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Going Zombie


The best thing Terry Crandall had done before he died was convert the den into a safe room. 
The house Terry and his newlywed, Kristy, had bought was a lucky find in an already old and run-down area like Medina. Located on a cul-de-sac, number seventeen was everything they had been looking for to start their new lives together and raise a family. It was to their delight that the house came with an extension on the back of the house which Terry would later use for his Game Nights with the boys: televised Aussie Rules football matches, Wimbledon and even the occasional cricket test match if he supplied enough beer.  
The den was a double whammy. The real estate agent had taken them below to show them the layout and Kristy instantly fell in love.
She leaned into her husband, who would be dead in seven short years, kissed him on the cheek and said, “This is the one.”
It was twelve months after they moved into the house, and three months after she told him she was expecting, did Terry begin work on the safe room. She had told him it wasn't necessary, that she didn't want to live in a prison, but with the spate of break-ins over the previous months, one of them just the next street over from theirs, he had insisted.
“If someone does break in and I'm not here I want you and Junior here,” pointing to Kristy's belly, “to have somewhere to hide and wait out the storm. And besides, if the apocalypse ever happens, it'll be useful for that as well.”
He had no idea how prophetic that would be.
#

Justin Crandall, Just to his friends and never Junior, which had been reserved for his Dad before he had died, grabbed the headset for his PS4, put it on his head and adjusted it so that it was comfortable. He positioned the mic so it hung just below his bottom lip and plunged into the ancient gray sofa he had found discarded on the verge a few blocks over the summer before.  The console hummed and vibrated silently as the game installed and got ready.
Justin was ready to kick ass, to splatter some brains and ready to cause some general mayhem.  This was going to be his day.  He could feel it.
For the last several weeks he had been playing an opponent who lived in Berlin, Massachusetts not Germany, on what he considered “ the greatest game in the world.”  Jungle Fever.
He had decided to dedicate every waking hour on dominating the game, learning every cheat and hack imaginable.  He wanted to upgrade his weaponry so his avatar was completely unstoppable but so far he had yet to reach his goal.
The Berlin native, twelve year-old Mickey, was proving to be a tougher opponent than he had expected.
“Connection made,” an electronic voice came said over the headset and Justin fist pumped the air as the double screen came to life and the game's logo flashed across the monitor.  
“Get ready to be served, butt monkey,” Justin called into the mic.  “You are toast.”
Mickey's voice came across through the headphones as if he were sitting right there in the same room instead of on the other side of the world, on a different continent altogether.  
“Good morning, Justin.  I take it you are in a good mood this morning?  Or is it night? I always forget the time difference.” 
Justin could tell that Mickey was grinning ear to ear, he could hear it in the kid's voice, but that didn't matter.  Justin knew that he was going to crush the kid, it was just a matter of time.
“The only time you should worry about, butt monkey, is the time of your funeral.  Because this is going to get messy.”
Justin pressed a few keys on his controller, the screen flashed through the several stages of the opening sequence of the game until he got to the main menu.
“Big words for such a little man,” Mickey taunted in his ear.  “Oh, say hi to your Mum for me.”
Justin swore and jammed his thumb down on the button which started the game and the screen changed to a split-level format where Justin could see his character and his vital statistics, machine gun in hand, stalking through the jungle, tracking his prey.  
“It is on, buddy. It is on like Donkey Kong.”
Ever since the Outbreak he had felt like a caged animal and this was one of the few times in his day that he felt truly alive and free. Very few people walked outside these days, at least in Medina. What anyone did outside of the Quarantine Zone was any body's guess. 
He could play Jungle Fever for hours on end, from sun up to sunset, if he was allowed but there was a matter of the head counts.  Over the last several weeks a small platoon of heavily armed soldiers would walk up and down the streets demanding to know the number of people under the roof and whether there were any females who had undergone the Metamorphosis.  The army could orchestrate this at any time, which, of late, seemed to be performed randomly and at any time of the day.  But that didn't change the fact that every second he spent away from the game was an extra second where he wasn't kicking butt or showing Mickey who the real boss was.
