Whenever I think about my old life I can't help but realize how I squandered the gift I was given. I spent my time retreating from people, playing video games, watching internet porn and living off delivered pizza. It was a pointless way to live and I know that now. Yet I choose it and lived it happily.
Being a z-bee opened my eyes, made me realize that normal people where not the monsters I pictured them as. No they weren't but now I am. I'm an atrocity to nature and a predator to my prey. I am a z-bee, the cure for death, a fountain of youth that so many longed for. Yet this fountain of youth decomposes slowly while it lives. What a horrible twist to an ancient idea. How I wish I could end my undead life as this murderous mound of flesh.
The twist of fate is in death I am not alone. Far from it. I have Rosie, who has been very attached to me ever since she collected me from my 7-11 hideout. Then there is Juice, also known as the one eyed bandit since the shopping cart incident that claimed his eye. Jackel is the newest member of this group. He's far more decomposed than the rest of us and lacks his right hand and the left side of his face. He's literally falling apart and losing body parts daily. There are two other z-bees, a male and female, but they come and go as they please. I named them Hansel and Gretal since they are always together.
I have been a z-bee for at least a month now, I think. When you don't sleep time blends together and is hard to measure. My whole unlife, as I call it, has been spent outside a wal-mart that contains at least 6 fleshies, which is what I call living breathing humans. They murdered an infected human; he was going to join us. That was why we came to this place, not just for them but to collect our newest member. This murder of a z-bee changling has caused Rosie to become obsessed with revenge upon these fleshies.
One of these fleshies my body, uncontrolled by my mind since the change, craves more than any other flesh I have feasted upon. A pregnant woman, who kept me from having my unlife ended by another fleshie that shot me, is the source of this craving.
Yet I can't help but feel bad for these fleshies, even though my body isn't mine to control my mind is and I feel that tinge of human sympathy for them. Eventually they will either join us or be eaten alive instead of being changed. Seems like this will happen more sooner than later.
Their safety inside the wal mart fortress may be ending soon and they don't even realize it yet. Rosie has discovered a way inside the wal mart walls through a ventilation shaft she slammed into. It is low to the ground but goes upwards then straight into the drop ceiling air conditioner shaft. The perfect way in undetected.
Problem is Rosie cannot fit into the opening. A steady stream of unfortunate fleshies have been coming our way and have satisfied our nightly meals. There is a broadcast coming from the wal mart encouraging fleshies to come here to be safe, but we pick them off before they find a way inside. I heard the broadcast from the truck of an elderly man and young girl we devoured awhile ago. The fleshies inside the store caught on quickly, and must be annoyed we are killing the ones they summon. They have been shooting at us through the shopping cart blockade for a few days.
Rosie is already in rough shape since a mangled cart tore her back and arm open. She's well fed and fat now but being well fed doesn't help the fact that she is losing the ability to stand upright. The exposed vertebras of her spine are slowly deteriorating and losing strength. The pus splashes to the ground when it’s built up enough around her injuries and leaves stains along the pavement. To make matters worse the fleshies shot her in the leg and she's almost immobile now. She pulls herself along the ground with her good arm but soon she may be completely and utterly still. So the shaft seems to be left for my body to explore.
My body made it inside the shaft once but then got stuck. I guess my body will be trying again once nightfall sets in and we z-bees sense the fleshie hearts beats have slowed, indicating they are asleep. Hard to believe the cure for death would be a corpse with no need for an aware mind, only control of its body, a working heart, pus for blood and the ability hear live hearts beating. Being a z-bee is a terrible punishment since your mind is left with no control and to fend for itself. Hard to believe I have kept it together this long.
My body slinks its way into the shaft again and pulls itself along carefully. In this moment I start to question exactly what guides my body. I certainly don't control what my arms and legs do so what does? My deduction is that the pus controls my body, the pus that rapidly replaced my blood. What if that's the key, the pus? My thoughts are interrupted by searing pain in my thigh but my body ignores it and keeps going. I'm pretty sure I just caught a loose corner of the metal shaft and tore my leg open.
Suddenly my body comes to a jolting halt. I can hear a heart beating, strong and steady. Inching forward my body comes to a grate overlooking an office and I realize my body won, I'm inside the wal-mart. Remorse is the worst emotion to have and now I dwell on it relentlessly. I can't stop my body or warn these people. They are doomed now that my body has made it inside.
