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  To my wife — your love, patience, and belief in me carried this story to the finish line.

To my parents, gone but never forgotten — your absence is a silence I write into every page.

To my brother and his wife — thank you for standing by me, always.

And to the friends who endured the rough drafts, the rewrites, and the late-night rants — your honesty and encouragement made this possible.

This book is for all of you.







  Foreword



Some stories take months to tell. Others, a few years. The Memoirs of Michael Zane: The Last Human took over fifteen. Not because I couldn’t find the words—but because I never wanted to say goodbye to the world, the characters, or the emotions that built it. This book lived with me through every phase of life, changing as I changed, evolving as I did.




At the heart of it all is a story about survival, identity, and the weight of being the last. But behind the scenes, this book is also about support—the kind that never wavers, never questions, and never asks for anything in return.




To my wife: your love and belief in me has been the quiet force behind every chapter. You’ve been endlessly supportive, always patient, and always understanding—even when I disappeared into my own fictional world for hours (or days) at a time. This book wouldn’t exist without you. Thank you for being my constant.




And to the reader—whether you’re holding this book out of curiosity, fandom, or fate—thank you for joining me on this long and strange journey. Michael Zane’s world is dark, messy, and unforgiving. But at its heart, it’s a story about what it means to be human—even when humanity seems lost.




Welcome to the end of the world. And the beginning of something more.




David Cameron
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The Memoirs of Michael Zane

The Last Human

Introduction




As I sit here, the weight of solitude presses on me, and I am forced to confront a grim reality: I am the last human alive. The massacre, carried out by the Saluki Inu from Silverfall, wiped out everything—every trace of humanity. Now, I hide in the shadows with a ragtag group of rogues on the forgotten, decaying world of Plantarius.




I’ve decided to record my story, though I know it may be the last trace of humanity to ever exist. I don’t know how much longer I can hold on in this desolate world, in this universe that is slowly losing all semblance of hope. Each day is a battle for survival, a fight against the nightmares that follow me in my wake. I feel the darkness closing in, and I wonder if even this record will outlast me.




It’s been nearly thirty years since the massacre, but time itself feels distorted. I was frozen in cryogenic sleep for a long while, an unwilling passenger in the cruel march of time. I’ve seen horrors that no living being should ever bear witness to, horrors that have shattered any illusion of peace. In the end, it’s not just the battle for survival that weighs on me—it’s the unbearable emptiness that stretches on, far beyond the death of Earth.




I had family once. I had friends. Now, I have nothing but ghosts. Fifty humans made it off Earth in time, but the number dwindled faster than I could count. Betrayal, loss, and the relentless march of the Saluki Inu—they took everything, piece by piece. And I’m the last one left. But I’ll get to that—if I’m still able to—when I tell this story from the beginning.




I leave this as a testament, a warning to anyone who might find it. Humanity, in its hubris, believed it could escape the consequences of its actions. Perhaps this will be our legacy, this record of our fall. I can only hope that what’s left of the human spirit will endure in memory long after the stars have burned out.




By the way, I’m Michael Zane. But names are nothing any more. I am no one. My story is what matters now—the actions I’ve taken, the blood I’ve spilled, the choices I’ve made. They are the only things that can carry any meaning in this dying universe.




I’ve sketched out a timeline for you to see. Not that time matters much any more. It’s a cruel joke, the way it stretches and contracts, mocking us all. Three thousand years. That’s how long it’s been since everything went wrong. I am now in my mid-fifties, but I feel older. Every minute feels like a century. But I have no illusions. The fight isn’t over. It never ends. Perhaps, if fate is merciful, I will find a way to right this terrible wrong, even though I know the odds are as slim as the empty air that surrounds me.




But who knows? The future is a dark and uncertain thing. And the shadows have only just begun to stir.
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  How It All Started to Go Wrong

  
  




It was a warm afternoon on Friday, July 13th, 2007—a date etched into my memory, the moment everything began to fall apart. That was the day I learned I hadn’t gotten the job I’d applied for. The rejection itself wasn’t a surprise; it was Friday the 13th, after all. A bad omen, as always. But what started as a personal disappointment soon unravelled into something far greater—something unimaginable, something apocalyptic.




