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Introduction:

 


It all started as a simple school project. I
was required to start a blog and keep it going for five days. I
didn't want to do a normal “Hi, my name is Rob” type blog, so I
decided to do a zombie blog. After the fifth day, I had people
emailing me asking me to continue the story. The rest, as they say,
is history.

What you are about to read is that blog.
There are typos and misspellings that have been left in on purpose
to seem more realistic.

My hope is that you enjoy reading this as
much as I enjoyed writing it.

 



 


 


 


For Darcy...
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Day 1

Scared as
hell....that’s about the only way to describe how I am feeling. It
just happened so fast. Five days ago the news came in that a little
boy - Shawn Crockett I think was his name - was brutally attacked
while traveling in South America with his mother. As the news
reported, Shawn was kidnapped, beaten, and left for dead outside of
some Mayan ruins. Some locals found him barely breathing and
covered in bite marks. It was a circus. Every time I turned on the
TV, that damn kids face kept popping up...kind of made me sick. I
just got tired of hearing about him. The next day, news stories
came in that Little Shawn Crockett passed away. The world mourned.
The press blamed it on some strange rabies strain. It wasn't until
the press conference that the world went from crying over little
Shawn to hating and fearing him. While the doctors were announcing
the actual news of his death, via a live feed, a single scream
could be heard from inside the hospital. I will never forget that
scream. Over the PA systems and hounding reporters, you could hear
a screech of horror and pain. I was sitting on my couch trying to
find something - ANYTHING on TV other than that crap....but that
scream. Apparently, the guy doing the autopsy was attacked by a now
undead Shawn Crockett. Rabies....that’s what they kept saying, stay
calm...contamination...quarantine...the next few days, that’s all
we heard, and then, no news...or scattered rumors here and
there..... Death everywhere...or undead everywhere. I am hidden at
my job, a nice strong hold of a building nothing can get in
here.

That leads us up to today August 28th, 2007. I am writing this blog
for the history books. So maybe one day when we are all long gone,
the grand children of the survivors can know what happened. Thank
God the internet is still up. I will blog on here as much as I can,
to update the world on the status of the uprising.

For now, I have to go scavenge food from the break room...I hear
something on the other side of the door though...shit! I am
starving; I should have stayed at home. God I hope my fiancé' is
still alive. I try to get her as soon as I can. Right now all I can
think about is food. That must be how these undead bastards
feel.

ok, it's quiet out there...wish me luck

 


Day 2

Well, as you can see from this blog, I made
it!

When I walked out the door....yeah, like I just walked right out
the door! More like crawled out the door like a wounded puppy
scurrying away from his attacker. So anyway, I got out the "safe"
area and slowly made my way down the hall...nothing! silence! Thank
God! As I turned the corner, I could just barely make out the body
of my manager. Amanda was her name. She was just lying there on the
ground, a huge chunk missing from her face. My thoughts went to her
kids. She had two really cute kids...a boy and a girl, I think. Now
all I could think about was her kids being without their mom. Hell,
her kids were probably one of them freaks out there....eating the
brains of their father! I knew I hated kids for a reason....creepy
little bastards.

So as I was watching my manager lay on the ground....fresh blood
trickling down her thin cheek, looking so peaceful, I heard a noise
behind me. I jumped and quickly spun around...nothing there....must
have been the wind, I thought. I turned and looked back in the
managers office; Amanda was gone!

A pool of blood where she was last seen 5 seconds ago laying dead.
How could I have been so stupid!

To my left! I saw her coming at me from my left side...that slack
jaw begging to taste my flesh. How could I have been so stupid! I
didn't think, just dove into the closest office. Begging God to
help me, I slipped and fell on the floor. So stupid......she's was
still coming after me. Again, I didn't have time to think, just
react. I grabbed the closest "blunt object" I could find. A fish
bowl! I grabbed a fucking fish bowl! As she pounced on me, I could
smell the stink of her breath as her lips brushed my neck. I
couldn't scream..all I could to it swing the fish bowl. Bang! Right
across her face. Now, I have hit people in the face before, but
never this hard and never with a fish bowl....poor fish..never had
a chance. I staggered up, looked down at Amanda laying on the
ground, a fresh chunk taken out of her head. I could see her brain
and a piece of fish sticking out the side of her skull. She moved!
I grabbed a pen from the desk and shoved it in the gash, stirring
her brains into mush like oatmeal. She never moved again.