My body keeps going forward past the first grate and looks down the next. There stacking what looks like test tubes is the man who shot me. My body tenses remembering vividly the bullet tearing my shoulder open. Yet in my mind, I want to scream, to yell and kick to warn him. Instead my body starts to back up and out of the shaft. Puzzling the fleshie was right there and my body simply left.
Dumbfounded as I am, I am also relieved. Why would my z-bee body leave when the fleshie was so close? Shambling a bit because of the slice in my thigh, my corpse makes its way back to Rosie and the look on her face proves my idea that our bodies experience the same events. Rosie knows I was inside, I can feel it somehow. My body and Rosie are the only ones that know why I retreated from the shaft while my mind is left to wonder.
Now we stand resting and grumbling to one another. In the silence I become lost in thought. What if I lose the ability to control my thoughts next? Obviously my body and mind are two separate entities functioning as individuals. What if the longer I stay a z-bee the more my mind dies? Would it be good to not know the atrocities my body commits, to be an empty shell? Would it be a relief to not think and not witness my unlife? Is this loss of mental capability already starting?
Honestly I don't remember much anymore. I can't recall my parent’s names or what high school I attended. I can't remember my favorite pizza topping or my pet goldfish name. What if this is the last phase? In a way maybe it would be a relief for my mind to die, and then I would be at peace while my body wreaks havoc upon these last lonely survivors. Before I can consider my idea further my body sets into action.
Rosie, Juice and Jackel, in the pitch dark that I never even noticed had set in, start bunbarding the shopping cart barrier. I am a bit startled as to why the sudden attack when they know it’s fruitless. Not long after Hansel and Gretal appear as if summoned by some unseen force. Don’t they know they aren't getting in through there? Our bodies have been trying for as long as I have been a z-bee with no signs of gaining entrance. I wait to see what my body decides to do to help.
Instead it drags itself towards the shaft once again. Now I find my mind questioning my body even though I know it won't answer back. What is it doing? Rosie and the others aren't even following, it’s like they are distracted....then an idea hits me and shocks my already frazzled mind. They aren't distracted from what I am doing, they are creating a distraction. This must have been what they were grumbling about earlier. For christs sake our corpses are learning! God help humanity, we z-bees can learn!
Before my mind can comprehend this revelation my body hoists itself back into the shaft and continues to the spot it left off. Now the office is completely empty, the gunshots echoing in the distance reinforce the fact that the office will stay that way for some time. The grate dislodges easily and my body drops to the ground roughly.
It’s not an office I stand in as much as a laboratory. There are test tubes here and there, chemicals and odd smells. Then a smell I recognize which surprises me. I smell at least 2 more z-bees, which means I am not alone. As if my body understands it moves forward shambling, dragging my injured leg towards a large plastic sheet dividing this room. The infected flesh smell is stronger and I see shapes behind the curtain. My body takes this opportunity to tear the sheet down. I see them before my body even has a chance to react.
There, on 2 steel tables lies a pair of z-bees. Their dead glossed eyes shift my way and they groan in what can only be described as a painful sound. They are split open by a surgical incision from pelvis to neck, their organs exposed and glistening wetly under the light. One has the top of the skull cut off and its brain attached to a monitor. There are steel pins connected to wires leading to a machine shoved into several brain areas causing the pus to seep to the surface in small droplets.
What would normally be a pink healthy brain, now an infected z-bee brain, is greasy and colored in shades of brown. The brain monitor beeps as the z-bee attached groans loudly once more as if the monitor is trying to give words to its victim. The other z-bees leg bones have been extracted and sit on pan next to the steel bed. The bones are tinged black and appear greasy as well. The femur is cut in half, revealing a green pus filled core.
The legs are just flaps of useless flesh, stringy muscles looking like spaghetti and the cartilage of the knees are soaking in water on another table. The z-bee hearts are beating right in front of me since the chest cavity has been pried open, and I can't help to watch mesmerized as the various organs shift and function while exposed openly to the elements. All the organs are covered in green pus. The greasy black color similar to the brain and bones now speckles the organs like paint spatters.
My body has not moved an inch. Almost like the shock is too much. Why keep these z-bees alive? If they have aware minds like me, I can only imagine the pain their minds are suffering. Another groan snaps me back to reality as I study the torture these 2 have undergone. There are needles everywhere, even one clearly labeled BLEACH INJECTION. Saws and hatchets lie nearby as well as various charts. There are several piles suggesting these two may not be the first victims of this makeshift mad scientist.
