Cataclysm
My name is Hugo Franklyn. I am a direct descendant of the infamous Victor Frankenstein. My great grandfather changed the family name on his immigration to USA to attain a degree of anonymity from our illustrious ancestor. The family assumed I would follow tradition like my father and grandfather and become a surgeon, yet I was never enthralled at the idea of working with human anatomy. My education took me into the field of computers, cybernetics, and robotics, and eventually, as a specialist in Artificial Intelligence.
Our family archives held the original notes and documents from our notorious ancestor on his obscene creation and I spent many hours at a young age, perusing his writings. His ideas, although intriguing, seemed outdated and I wondered if I might create something similar, a living, thinking, self-reproducing robot.
The death of my parents leading to my inheritance of the family mansion with its sizeable fortune gave me the inspiration to begin the project. The early years resulted in limited progress until I learned of the opportunities in the field of AI at CERN in Switzerland. Their work in particle physics is only a part of the research carried out in the CERN laboratories. Having graduated from the top universities in Silicone Valley, my application for a post on the AI team was greeted enthusiastically. Within a couple of months, I had sold the family home and moved my entire paraphernalia to a small château in the eastern corner of France, only a short distance from CERN.
Although the AI programming of my project moved forward with more rapidity, the actual creation of a physical entity was slow. My initial concept employed the use of nanobots – microscopic robots – able to generate an array of memory cells from silicone that would create neural pathways to give abstract thought, similar to the way the human brain operates. My limitation came in building a framework or skeleton on which the silicone cells could be assembled.
It was at this point, fate gave an unexpected hand – the beginning of the zombie apocalypse. Much has been written about the origins of the rise of the undead in USA and its subsequent spread throughout the world. Security around CERN, and for the employees living in the vicinity, was intense enough to make us relatively immune to the outbreak. Hence, it was not long before I received a pleading request for aid from my dear cousin, Victoria.
She was a strange girl, several years my junior. Her appearance, both physically and in attire embraced the Goth movement. Her predominantly black clothing, her hair, the colour of rich Burgundy wine, and her green eyes enhanced the almost deathly pallor of her skin. Her demeanour was, if possible, even more macabre than her appearance. Although she had majored in psychology, she was also adept with the surgeon’s blade. I had no desire to question why or how she acquired such skill. Almost immediately after installing herself in my home, I noticed a sudden reduction in the ranks of the marauding wild and stray cats in this area, although, with everyone’s attention on self-preservation, it seemed to go unnoticed. 
I could do nothing to prevent her curiosity from delving into my project. It was her idea of using a human skeleton as the framework to produce a cyborg rather than a robot.  At this time, even in our locale, we had no difficulty in obtaining half eaten cadavers, and soon had a variety of limbs and spinal chords floating in a bath of formaldehyde. Her anatomical expertise was paramount in creating our first neutral-gender cyborg. Victoria’s motives were entirely for the good of surviving humanity. The ability of zombies to transfer the virus through rabid bites, and difficulty in culling said zombies, her idea was to create an army, part human in appearance and ability, and part machine. Without blood, the sillicone-carbon based life-form would be immune to the plague. 
Our prototype, a two metre tall creature,  took shape in similar way to assembling a jigsaw puzzle. Our first experiments were a huge success, after which we were able to enlist the full resources of the CERN laboratories. Within six months, we unleashed our small army against the zombie invasion. The self-reproducing nanobots devoured zombie flesh to produce the silicone cells, thus reanimating the, now virus free, zombie skeleton to become part of the team. The cyborg army grew at an exponential rate, doubling in numbers every week. 
Within a year, France and most of western Europe was zombie free and the army fanned out eastward, to the north and south. Linked telepathically to a central core of intelligence similar to a hive of bees, or a nest of ants, the latter on which I based my original hypothesis, their ability to learn by experience, enabled them to revitalise the human transport system and convey themselves to all parts of the infected world.
The zombies had wiped out 95% of human life, leaving only minute pockets of resistance able to survive and attempt to combat the apocalypse. In my original AI programming, I ensured the cyborgs could differentiate between humans and non-thinking zombies. However, I had not allowed for the cyborgs to evolve their own programming. After a time, it became obvious the program had adjusted to include any intelligent, thinking creature inferior to the cyborg collective. Over the past few weeks, our communication with the outside world has gradually been reduced. Today, the radio frequencies are silent. As far as I can tell, we few scientists at CERN are the sole survivors of the human race.