I safely made my way to the break room. Like being in heaven! I
packed my pockets full of the sweet junk food that I stayed away
from for so long. Three Cokes in my right hand, and now a knife I
found in the drawer, in my left hand. I hiked my way back to the
"safe room". When I got back inside.......

Wait! I hear something in here...

 


Day 3

Well, my safe room is no longer safe. I've
got to be more careful. I propped the door open to my safe room
yesterday while I was gone to get food and three of the bastards
got in while I was typing the blog. I heard a noise behind
me....it's the noise they all make. Kind of a low growl. It's like
they are angry at the living for not being one of them.

So I turn around just in time to see two of the three of them
trying to make my head their next meal. I jumped so far back I
knocked over the computer. Thank God they are slow movers...they
kind of hobble around, slowly moving their feet one after the
other, like they have no where to go. But in this case, they had
somewhere to go...straight to the buffet that is me! I made my way
out of the room and down the hall where I passed by a still dead
Amanda laying in the same spot where I left her....head still
gashed open, fish still impaled on the piece of scalp. Poor fish,
never had a chance.

I looked away from the room just in time to see four more of them
standing directly in my path. My only choice was to go
outside...last place I wanted to be, in the open. So I got to the
door...nothing around. My car was sitting there so inviting. I get
to it, open the door, sit down, close the door....I LEFT MY FUCKING
KEYS INSIDE THE OFFICE!

BAM! Five zombies suddenly surround the car. Banging on the
windows, that low growl getting louder and louder. It must be a
signal to them, because just then, 8 more zombies were pounding on
the car. I gave up...no need to fight. One or two maybe, but not 13
with more coming. My time was over...I began to wonder what it
would feel like to be one of them...what was it like to eat flesh.
Would they even make me one of them, I mean, what if they just
destroyed my body so I couldn't come back.

Just as I was giving up all hope, I look out the window one last
time as if to say good by to the world, when I see an angel. She
was beautiful. Long blond hair, very slender, yet athletic. By the
terror on her face, as well as the blood coming from her arms and
side, I could tell she had been bitten...hell, she had been half
eaten. Not sure how she survived, but all I know is she was as good
as dead already. Once the zombies got a whiff of her fresh blood,
they pounced on her like lions on a downed deer. Poor girl, never
had a chance. She was down within seconds. I remember watching
National Geographic as a kid and more recently, Discovery channel,
and remember watching some tigers in Africa take down a wounded
elephant, then eat it as it struggled to survive. I was now
watching this again, though not in Africa, and not with tigers and
elephants....this time with a live human girl and zombies. They
ripped the flesh from her bones without even trying.

I saw my opening! I opened the door and took off running. I never
looked back. I made my way to an old industrial building about 3
miles from my work. The whole way, I saw zombie after zombie. I saw
an occasional person peeking out of their house window, with gun in
hand. They would just shake their heads "no", to tell me to stay
away or else.....don't blame them at all, I would do the same. I'm
not in a very safe place, but I have no choice. I am exhausted and
hungry.

Got to make my way toward my house...toward my love. God I pray she
is still alive. Ok, passing out for a while...if I can sleep.

 


Day 4

Sleep! Awww glorious sleep. I haven't slept
this good in days...and with a full belly!

So yesterday while I was at the industrial building, I was walking
around the perimeter, securing the door and blocking the
windows....(Kind of felt a little like Ann Frank must have, a
prisoner in my own land)...so, while doing all this, I saw a quick
flash in a nearby door way. Christ! There are more in here! Looking
around, I find a nice big metal pipe..if a fish bowl would knock
someone down, this would surely bash their skull in with little
force. I readied myself, preparing for the impending attack. My
stance - just like a Baseball player. Ready, waiting for the
pitch...but this wasn't a baseball, this was a human head...If you
can even call it human anymore. I heard it coming closer..then more
footsteps. Great, I was going to have to battle more than one. I
saw another flash! One just to my right! My military training
taught me to go for the closets threat, so I spun around, pulled
the pipe back...Bam! I was tackled! Something came out of nowhere,
got me from behind. How, how could it have moved so quickly, so
silently??