Over the next half hour they exchanged insults and rained down bullets upon each other.  Justin almost died a couple of times, once by machine gun fire and then another by a tossed hand grenade which he didn't see until it was almost too late.  Justin back pedaled his avatar out of the range of the hand grenade and an abandoned jeep exploded and flew into the air.
Justin laughed at the carnage and swiveled his character so that he could see Mickey's run through the jungle at full pelt.
“I've been catching the news lately,” Mickey said suddenly.  “They say a vaccine might be closer than everyone thinks.”
Justin jammed his fingers down on his controller and his machine run roared to life, destroying everything in its path.  Everything that was except for Mickey's avatar.  
“I hope you're not talking about what I think you are talking about,” Justin said, cursing himself for missing such an easy target.
One of the unspoken rules was that while they played Jungle Fever Mickey wasn’t to speak about the outside world or the Outbreak that had quarantined Medina from the rest of the world.  Mickey would abide by these rules most of the time.  
“No, no, of course not.  I'm just saying you might not be trapped there forever.  They're going to get you guys out of there.”
He had heard all these platitudes before, he had started to tire of them a long time ago.  For the last four months, even since the first outbreak and the Army had been placed into position, not one single person had left the suburb limits of Medina.  For some reason the virus, if that is what it was, had not spread any further than their own little hamlet.  
Secretly, Justin was glad that his father hadn't lived to see this.  That they had become prisoners in their own neighbourhood.  
Justin heard the door creak open, the room brightened slightly as the hallway light from the house invaded his space.
“You better not be coming down here, Josh,” Justin called, laying down some more fire, trying to paint little Mickey into a corner.
“I just wanna come down for a few minutes,” Justin's younger brother called back. “I can't spend too much time with her.  She's freaking me out.”
“That's your mother you're talking about.  And it's your turn.  I spent most of last night with her.”
There was silence from the staircase and Justin started to feel a little guilty.
“How's she doing?” he asked.	
“She's not talking and she's not getting any better.  The last time she went back to normal....but this time....” Josh left it hanging.
The Army was calling it the Metamorphosis.  
Four months earlier, at a hen's night, just three streets over from where they lived, the bride-to-be and two bride's maids became violently sick.  During an adult version of Pin the Tail on the Donkey they had started to vomit and become violent towards other people at the party, biting and scratching, clawing.  The three women, who had shown no symptoms of anything just hours earlier had quickly transformed into creatures that their friends had found unrecognizable.  Their skin changed a peculiar greyish colour, the veins in their necks became prominent and they snarled and grunted and moaned. Like animals.  Justin had read that they had moaned like mindless animals. They were subdued, a nice term for being knocked out, by their neighbours and the paramedics were called. They must have realized that something was not right immediately as the Army had been mobilized within the hour and a perimeter had been established within three.
The Metamorphosis never lasted long and within hours they were back to themselves, relatively speaking.  Kristy Crandall had already turned twice.  The first time lasted only six hours.  The second, a little over eighteen.  
Over the next week, dozens of victims were falling to this bizarre illness.  All of them in Medina, the sickness not going any further.  And only women.  
Justin placed his PS4 controller down on the lounge next to him and sat back.  His character on the screen stopped moving and then suddenly blew up in a rain of blood and guts.  Mickey crying a loud victorious whoop over the headset.  Justin dragged the headset off his head and threw it on the floor.
“This won't last forever, Josh,” he said, not believing his own words. 
He had said this countless of times since the quarantine had been established, and back then he had believed it.  But as the days turned into weeks and the weeks were turning into months he was becoming less sure of himself.  
Maybe it would never end, he thought to himself.  Maybe this was their life from now on.
There was a loud banging on the door.  Three heavy successive knocks caused the front door to vibrate on its hinges.
Justin sat up and spun around on the seat. Josh was standing at the






