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Description


He felt his breath leave him as landed hard on his right side. He quickly scrambled his way into a seated position, and shuffled his way to the far wall of the tiny room. It was some sort of small metal storage building, found by chance as he ran from back yard to back yard. The little shed had only one entrance, and no windows. Definitely not the best hiding spot when a horde of infected were after you, but... it would suit his purposes. A sharp sound pierced the air as he gasped through clenched teeth, the sibilance amplified by the confines of the building. A flood of emotions rushed through him as he looked down at the puckered wound on his left arm. Anger, shock, frustration, despair, sorrow for things left undone, regret for words left unsaid. Even humor, irony. He felt the corners of his eyes start to curl in amusement ever so slightly. He had expected that one day he would finally drink himself to death, not... Black blood oozed from between two mangled flaps of meat. That definitely wasn't a good sign. The most irrational thought fell into his mind, as he imagined himself showing his wound to a crowd of curious commuters on the subway the next morning. "...And this is where the top row of incisors went in..." Was dying always like this? Was it like this for everybody? Or was this just his mind combating the bleakness of his situation with silliness? Of course there would be no subway ride. No job to go to. No insufficient paycheck to complain about every other week. No useless gadgets to go into copious amounts of debt over. No love to fall into, no relationships to fuck up, no clubbing with friends, no friends period. Everyone he knew, had known, and apparently ever would know was dead as far as he could tell. Stories always told of a small group of survivors, people who banded together to combat the virus, or the disease, or the infection, or whatever it happened to be in their case. But no. He'd searched for days, and found nothing, nobody. He'd heard nary a scream nor a whistle. Only that moaning. That ceaseless moaning that fiction had somehow managed to hit right on the head. He would've chuckled, had his situation been less... hopeless. The last one. "Last Man Standing". "Last Man on Earth". Yeah, it was probably him. But was it fitting for him to go out like this? Shouldn't he survive? Become some sort of walking vengeance, slaying zombies as he pleased? Maybe at least find some sort of weapon to set off? Take all of them with him? Or... maybe it was fitting. "Humankind dies here, alone, in a dusty shed in the desolate Suburbian Wasteland". The room resonated once more, this time with a thunk as his head hit the back wall. He could feel it. The infection was spreading, crawling through his arteries, skittering through his veins. He clenched his throat shut to block out what he could of that feeling of eightmillion spider legs caressing his windpipe. Slowly he started to lose feeling in his limbs. Numbness gradually crept up across his legs. The feeling was familiar, similar to that of having one's legs fall asleep, but it had a sense of finality to it. A deadness. Somehow, though, this deadness didn't seem to affect his circulatory system just yet. He felt a sense of panic, as his heartbeat started doing strange things. His blood seemed to chafe the inside of his blood vessels as it coursed through his body. Within moments he felt that his blood had turned to molten fire. He gritted his teeth against the pain, biting back a



scream. And then he started to lose that feeling as well. The deadness crept out from his joints, crawling its way up his body. He hated this... he was ready for it to stop. He strained against the encroaching death from inside his mind, but nothing happened. His eyes flicked to his right hand, or more precisely what was in his right hand. Ohhhhh, he was such a fool. He'd sat musing about what things he would never be able to to do in his life, when he could've been blowing his own brains out to avoid this agony. He blinked his eyes furiously, trying to focus on the glossy black metal frame of his Beretta, feeling that it was the only thing anchoring him to reality. At least his eyelids still obeyed him. Not for long, though. The numbness had finally begun worming its way up his neck. He lost the ability to swallow, and stared beseechingly, imploring the gun in his hand to end his life before... before whatever was going to happen happened. He was very much aware of his own heartbeat now. It seemed to be the only stimulus that wasn't hazy or faded. His heartbeat was slow and ponderous. And it didn't deliver blood, anymore. Instead it felt like it were pumping some sort of thick, black, muddy sludge into his brain. His pulse throbbed in his ears, drowning out all sound. His tongue seemed to be made of liquid iron, both from taste and feel. It throbbed too, in the back of his throat, as he gurgled through the thick saliva that had drained into his larynx, in his fruitless battle for oxygen. He saw the world tilting sideways through what little remained of his vision. He was dimly aware that he was slumping over sideways, but it didn't matter so much to him anymore. His vision was reduced to a pinhole. This was it. The last thing he saw was the cocked black hammer of his pistol peeking mockingly over the web of flesh between his thumb and index finger. His heart fluttered, throbbed, and fell silent. The last strand connecting him to this world snapped, and the whole world fell still. Silence. Stillness. True, absolute silence, unlike he could ever have imagined. It would have been pure and serene, if it weren't death. But... that wasn't all. This moment of serenity lasted for only a moment, though he knew it would leave its impression permanently. A gnawing sensation... And a consciousness. Not his own. A foreign consciousness, here, amidst the blackness in what had been his mind. It was hungry, oh so very hungry. It longed to devour. The gnawing sensation slowly morphed into something else... a desire. Like an itch that tells you to scratch, this told him to bite, chew, gnaw. It was horrifying. He was being overridden. Him, his mind, his spirit, his self, was being corrupted and consumed. He didn't want this to happen... He couldn't let this happen! He strained again, fighting back the urges, pressuring the other consciousness, trying to force it out of his mind. He pressed and pressed, and slowly felt himself gaining ground in the battle for his mind. He gave everything he had, but his mind was exhausted. The corruption quickly gained back the ground it had lost, and now he was the one being pressed into a corner of his mind. Panic filled him, anguish, despair. He had lost track of it in his struggle, but it all flooded back in. Every ounce of him strained in opposition of what was happening, and yet there was nothing