The z-bees are strapped to the table at their shoulders, forearms, pelvic bone and the one with legs has straps just below the knees. The skin and tissue beneath the straps has long ago worn away with their constant struggling to free themselves. It is sickening to me to understand why someone would do such a thing. These monsters deserve a true death, not to be kept around for experiments. They are undead lab rats and it just isn't right. Torture, no matter the subject is still torture.
My body for once seems to understand and agree with my thoughts and starts pounding on the tables. The table bends eventually and gives way, releasing its captives. The one with legs has its intestines spill to the floor, slapping the linoleum loudly and crumples to the ground with the organs. Looks like being tied has stiffened his legs a bit. After getting his bearings he rises. He shuffles forward and heads towards the door, dragging the feet upon feet of intestines behind him, leaving behind something that resembles a slug trail. I guess an appropriate name for him would be Organ Donor. A little joke to lighten the darkness I have faced.
The other z-bee lies helpless on the floor. My body pushes him, trying to encourage movement but the will has long since faded away. He just lies there groaning miserably. He flops helplessly like some fish whose bowl the cat has toppled over. The nudging does no good. Finally as if my body has decided mercy is best, it starts pounding the pathetic z-bee. My right hand grips his throat, in my mind I can feel the bones crack and separate as the force increases. My other hand batters his head, crushing the fragile skull and turning the brown stained brain to ground beef. Eventually the z-bees heart completely seizes and he is free.
Organ Donor watched silently, as if understanding this horrible act of mercy. Then when finished our bodies went out the door together, a team bent on revenge. It seems as if Organ Donor knows the way, he quickly navigates the back offices and reaches the rear of the store where the layaway section sign is. The arrow directs us towards a pair of swinging doors with the words "EMPLOYEES: YOU ARE NOW ENTERING THE STORE, BE SURE TO PUT ON A SMILE AND GREET CUSTOMERS POLITELY" in big orange letters.
Through the door were rows and rows of items on shelves. Compared to the makeshift lab this looked simply like a wal mart from the days before the z bomb. Nothing special. The trip has caused Organ Donor to become almost hollow now, the contents of his abdominal cavity empty except for his stomach which is still hanging on. We navigate towards the gunshot sounds but Organ Donor stops mid step and sniffs the air. I can smell it too, blood but different somehow.
Our bodies quickly follow the scent until heartbeats can be heard behind a door. My body shivers in anticipation, as the smell almost causes a drunk like euphoria. My mind counts the heartbeats in horror; one is clearly quicker and smaller than the other. This must mean it happened; the baby has been born and lies behind the door. For all the sins I committed before the z-bomb I always assumed they would be forgiven but this is beyond forgiveness. If I harm this baby, this new chapter of human life, I will damned. I doubt there will be mercy for a down and out such as myself if there is a heaven. Lord knows I'm already in hell.
Organ Donor flails against the door and it smashes open in pieces. After this things get hectic, the smell of blood is overwhelming and the screaming deafening. The placenta lies at the woman's feet and the baby is nearby wrapped in sheets. The placenta causes a pavlavian response in my body. My teeth clench and my mouth waters at the thought of savoring each and every bite. The bloody after birth beckons me and almost glistens in the fluorescent lighting.
A gunshot tears through Organ Donor's abdomen, bursting his stomach and shattering his spine into slivers which snaps my body back into reality. Organ Donor's stomach acid splashes to the floor like a facet being turned on full blast. Suddenly I am reminded a dream I had before I turned into a z-bee. In the dream I gutted a small girl and heard a similar sound when her stomach burst. The memory seems like a lifetime ago.
Before the mother can reload the shotgun I am on top of her tearing into her soft supple throat. She fights and kicks for a moment but my teeth silence her by crushing her larynx and puncturing a vein in her neck causing massive blood to pour out. My body is shaking with hunger as it licks the blood up greedily and tears the flesh off in strips with its teeth. Just another warm meal to my body, a entree to enjoy.
In my mind it’s a different story. I can't believe I killed her, my body is a twisted monster and my mind has to witness the crimes. I try and close my eyes, to picture myself at home playing my x-box and eating my favorite chips but my eyes remain fixated on the woman’s corpse. I devoured a good deal of her flesh when the baby cries jolt my attention away from my meal. If I had the ability to cry, the thought of ending the child’s life would cause tears to flow freely.