It wasn't a zombie. In fact, none of them in the building were. I
had stumbled onto a compound of 4 people. This group of people had
done what I had; found a safe location to stay for a while.

First there is Reggie; he is the one that tackled me. Then there
was Eliza and her husband Mike, who run a local dog kennel, and
finally there was Darrell, who I found out later ran a local video
game shop. Once the formalities were out of the way, we sat around
and talked. We talked about the zombies (of course) and about what
we had seen and experienced so far. We all had similar stories, as
well as people we wanted to go home to.

Reggie was an ex-football star (hence the tackle), who had injured
his shoulder during his first pro game. He had been going to meet
his girlfriend, when the SUV he was traveling in was struck by a
tractor trailer. Apparently the tractor trailer swerved to miss a
group of people "just standing in the road". That’s where Mike and
Eliza came in. They were in a car a few vehicles behind Reggie.
They were on their way to a dog convention, when they saw a truck
slam into the side of an SUV. The tractor kept going, so Mike
decided to stop and see if he could help. While he was helping, he
was attacked by one of the zombies. He got bit on his left
bicep.

He knows he is already as good as dead, but wants to spend as much
time with his wife as he can before his "change". Pretty sad
really.

Darrell was the first to find the warehouse. He has been staying
here for a few days now. He was on his way to his mom's house for
the weekend, when all hell broke loose. I guess running a video
game store has its advantages, because he seemed to know a lot
about killing zombies. He said his knowledge came from the video
games. And they said video games were the downfall of us all!

Last night was a good night. I would say probably the last good
night we will have for a while. Mike woke up this morning with a
very high fever. His arm looks like it has taken on a life of its
own. It has begun twitching for no reason and the wound looks like
month old ground beef. He's not going to make it much longer.
Darrell has already volunteered to "bash his face in" the second he
changes....Though I believe he would do it before Mike even
changed. Eliza is in denial. Poor girl, I don't know how she will
react when all this goes down, which based on how quickly Mike is
changing, could be with in the next few hours.

My poor day never had a chance...

 


Day 5

It has hit the fan! Don't have much time to
write about it. All I can say is I am alone again, injured, and
looking for a new safe house. Before you all start getting worried,
No! It is not a zombie bite. I will go into greater details in the
morning. I am not feeling real good right now...must be the loss of
blood.

 


Day 6

The pain! I think my ankle is broken. The
pain has had me knocked out for hours. My laptop got a good charge
though!

SO where do I begin...how can I even come close to explaining what
happened. The words that my fingers are about to type will never
come close to the horrors that befell me a couple days ago. But I
should...no I have to try to explain what happened. Maybe for my
own sanity...or maybe out of respect for the others....or maybe
just to take my mind off the pain.

Let me take you back to yesterday morning. We were all still
getting to know each other. We were telling stories of our
families, our work, and rumors we had heard about what was going
on. Darrell had a wife and two daughters - all three now dead.
Reggie had a long time girlfriend and a little boy - Their status
was unknown. Eliza had Mike - Mike was getting worse by the second.
I had Darcy, my love...my fiancé - Status regretfully
unknown.

As we talked throughout the day, we were at peace for once in days.
It was as if we were at a high school reunion, playing catch up
with all our old friends. Zombies, what zombies? Zombies don't
exist. But they do, and we were not long time friends just catching
up. We were the survivors of a terrible tsunami of the living dead,
coming to wash away all of mankind. Every time we looked at Mike,
we were reminded of this.

Sometime late in the afternoon, Mike excused himself to go check on
the barricades. Darrell volunteered to go with him while Reggie,
Eliza and I stayed behind to clean up our mess - Zombie attack or
not, Eliza would not have a messy shelter!

