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I survived. Still, again and again survived. What is absolutely not self-evident in this Zombie world.

Since the apocalyptic disaster that struck humanity in front of four years, I have countless good, and less good of the Survivors die. My Name is Clarisse Stevens and I am this week, 18 years of age. Happy Birthday, Clarisse!

Grimly I pack my backpack. A little change of clothes, a bottle with water, food. A pair of binoculars, a First aid kit and spare ammo for my old friends who have accompanied me for the past years. I put the Glock 17 in the pistol holster on my right hip. This is based on my arms knife dangles. On the left side of my Japan depends sword skills short.

I check the Honey-Badger, a machine gun with built-in silencer. I've decided to stick magazines, which are narrower than a drum magazine. The chunky, double-drum contains more cartridges, but it weighs heavier and is misshapen. I'm in the slightly curved 30-round magazine into the slot and let it snap into place. Then I load the gun, and secure you.

An old Shoe strap can be used to tame my curly red hair splendor and leave the hair as a ponytail on the camouflage jacket and fall. Under the jacket I'm wearing a bullet-proof vest. With the green T-Shirt over the vest, this is not evident. Since I am traveling alone, I pay attention to safety. My a little too long Tarnhosen plug in a pair of comfortable combat boots of soft black leather. On the head, I set myself a hat with visor that protects the eyes from the sun high above. If you see me, you can think of, I am a member of the army. A regular army, there is no longer but. The scattered survivors troops working for the CDC, the health authority of the United States. But America as a nation-state has ceased to exist.

In the Land of the survivors of the people, individually or in groups, moving around, always on the search for food and weapons. Food, to survive, to defend weapons to the undead, to millions around the strip, to defend themselves against hostile groups of Survivors – or this attack... most of The Zombies running around in the big cities and the former metropolises. But even here, in the mountainous Colorado all the towns and villages were hit by the Zombie plague.

It is not easy to find "good people". The few good Survivors are scared and traumatized. Most of the hide and try to be the big shit to sit through. Those who are in groups, can be individual Survivors or other smaller groups is dangerous.

The mankind has developed back. Now the law of the jungle prevails. Who shoots first, survived the day. So easy the bill. Welcome to the stone age!

There are good people. I've lived with them. In Granby, a small village on the edge of the Rocky Mountains, which is about 80 miles from Boulder. My friend and "sister," Tabea integrate the Talent, good Survivors in the growing community.

I myself am for nearly two years alone in the mountains of the Rockies on the road. From time to time, I go back to Granby to see if it's the love people well, I leave for you.

I hang the machine gun to the head, so that it dangles in front of my belly. With the backpack on the back, I'm leaving this Morning, "the Della Terra Mountain Chateau", which is located in the hilly area above the fall River Road. The former Hotel and Restaurant has granted me the last days of shelter. But now I got back to the inner restlessness that compels me to move forward. Forward, always more. To a certain destination.

I go up the winding road to the US 34 leisurely down. The sun is already high in the blue sky. A few white clouds floating over the peaks of time. Crickets chirping lazily in the Grass. The gentle Wind makes the tree spikes sway back and forth.

No sound is heard. Nothing, except for my breathing and the faint noise in the surrounding woods. Scary!

I draw a map, and study the situation. The fall River Road, and US 34, which leads to the East in the direction of Estes Park. Estes Park was a small village on the edge of the Big Thomson River. Surrounded by Prospect Mountain in the South, the Castle Mountain to the North, the Mount Olympus in the East and the Deer Mountain that lies to the West of the locality. Estes Park had about 6000 inhabitants and lies at more than 2300 meters of altitude.

In the Winter, with great ski resorts, surrounded, in the rest of the hikers are very popular, and have visited many national parks in the surrounding Rockies. I sigh. Now the site of countless Zombies is dominated, like the rest of the cities.

From Estes Park, there's more to the Southeast, in the direction of the Boulder. This is my long-term goal. I know that the CDC has taken the Bunker again. I expect to find answers, to do what I have delayed long in front of me.

Suddenly, shots are fired. I duck instantly, but am not sure that they apply to me. You come up from the streets and halls of the mountain. Carefully, I flit from the driveway to the Mountain Chateau in the terrain, and use every opportunity to hide me.

Behind a dense Bush of the Honey-Badger abgehockt, in front of me holding on, I listen to the sounds and watch the U.S. 34.

