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Chapter 1 A
Study


"A scientific man ought to have no
wishes, no affections, - a mere heart of stone."

-Charles Darwin

 

 

By all accounts I am here to save humanity.  The humanity
that is thriving and will continue to thrive, the humanity that is
the next step in evolution no matter how vial it may appear,
technically, I am working to ensure the survival of the zombie
race.  

 

My name is Hector Martinez, I am forever thirty-two years old
and I am a scientist.  I am also a zombie.  I will
explain this later.  This was not always the case for me, but
well discuss that at a later time.  The first zombies were
reporting in England over fifty years ago, when I was merely two
years old.  Like all people who were raised during the zombie
uprising, I was led down two paths for a career choice: military or
medical.  I chose the medical path.  The women's purpose
was to ensure the survival of the human species by giving birth to
as many future soldiers, doctors and scientists as possible.
 Tend to the gardens and raise livestock.  

Each role was simple.  The military men were to ensure
protection from the zombies and to try to capture as many zombies
as necessary for us scientists.  Our roles as medical
scientists were split into three studies.  First: cause of the
zombie.  Second: Vaccine or cure from the "disease." Third:
Study their living habits.  We had, in a manner of speaking, a
small town that housed several hundred zombies.  I was part of
the third part of scientific research project.  Their
behaviors were one that amused me.

 

You may think it barbaric, but we had to feed the captive
zombies and the only thing the zombies ate were humans, thus we fed
them humans.  The people we fed them were already dying of
various other diseases or old age.  In this society, we also
got rid of those born with mental or physical defects, as they were
deemed useless and a burden to the society of humanity.  

The humans were generally placed in different locations.
 At times we'd give them primitive weapons (knives, spears) to
defend themselves as we also wished to see how the zombies defended
themselves.  We also wanted to see if the attack changed from
those armed to those unarmed, to the young and old, to the fit and
strong compared to the weak and feeble.  We also wanted to see
what the zombies did with their own dead.  It was all a matter
of scientific research at its bloodiest and most vile.

 

Here are some interesting test subjects: Babies.  We fed
babies to the zombies only three times.  Here is what was
observed.  The crying of the infants alerted the zombies to
the locations of the child.  The zombies would immediately
find the baby but would stop.  They did not eat the baby while
it lived.  This happened in all three experiments.  The
zombies would run, surround, and then ignore the child.  The
child would be consumed when it died of natural causes.  Even
then it was curious, as the only people that ate the babies were
the female zombies.  They did not do so savagely with a
methodical kindness and respect for the child that was not seen of
its other prey.  The women would slowly remove the arms and
legs of the child and would take a bite and pass the limb around
till it was no more.  They did the same with the remaining
body but did not touch the head of the baby.  This they left
intact and when all was consumed of the child would then bury the
child's head.  All three babies fed to them were buried in the
same location.

Teenagers were different.  When a teenager was fed to them
the men took the lead but the women zombies were also close at
hand.  The men would often try to circle and corner the
specimen.  Lunges were made and appeared to be done to coax
the food to go in a certain direction.  When the victim was in
a position with no escape a mad dash was made for them.  They
would bit and rip and tear into the victim with no remorse.
 Blood would flow and the desperate cries of the victim were
paid no attention.  The zombies did not clean up after
themselves and would leave the skeletal remains where they stood.
 There were also unusual cases as they chose at times not to
entirely consume the victim.  At times they would bite and
maim the victim only to walk away and allow the person to change to
a zombie.  The often chose those that appeared to be
physically strong.

The elderly or injured were also consumed with no remorse.
 Those that appeared helpless were treated as such.
 Those with weapons were treated as the teenage victims that
were healthy.  Guided to a destination were the flight or
fight is reduced to merely fight, then attacked.  

Groups of people were also driven to a point where they could no
longer run but here we noticed a difference as well.  The
zombies, while appearing to lack intellect were rather skilled
hunters.  Divide and conquer was their motto and the weapons
left behind by past victims we had armed were often used by them.
 Several zombies carried knives and others spears.  The
spears were often used to lunge in the middle of the groups that we
fed them causing the party to jump to either side. This caused the
split that the spearing zombie would soon occupy with other
knife-wielding zombies.  The party would now be split up into
two or more that the zombies could easier dispatch of.  