he could do to reverse it. Giving up seemed the only option. Giving himself over. He had really begun considering it, but... A face. The part of him that was still him saw a face. Or a figure of a face. A black silhouette against the blackness behind it, yet he was still able to make it out. Long hair and sanguine cheekbones, with a noble set to the neck and shoulders. This... this was worth fighting for. It wasn't a person, or an individual... more of an idea of a person. This was simply a human, the human, and it would be lost forever if he died here. This "human", the very base of his being, was the only thing that remained of him. And it commanded him to move forward. He lashed out from that corner, that one place where he still existed. His mind pierced the other consciousness, and it shattered. He expanded, rushing to fill the corners of what was once again his mind. He came back to his senses, to find himself tumbling around inside the room where he had died. His head swam; it was a familiar feeling, though he only remembered around a quarter of the occasions upon which he'd felt it. The room rang like a drum as his head crashed into one of the metal walls. The world seemed to tilt the other way, and he went careening back across the room to sprawl across a dusty old desk that had been stored here. He lay across the desk and heaved, splattering black bile across the dirt floor. He struggled for a moment to reorient himself. He hacked and coughed, bringing copious amounts of phlegm up from where it had settled in the bottom of his lungs. He clenched his eyes tightly against the next wave of nausea. Moments later, the world finally stopped its end-overend tumbling, and he was able to take few deep breaths. He peeled his sweat-soaked body from the desk and stood dumbfounded in the middle of the room, replaying what had just happened through his mind over and over again. He had been running. Running from the zombies, or the infected, or whatever the hell they were. One of them had gotten under his car as he had been making a run to a grocery store to gather more nonperishables. The thing had gotten into some vital component, or knocked a hole in something important, because after a few more miles, he had broken down. He had ran, looking for a new vehicle or a safe place to hide. And they had followed. He remembered gunning down two of his pursuers, (that bit about headshots seemed to be true after all) and them being replaced by three more. He remembered struggling to close a metal gate on them, to slow them down, hoping to be able to lose them. That's when he'd been bitten. He'd found the shed in one of the next few yards, and that's where... He looked at his gun, where it lay on the ground, where he had been sitting when he... when he died. He shuddered. His body had been standing when he had returned to it. So what was different? There was something... something very different. His skin was very pale, yes, but that was to be expected. His heartbeat was back, but it was... different. It seemed to be beating at only half the strength and rate that it normally did. That was odd, but there was still something else...



Oh. That was it. That sensation. It wasn't coming from inside his head, this time, but it was that sensation. It was coming from... outside the shed? He could feel other beings out there. They weren't individuals; they had no feelings and no thoughts. Instead they seemed like units, all acting on a shared objective. It seemed they picked him up, too. They expressed confusion at its most primitive level. His ability to think was foreign and unwelcome. Something clicked in his head. These beings... Their drive, their desires, they were all familiar to him. He was reminded of... the beast that had been in his mind. These were the infected. The infected were a hivemind. He had been infected too, and now he was a part of it. But a thinking, breathing, living part. He picked up his gun from the floor, and dropped the mag out. He looked at the back of it... ten more rounds. He slid it back home, and kicked open the door of the little shed. A group of hive members roamed through the yard. They had picked up on his scent, he could tell. They looked at him in confusion. He was one of them, and yet he was not. He clearly felt their two instincts, the hive mentality, and their desire to feed, warring with each other for dominance. They didn't attack, however. He didn't give them a chance to make a decision. He leveled his weapon at the closest infected's head and opened fire.
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