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We haven’t had one of these yet



Foreword

It all started with a simple computer switch at work. You know—the kind where your old laptop gets swapped for a shiny new one. Should’ve been easy, right? Right.

Of course, it wasn’t. We had every possible issue: fans screaming like jet engines, BIOS updates refusing to cooperate, profiles vanishing into the digital void.

The IT team (bless their caffeinated souls) worked tirelessly. They formatted, reinstalled, rebooted—basically performed technological CPR.

Then, one night, I had a dream: The BIOS was alive. Corporate zombies were chasing a giant laptop, demanding performance reviews.

I laughed so hard in my sleep that my wife had to wake me up. Still giggling at 3 a.m., I started writing the story as a comic book.

Weeks later, a colleague read it and said, “This needs to be a novel.” So... here we are.

By the way, all colleagues in this book are real people—and willing participants in this madness.

Enjoy the chaos.

Guy Matte – 4 Nov 2025, Quebec, Canada

To Brittany, Pascal and Carlos among others. You guys started it all and now, you must live with the consequences of being such great persons! If it weren’t for you, this story would never had ben dreamt. 
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Chapter 1: Know Thy Enemy
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(Excerpt from the Official Survival Guide— Because every good apocalypse deserves a survival guide.)

B-Zombs (BIOS Zombies) are not your average undead. They’re:


	Tech-savvy: May attempt to reset your router mid-apocalypse.

	Persistent: Like telemarketers, but with more groaning.

	Oddly polite: One asked for almond milk yesterday. We’re still processing that.



Types of B-Zoms:


	Greg, Regional Manager of Undeath – Wears a tie. Avoid meetings at all costs.

	Karen the Complainer – Will chase you and demand to speak to your manager.

	Steve the Fast One – Cardio. Always cardio.





[Corporate Apocalypse Memo​[1]]

Subject: BIOS Apocalypse – Mandatory Compliance

Dear Team,

Please note that all undead employees must clock in before devouring brains. Failure to comply will result in termination (of employment, not existence).

Dress Code: Ties remain mandatory. Torn suits acceptable if accessorized with glowing implants.

Snacks: Almond milk only. Dairy is forbidden post-mortem.

Action Items:


	Consume survivors politely. We have to maintain Canadian values at all times.

	Geneva Convention notwithstanding—remember, it’s only a war crime after the first few bites.

	Maintain Wi-Fi connectivity during attacks.

	Complete quarterly performance reviews (even during apocalypse).



Regards,

Greg – Regional Manager of Undeath

Canada—Suburbia, because every good story either starts in Chicago​[2] or in the suburbs.

Most stories start with something grand:

“When the world was young and the gods walked the earth.”

Or: “In a secret lab under Chicago.”

Or even: “Keep living for me.”

This is not that story.

Yes, the world perished—but in the most unusual way: Polite Zombies.

Yep. Hailing from Canada, they spread like a courteous plague of locusts, biting and devouring while saying:

“Sorry about this, eh!”

Despite the apologies, the threat was real. The monsters were fast—too fast. Scientists were baffled:

“How could zombies exist? Fiction aside, this is impossible!”

But there they were, tearing through cities with tooth and nail. And the weirdest part wasn’t the politeness. No—it was their Star Trek cosplay gone wrong: electronic implants, barcodes, and Wi-Fi passwords tattooed across their foreheads like the unconfessed dream of every IT person since passwords were invented.

It soon became clear: this was engineered. They called it The BIOS Apocalypse, and the creatures Bios-Zombies, or B-Zombs for short.

Years passed. Survivors banded together. Some built communities; others roamed nomadically. Looters were shot on sight, and—perhaps inspired by the polite plague—people started helping each other.

So, back to the story: It takes place in Canada, in the suburbs.

The city looked perfect: blue skies, clean streets, birds chirping like they hadn’t read the apocalypse memo.  Even the air was fresh, like it had borrowed itself from somewhere else. Would it stay? Who knows.

A Tim Hortons stood proudly on the corner, its windows gleaming in the sunlight. But the sidewalks? Empty. The roads? Silent. Civilization had somehow been put on perpetual screen saver mode.

Near the counter, a tiny cloak lay crumpled like someone had abandoned cosplay mid-apocalypse.

A glowing maple leaf staff leaned against the coffee machine, humming faintly like it had opinions.

Brittany muttered under her breath: ‘If this apocalypse has raccoons, I’m done.’

Greg stood outside the Tim Hortons, clipboard in hand, tie flapping like it had survived a very bad Monday. His skin was pale, his eyes glowed faintly, and a barcode peeked from his neck like a corporate tattoo. He looked less like a zombie and more like an HR nightmare that refused to die.

