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The mother said previously, that there is no Monster! Today, I know that this was a lie. The undead attacks us screaming. Their drooling mouths are wide. Ready to take a bite out of our warm flesh. They are fast. And there are many – are a hell of a lot!

"Fights – if you want to live – fight!", I scream and I hit it with my short sword with the head of a zombie. The decaying main falls with a thud on the floor, while the blood sprayed from the neck and me sullied. The body falls like a puppet that has you cut the threads. The forward-stretched arms twitched on the ground and want to still grab my legs. Disgusted, I around, wipe it with my Sleeve over his mouth, and looks rushed.

My Squad shouts and screams. Dean Conner, my strong companion, free keeps me on my back. The 16-year-old brown-haired Boy stands with his long combat knife in the eyes of the biter, the sink gasping before him. To the right of us stand back to back, Valerie Hobbs, a 17-year-old Colored with her partner Kim Garcia, a slender Latina 16 years of age. Vals is a strong stitch with your short spear through the skull of the zombie woman. Your brain will be destroyed by the incoming metal. The Undead sinks down in front of Val. The young Colored occurs the biter in front of the chest and pulling with a jerk of your melee weapon out of the head. The next Undead stormed and besieged the Color. Kim flies around with two machetes skillfully. She chops the attacker sent the hands. Another blow cleaves the skull. Kim also uses your legs to remove your gun from the dead biters. Val and Kim can avoid the number of undead and so throw us in the gallery at the Medical center before the gates of Granby. Sue, Tab, and the other coaches have us well trained. Reassured, I am turning the two youngest members of the team into mine.

Rico Young, a slender black-haired, less than a 15-year-old Latino, was attacked by three Zombies. Its smaller Partner, Otis Baker shakes his blond hair, and around, and looks with fear in dilated eyes in the hallway. The Monster roar of infernal and pounce on the smaller boy. I sense it before I can respond. Otis turns around and wants to run away. "OTIS - NO!" to scream I was helpless and slots of a biter between Otis and me in the abdominal wall. The intestines quillen bloody from your abdominal cavity. The Zombie stumbles and falls forward on the knee. Dean grabs his hair and pushes his combat knife up to the hilt in his eye. With a tug, he pulls out the sharp blade from the head of the undead, the beats and on the hallway floor to rest there. I look grateful to my companion and turned to Otis. The Boy doesn't hear anything and runs a few steps. Rico a beating with a baseball bat to the head of the undead, the gasping against the wall drops. A Zombie caught Otis and rips it open. The 14-year-old screams in despair, while the biters him in the neck with his teeth, tearing open. The Zombie must have caught the artery. From the wound a blood shoots Fontaine up that can be sprayed, in seconds, the young and the undead. The little Boy's twitching on the ground while the Monster more pieces of meat from the unprotected neck out bites.

I'm a hoe angry at another biter, the Rico afflicted. Then I'm behind the undead, has caught Otis. With a swipe of column I of his skull and the head halves to fold to the left and to the right. The Zombie falls to Otis and buries him under his big body. I feel that Dean's in my back for cover. Valerie and Kim have joined us. Together, we do the remaining biters to come limping occasionally to feed us. The screeching of the Zombies stop. Except for our heavy breathing sounds, it is in the long Gallery of the clinic became quiet. Kim chokes and passes in a hallway corner. I pull with a jerk to the pending Zombie Otis and see the fear solidified eyes of the dead boy. Sad I kneel in front of Otis and gently close his eyelids. Behind me I hear weeping, Kim. I look over the shoulder. Valerie took Kim in his arms and comfort her partner. Dean look carefully in both directions of the hallway. Rico sits panting on the butt and staring horrified comrades to his dead. I cross the blood-stained blonde hair out of the face of Otis. For the boy, the help came too late. Even the syringe, each of which carries, can do against this wound is nothing.

"We – we need to give him the Serum, aren't you, Clarisse?" Rico looks at me with verheulten eyes. His lower lip trembles uncontrollably. I'll hardly have the heart, but I have to tell him the truth. "It is late, and Rico. The bite in the carotid artery was too much. Otis is dead. The syringe would not work. I'm sorry!" Rico's eyes fill with tears. Trembling, he turns away. Valerie comes to the boy and helps him up. "Come On, Rico. We go, okay? Clarisse Otis must..."

"Damn It, Val! Is good, Yes!" Dean comes and pulls Rico gently from Otis.