The day began like any other, but there was something unsettling in the air. Despite the heat, the atmosphere felt too clean, too sterile—like the world was holding its breath. The birds were strangely silent, and even the sound of traffic felt muted. There was no breeze, and yet the trees rustled as if whispering secrets to one another. I decided to walk into town. I needed the distraction, something to help me escape the slow suffocation of unemployment. Without work, my days bled together, filled with endless hours of mindless television and scrolling through news feeds that offered nothing but gloom.




Teenu, my girlfriend, had already left for her job. She worked at a nearby council building, helping to organize logistics for local events. It was something she was passionate about. We had moved to this town only three months earlier, hoping for a fresh start. It was picturesque—charming streets, welcoming Neighbors, and an old clock tower that chimed every hour like clockwork. It felt safe, stable. But beneath its quaint exterior, something else stirred, something cold and ancient.




As I walked through the quiet streets of our new neighbourhood, I couldn’t shake the feeling that something was wrong. We had just moved here—Teenu and I—to this idyllic little town nestled under the shadow of the larger city. It was the kind of place that looked like it had been plucked from a postcard, with smiling Neighbors and freshly cut lawns. But even the sun-drenched serenity couldn’t mask the chill in the breeze that danced between the houses.




There was an odd tension in the air, like the static before a storm. I passed the local grocer, Mr. Denholm, who usually waved and chatted. Today, he only nodded, eyes distant. A group of teenagers loitered by the old fountain, but their laughter seemed forced. A woman on a bench nearby clutched her handbag tightly, staring blankly into the distance. The normal rhythm of life was off—subtly, unmistakably off.




After spending a short time in town, the weight of the job rejection began to settle in. I wandered aimlessly for a while, hoping something—anything—would lift the mood. I bought a coffee from a small café, but even the bitter warmth couldn’t dispel the unease. A man outside shouted something incoherent at a passing cyclist, and the cyclist didn’t even glance back. Everyone seemed trapped in their own bubble of confusion. Eventually, I turned back, not even noticing the subtle signs of unease creeping along the edges of reality. The sky, still glowing with late-afternoon heat, seemed too bright, too heavy. Something was coming.




When I returned home, I flipped the light switch—nothing. Darkness. The power was out. Confused, I checked the fuse box, but everything seemed fine. Just as I was trying to piece it together, I heard a noise outside. It was low, like the howl of distant wind, but it had a strange metallic quality. I pulled back the curtain and froze.




Snow. Thick, silent snow blanketed the streets and rooftops, though not a single flake was falling. And it was the middle of July. Summer. This shouldn’t be happening. The grass in our front yard had vanished beneath a layer of white, and the trees stood still and silent, their leaves frozen in place.




I grabbed my phone and called Rob, my friend who lived out in the countryside. His voice crackled over the poor connection. “What is it? You okay?”




“There’s snow. Outside. Like a foot of it. But it just… appeared. It wasn’t there an hour ago.”




Rob was quiet for a moment, then spoke. “Mate, there’s no snow here. Just a bit of wind. Maybe it’s one of those freak weather things? No one on the news is mentioning anything yet. Let me check.”




A few minutes passed, then he came back, his voice shaky. “You need to turn on a TV. Now. Something’s happening.”




With my house still powerless, I trudged down the street to a neighbour’s place. Their side lights were still glowing. I knocked, and they let me in, concern mirrored on their faces. Together, we watched the news. The screen showed apocalyptic scenes of crumbling cities, seismic destruction, and rising tides. The anchor’s voice was trembling.




“In North America, over six hundred earthquakes have struck within minutes. Entire cities have crumbled. And now, the continent has vanished beneath the ocean.”




“What do you mean ‘vanished’?” I asked aloud, my voice cracking as I called Rob back.




Rob sounded dazed. “The land… it’s gone. Just gone. It was like the whole place was erased. South America is flooding. This is something else. Bigger than anything we’ve seen.”




Then the line went dead. My phone credit had run out.




