She was either drunk or high all of the time. She trapped me by arriving unannounced when I didn’t pick up the phone. Sometimes, she stalked me until I was forced to deal with her.

As strange as it sounds, I was used to this routine. I thought I could handle it. I became so used to surrendering my time, that I thought this was normal.

Then, something changed. I noticed something different about her. She wanted more of me than I was willing to give. When she lashed out in anger, I worried about what would happen when I couldn’t fix her problems.

Who would she turn to if I failed?

Moving on with my life was more difficult than I suspected. By deciding that I wanted an extended break from Alicia, I invoked her fury and her undivided attention.
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