I'm not sure what I heard first, the gun shot, or the scream...both
sounds will forever haunt me the rest of my life.....no matter how
short it may be.

We all went running toward the noise. As we turn the corner, we see
Darrell, snub nose revolver still smoking, shaking in his right
hand. Mike laying in the fetal position on the ground by the front
door. A look of shock and disbelief forever painted on his face
along with the very large hole now replacing his eyebrow. All I
could think to say was "What the hell have you done?" Darrell
turned to look at us. "He was about to change...he was about to
change I I I". He dropped the gun and ran for the front door.
Pulling away the barricades, he could only apologize and repeat "He
was changing". Reggie went for one of his signature tackling moves
.....whatever he could do to keep Darrell from opening the door.
Five steps away. Hell, maybe even closer. A single gunshot rang out
from behind me. Darrell crashed through the front door. Maybe
crashed isn't the proper word to use. I guess I should say he flew
through the door. That’s what happens when a bullet tears through
your back and explodes out your chest.

I turned to see Eliza holding the pistol. A look of pure hatred
spread across her face. I flinched at what I had just witnessed. I
couldn't take my eyes off sweet little Eliza, whose husband had
just been taken away from her...Who in a matter of seconds had
become a killer...No! An executioner.

I stared too long. Before I knew it, half a dozen zombies had
entered the room. With in another 30 seconds, the room was full of
the undead. RUN! Reggie snapped me from my trance wit a yell and a
tug on my shirt. I ran for the window, Reggie directly in front of
me. Eliza ran as well, she ran straight into a pack of zombies. Now
I will never know for sure, but I would almost swear I heard her
yell "Wait for me Mikey. I'll see you soon". She was pulled into
four pieces before I could even make it to the window. Poor Eliza
never had a chance.

Reggie burst through the window on a mission. He was not going to
be the next meal. I was right behind him. On the ledge of the
window, we look down. Shit! Third floor! We had to choose. Eaten
alive or breaking our necks jumping. I chose to take my chances
with the daemons behind me. Surely I could get around them. I could
escape..better odds I thought. Reggie chose for both of us. He
chose to jump and take me with him. As he hurled himself out the
window, he grabbed my shirt. I had no choice.

When we hit, I heard the crunch. The crunch of my ankle cracking
the dumpster Reggie was aiming for. He was off his mark, by -
pardon the pun, a foot.

I had no time to think about the pain, before I was surrounded by
three zombies. The stench of their rotting flesh nearly chocked me.
I was done for. WACK! The sound the 2x4 made as it smashed across
the left cheek of the nearest zombie was music to my ears. Reggie
grinned as he swung the 2x4 twice more, offing the remaining two
surrounding me. He was so pleased with himself he never noticed the
one behind him. His grin quickly turned to pain, as the undead
former Burger King employee chomped down on my savior’s neck. Blood
flew in all directions as he fell to the ground.

I ran as fast as I could. Pain no longer an option. Just get to
safety is all I could think about. Three miles later, my ankle was
swollen the size of a grapefruit and the color of a ripe plum. I
ducked into a nice multi million dollar home that appeared to be
vacant. I barricaded the doors and tried to cover the windows as
best I could throughout the house. I found the master bathroom,
locked myself in and passed out for a few hours. I woke long enough
to bandage up my scrapes and post a quick message on here, before I
passed out from the pain again.

The house is blessedly quiet. I will checkout the house more
tomorrow. As for me tonight, I am going to take a shower and sleep
more.

Good night Eliza, Mike, Darrell, and Reggie. May God tuck you away
into his loving arms. You will all be missed.