I stared at the TV in stunned silence. My heart thudded in my chest. There was no logic left, no understanding of what was real. I stepped out of the house and back into the cold. The snow was still there, untouched by time or sun. The neighbourhood was eerily quiet, save for the distant hum of generators.




Driven by fear, I made my way toward Teenu’s office. I had to find her. The snow crunched underfoot, and still, I felt no cold. Just dread. The streets were nearly empty, and the few people I saw stared blankly ahead, some clutching radios or bags hastily packed. The normalcy of life had shattered in a matter of hours.




When I arrived, she was already at the door, eyes wide. “What’s happening?” she asked. “The radio says to stay inside. It’s dangerous.”




I pulled her into a hug and explained everything I’d seen and heard. Her face was pale. “None of this makes sense,” she whispered. Her voice was small, as if she were afraid of being heard by something lurking just beyond our sight.




As we made our way home, we met up with Sarah and Mark, a couple who lived just a few doors down. They had been trying to reach their families, but phone reception was now down. We gathered at their place, glued to the TV. The Prime Minister’s address followed.




“America, one of the greatest nations, is gone. We mourn their loss. But we must prepare. A race calling themselves the Saluki Inu has contacted us. From a planet named Silverfall. They offer us aid in our darkest hour.”




The broadcast ended, and all the channels went dead. Static. Silence.




As we walked home together, the world felt unreal. Real aliens? Why now? What did they want? That night, I barely slept. Questions circled in my mind like vultures.




The next morning, I was awoken by a low hum and movement outside. Workers were installing strange equipment in the streets. One of them, face unreadable, approached me.




“Power’s back, for now. Underground bases are being prepared. You’ll be safe soon. That’s all we know.”




It didn’t sound reassuring. It sounded scripted. Cold.




The days that followed were thick with confusion. Emergency broadcasts replaced regular programming. The government’s promises felt hollow, yet the talk of underground shelters persisted. A sense of quiet panic took root. People began hoarding supplies. Supermarket shelves emptied. Schools closed indefinitely. The air carried an electricity, a charged silence, as though everyone was waiting for the next catastrophe.




Three weeks later, we received letters of notice. Our base was ready. We were to report immediately.




Teenu, Sarah, Mark, and I gathered our things. The streets were transformed. Snow piled high, vehicles abandoned, homes empty. We passed frozen families, caught mid-flight, now statues of ice and sorrow. The snow seemed to absorb all sound, amplifying the silence. It felt like walking through a graveyard of a world that had ended in slow motion.




When we arrived at the base, we were met with chaos. A father was pleading with guards to let his children in. They refused. His screams echoed down the icy corridor. A shot rang out, the man drooped in a crumpled heap on the floor.




“No tickets, no entry,” the guard said coldly to the man’s family.




The children, terrified and alone, were turned away into the cold. No warmth. No safety. No hope.




Inside, our documents were scrutinized. Teenu squeezed my hand. I saw the tears in her eyes, though she didn’t let them fall. The doors slammed shut behind us, sealing away the frozen world outside.




But even in warmth, I felt no comfort. The Saluki Inu had come bearing gifts and warnings. Who were they really? What price would we pay for their protection?




As the hum of the underground base vibrated in my ears, I knew one thing for sure:




This was only the beginning.
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When we entered the base properly, I couldn’t believe how massive it was. It looked like an enormous, half-lit underground city—steel walls towering overhead, dim artificial lights casting long shadows, and the constant hum of generators echoing through the corridors. It stretched out further than the eye could see, with corridors branching in every direction. I couldn’t help but wonder: how could they have built all of this in just a month? Had it been prepared long before the cataclysms began? That question gnawed at me.




We were shown to our designated hut. Calling it a “hut” felt generous—it was really just one of thousands of tiny bed-sits crammed together like cells in a hive. Metal walls, recycled air, and fluorescent lighting that flickered at odd intervals made it feel more like a survival bunker than a home. Still, we were alive, and that was all that mattered. After dropping off our things, we ate some dry bread and cheese and went straight to bed. It must have been well past 2 a.m, and it had been a very busy day.