 

This behavior was shortly observed after the zombies started to
pick up and keep the weapons from their victims.  Here is how
it was first done: Five years ago a group of twenty individuals
were being fed to the zombies.  The group consisted of
elderly, cancer patients, and teenagers of varying mental illness.
 All of the victims were armed with knives.  

A group of approximately thirty zombies went to meet the group
head on.  Two parties took to the left and one party of
zombies took to the right. The ones that went to the left broke off
again having one party move in a wider circle to block off a rear
escape from the victims.  The ones that went to meet the
victim’s head on carried spears and knives.    Those with
the spears took the lead and ran to the group to catch them off
guard.  When they approached the group they lunged with the
spears into the middle of the group.  Upon further study it
was revealed that they were not aiming at anyone in particular.
 The purpose was to divide.  Once the victims lunged back
or to the left or right, ten zombies would occupy the space created
by the spear.  The remaining twenty zombies would split into
two further groups of ten going left and right.  The ten in
the middle would split up to smaller groups of three and turn left
and right, while a group of four would continue forward to get any
that lunged back instead of forward.  The victims, now divided
into smaller groups were more easily manageable and fell easier to
the zombie attack.  Soon the zombie parties that had split up
earlier arrived to cut off any possible escape from either sides
and the victims found themselves enclosed in circles of zombies
that were now armed carrying knives and spears.  The zombies
would then actively try to spear the victims taking careful aim.
 Often going for the legs to cripple the victims.  Once
the person was crippled they took advantage of the reactions shown
by most of the other victims.  This natural reaction in humans
was a downfall that worked almost every time for the zombies.
 They would pounce and stab with the knives once into the
flesh before dropping the weapons and biting down.  The
zombies often took one bite and retreated to the back allowing the
zombies behind them to get a bite and retreat.  This behavior
ensured that each got a fair share of human flesh and that any
fighting victim not be able to accurately aim a weapon at a zombie
that stayed in one place.  Once the victim could no longer
fight the zombies would assist in taking down the next victim.

Once all victims were dead or wounded beyond the point of
fighting back, they would then pounce with ferocity tearing and
ripping flesh and limb.  Gouging of the eyes and nose were a
common site.  The victims were consumed quickly and
efficiently.  The zombies did not clean up after themselves.
 They seemed not to care.  They never fought each other
or hunted each other.  If one was killed during a hunt they
tended to them.  They would carry and hide the body out of
site.  They did not leave a zombie behind.  It was
interesting to see how human they were.  How much smarter they
were than we expected them to be.  I took pleasure in watching
them.

 

I did not fear them for I wanted to be one of them.  In
time I would be for I would make it so. 










Chapter 2
Experimentation


"I love fools' experiments. I am
always making them." 

-Charles Darwin

 

 

Experimenting with feeding was always fun for me.  Although
it was never observed I was certain that they had to communicate by
some sort of means.  All signs pointed to some form of
communication but it was hard to see.  The way they hunted,
tended to the dead of their own, treated children fed to them,
showed some sort of order.  What that order was however,
remained a mystery.

 

The doctors and scientists toiled away; they tried to infect the
zombies with plagues, cancers aids, etc to no avail.  They
were not prone to any disease.  Studies of the blood that ran
through them yielded nothing as they lacked white and red blood
cells.  CT Scans however were of very important interest.
 Activity showed in all regions of the brain.  Every
region of the brain was active in the zombie.  The theories
thrown around for this ranged from them having no control over the
brain to a higher level of intellect and everything in between.
 I sided with the higher level of intellect.  I have
theorized that the zombie communicates by way of telepathy.
 This would explain the order in hunting, eating, and rituals
we have seen.  How they appear to move in unison and have a
plan of attack for large parties.  Others agreed with me while
others scoffed at the idea of telepathy.  I would be proven
correct in a study I conducted.