"Goes to the pharmacy and fill the backpacks. I'm going to finish this," I say tired in my troop. "Yes, squad leader", the voice muffled, but also relieved of my Team. Dean leads Rico, followed by Val and Kim down the hallway. At the end of the hall, a sign, which indicates the in-house pharmacy depends on. I sigh and Otis consider pretty face. He would have been a really handsome young man. He was not yet ready. I knew it. But he had absolutely mitgewollt. In Training, it was good. But in the face with the monsters... "of course!", I stumble out. I wipe my blood tainted red hair from the face and tie my braid new. In the heat of battle, my curls had made mane independently. While I take my combat knife, I think saddened to Otis, the small, bright young boy who always wanted to be like his great role models. Training alone does not make a good fighter. I grew up with Otis ' death awareness. The fear of the undead in this battle, the house of face-to-face for the boys too much. I grab the knife and get a deep breath. "I'm sorry, Otis! Make it good!"

Otis opens eyes and looks at me with his milky eyes. A growl sounding from his throat. I put my knee on his chest and look him in the face. There is nothing more of a little boy. There is no Otis is more. The Zombie that was once Otis, roars and attacks with his hands up my legs. His jaw snapped and tried to bite me. I grab his bloody throat and hit his head on the floor. My knife finds its way. The steel passes through the eye to the brain. After a few seconds, listening to the dead body of Otis, to fidget. I pull out the blade and wipe it on his pants. I'm sorry, to have the Zombie that was Otis, killed. But it is still easier to kill than a living person. Also I have experienced.

Since I shot at the lake, Mr. Black, and the criminals, something happened with me. I can't describe it specifically, but I have had a different feeling than Killing Biters. It felt so foreign but at the same time very exciting. I told Tabea nothing of my new feelings. It was the first Time that I felt the absolute Power of life and death. As my ball Mister Black in the head, he met and fell dead on the forest floor, I was overcome by a never-before-felt shivers to my body. It was almost so, as with my first friend, the unknown feelings in me triggered. No – it was much better...

I shake my head to clear thinking. With a last glance at the dead Zombie that was Otis Baker, down I go to the gallery of the Medical center. In the pharmacy, Val, Kim and Rico are busy. You can grab our brought backpacks and bags with all sorts of medicines and bandages. Dean stands as a Chaperone in the door and looks at me with his brown eyes questioning. "It's done", to each other I say almost, and press the lips. Dean nods and chews thoughtfully chewing gum. "I have over there, at the counter."He shows briefly in the direction. I go to the shelf and see a couple of boxes of different Gum types. The water runs to me in a mouth, as I push two fruit chewing gum in the mouth. God! When I had chewed the last Time chewing gum. You can taste after a long time, a little bland, but you can chew. Must be an eternity. At the time, in the shopping Mall with Imogen, my sister, who has thrown himself in the camp of Esteban between Tabitha and the criminals Bob. Bob's gun bullet that killed my sister and Tabea survived...

Before I get too sentimental, I grab me a handful in the jacket. Stealthily I look across the cab to my Partner. Dean stands in the doorway. Grinning and chewing, he looks at me. I'm not sure. Sometimes I have the feeling that Dean wants to be more than just my comrade-in-arms. I sigh and think of Jack, my friend on the Farm.

The small hospital pharmacy is well filled. The Hospital in front of the gates Granbys is in excellent condition. I'm thinking, why should we all of the things on our Farm to bring. If we clean up here and clean, the building in front of the undead and the tramp secure, we would have a functioning hospital. I decide to discuss the action with my Team and to report this evening on the Farm Tabea and the others.

We haul out our loot from the Middle Park Medical Center and create all of our Pickup truck, standing in front of the entrance. Ken and Willie, our technical Director on the Hanson Farm, have to know a large cage on the charging surface speed, so that you can stand on the Truck easily. A cage door to the back closes our security. In front of the windscreen and the side Windows of the lattice were also installed. To the cab Willie has an Opening and a hatch built-in. So could the cab to the cargo area, without out of the vehicle to have. The cage on the loading surface is very close-knit. Zombies can't attack through it. There are on all sides embrasures for guns so we can defend very well.