When I woke, I was surprised by how warm it was. You almost forgot the earth above us was freezing. I got dressed and stepped outside for a quick look around. To my surprise, there was a small market set up in one of the open squares. With the economy gone and banks obsolete, everything was technically free—distributed by need, not want. People manned stalls not for money, but for purpose. It was a strange kind of socialism, born not from ideology but desperation.




I grabbed some milk and cereal for breakfast. As I turned back toward our new home, a voice called out, “Hey Zane! How long have you been here?”




I spun around. “Pete?” I smiled in shock. It was one of my best mates from Thirsk. “Hey mate, I only got in late last night. You here with many from Thirsk?”




He nodded. “Yeah, the army brought us in yesterday morning. Most of the village came. Good to see you again—it’s been ages.”




“It has,” I said, a bit relieved. “Anyway, I better get back to Teenu, sort out breakfast. See you around.”




As I turned to go, another voice—cool and alert—cut in. “You’re Zane, right?”




I looked up to see a tall man in dark tactical gear leaning casually near a support beam, arms folded, sharp eyes scanning the corridor even while he spoke. A sleek sidearm rested on his hip, but his stance wasn’t threatening—just watchful.




“Yeah. And you are?”




“Jareth Ryker,” he said with a nod. “Security detail for this sector. We’ve got eyes on all the new arrivals. No offense—just protocol.”




“None taken. Guess someone’s got to keep the peace.”




He smirked faintly. “You’d be surprised how fast things can go sideways down here when people start to remember the sky.”




I gave him a respectful nod. “Well, thanks for keeping us safe.”




He gave a slight shrug. “Just doing my part. You watch out for that girl—Teenu, right? She’s… not like the others.”




I frowned slightly. “What do you mean?”




Ryker met my gaze, serious now. “Let’s just say not everyone’s scars are visible. Keep her close.”




Before I could ask more, he turned and melted into the hallway shadows, eyes already back on patrol.




Knowing my friends and family were close by gave me some peace. We’d likely be living here for a few months at least, maybe longer. As I walked back, I noticed a mural being painted on a wall—a phoenix rising from ashes. Even in darkness, hope tried to assert itself.




Back at the hut, as I prepared breakfast, Teenu suddenly screamed. I rushed over. She was still asleep but drenched in sweat, thrashing. I gently woke her, and she bolted upright in a blind panic.




“Michael! We’ve got to get out of here! The Saluki Inu… they’re just keeping us alive long enough to use us—for food… and slavery!”




I sat beside her, trying to calm her. “What are you talking about, Hun? They saved us.”




She was crying now. “No… ZOSHI told me not to trust them.”




I paused. “Zoshi? Who’s that?”




She looked confused. “He’s the leader of the Equinians… I don’t know how I know that.




They’ve been at war with the Saluki Inu and the Reptillias for over a hundred years. This is their last chance to win the war.”




My stomach twisted. She couldn’t be serious… right? But something in her eyes made me hesitate. It wasn’t just fear. It was certainty.




Later that day, around 1 p.m., a radio broadcast interrupted the eerie quiet. The Prime Minister’s voice crackled through: “This is the time for the human race to stand up, or we are doomed. The Saluki Inu have informed us of a disturbing new threat. Some individuals are experiencing vivid, unsettling dreams—these are signs of infection by the ‘Elements of Phantom’. We don’t yet understand what it means, but these individuals may become unstable, dangerous even. For their safety—and ours—we must identify and isolate them.”




My heart stopped. Was it true? Could Teenu be right? Were the Saluki Inu protecting us… or preparing to harvest us?




I told Teenu I was going out for a bit to look for old friends. She was still in bed, pale and shaken. “I love you,” I whispered, kissing her forehead. “I won’t let anything happen to you.”




I wandered for what felt like five minutes, but nearly an hour passed. I passed children drawing on the concrete floors with chalk, mothers trying to keep their babies entertained with scraps of cloth fashioned into toys. It all felt so surreal. I bumped into Pete again near the makeshift canteen.




“Have you heard what they’re doing?” he asked, eyes wide.




“What?”




“They’re taking people away. People who had dreams about the Saluki Inu. Some guards came this morning.”