 

When the military had captured two more zombies for us I had
arranged for them to be kept in the same room for a period of two
days chained up and kept completely in the dark.  After the
two days they would be kept in neighboring soundproof walls for a
period of two weeks.  Zombie A would hear loud blaring music
and then be subject to electroshock every hour.  Zombie B
would be have the lights turned off and be fed an animal once a
day.  After a week the two zombies would have the opposite
treatment bestowed upon them.  It was noted that after three
days when zombie A had the lights turned off he began to salivate.
 His chains were loosened around his arms and legs and allowed
to roam around waiting for his food.  Zombie B would wince and
tense at the sound of loud music in anticipation for the
electroshock.  When the zombies were switched it was instantly
noted that when Zombie B had the lights go out he instantly
salivated.  Zombie A heard loud music and instantly tensed up
but was not shocked.  He remained tense even throwing his head
back anticipating pain.  In the other room in the dark as
Zombie B was eating he tilted his head towards Zombie A and dropped
his food.  Zombie A tilted his head towards Zombie B.
 They stayed that way until the music stopped.  When it
stopped Zombie B resumed to eat.  Zombie A stayed tense for a
while after and then relaxed.  Five minutes later he was
electro shocked.  Zombie B dropped his food at the same
instant and faced the wall towards Zombie A.  

 

The other scientists were baffled.  Here was my proof of a
form of telepathy in conversation between the two.  They were
talking to each other.  They were anticipating the pain
together and were shocked when it did not happen with the music.
 Some scientists and doctors remained skeptical but that was
to be expected.  It did not matter for I knew right then that
despite our apparent intellect over the zombies that they were the
next step in evolution.  They had no need for skyscrapers or
automobiles.  They had no care about money or property. We
lived in fear of them while they lived out in the open.  It
was us who cowered behind our large walls fortified with guns and
flamethrowers not them.  I looked at my fellow man with
contempt and disgrace.  We were a step down on the
evolutionary chain.  We took pride in our intellect and used
them for such trivial things.  They had the superior
intellect, it was obvious to me and I wished to join their ranks.
 This would be easier said then done.  I would have to
stage an accident.  I would have to get bit.  I would
have to get infected then ensure that I am not killed instantly.
 That was going to be the hardest part for I'd have to make
sure that both zombie and human didn't kill me.  

 

I knew what to do.  I know how to do it.  I succeeded.
 










Chapter 3
Change


"It is not the strongest of the
species that survives, nor the most intelligent that survives. It
is the one that is the most adaptable to change."  -Charles
Darwin 

 

 

As I stated when I first started out; I am forever thirty-two
years old.  Time does not exist to us zombies.  We rarely
think of time as it is of no concern to us.  If we were to
keep track of time I supposed I would now be well over two hundred
years old.  A lot has changed in the world since evolution
took this great leap forward.  

When I had made up my mind to become a zombie I instantly setup
a plan of action to make this happen.  I did not hesitate in
my thinking.  I had decided on a course of action that would
ensure my change to a zombie and ensure my survival.  I
demanded to have in my possession from the military a dozen new
zombies for experimentation.  I wanted them to be strong and
chained.  My experiment was to have them learn how to use
kitchen utensils.  I argued that since we have witness their
ability to use weapons effectively, they should be able to use a
fork and spoon efficiently.  They would be shown videos of
humans eating with forks and spoons continuously for 24 hours a
day.  They would then be hand fed by these utensils.
 Then finally set free to use the utensils and eat on their
own.   My theory was to see if zombies could be domesticated.
 Trained to work with us humans.  

The board approved my study.  I would hand feed the zombies
myself.  I would get "careless" on the last day and demand I
be locked in.  I would demand to be allowed to change, to be
studied as I am a scientist and would want my life as a zombie to
be documented.  

