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June 14th 2111, life sucks, our planet's
brain supply has gone bone dry. We must venture into space and
become ZOMBIE SPACEMEN. Our brain detectors have found several
planets harboring brain activity. We have eaten many planets brains
before, it's funny how all the inhabitants think we're dumb and
mindless. We act that way on purpose, why do you think we
communicate using grunts and moans?Who am I talking to?

Anyway, as I was saying bbbrrraaaiiiinnnnsss
were detected and we are headed for them. The planet is called
Earth, there appears to be quite a large population of brain juice
to satisfy our zomibfication needs. There is another reason we
zombies must have brains, they allow us to be intelligent. The
protein in the brain builds our intelligence, without them we
actually do become a mindless horde. It happened once back in the
fall of '45, it wasn't a pretty sight I have to tell you. Human
brains, cow brains, and raped chickens strewn for miles, don't ask
me what happened I don't remember.

All that is in the past though, we're
advanced and fancy now we have spacecraft. Our spaceship is shaped
like a brain, if it was flattened and sucked dry! “MMMMMMM
BBBRRRAAAIIINNNSSS!”, (Sorry.)

Earth is getting nice and big on the zombie
radar or zadar, the last time I checked.

“There must be a billion brains down
there, just look at the zadar! BBBRRAAAIINNNNSSSS! Sorry sir,”
Ensign zombie Johnson replied meekly as his left eye fell
out.

“It's fine Johnson, we're all excited
for those juicy brains and we get carried away sometimes, it's
understandable. We've had ourselves quite the goddamned dry spell.”
He put his eyeball back in place and continued monitoring the
zadar.

We smashed into the Earth at full speed
killing more than half of the crew as is our customary landing.
What the hell do we need them for anyway? We spread quickly enough,
believe me. Leaping from the spaceship wreckage my crew did me so
proud mounting the curious humans that were gathered around the
crater of the crash and giving them a brain fruck. Yeah fruck.

“BBBRRRAAAIIINNNSSS MUTHAFUCKA!” I
heard Johnson yell followed by the bloodcurdling scream of a human
who was having their brain eaten, the swan song of
zombification.

'Yes they are Johnson, yes they are. Shine on
you crazy zombie diamond bastard.' I thought to myself following my
crew to the lip of the crater where I noticed all the good brains
were already eaten. Any remaining humans skinny enough to run away
had already done so, much to my disappointment. I noticed an
extremely obese human cowering against a rock trying to hide. I
typically avoid the brains of the obese and fearful, they're just
too chewy for my taste, but I was famished. I approached from
behind only to have him turn to me with pleading eyes,

“Please zombie spaceman don't eat my
brains. I just made level ten on Diablo and really want to get back
to playing.” He sobbed with pizza stained tears.

“Shhhh,” I tried to comfort him but
it's hard to say shhhh and not spit everywhere with your lips
rotted off like mine. “Everything is going to be fine, I promise
your brain will not be eaten. I will care for you.” I said staring
into his pretty and living blue eyes as he stared into my worm
filled sockets of love.

“Wow, thanks Mr. zombie spaceman I....”
Before he could finish I ate his brains, like I said I was
famished. They were very chewy and left me unsatisfied, I called my
crew together,

“UhghHHudnnNnnnnnnn,” yup that's how I
call my crew together.

They all came running covered with brains,
Johnson was the last to fall into shuffle. We began to lurch
forward as one, each moaning after the other. We had to stop after
about twenty yards because Smith's left leg fell off. We drilled it
back into place, that damn thing is stubborn. I had to call a halt
just as we got moving good and fast.

“ughnuhuUhfg,” they all
halted.

There were five camouflage SUV's speeding
down the asphalt highway we were using to lurch into the first city
of brains.

“Looks like a military response sir,”
Johnson called out as he picked brains from his three remaining
teeth with a finger bone.

“Thank you Johnson for stating the
obvious,” I responded getting pretty pissed off because it's hard
to keep speaking in this temperature with no skin on your
face.

We halted and waited on the road for the
SUV's to pull up and come to a halt, they encircled us. When all
these GI Joe looking bastards came pouring from the vehicles I hit
them with my brain juice tube. What is that you may ask, if you are
a filthy human? Well it is beyond your understanding which is why
we need your brains. It stops time and liquifies all their brains
at once for our use intravenously. Nothing like shooting up some
fresh brains in the morning! It was over in less than one human
second and we were enjoying their brains through our perma-syringes
installed just above our rotting penises minutes later.