The wind shifted, carrying the faint smell of burnt coffee—like the memory of a world where Wi-Fi used to be fast. Beneath it came soft murmurs, drifting through the silence. Gentle, like kids whispering during Saturday cartoons, afraid to wake the adults and be sent back to their rooms.

Inside, our team of foragers were taking a well-deserved break from finding supplies to exchange or sell. Brittany gripped a half-full coffee pot like it was Excalibur. Her blue eyes burned with caffeine-fueled determination, framed by shoulder-length black hair that had clearly seen better mornings.

Pascal clutched an empty donut tray, chainsaw leaning close at hand, like a lumberjack who’d rage-quit forestry. Mid-forties, brown eyes soft but tired, short-cropped hair already surrendering to grey—probably from years of saying, “I’ve never seen this error code before.”

From somewhere below and behind them came a faint munching sound. Slow. Rhythmic. Like someone working through a box of Timbits with religious devotion. 

Brittany froze, coffee pot raised, head cocked to one side, her eyes on the window. Pascal also tilted his head, taking hold of his chainsaw, ready for action.

Brittany squinted at Pascal, coffee pot raised like a holy relic. ‘We need ammo.’

Pascal shrugged, chainsaw gleaming. ‘We need donuts.’

‘Donuts aren’t a strategy,’ Brittany shot back.

‘Without it, there is no morale,’ Pascal said solemnly, as if quoting scripture.

Brittany sighed, slightly relaxing when the noise did not repeat itself. ‘I’m wondering, if a zombie apologizes before biting you, does that make it okay?’

‘Depends. Did they bring Timbits?’

“You hear that?” Brittany whispered again worriedly.

Pascal frowned. “Either we’ve got company... or someone’s stress-eating.”

The munching stopped. Then resumed—faster this time, like someone panic eating under pressure.

When nothing attacked their base, they went back to their occupation.  Then, later on: “Chainsaw’s ready,” Pascal muttered. “Nothing will faze me today”. He was looking forward to us his power tool on something else than zombies. Who knew, the Tim’s warehouse on the corner of the 5th and 67 might still be locked and he would need to heroically cut open the door!

“You cried when we ran out of cream last Friday, so you can’t go pretending to be unflappable” Brittany shot back, barely hiding a mischievous smile, obviously poking fun at her teammate.

“All we had left was lactose-free options! That’s not cream, that’s betrayal,” Pascal answered loftily.

The munching paused again. Then a tiny voice piped up from the shadows:

“I packed extra Timbits. For morale.”

A raccoon stepped into the light - because there just had to be a raccoon -  adjusting a tiny cloak and tapping a glowing maple leaf staff against the floor like a woodland wizard with a sugar addiction.

Listening from outside to the exchange, Greg checked his clipboard: 

Caffeine Dependency: confirmed. 

Panic Response: confirmed. 

Donut Loyalty: off the charts.

Racoon: why a raccoon?

He looked up slowly, eyes locking on the glass. A groan drifted through the air like a broken modem, and the sound of multiple shuffling feet grew closer to the Tim Hortons.

Greg turned back toward the street, his tie swaying like a flag of corporate doom. Behind him, the city remained eerily quiet—except for the faint hum of servers somewhere deep underground.

The BIOS hadn’t gone full atomic. It had gone full biologic. And Greg was just the first memo.

[BIOS Scan: Subject #003 – Brittany]

Status: Highly caffeinated

Primary Weapon: Coffee pot (improvised)

Threat Level: Moderate (escalates if coffee supply compromised)

Notes: Exhibits strong loyalty to double-doubles. 
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Chapter 2: Essential Gear
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(Excerpt from the Official Survival Guide)


	
Noise-cancelling headphones – For ignoring the moaning and your team’s bad ideas.


	
Multi-tool – Because duct tape fixes everything.


	
Flamethrower – Brittany’s favorite. Just don’t use it indoors. Again.


	
Chainsaw – Pascal insists it’s “for morale” not as a safety blanket.






The Plan: Because a bad plan is better than no plan at all. Unless it’s a Kaizen. Then always go for the Kaizen. 

Inside the Tim Hortons, the apocalypse smelled faintly of stale muffins and bad decisions. Electric sparks sputtered from time to time, and a few stubborn fluorescent lights flickered overhead, casting a sickly glow on Brittany as she hunched over a napkin. The noise from earlier had not been back and now, she was working on a “plan”.

She claimed it was a battle plan—but honestly, it looked more like a donut with sparkles on top. Her blue eyes gleamed with caffeinated intensity, the kind you’d expect from an overclocked Intel Celeron running on pure espresso.

Pascal sipped his coffee like it was liquid courage, eyeing the health section with suspicion. Too many granola bars. Not enough chocolate donuts. Then, he shifted his gaze blankly at the wall, eyes focused on nothing, living proof that the answer to the age-old question: “what’s on your mind” was really sometime: nothing.
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