 

It took six months for me to get my twelve zombies.  I was
excited but knew I would have to be patient.  The first month
the zombies were to be fed as they normally are: but with animals
rather than humans.  All the while monitors would display
humans eating with kitchen utensils.  After a month of the
non-stop video exposure the zombies would be sedated and then
confined to chairs.  I would hand feed all twelve zombies with
two assistants.  I had initially wanted to do this by myself
but was over ruled and had to have two assistants.  This was a
little of a setback as it would force me to have to get infected
earlier than planned.  Not a big deal, but I would of
preferred to have waited to make it look like I got careless out of
comfort.  Now I have to try earlier in case they see me
getting careless and pull me away.  

The day of infection was a Thursday, that I remember, and at
lunchtime.  The zombies were being spoon fed be my and two
other assistants Mr. Romero and Mrs. Sarmiento.  I was in the
middle of the two of them.  Prior to the feeding I was in the
restroom.  I cut my finger and loosely bandaged it.  I
put on my latex gloves over the cut and loose bandage.  I
wanted the smell of fresh human blood to fill their nostrils.
 I was spoon-feeding the second zombie of my four.  This
was the one I wanted to bite me.  From my previous sessions he
had the most room to maneuver his neck.  He also had very
healthy and strong teeth and appeared to be the most aggressive.
 While giving him his second spoonful I sneezed and moved my
finger close to his mouth. I got the desired reaction I wanted from
the zombie and he took the opportunity and bit down hard on my
hand.  The pain was instant.  I screamed.

Mr. Romero and Mrs. Sarmiento both stood frozen eyes widened in
shock.  Mr. Romero moved first grabbing me by the waste and
pulling me away.  He looks at my hand and his eyes get even
wider. 

"You've been bit." he says.

"No." I say pretending to be shocked.

"I'm sorry.” he says. He goes to draw his gun with a shaking
hand.  We’re scientists, we may think up experiments designed
to kill but we are not the triggermen.  "I have to put you
down."

"Wait!" I yell.  "Don't shoot yet.  I donate myself to
science.  Study me! Learn from me!  You knew me as a
person, a colleague.  See my behavioral changes as a zombie.
 See if I retain any of my habits, tics, characteristics you
know of me! Learn what stays and what changes!"

His hand wavers on the gun.  He steadies it and before I
can make another argument I feel pain on my back.  Mrs.
Sarmiento had snuck up behind me and stuck me with a tranquilizer
on my back.  I go down instantly.  I hear her soft voice
drift up to me in the heavens as she says. "Secure his arms and
feet. Well honor his last wish as a professional courtesy.  As
a fellow scientist." 

 

 

Though I am drugged I can tell you what I am feeling and what I
know now to be true.  First, I get cold.  This causes me
to huddle up and bend over as if in pain.  I know now that the
reaction we see in those who start to change is not one of pain but
of coldness.  This is due to my blood dying inside me.
 My normal body temperature of ninety-eight degrees is now
well below that.  The average recorded temperature of a zombie
is 60 degrees.  Next I feel resurgence in strength.  A
great bold of energy so strong erupts my whole body causing my
muscles to flex and convulse.  I scream loud and long.
 The expected behavior or thought is that this was due to
pain.  It is not but rather the only way I feel I can release
this extra energy I have blown out my vocal cords.  Blood
pours out my mouth.  It is a dark red mass.  I have lost
my voice now.  As my blood is now cold and devoid of blood
cells, my skin color begins to get pale.  The blood soaks my
shirt and dries quickly.  My white smock is now red.  My
muscles remain tense and cause my body to appear doubled over.
 

Here is how I have changed in appearance.  Prior to being a
zombie I stood about six feet tall and weighed 190 pounds.  I
had green eyes and slight stubble across my tanned face.
 After changing my skin went from tan to a pale white color
with splotches of gray. My eyes that were green stayed the same but
the whites of my eyes became a dull gray color.  My stubble
across my face appeared to have thickened but this was mainly due
to my skin tightening across my body.  This also made my
usually well-manicured fingernails appear to be longer.  I am
technically still six feet tall but I appear now to be about five
feet eight as I hunch over slightly.  My right leg is buckled
inwards where I had an old knee injury.  This causes me to
know walk with a limp.  My voice is pretty much gone.  My
vocal cords were ruptured quite severely but I feel no pain in
them.  I can produce low-level grunts.  Yet here is the
most interesting part that I find. My mind remains intact.  I
can hear things I have never heard before.  I look around with
my zombie eyes, which appear far more focused than I recall.
 My sense of smell is also greatly heightened.  I can
smell everything strongly.  Right down to the type of metal
that is being used to limit my movements.  I hear a voice in
my head.  Not talking but in my head.