We are loading the truck. After that, we stop. All the fighting and the death of Otis in the bone. Listlessly, the girl chewing on your own food. Rico has no appetite and don't eat anything. Dean bites into his Sandwich and chews thoughtfully. Carefully strip his eyes on the area around the clinic, and US 40, which leads right to Granby. With his 16 years of stocky Boy is all grown up. But it must also be in this Zombie world. I look at my Squad. All are sullied with blood. Probably we see as the undead mob, we are in the small hospital have been eliminated.

"They come!" Dean nods in the direction of the Highway. All turn around and look at the oncoming car. A Pickup that looks like the one our, rushes of Granby, US 40 up. The truck pulls up in front of us. Shortly thereafter, the driver applies the brakes in front of the entrance of the hospital and turns off the engine. Out of the Truck, six young people are on the rise. The second Squad is back from his deployment. Relieved, I look to the group. You suffered no loss.

Jack Thomlinson, my friend, is frowning at us. "My God! How do you look?" Shaking his head, he considered our group. Then he gives me a kiss. I see Dean spits out angry his gum and looking away. Well, if there is somebody jealous? The missing me. Two counterparties to a Redhead. Could be interesting!

"We lost Otis."

"Damn it! The small, blonde Boy?"

"Yes. Otis Baker."

A General murmur of Jack's team members.

"Ok. And how far are you here?"

"We might still need help." I look to Dean, looking at Jack appraising look.

I look Jack in his questioning eyes.

"I was thinking, to clean the Hospital of the undead, and to secure the building. Here, A surgery room, x-ray and MRI is everything we need:. Hospital room and complete facilities. Everything we have on the Farm."

Jack looks at me pondering. I know that he can't deny me anything. Then he looks over the facade, and the window on the ground floor. "Hm, could work. It is not a bad idea. I think this would be Jenna, and the old Doc is powerful to work in a professional manner. So good. All right, listen up. We help One Team at the cleaning of the hospital. We take out all the biters and secure the building. We'll do the Rest later. After that, we drive back to the Farm. That's enough for today."

Alex Anderson, David Barber, Dan Dearing, Amy Sawyer and Raven Malone, all roughly the same age as my Team, come to us and clap with us. Together, we go back to the clinic. Jack is preceded by. In the gallery he stops and looks around. "Now I understand why you look like the undead. Okay, grabs the corpses on the Lawn in front of the house."

To the second, or to balancing the third we are the mortal Remains on hospital beds and roll out of the building. At a sufficient distance to the clinic, we stack the undead. Otis, we can pack into a plastic bag. We leave no one behind us. Semper Fi – always faithful. The motto of the former U.S. marine is now our Motto. Otis Baker receives a decent burial at the Hanson Farm. We owe him that.

After a good two hours of joint work, we have the building completely by the undead cleaned. We then go through each room and secure the entrances, doors, and Windows. We will be back. Because our medical care on the Farm is very limited. Here at the Medical Center, we have all the medical equipment we need. The electricity runs through an in-house emergency power system. The first step was done. We have the Hospital back to Robert. As soon as our Doc and our new Doctor Jenna inspects the house, are we our sick and injured to here lay the can. And this is only the beginning. In my head, a great Plan is taking shape.

It became of the afternoon. The autumn is approaching. The air is cooler. Dan Dearing and Amy Sawyer pour gasoline on the corpses. Jack lit the pile. While we bulls flames in the fast-growing, after all his thoughts. Minutes later, Jack is the signal to begin.

"Let's go home, Squads." He squeezes me and kisses me. Then he rises with his Team in the Pickup. I turn to our Truck, to the Dean at the wheel, sitting and waiting for me. He grins wrong, as I climb in the passenger seat. The other sitting exhausted on the back of the bench. Only Otis Baker is alone in his plastic bag on the charging surface.

While Dean follows the Truck, Jack, I think, as the adult on the Hanson Farm on my proposal to respond.
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We leave the Middle Park Medical Center and drive across the US Highway 40, Granby, in the direction of the South. Shortly after, driving a Pickup, turn the us to advance to the left on the 894, the North Ranch Road. The road passes between "bill's Auto Place" and the "Carquest Auto Parts". Opposite the intersection of bill's Repair Services is "". I will put the Shop on my mental to-do list. We need to get out of there for Ken and Willi spare parts and tools. We will make the next few days.

