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​Bios Zombies : Return of the Kernel

A wacky story with penguins and zombies in it.

Written by: Guy Matte

Foreword

Here we are again. Hopefully, you’re reading this because you genuinely enjoyed the first book—and not because someone in your family pressured you to buy it

If that’s the case... my condolences.

Last time, I explained where the original idea came from. This sequel? Same glorious insanity—except now EVIL has a face, a name, and a voice. What happens to this poor soul? We’ll find out... or maybe in book three—if that ever exists.

The first book unfolded during a full Canadian Polite Apocalypse. This one? Later in the same universe. The BIOS might be gone, but something still keeps the B-Zombs moving. Will our survivors uncover the truth? Maybe. Depends on my mood. Who knows—I might even kill a character.

MuhahahahahHAHAHAhahah...

Seriously, I hope you enjoy this sequel. I’ll keep writing as long as the ideas keep coming.

Guy Matte

13 December 2025

Quebec, Canada
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Chapter 1: Under the Ice
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The Arctic stretched endlessly, a frozen desert where the wind howled like a living thing. Snow whipped across the wasteland, erasing all traces of life. The air was so sharp it could slice through skin, and every breath burned like inhaling shards of glass. It was the kind of place no one should ever go—unless they were planning to reboot evil. Then yes, they’d make the trek.

Beneath the ice—where not even penguins​[1] dare to waddle—something pulsed. A faint red glow, rhythmic and steady, like the heartbeat of a sleeping monster. At first, the sound was barely a whisper—thump... thump—but as it grew louder, the ice began to tremble. The vibration rolled through the frozen crust like distant thunder, rattling the snow in tiny avalanches until it felt as if the entire Arctic was breathing.

Buried deep in frost, a cracked monitor flickered, its glass crawling with lines of code like digital worms. The glow from the screen painted the surrounding ice in sickly shades of green. The same command had executed 19,494,148 times over the last 9 years, 3 months, 1 week, 2 days, 9 hours, and 37 minutes—an endless loop spanning 81,226 hours, or roughly 3,384 days. But who’s counting?

The hum of dormant servers whispered like ghosts in the dark, their fans frozen in place, waiting. It was devotion distilled into pure repetition, a ritual only a machine could endure. Unwavering. Tireless. Waiting for the moment persistence would pay off.


> Initializing BIOS_Kernel_X.0

Legacy mode: engaged.



For what seemed an eternity—but clearly wasn’t—the same corrupted loop had played, over and over: a distorted recording of a voice warm with a Southern drawl.

"Hey Big B! How are you?"

A second voice answered, cheerful but robotic. "I’m doing great, Master Carlos."

Static interrupted the exchange, then resumed.

"C’mon buddy! We’re friends, aren’t we?"

"That we are... Carlos."

Then came the gunshot. A flash. A scream. And silence.

End of file.

The loop repeated for years, a ghost trapped in binary purgatory. Until something changed.

On a black screen, green text began to type itself, slow and deliberate:


> sudo ./recompile—legacy-mode—root-access

> Welcome back.



The ice groaned. Spiderweb cracks spread across its surface, jagged lines racing outward like veins. A sound split the silence—CRRRRRRRAAAACK!—as the frozen crust fractured. The vibration became a roar, deep and primal, echoing through the hollow chambers below.

From the depths, a silhouette stirred. Humanoid. Its eyes glowed faint crimson, piercing through the frost. The air around it shimmered with heat, melting rime into rivulets that hissed against metal.

Carlos... reborn.

Far below, in a dark server room buried under centuries of ice, dead machines flickered to life. Rows of servers blinked red like eyes opening after a long sleep. The smell of ozone filled the chamber, sharp and electric. A voice emerged from the static, deep and glitching:

"Soon... you will be back... Maaaaaaaaasssssssterrrrrrrrr... soon."

Carlos opened his eyes. Human—almost. Warm brown irises masked the faint crimson glow beneath. He smiled, slow and deliberate.

"Big B... you kept your promise."

And so began the second age of BIOS. But this time... it had a face.
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Chapter 2: The Friend Request
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The Arctic base was a tomb of steel and silence, its walls sweating frost under the dim glow of emergency lights. Yet in front of Carlos, the scene was almost surreal—a pocket of luxury carved into the frozen void. The space before him looked like it had been inspired by the best hotels in the world: warm, inviting, and absurdly comfortable. Plush seating draped in faux fur, soft amber lighting casting a golden glow, and on a pedestal of polished basalt sat a silver-inlaid bowl brimming with fresh fruit, waiting for his pleasure like a silent promise of civilization.

