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This is a work of fiction. Names,
places, all that stuff, it's made up. If you think it's about you,
you're wrong.

 

This is a free ebook download, so
feel free to share it. It has the eff word, so probably don't share
it with your grandma, unless she's the kind of grandma who can
apprecaite the eff word. Share all you want, but changing it is not
allowed.

 

If you want to read more stuff like
this, you can find some at The Strangelands.








 

Gin kiss, pine-needle sharp, like licking a
urinal.

 

She's not gone yet, she's not gone yet. Soon, you can tell. Her
skin doesn't seem to fit right; it's like Aubrey, but like she
bought Aubrey at Ross. Discount. The seams don't match up right,
it's all a little saggy, her smile's off by the tiniest bit.

 

Her brain, hell her brain's the same way. Almost the same as
it's always been, but just a little off.

 

And her breath. Fucking hell, man, her breath. It's… it's like
when you're walking down an alley, and you smell trash and that's
pretty awful, but then you suddenly smell something so much worse,
and when you look down, you see a dead cat squished under the
dumpster, and that's the smell—trash and dead.

 

I got Listerine, and I use it all the time, I have to, after
kissing her. But she hates Listerine, it makes her puke, it always
has. Too strong for her. She likes the taste of it on my breath,
but she can't wash her mouth out with it.

 

That's why the gin.

 

Also, you know… she's transforming into the walking dead.

 

But right now, the kiss.

 

See, I love her. I love her like you wouldn't believe, and I
always have, ever since the first day I saw her. I won't bore you
with all that. I saw her and she saw me and she smiled and I was
hers.

 

All I wanted to do, when I saw that smile, all I wanted to do
was keep her safe forever, make her world wonderful.

 

Making sense, am I making sense? The gin. Gin, like pine
cleaner, in her mouth and mine. You can use Listerine to get the
taste out, but sometimes you just need something stronger.

 

I think this is the last night of having her. I've seen it
before, the trans… trans… transition? transformation? I've seen
them change.

 

She's been crying a lot. She goes, the other day, "It hurts so
bad, Bri. I want something. Like when you quit smoking, and you eat
and you drink, but nothing ever feels right, like sleep never comes
and all you can think about is that missing thing, that missing
thing, whatever it is."

 

When she quit smoking, she ate all the time. I did, too, because
I saw how hard it was for her, so I quit smoking, too. We both ate
a lot, we drank a lot. We got so fat, you wouldn't believe it.

 

We both hated our fat selves. Gross and shameful and we had to
go on diets that didn't work and we had to do exercise that didn't
work, either, because we never did it. So I started smoking again,
and she got fat, and believe it or not, that solved the
problem.

 

Because I loved her, and her as a big girl was still her, and I
had no problem with that. She used to be embarrassed about it,
tried to cover up, but I wouldn't let her. I kissed every part of
her, lust kisses, my tongue wet and tracing.

 

She didn't lecture me about lung cancer and I didn't lecture her
about heart problems, and life was good.

 

She started losing weight, when? Can't remember. While back.
Before all this shit blew up. Before the world went bugfuck.

 

At first, she was real happy about it, like the Weight Watchers
frozen dinners were finally starting to work, even though she
didn't exercise, and even though she usually ate a bag of candy
after she'd finished the dinners, and even though it had never
worked before.

 

"I think it's because I switched to eating them at night," she
told me as we ate lunch one Saturday. Neither one of us had felt
like cooking—we never did, really—so we'd ordered out.

 

She finished her double cheeseburger and sipped her soda and
told me about how great she felt.

 

Couple weeks later, and she'd lost even more,  I couldn't
believe it. She was looking great—a little tired, but I figured
that was from all the working out she must have been doing.

 

If you were paying attention at all, you'd have been noticing
the stories in the news around that time. Aubrey and I were going
through one of our news-blackout phases.

 

See, the news is depressing as shit. Oil spills and people
getting beat by the police and another dipshit president who
doesn't keep his promises.

 

We stop watching the news every few months. Then we'll start
feeling like slackers. Like we aren't doing our part to mesh with
society, I don't know. We'll end up watching the news again, for
months, until we can't take it any longer.

