Fyberverse – All in Shambles

Foreword: Well, this is my first attempt at writing something with the length of a page or more. This is hopefully the first chronicle of the Fyberverse. If all goes well we can get a whole lot of chronicles. I suppose the designation would 002, where 001 is the one where Fyber transforms when the moon on his screensaver reaches its apex and the only way to reverse it is to put his pants back on.


This is the first time I’ve had any real time to myself. The past few months have been hell on earth. Really, the world has been crippled by a loose experiment. I suppose it’s been about two or three years since the accident. A group of Deck, Rhythm, and Sterling set off to raid a G.O.B.L.I.N. warehouse, fairly standard the more wild and loose the company became with its tech. Here’s the log of what happened from Sterling, he filed lots of reports till about a year ago.


We approached the warehouse at 1210, and began to find our target, the meteor that G.O.B.L.I.N. recovered a month ago. There were no guards but we pressed onward. We found an elevator and took it about five levels to the lab basement. There we saw the results of their discovery, an alien abomination feasting on the poor souls down there. I opened fire instantly, Rhythm flung a Wave Grenade, and Deck checked the rest of the area for more of them. That one was the only in the labs, which was very fortunate for us as it took us ten or so minutes of hard battle to put it down for good. We searched the logs and found the surveillance tapes. Deck puked right on Rhythm, who in turn puked very close to me. Only my training and wartime kept my stomach in check. The tape revealed that the monster WAS the meteor, which unfurled and proceeded to kill and eat the aforementioned ‘poor souls.’ Deck and Rhythm went home as I called in cleanup. The warehouse and labs were swept clean of all bodies and materials.

Fairly cut and dry, but what he doesn’t mention what the government did with the remains. They took them to their own labs, upon which the corpses rose again. Let me say that again, they rose from the dead into a state of undeath, Zombies in layman terms. They poked and prodded them for a couple a months before a simple accident let them loose, and they spread across North and South America like wildfire. Soon, they started to breed. Yes, breed, we don’t know exactly how yet, as the offspring mutated horribly, akin to X-men. You know, Wings, optic blasts, telekinesis, all those great things making them harder to kill and contain. Some tried flying to Europe, but they were ready for them since some walked across the ocean floor to reach the other side. Japan apparently had lots of Xenotech as they were able to throw up a force field around the entire country. That and mechs. Hmm, Fyber’s hollering for me, I’ll write another entry later.

Sorry, false alarm, Fyber needed toilet paper and I’m the only one in the lab tonight. Living one, that is. Yeah, we have one of them, a none-mutant of course. We could handle one, but they’re too unpredictable. Of course after years of fighting the monsters, you learn how to stop them from being a problem, but keep them, alive I guess you could say. We’ve been studying this one for about 3 months, he’s very resilient, and was slightly belligerent until we removed his jaw, teeth, and arms. If you’re reading this, I’m going to assume you have not read the reports we have on the zombies themselves. So I’ll into that here. Take a normal human being, no metagene, just your average Joe. Now, he gets bitten by Zombie Primus, the alien that I mentioned earlier. His entire genetic structure mutates, changes, morphs. Whatever you want to say, but it is altered, radically and without mercy. So the system goes into shock, the entire body. After the DNA is re-encoded, it performs a jumpstart. Thus Joe comes back to life for a few minutes before the degradation begins. The person’s brainwaves flat line, it just generates the electricity required to move the body towards its new goal; eating the flesh of the living. From there the code that it transmits through the act of biting (still unsure what it is that transmits it during the bite) degrades, which causes the slower, shambling sort. This is because the restart time is longer and the birthing period causes more damage, the decay cycle is also accelerated.

Hmm, forgot where I was going before I started……….. I suppose I’ll go on about the subject. Well, he’s male, 28 years old ATD, and an Alpha. An Alpha is one that was either bitten by Primus, or bitten by one bitten by Primus. Last year we got our hands on a Zernexian device that tells the story of whoever you point it at instantly. Even after re-death. So we saw him be born, all the way up to the point we used the device. And, oh jeez, it’s almost noon. I’ll wrap this up later. The power goes out at noon for about an hour, Fyber still doesn’t know why.