Welcome - it says.  

I try to respond but only produce a grunt.

Not with your mouth but with your mind. - A female
voice says to me.  The mouth is primitive form of
communication.

Hello - I respond and I hear in my head laughter.

Hello - in unison I hear a chorus of voices.

You came to free us. -

You came to release us. -

You came to help us take over. -

Yes. - I replied.  How do you
know?

No secrets. No lies - They responded in unison.

 

The voices were all speaking and I found I had no trouble
keeping up with the conversation.  I learned much.  There
is no lying in zombie life.  Flesh is used to sustain our
minds, which is now our greatest weapon.  They care not about
physical appearance and most physical feelings go away. I no longer
feel cold or pain in my knee.  Though I can touch and do feel,
it feels as if it is numbed by Novocain.  

 

The doors open and a live deer is brought into the room.
 It is a young deer.  The door is quickly closed.
 My chains are loosened. My mouth salivates.

They watch us all the time. They think they are learning
from us but we learn from them. We wanted to be caught.
- 

Instantly flashes are brought to my mind: plans, escape, take
over, and freeing those already inside.

Eat.  They want to watch, we need our strength.
 Eat with savagery.  Let them fear you.  - The
voices said.

I ate.

 

I lunged at the deer with a strength I did not know I possessed.
 The deer tried to run but it was limited as to where it could
go.  I landed on the young deer’s back and used my sharper
fingernails to dig into its back. The deer kicked but I barely felt
it. I used the chain on my left arm and roped it around the deer’s
neck. I pulled its head up and bit into the deer’s jugular.
 The blood warmed my body. I felt stronger as I drank and ate.
 I ripped at the flesh with my teeth. I turned my head
sideways quickly ripping out the deer’s throat and sending blood
everywhere.  I used my hands and ripped the deer apart from
the hole I had torn.  The blood oozed everywhere.  I ate
and drank more than I thought was possible.

No food goes to waste with us. It strengthens us and
replenishes us. Nothing is wasted. - The voices said.
 

I feel strong. - I responded.

We are strong. Stronger than them. You are correct. We are
evolution personified. - A voice responded. 

I can break these chains. - I said.

We all can. -

We were waiting for you - 

To show us the way - 

To lead us to freedom - 

To help mankind evolve with us - 

I looked at my fellow zombies and understood what needed to be
done.  

Tomorrow. We escape tomorrow. - I responded.

 

I know how to escape.  It wouldn't be hard. We had the
strength and we had the numbers. I knew the security procedures.
Becoming a zombie did not dull my brain.  It was heightened.
 We would penetrate the city from within.  We would
change as many of the humans as we could.  We would escape and
bring forth the rise of the zombie.










Chapter 4
Rise of the Zombie


"A moral being is one who is capable
of reflecting on his past actions and their motives - of approving
of some and disapproving of others."

-Charles Darwin

 

 

 

The very next day as a zombie I had planned our escape.  I
was with twelve other zombies.  We were all strong.  We
would escape during the first feeding time.  We were all
strong enough to break the chains that held us.  After escape
I could lead the zombies into three teams of four.  My team
would have five.  Through telepathy I could see what they
could see and transmit my thoughts to them as to where to go.
 It was an amazing way to communicate.  No words needed,
imagery, voices guidance on multiple aspects of the mind.  We
see with hundreds of eyes at once.  It is a marvel of human
evolution.  We would give this gift to as many as we could.
 Others we would eat to sustain and build up our strength.
 It would be feeding time soon.  Soon we would
escape. 