I almost told him about Teenu. But I stopped myself. “I’m just trying to clear my head,” I said.




He nodded. “Take care, mate.”




It was just after 14:30 when I wandered through the market again and picked up some rice and chicken soup—Teenu’s favourite. Maybe it would help. But the questions kept circling. Why were the Saluki Inu so afraid of dreams? What were the Elements of Phantom? Could dreams really be a threat?




When I got back, Teenu was calmer. As we ate, she said, “The dream… it was so clear. Like I was there. Like I’d lived it.”




I leaned forward. “Promise me you won’t tell anyone. Pete said they’ve already taken people. Just for dreaming.”




“But if other people are having the same dream, how do you explain that?” Teenu said.




I had no answer. I just stared at the floor, mind reeling. Could there be a psychic link between survivors? Could these dreams be real memories—not of the past, but the future?




The hut was basic—double bed, a few drawers, a wardrobe, some chairs, and a dusty old radio. It felt more like a cage the more time we spent inside. Even the air felt thinner, like the walls were pressing in. I found myself glancing at the corners, expecting hidden cameras.




Later that afternoon, Teenu said she wanted to walk around. We headed out, hoping to spot someone we knew. And then I saw Rob, another friend from Thirsk, sitting outside a hut. I waved. “What d’ya know? You’re living just seven doors down!”




Rob looked up, eyes hollow. “They’ve taken Tiina,” he whispered. “I couldn’t stop them.”




“What? Why?” I replied.




“She had a dream last night. I told the neighbours, hoping someone had tablets to help calm her. Twenty minutes later, the guards came with guns. Said they were going to run tests.”




I clenched my fists. I couldn’t tell anyone about Teenu. Not yet. I crouched beside him, placed a hand on his shoulder.




“I’m so sorry,” I whispered. “But I swear, I’ll find out where they took her. I’ll help you get her back. I promise.”




That night, I stared at the ceiling for hours. No stars. No moon. Just the low hum of a world gone mad. That’s when it hit me—all we had lost. I broke down and cried silently until exhaustion took me.




The next morning, at 07:30, I gently kissed Teenu’s forehead. “Rest, Hun. I’m going to see Rob.”




I sneaked out and knocked softly on his door. “Who’s there?” he whispered.




“It’s me.” I softly replied.




He let me in. We talked for an hour. I slipped up—told him Teenu had the dream too. His face tensed, but he didn’t betray me.




“We need to find out where they’re taking people,” I said. “If we can track Tiina, maybe we can rescue her.”




Rob nodded slowly. “Let’s do it.”




We started planning in hushed tones. There had to be records, manifests, logs. Maybe in the command centre, or whatever passed for administration here. We’d have to move carefully. One wrong step, and we’d disappear too.




The base felt less like a haven now and more like a prison. But something inside me had shifted. No more waiting. No more hoping. It was time to act.




That was the plan… for now.
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I left Rob to gather information on the streets while I went back to check on Teenu. The walk back felt longer than usual. The corridors twisted like veins beneath the Earth, and the dim lights overhead gave off a sickly yellow glow, flickering every now and then like a dying star. I passed familiar faces—people from Thirsk, strangers from all over the country—but their eyes all told the same story: hopelessness hidden behind the thin veil of routine.


When I reached the entrance to my hut, I noticed it immediately—something was wrong. The door was ajar. Inside, the bed was unmade, a half-empty mug of tea sat cooling on the floor, and Teenu’s coat and shoes were gone. No blood, no mess, just absence. It felt wrong in the worst way—clean and quiet, like she had simply evaporated.


“Teenu?” I called softly, almost afraid of the silence that answered.


Panic set in. I burst out of the hut and ran to the nearest group of people. “Have you seen my partner, she has deep brown skin, steady eyes, and short natural hair held back by a simple headband, with a presence that lingers long after she’s gone?”


Most shook their heads sympathetically. A few didn’t even respond. Eventually, I spotted Pete leaning against a wall near the food distribution kiosk, munching on a dry biscuit.


“She passed me about half an hour ago,” he said. “Didn’t look right. Like she was
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