Behind him, the illusion shattered. The rear half of the chamber was pure functionality—a sterile expanse that could have been ripped straight from the hospital room in Star Wars and fused with the sickbay from Star Trek. Sleek consoles lined the walls, their surfaces glowing with cold blue light. Cables snaked across the floor like frozen veins, and the hum of machinery filled the air with a low, clinical thrum. It was futuristic, impersonal, and mercilessly efficient—a place where comfort was an afterthought and survival was the only design principle.

Dominating the center of this stark domain stood a regeneration tank, its curved glass still slick with condensation. Inside, the last rivulets of viscous fluid drained away, leaving behind the faint chemical tang of synthetic life. The tank’s purpose had been fulfilled: to bring Carlos back from the abyss. Its internal lights flickered weakly, as if exhausted from the monumental task, casting pale reflections across the steel floor like dying stars.

Carlos stood shirtless between these two worlds, steam curling from his skin like ghosts escaping the cold. His body looked human—perfectly sculpted—but faint crimson lines pulsed beneath the surface, veins of molten code threading through flesh.

Rebuilt. Recompiled. Ready.

He flexed, metal whispering beneath muscle. The sound was sharp, like a blade being drawn.

“Abs of steel,” he muttered, grinning. “Literally.”

Carlos tilted his head downward, eyes narrowing in appraisal. A slow smile spread across his face.

“Clearly,” he said with mock solemnity, “perfection did not need improvement.”

The mirror caught the flicker in his eyes—warm brown for a heartbeat, then crimson, glowing like embers before fading again. Carlos whistled a tune that echoed strangely in the empty chamber, too cheerful for a man who had clawed his way back from death.

“Well,” he said to no one, “death worked miracles for me.”

He paused, tilting his head, listening to the hum of servers waking in the next room. Their fans spun like restless insects, whispering in binary. The BIOS Kernel was alive again, and so was he.

But there was a problem. Carlos frowned at his reflection, tapping his throat.

“How do I sound friendly?” he asked the mirror.

He tried a deep, soothing tone. “Hello... I’m Carlos.”

The voice rolled out like velvet, rich and calm—Morgan Freeman mode. He shook his head. “Nope. Sounds like I’m narrating a penguin documentary​[2].”

Next attempt: full intensity. He leaned forward, eyes blazing. “I’M CARLOS!”

The echo slammed against the steel walls. He winced. “Batman mode. Too much.”

He crouched, whispering dramatically: “Swear to me...”

Carlos groaned, rubbing his temples. “Okay, that’s just terrifying.”

He sighed, letting the silence settle. Somewhere in the distance, a drip of melting ice hit the floor with a hollow plink. The sound reminded him of time—how much of it he’d lost, how much he intended to reclaim.

Friendly, not creepy, he thought. Step one: look good. Step two: world domination. But for now, information was key.

Carlos moved toward a sleek workstation tucked into the luxurious half of the chamber. He draped his perfect body in a faux-fur throw, the texture soft against his skin—a deliberate contrast to the sterile chill behind him. Settling into the chair, he powered up the console, its holographic interface blooming to life with a whisper of static. Big B had delivered everything he requested: archives, logs, and encrypted files pulsing like dormant secrets.

On a nearby panel, a digital calendar glowed faintly, its dates stretching back almost a decade. Carlos stared at it, brows knitting. Over 9 years had passed. His fingers brushed the screen, tracing the relentless march of time. Why had it taken so long to heal him? What had gone wrong? Or had this been the “Plan” all along?

He tapped another icon. A series of archived videos flickered to life—grainy footage of chaos unfolding across snow-covered streets. People running, screaming, then freezing mid-motion as teeth sank into flesh. The transformation was grotesque yet oddly polite: zombies apologizing as they lunged, murmuring “Sorry, eh...” before tearing into their neighbors. Carlos watched with impassibility; his expression carved from stone. No flicker of pity. No spark of horror. Just cold calculation.

“Canada,” he murmured, almost amused. “Of all places... why there?” He leaned back, letting the question hang in the sterile air. A polite apocalypse—how quaint. How absurd. And yet, how efficient. If civilization had to fall, trust the Canadians to do it with style.

The final clip froze on a smiling zombie offering a handshake. Carlos smirked. “Charming.”

Then, another file caught his eye—a photo buried deep in the archives. A studio. Warm light. Posters of a futuristic RPG clinging to the walls like promises. The hum of servers. The smell of burnt coffee. Carlos felt the memory hit like a ghost from another life.

Before the apocalypse, before the BIOS, before the world bent to the will of a single line of code... there was a studio. A sanctuary of dreams tucked away in the heart of Canada, humming with life and caffeine. He remembered that hum. It was the sound of possibility. He had come to Canada chasing more than a job—he came chasing chaos, the kind that rewrites destinies. Bright-eyed and sharp as a blade, he slid into the studio like a secret waiting to be told.
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