 

 

 

Approximately two hundred years ago Mr. Romero and Mrs.
Sarmiento watch me through closed circuitry.  They are
saddened by my infection but determined to carry on our work.
 Mrs. Sarmiento is the tougher of the two.  It was her
who decided to put in a physically deformed child to feed us.
 It was her curiosity to my first human victim that she wanted
to see.  She thought it would be curious to see how savage I
had become, as she knew me as a person.  Mr. Romero had at
first objected then stood down.  He understood the importance
of the experiment on me.  I know understood how pointless our
experiments were.  At approximately nine that morning, Mrs.
Sarmiento ordered the lights off, the door opened, and the child to
be fed to us.  To Mrs. Sarmiento and Mr. Romero the scene that
would soon unfold appeared to be chaotic, to us, it was going as
planned.  

 

 

 

The lights were darkened, door swung open and a child was thrown
hastily into the room.  At that point and time all of us ran
and charged the door.  Our chains broke free from our hands
and legs with ease.  The strongest of the zombies hit the door
shoulder first in waves of three.  It took three hits and the
door opened.  Once opened the zombie at the back went to the
child and bit largely into his back.  The child screamed in
pain but that was the only bite.  He would join us later.

We ran into the hallways.  Four went left being guided by
my knowledge of the tunnels and eight of us went to the right of
the complex.  The guards were called but were delayed, as Mr.
Romero and Mrs. Sarmiento were too astonished at what they had seen
to react quickly enough.  The group of four that went left
quickly caught up with the two guards that had thrown in the child.
 They ate one guard for strength, while biting the other one
to infect and include in the escape.  

The eight that were with me ran to the right and quickly came up
to a fork in the hallway. Four others and myself continued going
straight while the other four went left.  Those with me were
going to the control room where Mr. Romero and Mrs. Sarmiento were
watching in horror and starting lock down procedures.  We
quickly rammed the door and broke it down.  They had sounded
the alarm just moments afterwards.  The lights went red and
alarms blared. 

Mrs. Sarmiento went to the closet to retrieve a gun.  Mr.
Romero remained frozen in place.  Two of the zombies rushed
him, one tackling him low on his legs grabbing and biting his legs
eating him from the leg up while the other tackled him on his chest
devouring him from the neck down.  Blood flew everywhere as he
was soon stripped to the bone before he could stop screaming.
 The remaining zombies rushed at Mrs. Sarmiento.  She had
reached the closet and had gotten a gun.  She turned around to
shoot it blindly but was caught mid turn by a zombie and flung with
ferocity back at the closet.  She shot to her side, missing,
before dropping the gun at impact with the closet.  She turned
to face us zombies and let out her own scream in anger.  She
threw a punch that connected with the first zombie but caused no
pain or damage to the zombie.  I then made my way up to the
front, the others parting for me.  She froze when she saw my
face.  I tried a smile that seemed to scare her even more
before I bit down on her neck.  My first taste of human blood…
. it was magnificent.  I invited the others to join in and we
soon devoured Mrs. Sarmiento.  She fought the entire time.
Punching, kicking, gouging, scratching.  She would of made an
excellent zombie.  The guards would soon swarm this place.
 We wanted that to happen.  We wanted the alarms to ring.
 The soldiers would lead us to escape.  

 

The four zombies that had split from my group to the left at the
fork had succeeded in taking the observation station and security
checkpoint.  There should have been four soldiers and two
clerks at this post.  They were to make three of the soldiers
into zombies and eat the remaining people.  They were able to
accomplish this.  

The child was with us now.  The soldier the group of four
had bitten was with us now.  They joined the ones that
originally split to the left.  The child, now free of his
physical handicap had a newborn strength. He also had a log of
anger towards the humans.  He quickly caught up with the
zombies and took pleasure at rushing the security station.  On
this wing there were only two remaining soldiers and two clerks.
 They were quickly overwhelmed.  The child took pleasure
at clawing the throat of the solder with his fingernail while
biting the other one.  He clamped his teeth into the other
soldier’s biceps and shook his head to the left and right ripping
out his muscle.  The other zombies quickly joined in on the
feast and devoured the soldiers.  The two clerks were bitten
and knocked out to join and assist in the zombie escape later.
 