 

Usually, I still get plenty of news from the internet—I spend
eight hours a day on a computer, so some news is bound to get
through—but I was paying attention to too many other things, I
guess.

 

Plus, there still weren't that many stories in national news.
I've gone back through, and I've seen that there were more and more
popping up in various places, but it hadn't gone mainstream
yet.

 

Which doesn't matter, of course.  None of this matters, I
guess, does it?

 

What matters is that it started slow. All over the world, people
started losing weight, but the thing is, everyone was so obese that
nobody cared. The healthy people, they did exactly like Aubrey, and
convinced themselves that they were doing great.

 

The sick people started dying.

 

And then they started getting up and attacking us.

 

Which is, of course, when the shit hit the fan. Because not only
did you have to worry about the damn zombies getting up and chasing
you, you also had to worry about the loved one who has been losing
weight for the past month and a half, you have to worry about all
the reports about how there's no cure, and it's only a matter of
time.

 

People went crazy. They blamed it on the oil spill, of course,
but I figure that's just because it's what was in the news at the
time. If it'd happened a few years earlier, they probably would
have blamed it on Hurricane Katrina. Or terrorism. Or global
warming.

 

Point is, nobody knows what the hell caused it, and they
probably never will. All the important people were rushed off to a
safe hiding place, and all of us regular folks were left on our
own. We got daily reports from the president for a while, telling
us that everything was going to be all right, we just needed to
persevere. He told us that the top minds in the world were working
on a cure.

 

He told us they were close to getting one.

 

As smooth as the dude was, with his assurances and his charm,
you could tell he was full of shit. But we believed him anyway,
because we needed to believe him.

 

People shut themselves up and waited for a cure, and the world
zombified one locked door at a time.

 

You hear screams in the night, sometimes. Usually, you can't
tell where it's coming from. Gunshots. Laughter, sometimes, but not
good laughter. Mean laughter or crazy laughter, people broken.

 

We live on the eighth floor of a pretty nice apartment building.
You have to have a code to get the elevator to take you up, or you
have to be buzzed in. So far, nobody has tried hard enough to get
to us. No looters, no saviors.

 

We went to Costco the weekend before the news broke, so we
already had the spare bedroom full of groceries that it would take
us forever to go through. Not because of any sort of
forethought—stuff is stupid cheap at Costco, so we always end up
buying way more than we need.

 

We're surrounded by old couples.

 

I'm pretty sure that most of them have already died—I hear them
shuffling around a lot more than they used to. They… scratch at the
walls. All the time.

 

We always have music playing. It doesn't have to be loud—like I
said, these are pretty nice apartments, so you don't really hear
your neighbors. When it's quiet, though, you hear them: a groan or
just that sound of them scraping against the walls. Given enough
time, I suppose they'll eventually get through to us.

 

They showed it on the news. The transformation. They warned us
that it was going to be extremely graphic, and they told us that
sensitive viewers should not watch, and then they showed the
transformation.

 

It was a patient in a hospital, screaming and crying. Thin, too
thin, with skin like how Aub's is now, where it just doesn't fit
right. Wailing over and over, "It hurts, it hurts, someone help me,
please God, it hurts!"

 

Then this horrible scream, I can't imagine how the people there
handled it, it sounded like it would make your head explode, it was
so loud. And filled with… rage and pain. Like nothing I'd ever
heard before.

 

And then she just fell back onto the bed. Several moments
passed, and then she lunged against her restraints, and snapped at
one of the doctors. A military man stepped into view and blasted a
hole through her head.

 

Blood splattered onto the wall behind her and Aubrey screamed
and buried her face into my chest and cried, and kept saying,
"Please, Bri, please please please please please."

 

I told her to shh shh, it's gonna be okay, baby, that's not
gonna happen, don't worry.

 

I turned the TV off and I turned the music up, and we made love
on the couch, clinging to each other, hiding in each other's love.
I know that sounds silly, but that's what it was. When we finished,
Aubrey went to sleep, and I prayed to God for some good news.

 

The next day, that same TV station played a documentary-style
program they had made. Like something you'd see on National
Geographic, but about zombies. Aubrey was in the bedroom,
sleeping—that's one thing, is she was tired pretty much all the
time by that point.