 


Day 7

The swelling has gone down quite a bit since
last night. I soaked it in cold water for most of the night and
most of today. There hasn't been any action today - thank God. I
wondered through the house today, looking through drawers and
cabinets. You really learn about a family when you have full access
to their stuff. It appears this place was owned by a Bill and Becky
Allen. They had two children, both girls. Looks like a new born and
a pre-teen. Judging by the amount of blood I found in the kitchen
area and in the swimming pool, I doubt any of them survived the
first wave of flesh eaters. Bill was a doctor, from what I can
tell, a heart surgeon. Since it appeared to be a newborn baby in
one of the photos in the living room, I am guessing Becky was at
home with the kids most of the time. Wild scenarios danced through
my head about how the family must have fought off the killers,
desperately struggling to save their children...each of them happy
to take the place of their girls. Bill would have taken out two of
them while Becky screamed and cried in the corner; sheltering her
new baby...pleading with the monsters as they violently ripped the
squalling child from her arms. What horror it must have been
watching their pre-teen baby girl devoured before their eyes,
knowing there is nothing they could do. Bill and Becky both
becoming freshly turned zombies...happy to die so they could be a
family again, unable to do so thanks to the fresh virus now turning
these high class millionaires into brain eating morons. Life is
cruel..the undead are even more cruel.

I swear I will not allow myself to be one of them....I can't. My
God, what if I became a zombie and found my love Darcy hiding in a
corner...would I eat her? Could I? What if she is a zombie already?
could I bash her skull in? Should I even attempt to find her?

I think I am going crazy. Everyone around me dead or undead. The
living going insane...like me. Can I continue to survive like this?
Do I want to survive like this? The doctor has pills. I could take
just a hand full and this would be all over....you are my only
friends and I know none of you...maybe this is the end for m

Someone is here!

It's Dr. Allen...

 


Day 8

Death is all around me. Two weeks ago I was
nothing more than a networking engineer, now I am a harbinger of
death. I have killed zombies and now I have killed a living
breathing human - the twisted fuck that he may have been, he was
still alive before he got home.

I heard a loud bang and someone whistling some old song I can
vaguely remember my grand father whistling when I was a child. He
was walking through the house as if he had not a care in the world.
He walked right into the kitchen, not even glancing at the blood
splattered floor, walls, and cabinets. He opened the refrigerator
door, got out some items and sat down to make himself a sandwich! I
sat in the hall closet watching this man eat a sandwich while being
surrounded by the blood of his family. I watched as he finished his
sandwich, walks out the back door and makes his way to the tool
shed in the back yard.

When he reemerges from the shed, I was in complete disbelief! He
walks out with his wife....only she isn't the same as she was in
the pictures hung so neatly on the wall. She was now one of the
undead! She was missing her arms and most of her midsection. I
couldn't be sure, but I could swear I saw her spine through what
was once her stomach. He had her on a leash, with a ball gag in her
mouth.

He brought her inside, chained her to the refrigerator, and pulled
his chair up next to her. I could just barely make out what he was
saying, but from what I could make out, the conversation (although
one sided), went something like..."Becky?...Becky?" She did not
respond, so he puncher her directly in the face. "Now Becky, I told
you when I call your name, you better listen to me!" "I hate seeing
you suffer, ha ha ha ok, actually I love seeing you suffer you
nasty bitch." He again punched her in the face. She did not
respond. "well honey, unfortunately, the children weren't as lucky
as you, they were torn to pieces when I threw them to those beasts.
So sadly, it is just you and me."

When I heard this, I recoiled in horror...How could he have fed his
own children to the zombies? I could not let him get away with
this. I wouldn't be able to live with the knowledge.

I crept out of the closet, made my way to the "good" doctors
office. Looking around, I found a Baseball bat signed by Chipper
Jones hanging in a nice glass case on the wall. I grabbed the bat
and headed to the kitchen.

He was gone!

"Who the Hell are you?" I heard his as he came up behind me. I spun
around and smacked him in the head with the bat, as hard as I
could. I didn't' ask questions, I didn't allow him to explain. I
just simply hit him. He hit the ground, dropping a plastic bag full
of something that appeared to be chunks of flesh - no doubt one of
his children.

He was not moving and just barely breathing. When I struck him, I
removed a good portion of his scalp. I struck him again, this time
he stopped breathing all together. I searched his body and found
car keys!

I then walked into the kitchen and allowed Becky to follow her
husband.

I glanced out side to see a brand new shiny SUV sitting in the
driveway. I will leave this cursed house tonight! Darcy, if you are
still alive, I am coming for you.
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