My body rises and heads towards the infant. It is clearly a little boy, pink skin and so fresh to this world. There is no justice in a world of monsters and my mind watches my hands, battered and ruined, reach for him. Then I am on the ground and there is a man on top of me punching wildly. The barrage of abuse does little to slow down my reflexes as my body rolls over on top of the man and pins him. Before I can bite him a crack to the side of my head actually makes me see stars so to speak. My body is momentarily distracted while another crack from a baseball bat hits me right between the eyes. The last thing I see is the baby, safely nestled in Samuel, the mad scientist and one who had previously tried to end my life before he was stopped by the women I just murdered, arms.
When I awake I actually feel refreshed in a sense. Z-bees might not sleep, but apparently we get knocked unconscious. My mind is throbbing as hours of heinous pain rushes all at once to my head. I can't feel my legs, and it doesn't take long to realize I am hanging by my wrists. As I begin to scan my surroundings, I notice I am once again in the makeshift lab. The man, Samuel, stands before me glaring in hatred in my direction.
"I try to cure you, try to find a way to make you human once more and you kill my darling girl. Your affliction is a curse from God, rained down upon an undeserving civilization run amuck. You’re alive for no purpose other than scientific research since you all must be stopped. Now you will become the last subject before this whole testing proves unworthy of any more attention. You will be my final experiment before I tell the others there is no hope left. Five people and a baby won't last long if your comrades outside keep the abuse of the barricade up. One last injection, the perfected antidote before I give up" he explains as he shoves the needle into my neck.
As he presses the plunger down, I can feel the fluid flow into my veins. The fluid burns terribly as it courses through my body. My mind screams and writhes in pain as the fluid seems to set my body afire metaphorically speaking of course. After many agonizing moments, the pain starts to lessen, which is a relief. I notice Samuel has cut the ties hanging my wrists and I am somewhat free to move around. Looking down I see the tie at my waist attaching my body to the far wall.
I reached up and rubbed the tears from my eyes and rub my face absent mindingly. It takes a moment but shockingly I am controlling my hands I realize. It’s a miracle. Samuel looks at me, a smile as wide as can be. Over joyed, I stand up from the floor, tipsy at first and unbalanced as can be. Soon I am standing without effort and while my body, the parts I can see anyways, still looks undead, I am controlling it. Samuel slowly approaches me, holding out a pan with flesh on it towards me. I flinch back, hands in front of me refusing his meal offer.
"Can you speak corpse?" Samuel asks leaning forward. Croaks escape my throat at first, then I manage a complete sentence "yes, my name is Stuart" I say. The excitement builds quickly at the prospect of being one of the living sets in. I'm alive again; in rough shape but alive none the less. I scan my body rubbing and exploring the vast amounts of injuries I have incurred throughout my z-bee time.
"You should take great pride in the knowledge that I have cured you. Soon I will cure your comrades outside as well. I have cured the plague sent to Earth by Satan himself but...." With horror I look up and am staring down the barrel of a shotgun "you do not get to keep the gift I have given. I made you human again to take your life for the crime of murdering my dear dear girl. But find solace in the facts that you have ushered in a new era. Soon the plague of zom corpses will end and your name will never be forgotten. May Satan greet you with open arms my son" Samuel says. "But...." Is all I can manage as I hear the triggered pulled back and then the blast. BOOM.
Prologue:
In the years that followed, Dr. Samuel Frost cured thousands of those afflicted with what he called the plague of 2010. Human kind was rebuilt by the remaining humans; since tests confirmed that while they may be human again, plague sufferers where sterile. The name Stuart was included in all history notes as well as a diary that was discovered and thought to be his, although his last name was never know. Now a days Stuart is a hero, the first plague survivor to be returned to humankind. The good doctor spread the word regarding his remorse of the event in which Stuarts new gift of life was cut short. Stuart, being so overwhelmed with sorrow for the life he lead as a zom corpse, wrestled the shotgun away from Dr. Frost and ended his new chance at survival. There are some though, who believe that Frost was the one who, out of insane anger at Stuart for the murder of his dear wife, took Stuarts renewed life away and covered it up. No one can be sure but to this day the doctors great grandson vehemently denies the accusations.
The End