 

The narrator, with his deep, rich voice, telling me everything I
needed to know about how to avoid the zombies, how to kill
them.

 

They didn't know much about them—didn't know why it was
happening. "Avoid close proximity to anyone you suspect is
infected," the man said. "We don't know exactly what causes it, but
we know it is highly contagious through bodily fluids." Saliva,
mucus, semen, etc.

 

It was mostly transferred though bites, of course, but it was
also transmittable through sexual intercourse.

 

I turned off the TV and I ran to the bathroom and threw up. Of
course it was sexually transmitted, of course it was—that only made
sense. I just hadn't thought about it.  I had been thinking
about it more like cancer.

 

Stupid.

 

When I was done puking, I stepped onto the scale and weighed
myself.

 

I tried not to let her find out, but they played that
documentary 24/7, so of course she saw it. A couple days later,
while I was in the bathroom taking a shit. She burst in crying,
which was so fucking awkward you wouldn't even believe it, her
sobbing against my chest, apologizing over and over, and all I
could think about was the smell, and about how I wasn't done, and
it's so hard to stop going mid-poop. It took everything I had to
keep from dropping one while I comforted her, but I did it, and I
finally calmed her down enough to get her out of the bathroom so
that I could finish my business.

 

Once she was gone, I realized there was this smell, this kind of
gross, musty smell, and it wasn't coming from the toilet. Her
breath, it was her breath.

 

When I got out, she was all worked up again, and I tried to calm
her down, but with that breath, her breath right there in my face,
it was all I could do to not freak out. You can lie to yourself,
you know? Tell yourself that death is something that happens to
other people. Dying and then coming back as a zombie, hell, they'll
have a cure for it before you have to worry about it.

 

But when you have someone breathing death right up in your face,
all you can think about is the tiny little water molecules coming
out of her mouth and into yours; each tear sliding from her eye and
soaking through your shirt and into your pores; every comforting
kiss another death sentence.

 

"It's okay, baby," I told her, "I always knew you'd fuck me to
death. I just thought we'd be a little older."

 

She laughed at that, and cried, and when I went to kiss her, she
pulled away and said no, no we can't do anything. "It's not for
sure, yet," she said. "Maybe you didn't catch it."








 

That was, what? Two weeks ago? Something like
that. I've lost fifteen pounds since then. On the plus side, we're
allowed to make love again, which is much more comforting than I
ever thought it could be.

 

I tuck her in with a kiss, and my tears mingle with hers as she
tells me that it hurts, Brian, it just hurts so bad. I
tell her I love her, and I tell her I will see her in the
morning.

 

I lock the bedroom door behind me when I leave.

 

I pour myself a drink and I put in a DVD. The second Lord Of The
Rings movie, whatever it's called. All I know is, it's the
director's cut, so it's long as hell. I want to be distracted for
as long as possible.

 

She starts screaming just after I put the second disc in, and my
first instinct is to rush in and help her. But that scream, I know
what that means. I throw my glass against the wall, and I scream
along with her as tears pour down my face, and I curse everything I
can think to curse.

 

I feel like crying forever, which seems appropriate in the
silence that follows. But when the moans begin from the bedroom,
when I hear the scratching against the bedroom door, I have to hit
the play button.

 

"I love you, baby," I whisper, and the ache in my heart is the
worst pain I've ever felt, like I'm being eaten from the inside. I
wonder if the change is worse than this.

 

"I'll see you soon," I say to the bedroom door, as the movie
continues. "I love you."

 

The only response is the sound of fingernails scratching against
the door, slow, but steady.




I skip to a battle scene, and I turn up the volume, and I drink
straight from the bottle and I wait.








 

This is a short story from the upcoming book "Second Helpings,"
which is a book about zombies. Not all of them are as lovey-dovey
as this.

 

Ray also has another zombie book out called "Eat Me." If you
want, you can buy it here.
I'm pretty sure that would make you feel better about yourself.







From the same author on
Feedbooks


	So Far
(2010)
"What's the worst thing you've ever done?"

These are the words that launch a man into his past, forcing him
to recall an event that changed his life forever.



	


Escape
(2010)
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