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It’d all started with the vaccine. Supposedly the universal cancer vaccine, the UCV, was the medical breakthrough to end all breakthroughs. Offered for free or at such a small cost that it might as well e free, the UCV was seen as the ultimate game-changer.

Until the side effects showed themselves.

We’d all need therapy when the UCV plague was over.

In the meantime, there were jobs to do.

First, the wreckers, with their tools and gadgets, knock down the door. 

We let the sweep teams go in first, heavily armed and armored. They have one job. Shoot anything that moves.

The room or series of rooms are ticked off on a list as cleared.

That’s when we come in.

We’re the unseen and unmentioned soldiers in the war against the dead. We’re the people who make the cities and towns safe for human habitation once more. We’re the ones who do the dirty, and far more dangerous than people realize, work once the soldiers are done.

We’re the cleanup crews.

“How long are we going to be working this building alone?” Marcus asked. The large African American man spoke as he hauled bodies from an office to the cart. 

“Until it’s sanitized,” I responded. 

As I spoke, I mixed the antibacterial and antiviral solution, i.e., bleach, into the sprayers. They’d started out life as bug and weed sprayers at the Omaha safe zone, and we’d dragged them across the plains and over the mountains to the city of angels.
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