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“SHITSHITSHIT!!!” I screamed, pulling out my gun as the zombies– 

 

 “You can’t have a gun!” 

 “Why not? They always have a gun!” 

 “You said this would be realistic. Hardly anyone in Britain has a gun.” 

 “It makes it more exciting!” 

 “No. Think of something else. I’m going for a piss.” 

 

“SHITSHITSHIT!!!” I screamed, pulling out my knife as the zombies closed in 

on me. I managed to stab a couple in the head, but the second one took my knife with him. 

I had no other choice but to run for it. There was a car in a nearby driveway. Fortunately, 

the keys were in the ignition- 

 

“No! This isn’t America. You can’t expect the keys to be in the ignition or under 

the sunshade.” 

 

There were no keys, but the car looked old enough to hotwire- 

 

“You don’t know how to hotwire cars.” 

“You’re really starting to irritate me.” 

“Hey, you can’t have constructive criticism without the criticism.” 

“Fine…” 

 

Unfortunately, there was no way to start it. I would have to continue on foot. Just 

as well I’d started working out recently- 

 

“What! You’ve never been to a gym in your life, you fat shit.” 

“Since when did ‘constructive criticism’ mean ‘insult the author’? Besides, you 

don’t seem to have a problem with the zombies.” 

“I happen to like zombies. Also, you haven’t really described them much yet.” 

“I’m getting to them. For now, go get me a coke. You’re really starting to stress 

me out.” 

 

 I was beginning to tire. I knew I’d have to find somewhere to spend the night. The 

radio broadcast had stressed the importance of being secure after nightfall. The monsters 

had better night vision than we did and being caught on the streets in the dark was a death 

sentence- 

 

 “You wouldn’t think like that. ‘Death sentence’?” 

 “It’s a story for Christ’s sake! People say and do things differently in stories.” 

 “You’re the one who said it would be realistic. I’m just pointing out the flaws.” 



 “There’s pointing out the flaws and there’s being a shit. Guess which category 

you’re creeping into?” 

 “Clearly the former.” 

 “God I hate you.” 

 

Luck was with me and the local police station was still secure. About forty 

survivors were inside. A few were in shock or hysterics, but most were discussing what 

had happened to our world. Being too tired to talk much, I soon settled down and thought 

about how a normal day had turned into a living nightmare. 

It all began- 

 

“Oh dear God, the inevitable flashback! How utterly clichéd!” 

“I’m just giving some background!” 

“Here’s an idea. How about putting the background AT THE FUCKING 

START?” 

“No way! Chronological stories are so outdated! I’m telling it how I want!” 

 

It all began three days ago. There I was playing video games with my friend 

Mike- 

 

“Hey, where are you going with this?” 

“Shut it.” 

 

- when seventy-five percent of the Earth’s population became zombies in an 

instant. Perhaps “zombie” wasn’t the best word, but their behaviour was certainly similar 

to the undead; suddenly people were mindlessly attacking whoever was closest to them. 

I was immune to whatever caused the catastrophe (and what could cause 

something like this?) but Mike was one of the less fortunate ones- 

 

“Whoa there, you are not turning me into one of them.” 

“My story, my rules.” 

 

One moment he was whining like a little bitch because I’d just beaten him at TS2 

again, the next he was trying to claw my eyes out. Fortunately he was never very agile 

and I was able to dodge easily. Really easily.  Thinking he was just joking around (his 

jokes never were very funny) I was ready to resume kicking his ass at TS2 when I noticed 

how his face had taken on a whole new level of ugliness (and believe me when I tell you, 

Mike was one ugly fucker to start with)- 

 

“Hey!” 

 

It was then I realised that something weird might be going on and my best course 

of action would be to kill him. Hell, I’d always wanted to. Me and the rest of the world. 

Thinking quickly, I kicked him in the balls. He went down like a sack of potatoes. A gay 

sack of potatoes- 

 



“This isn’t funny you know!” 

 

I ran into the kitchen, looking for a weapon. Finding nothing suitable, I realised 

I’d have to take him with my bare hands. Didn’t worry me though. I was always tougher 

and more popular than him. 

I strode back into the living room, confident I could beat him. Watching him get 

to his feet, a realisation struck me. The average crazed monster/ zombie had an IQ of 3. If 

Mike had become a zombie, his intelligence had tripled- 

 

“That’s enough! Stop it!” 

 

For a second I was scared. Could I beat ‘Super Mike’? I had to try. Running away 

wasn’t an option. Well, it was, but like I said earlier, I’d always wanted to kill him. 

“GRAGHZARG!!” he screamed, making more sense than usual. He ran at me but 

managed to trip over the PS3. Clearly, some of the old clumsy Mike still remained. The 

stupid zombie’s head clipped the corner of the coffee table and blood spurted out 

everywhere. Yes, Mike had actually killed himself. What a twat. 

I had to be sure he was dead. I stomped on his head seventeen times. Then pissed 

on him.- 

 

“Oh yeah. Real mature Kieran.” 

“Thanks. I think it’s turning out quite nicely.” 

 

That was the end of my friend Mike. I felt a deep sadness. After all, I’d never get 

to kill him again. 

All of this was three days ago. I forget what happened afterwards. The important 

point is that Mike is dead. No matter what the outcome of this crazy situation, he’ll never 

walk the earth again. 

 

THE END 

 

 “Thanks for your help. I couldn’t have done this without you.” 

 “Piss off.” 

 

THE END 

  


