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        As if working Christmas Eve in the perfume department at Wellingsons isn’t hard enough, Melissa has to contend with a zombie outbreak. Now the shoppers aren’t just hungry for bargains, they’re just hungry and Melissa must find a way to survive long enough to close the store. No refunds ‘til January!
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      As if Christmas wasn’t bad enough, Melissa now had to contend with zombies.

      She’d known when she took the position as a holiday cashier at the large Wellingsons Department Store that she was in for weeks of crazy shoppers, belligerent children hopped up on sugar and excitement, incessant Christmas music and long hours but dealing with zombies was the last straw.

      It started in shoes with Janice, as Melissa would have expected. That woman was so dumb she couldn’t tell left from right with it painted on her hands. When the customer started shaking and convulsing, instead of calling for assistance, Janice leaned toward her, peering over her glasses.

      “Are you all right?” she said.

      The customer, a short Filipino woman, suddenly let out a snarl and lunged, biting a chunk out of Janice’s cheek. Janice’s scream carried halfway across the store to the perfume aisle where Melissa handed out samples. Melissa noticed the commotion as she spritzed a sample of the latest Floral Sensation perfume on an older woman’s wrist.

      “What was that?” the old woman said. She waved her wrist under her nose, taking a sniff.

      “Nothing,” Melissa said. The scream just added another level of noise to cacophony as far as Melissa was concerned. Her head was already pounding from the cloying stench of the perfume. It felt like it was seeping into her pores and no amount of scrubbing would get rid of it. She’d have to wait until she shed a layer of skin to lose it.

      At least it felt that way.

      The old woman shrugged. “Okay. I’ll take the bath lotion.”

      As Melissa rang up the purchase, reminding the old woman of the additional points she could get if she paid using the store credit card, she noticed how the crowd moved in a confused pattern around the shoes department. The lid of a shoe box flew into the air, followed by a suede Varelli pump. Those things cost over eight hundred dollars, Melissa thought. What the hell was Janice doing letting someone toss it into the air?

      Melissa finished the sale, handing the paper bag embossed the stylized “W” in sparkling red for Christmas to the woman. As she left, Melissa closed up the cash, shaking her head at the tall, blond who hurried up. The woman stuck out her bottom lip like a pouting child.

      Seriously? Melissa thought. She slipped out from behind the counter and headed toward shoes.

      The crowd seemed confused but parted as Melissa pushed her way through. Her feet kicked shoes boxed and scattered on the floor, more Varelli pumps along with MonStu ankle boots, DRL sandals and Mina sling backs. Melissa shook her head. What the hell was Janice doing? She was going to get fired for sure for this nonsense even if it was the busiest time of the year.

      She pushed past the final two women to a break in the center of the shoe department where several low benches faced each other and mirrors placed at floor level lined the area to allow shoppers to view their shoes from all angles. In the center of the natural break, Janice and the Filipino woman were bent over an older woman dressed in a fox stole and a black dress. At first, Melissa thought the woman had fallen or had a heart attack or something and Janice and the other woman were helping but then Janice lifted her face. Blood smeared across her flat, broad cheeks. Her jaw moved as she chewed. Over the psychotically cheerful strains of Jingle Bells, Melissa heard the growling of the Filipino woman as she gnawed at the fallen woman’s forearm.

      Holy shit, thought Melissa.

      Some remaining synapses in Janice’s brain must have recognized Melissa. Janice growled. She put her hands down to support her standing. One hand landed directly in the abdominal cavity of the prone woman, ripped open, Melissa noticed now that she was looking harder. Janice tried to rise, slipped and fell on her side, then started again.

      Melissa backed away. “The shoe department is closed!” she said. A few surrounding shoppers turned at her voice. Blank stares, shoe boxes and pumps faced her but none of them moved.

      What the hell, were shoppers this stupid, she thought.

      Janice gained her feet and took a stumbling step toward her. Melissa looked around. Dammit, why couldn’t they be in hardware? An axe or pitchfork or hell, even a baseball bat would help at a time like this but nothing of the sort presented itself.

      Another step. Janice opened her mouth, exposing gore-encrusted teeth. She moaned. Gasps and gagging sounds came from the crowd. They began to inch away but still not fast enough for Melissa who was stuck in the center with an advancing Janice.

      With no sign of a trusty baseball bat, Melissa grabbed one of the square mirrors from the floor. It flashed light into Janice’s eyes but she didn’t respond. Melissa swung. The edge caught Janice in the temple. Janice stumbled back. Blood dribbled down the side of her face. She shook her head and then started to advance again.

      Melissa swung again, aiming for the same spot. She hit it, forcing Janice back another stumbling step. Finally all those tennis lessons as a kid were paying off. More blood dribbled down the side of Janice’s face. Before she could take another step, Melissa swung again. Another hit in the temple, this time so hard Melissa felt it reverberate through the mirror and up her arms. Janice stumbled back, her hands flailing. She bumped into the prone woman and fell back, landing across the Filipino woman still hunched over the body. As Janice's head hit the carpet, her neck twisted the wrong way. Melissa could almost hear the snap.
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