In front of the few houses located at 894, standing around Zombies, and after looking at our convoy. I consider to Make the unmotivated shuffling around. We still have a lot of work ahead of us. Our Trucks buzzing about the staubigere country road, which runs through the hilly area. The snow-capped mountain peaks of the rocky mountains on the horizon, lights painters go in the sun. I chew on a new chewing gum with lemon flavor. Dean clears his throat. "What's going on in your pretty head, Clarisse?"

I over looks our driver expertly steers the car on the road. "What do you mean, Dean?"

"I lost my if you're looking at a Plan that is difficult or dangerous, you are always minutes of thought into the distance." Dean grins, as if he'd caught me in what is Forbidden. I pause with the Chewing. The other three look of the back to us and we listen.

"I have plans. 'll explain tonight, Tabea, and the other adults. I think we have been holed up for the last year on the Farm. We need to expand." I chew more and watch Dean of the page. He has a certain Similarity with Luke, Tabeas friend. Dean doesn't have a girlfriend on the Farm. I suspect that he likes me. But he respected my friendship with Jack. Or am I mistaken? His reaction to the appearance of my friend, did not fit to his usual Behavior. Somehow I have the impression that Dean is more of me wants to, as my Partner in the fight to be and for me to keep.

"I understand. Became closely at the many new additions." Dean shifts up and step on the Gas.

"You going to tell us what you want to propose?", ask Valerie and bends curious to the front. I laugh briefly and glances of Colour in your black eyes.

"I'm going to advertise it tonight in the barn, Val. Have Patience."

"Oh, man, with you, it is really exciting, Clarisse. I'm glad to be in your Squad." Valerie Hobbs pushes my shoulder and leans back again. Kim and Rico, the two young Latinos, look short.

To be "definitely better in my Squad, as to bail on the Farm, fuck, right?"

Kim stares at me while Rico embarrassed to look the other way.

"Well, who has no desire to fight, you can at any time change the place. I force not to come. But I need to be able to any of my people to leave. What happened with Otis, must not be allowed to happen again."

On the left of the "Golf Granby Ranch" emerges. It is not far to the Hanson's Farm. The 894 winds through the hilly terrain. Further to the left I get a glimpse of the Fraser River and the railway line, which connects the Granby Amtrak station in the world. At least before the Apocalypse. The forest cover is increasing in here, and is in the direction of the Rocky Mountains, poet. We now follow the course of the Fraser River. The 894 stops and goes into a small dirt road. The bumpy ride doesn't take long.

"We're here," says Dean stretched. I turn to the front and I see the gate, and bridge facility on our Farm in front of us to show up. The truck in front of us stops at the bridge on-ramp, which leads to digging an artificial water. The Transition of the Torposten down. The gate swings open and Dean follows the other car over the moat. Behind us is the input is to be obtained closed and the drawbridge. In the rearview mirror I see, how the two Torposten climb back up to the watchtower. Dean drives up in a curve of a hill, and I lose our guard posts from the eyes.

Dean runs to the main house of the Hansons and the car of Team Two. From the house of the old Hanson and his wife, and Rachel comes in. While we get off, exhausted, and I see Jenna's face in running. I have great respect for the friend of Tabitha. Jenna must now be 17 or 18. She has learned from the old Doc John OMallie much. Together, the two guided the small infirmary on the Hanson Farm. They are assisted by Miss Hanson and her daughter Rachel. I think we have taken it is not bad. We have a Doc, a young Doctor and two nurses for our now on 150 Survivors accumulated municipality.

"Hey Clarisse!", call Jenna.

"Hi Jenna!", I answer tired.

"God! Look at you! Is – is has been bitten?"

"We lost Otis Baker. He's dead."

A General murmur is heard by the bystanders, which have entered to us. Jenna swallows and nods seriously.

"Did you bring him?"

"Of course. On the loading area."

"Then let's get him to the infirmary," said the Doc, who came from behind Jenna, and the conversation has heard. The others can all go and things to do." Again, murmuring sound, and the bystanders are spread again. Jack nods at me. "We'll see you later." He waves to his Team, the rise in the Pickup. Then you drive to a remote warehouse to unload your booty from Granby there.

"I'll do that," says Mr. Hanson and climbs on top of our Pickup. Dean and Valerie help the farm owner, Otis down lift. Mr. Hanson is wearing the plastic bag with the dead body to a small wooden building, which stands opposite the main house. I take Jenna to the Arm. She turns to me and looks at me questioningly. We are about the same size. I'm more muscular and stronger. For this, Jenna is still an ACE with the crossbow. Since it depends on the Doc, don't go out any more, you. Tabea has it arranged. It was important that the young woman so much of John OMallie, the old Doc, learns as possible. Tabea is wise and prescient. The old man will not live forever, in order to provide us medically.