“Take the vehicles,” I called out
falling into the drivers seat of the first SUV.

Instead of getting in their own vehicles my
crew just climbed into mine, all over the roof and shit.

“Goddamnit I knew those soldiers were
on steroids,” Johnson called out observing the semi-mindless
behavior from the passenger seat. At least he still had his wits
about him, good zombie Johnson, good zombie. I pressed the
accelerator and my right foot broke off turning to dust,

“Aww shit,” I looked at it. It wasn't
too bad, just below the ankle. “Johnson grab that crowbar behind
you and jam it in my leg there.” I said pulling the leg up so he
could accomplish the task. He did a good job stuffing that bar
right into what remains of my shinbone. I patted him on the
shoulder and broke it off, I guess I should stop doing
that.

I returned my attention to the vehicle and
with my new crowbar foot I could use that accelerator like there
was no tomorrow. We took off down that puny human highway to find
the brain city. I looked in the rear view as we were driving away
and all the humans we had attacked were now zombies shuffling down
the road looking for their own brain gri la. “God bless you new
zombies, God bless you all real nice like.” I said to myself as
kind of a silent prayer, of course Johnson's ear worms heard it and
were looking at me weird again. Unfortunately when I had
accelerated I lost a few of those zombie crewmen that were on the
roof, which might have been a good thing since those steroid
infused humans had driven them semi-mindless. I looked at Johnson
and something came over me, maybe it was the air, maybe it was the
brains, maybe it was my nose blowing off in the wind. Whatever it
was it felt great, it felt like freedom, driving from nowhere to a
brain filled city. We are ZOMBIE SPACEMEN, maybe from now on we can
just roll from city to city eating brains, just me and my main
zombie Johnson...and other worthless crew members. I put the pedal
to the metal,

“WOO-HOO, here we come brain city!” I
yelled as we sped past 100 MPH with no problem. Johnson looked over
at me,

“Sir?”


“I hereby declare all protocol over
Johnson, until we return to space, if we do. ENJOY
YOURSELF!”

He looked at me startled but then crashed
through his window and thrusting both rotting arms in the air,
howling in a brain filled victory cry of joy. He was so excited he
never even noticed the glass perforating his rotten colon, how
cute. We barreled down the highway at ever increasing speeds, the
border to this brain city was crossed in no time. I forget the name
of the city, they all blend into one juicy brain after awhile.
Every town begins to look the same, Wal-Mart, McDonalds, Home
Depot, Brains, looks alike man looks alike. Anyway we found a nice
crowd of brainlings leaving their little house of worship, more
tasty humans in crisp Sunday suits. Yummmm!

“Johnson get ready to jump on those
suited humans, they're vulnerable from using their brain energy to
worship their big invisible man in the sky!” I screamed plowing the
SUV through the front of their building. Before they could begin
screaming and running around like the monkeys they are my zombie
brethren were on them sucking their brains. Johnson was performing
some accelerated zombification, before he was done with one and on
to another the first one was a loyal zombie. Before I knew it he
had six followers added to our ranks.

“Yes Johnson Yes!” I cheered him on as
he turned them from nasty looking pink skinned suited talking
monkeys into beautiful decaying zombies craving brains. With any
luck they would become ZOMBIE SPACEMEN when this was all over!
Johnson tossed me a freshly harvested brain,

“Catch sir!” He yelled tossing it over.
I caught it alright, with my mouth! It was delicious, the brains of
followers are usually quite enjoyable you can almost taste the
insecurity. My horde of zombie spacemen followers were swarming
everywhere and multiplying our numbers turning all of them for us.
We moved block to block this way without any issue until there were
thousands following my very clear commands.

“Ughgnunnun!” I called but I guess they
couldn't all hear me. “Ah fuck it, just do what you
want.”

Everything was great until we ran into that
inevitable problem almost as unkillable as the cockroach, inbred
human trash.

I came around a corner with six zombie
soldiers behind me, out of nowhere a ninety pound blue haired
granny in a yellow pit stained wife beater jumped out holding a
shotgun twice as big as she was. She had a discount third world
cigarette hanging from her meth cracked lips that stained from
government cheese. Her eyes were wild and bloodshot from staying up
for days strung out. There was a barefoot toddler in a shit filled
diaper stumbling behind her playing with a syringe as an older
child covered in some sort of black soot stood staring at our
approach with a filthy finger lodged firmly in its nose.

“Freeze ya damn zombie sum bitches!”
The granny called out confirming my suspicions that she
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