 

Those with me in the first observation room followed me to the
back where another door stood.  We opened this door to find
the room empty.  That was fine.  Here stood another
observation room that overlooked a small town that housed the two
hundred plus zombies that we studied for urban scenarios.
 Here stood the controls to the two sets of doors that locked
the zombies in.  There were foot long stainless steel doors,
too strong for the zombies to knock down.  I opened the first
set of doors and the two hundred zombies quickly ran into the large
walkway.  Normally there would be soldiers posted here but
they had been called to other sectors.  Soon they would where
I was.  When all the zombies got in the large area I closed
the door behind them.  I then opened the second set of
stainless steel doors.  The zombies were set free.  I
guided them and others to where they needed to go.  It was a
slaughter.  We converted approximately half the people we
encountered to zombies.  The soldiers that were advancing
towards us now heard of the escaped zombies from the city and were
called back.  As they retreated back we followed them running
quickly to catch up.  They heard us, turned and shot. The
managed to take two of us down before we caught up to the five
soldiers and ate them with pleasure.  

 

Explosions were heard in the distance.  Warnings were being
blared on the loudspeakers.  Chaos to the humans, all going
according to plans for us zombies.  Machine guns were heard in
the distance, as were screams of people and, screams of zombies.
 More people than zombies screamed.  We met up with the
four that originally split up with us.  Our group ran to the
furthest outpost now abandoned.  Once there we climbed a tower
where some soldiers stood firing down at the masses of zombies and
panicked people.  They had lost control and knew it.
 They were firing blindly into the crowds below not knowing if
they were shooting man or zombie.   We rushed them.  They
were too engrossed in their job to notice us before it was too
late.  We converted the first three machine gunmen and ate the
rest on the east wall.  The city doors were lowered for the
first time in years.  Many of us zombies ran out, chasing
people out the doors as well.  In the distance helicopters
were taking off but were being shot down by fellow men on the
ground and those that still manned the towers.  A flaw of
mankind not seeing the bigger picture caused those on the ground to
shoot at those feeling in the helicopters.  They were angry
and jealous of those fellow human’s and instead served to help the
zombie race.  

As I look down I see a city burning.  I see many dead
bodies, a majority human eaten down to the bone.  I see
numerous other humans going through the change that I just recently
went through.  In my head I hear and see a million thoughts.
 Despite the level of voices the active brain of the zombie
makes it easy to understand all and process and respond to those I
wish to with little to no effort.  It’s an amazing feeling.
 Walls were splashed with blood, screams of terror echoed
throughout the city.  The city doors stayed down with no one
to raise them.  The fire that engulfed the city would burn it
all to the ground as the fire departments had been converted and
devoured.  

 

We had done it.  We had escaped.  We had dominated.
 

 

 

 

This, as I had said, was well over two hundred years ago.
 Here is the current lay of the land.  Zombies are now
the dominant race across the world.  There are no wars between
us zombies, no leaders, no elected officials.  We live in
groups and colonies and farm.  Not vegetables or fruits, but
animals and people.  Mankind still exists.  They live as
our farm animals.  They are slowly losing their language.
 They communicate from mouth still but talk less and less.
 I estimate that in another two hundred years they will still
speak but words will be lost to them.  Eventually the language
they possess will be very primitive.  Since we are essentially
immortal I often wonder what the next leap has in store for us
zombies.  

 

What will evolution do to us next?
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Till Midnight (2010)
Thank you for downloading this eBook. This contains three short
stories that I have written. I hope that you will enjoy reading
these stories.

Each chapter is actually a different story. They are as
follows:

June's Room - Told from a child's perspective and explores a
child's fear of things that go bump in the night.

Smile - A story about a victim of life long bullying who finally
gets the last laugh in the most dark way possible.

12:34 - Its 12:34, time to make a wish. Yet you may want to
think twice before you make your wish.

Check back soon for more stories.



	


The
End... (2010)
One man will discover what it is truly like to be created in
God's image. He will have the help of a mentor and teacher.

He will denounce God.

He will slaughter many...
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