"What are you doing with him?"

Jenna raises her eyebrows. Seems to have from Juanita, Arthur frost's girlfriend, via Tabea on Jenna transfer. The Situation is not serious and sad, I would have smiled. So I look in your eyes, until the young Doctor looking away embarrassed.

"Well, you know, Clarisse, that is. To be honest with you. I need more experience in the field of medicine. The Doc takes every opportunity to make me with the anatomy familiar. Well, I have a rare opportunity to examine a, ahm, fresh corpse."

"You mean, you want an autopsy Otis?"

Jenna looks at me. "Otis is dead. However, on his body, I'm learning things that I need for the Living. Do you understand?"

"Of course", to each other I mutter and press the lips.

"I'm sorry, for you and your Squad, Clarisse." Jenna is rubbing me the short on the upper arm. Then she turns around and follows the others in the hut. Dean and Val come out with Mister Hanson again. I fold your arms in front of his chest, as Hanson remains in front of me.

"My Condolences, Clarisse. Otis was a fine Boy. We will bury him tomorrow decent, okay?"

"Yes, Mister Hanson. Thank you."

Hanson looks at the bags, which are still on the Pickup. "Get that stuff as long as the main house. We can bring it over later."

Yes, Sir," the voice of Dean, Valerie, Kim and Rico, the hurry, the statement comply with it. Mister Hanson advance to the main house to the door to set up.

Kim and Rico take the backpacks of Val and carry them in the house. Valerie increases with two heavy bags from the car and follow my team members. Dean looks at me. As he rises from the Pickup, he comes to me and gives me a heavy canvas bag.

"All right with you, Clarisse?"

I look him in the eyes.

"Damn It, Dean! Nothing is clear! I lost one of my men. I lost Otis. This shouldn't have happened. It was my fault. I..."

Dean grabs me by the shoulders and pulls me gently to himself. I'll leave it and lean my head on his chest.

"Shh. Clarisse. It was not your fault. Otis had to flee in fear and wanted to. You couldn't see ahead."

A few tears roll from my eyes, while I enjoy the hug from Dean, my companion. I feel like he is stroking gently with his Hand over my hair. A comforting shiver flooded my neck back down. I force myself to look up. Dean lets go of me scared. I smile at him. "Thank You, Dean. Driving the car and you wash and change clothes. I'll catch up later. We'll see you at dinner in the barn."

"Yes, Squad Leader!", Dean grins and rushes to the Pickup. I watch the brown-haired boy, and smile. Who knows...

After I put the canvas bag with the medicines in the main house of the Hanson Farm, I shed brooding to the camp. In front of the door of the Pickup of Jack's Team is still. His Squad unloads the fully Packed cars, and creates the loot in the storage room. Jack comes out straight and looks at me. "Hi Clarisse."

"Hi Jack."

"A walk will you come with me?"

I smile at Jack. He is still very shy, but as far as our sexual relationship. Well, in front of me, he had no girlfriend. I'm not in the mood and don't want to hurt him.

"I'm exhausted from today. The death of Otis, me. Maybe tomorrow, okay?"

Jack nods. Disappointed, he turns to the Pickup. Then he turns around to me. "Do you like Dean?"

Oh, God! Now, he is still jealous.

"Of course you do! He is a fellow of my Fight. He's holding my back in the fight. Why do you ask?"

"The way he looks at you..."

I laugh. "How is he looking at me, Jack?"

"Because I'm not so sure, Clarisse. I have a feeling, as if something was going on between the two of you. I had thought we..."

"You thought wrong!", to fauche I Jack. I can see it in his eyes. He looks only scared and anxious, then angry, and jealous. I sigh. Now I have my first fight with Jack, since I got here. Tired, I take his petrified face. "I'm going to wash up and change clothes, Jack! We'll see you at dinner. I'm really exhausted."

I turn around and go back to the main house. In the back of my neck I can feel the eyes of Jack, as he looks at me. I blow my pent-up air from the lungs. The day was hard and has fucking ended. Only Otis – and now even Jack!

I sigh. Jack is still a "Young". I think of Dean, my battle partner. He is only a year older than Jack, but to me he seems more Mature, adult. If he already had a girlfriend? I'm going to talk to Valerie. Maybe you know more. I turn to my accommodation, and have them stand behind the main house in a row of similar cottages. People who come from the farm work, go to your accommodation. I greet the one or the other, I know. Kindly waved back. After the work is done, it's time to freshen up, and in the great Assembly barn for dinner to go.

Most of the people on the Farm are for the management and safeguarding of our Survival in charge. The old Hanson has laid emphasis on independence, in terms of supply. But when Tabitha and her Team struggle more and more Survivors in here, we will not make it soon, to provide all the Hanson Farm. I've done this a thought. Will you discuss with our leaders.

Our fighters are young, sporty and perennial girls and boys. You will be taken to the sighting of Juanita and Arthur in the training program, if you want it. Susan Wong, the Asian melee expert, head of the Training. She is our most important melee teacher. Indispensable, such as Tabea says. It remains, exactly as Jenna, the Doc, Ken and Willi on the Farm. There are a lot of young people. More than adults. This was because Hanson had been looking at the boys and girls from the region and from Granby as workers on the Farm. When the plague broke out, and Hanson had also begun work on the artificial water course, helped with all. Then, Hanson has asked you to stay on the "island". Many have chosen to do so. The others wanted to go home to their families. Mister Hanson and the remained of the Fort lost nothing more heard or seen.

After Frost has tested the new fighter and holds, you will be trained on the weapons. The weapons and shooting training take one of our experienced soldiers, such as Frost, Juanita, Luke, Jason and Mara. The melee training leads Sue. Frost and Juanita under military teaching tactics and form a new squad of soldiers that can protect our community.

Tabea and the other leaders have decided that I will lead the first Squad. The second battle team is led by Jack. We two are far and away the best-trained young fighters who have a wide experience in dealing with the undead. Tabea came to the idea that small battle groups, which are recorded, can significantly interact more effectively than a rag-tag army, without experience and training, which is sent to the Loot out. The initial losses in the field were high. The Farm, as we affectionately call it has, so far, two trained combat groups for all sorts of tasks, as well as a Pool of young soldiers, led to the battle against the undead approach. And then there are the "Special Forces".

The special team is made up of Arthur, Juanita, Tabea, Luke, Jason and Mara. Up to Tabea all of them were in the military and trained accordingly. The Team has reserved the delicate tasks, the really dangerous. But no use is easy. This was shown by the death of Otis today. A small mistake, a little weakness, fear can kill you, or to a Zombie if you will be bitten and not in a timely manner, the means by Dr. Singh, the former Colonel of the CDC in Boulder, injected gets. But the Serum can be Dead again to life.

Slowly I walk in the twilight, to my quarters. My Team is living with me in a cottage erected by Mr. Hanson and experienced adults. The cottage consists of a ground floor of block house, in which six to eight people can sleep. The Teams are supposed to grow together. This is only possible if you know the other and its quirks exactly. I grin. Dean, Rico, Val, Kim and I sleep under a roof. We eat together, we train together, we fight together. We are a Team. We are the first Team! I am proud that I have good people in my Squad have.

Jack lives with his Team Two in a building next door. When we see ourselves in our free time, we go over the Farm, or disappear in one of the many barns and stables. We'll see you at the Training of the squad ordered by Sue. A healthy competition, the Teams themselves can't hurt. Sue wants to force the sword to fight for all team members. Ken has started under Sue's help in the small tank on the Hanson Farm, forge short swords, which are so similar to Sue's or Tabeas original samurai swords. The first of Ken forged blade I have received and you against my wooden sword exchanged. Your trial by fire has received today in the small Hospital. Although it is not as good as Tabeas sword short, but goddamn hot it was still.

I walk into our cabin. In the front area of our living room. We have been concerned in a variety of Pillaging rugs for the floor, a Couch and a chair. Val has even mounted curtains and vases of flowers placed. Dean has hung a few pictures on the bare walls. I've organized the books and for us in the shelves. Books about history and weapons. In the first line of firearms. This includes reading about Survival techniques. I found a book that explained to be made, such as bows and arrows. Val has fiction and romance novels dragged. She is the romantic of us women.

The Color sits in the sofa and raises her spear. As I entered the place, looks up from her work.

"God, Clarisse! You look like shit!" She looks at me from top to bottom. While I was at Jack had washed Val, in the meantime, and moved.
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