Then I perceive Shoe trampling on the main road. Several people rush up from the direction of Estes Park. I look through the scope on the gun and three people see hasten up the road. Behind them, a crowd of the undead follows. Crying and nagging you to try their lunch in the Form of three unwary hikers to obtain.

I guess the Zombies will eat your Lunch soon. I see an old man. The man is visibly exhausted and struggling with every step. He seems to be limping. His few gray hairs are confused of his head. The street clothes looks worn-out. Weapons I don't see him. In a panic, he looks over the shoulder at the rapidly approaching undead.

A young man, about 20 years old, with long black unkempt hair, supports him, and drives him. He is not dressed for a fatiguing March.

"Los Tidus! You got this!", the young man calls up, and drives his injured Partner.

"I can't do it, I can do it", to howls of the old man by the name of Tidus.

In front of and beside the two men, the young slender woman with brown hair moves frantically. I appreciate you at the end of 20. She is wearing Blue Jeans and dark brown boots. It is a long-sleeved light shirt and a jacket. A filled black shoulder bag strikes at each step against her legs.

She keeps a gun in the Hand, with the help of which you shoot at the fastest Zombie behind you.

The undead roar, and tripping over the fallen man for the body of the dead comrades. After all, the woman seems to be able to with the gun handle and to know where you have to make the biters. The next shot is sitting. The foremost Zombie rips off his head in the nape of the neck, while a shower of blood and brain is a stain behind him, approaching Monster. He flips on the Asphalt and remains on the yellow center line of the U.S. 34 to lie.

"All my ammo is running low," calls the woman frantically to her two companions and takes a few steps back.

"About that!" The young man with the chin on a small building, which is located across from me on the other side of the street. On the surrounding built signs, I read: "National Park Gateway Stables. Gateway Groceries. Ice Cream, Beer, Cold Drinks, Snacks."

The brown log house with a green roof. In front of the building 10 Parking spaces are marked on the Asphalt. On the left, in the direction of the approaching human, beyond two larger houses in the same style. Prior to that, a large panel indicates the Location: GATEWAY. Fall River Visitor Center. Trailbead Restaurant. Gift Shop, Souvenirs, Clothing, Restrooms. Buses welcome.

Only a few cars on the car Park. And tour buses are not there. I guess that the cars are ready to drive. The long-time hurt the most batteries. The Refugees to turn the small Shop on the edge of the fall River Road. The undead Horde is hot on their heels. The woman rattles at the door. I sigh. The door is locked. Helpless, she looks at the two heavy breathing of the men, the catch up the last few meters to her. The undead are still 20 meters away, and the three hikers semi-circular boxed in.

I'm a jerk. I can't leave the people to their fate. They look harmless. I get up and get out of my cover. The Survivors have not noticed me. The woman raises her gun to her head. The young man groans, while the old man is breathing hard against the dark wooden planks of the building next to the closed door, leaning in. You look forward to the inevitable fate horrified.

"Wait!" I scream and reach for the gun. I place the Honey Badger single shot. Then I brace the piston against the shoulder and looks through the scope. My bullets leave the barrel of the gun with a rich plop. The undead in front of the small group tip one after the other with zerschossenem head to the Parking lot in front of the building.

The woman took the gun down. Together, staring at the Three take turns on me and you fall down Zombies. In a few seconds, I have eliminated the group of undead.

I switch the magazine and load it again. You never know. Then I'm going to be cautious on the group, staring at me dumbfounded.

My right index finger is on the trigger. The left Hand I raise briefly in salute up. Then I take the gun with both hands.

"Hi. Seems as if I've saved your butt in front of the ravenous gang. My Name is Clarisse. And who are you?"

The group, still breathing heavily. Slowly they come out from their state of shock. The woman is older than it seemed. It is approximately in his mid-30s. She is 1.70 meters tall, slim, and has green eyes. Their clothes are dirty. Her Appearance is currently not win a prize in a beauty contest. The men look the same come down. She looks at me carefully from top to bottom. Then she lifts her gun and aimed it at me.

"Hey! This is the thanks I get for my help?"

I wave my gun in the direction of the woman.

"We have not called for help," she says masters. Her eyes look cold and calculating. I recognize in them no mercy. The Three must have made it more so or similar.

"And what do we do now?" I say tensely. The Situation is not like me. The two men glide slowly to the side so they are out of my direct shot and the field of view out."

"We do it now," says the brown-haired with a Smile, "you let the gun fall, and lift your hands. Then we'll take your weapons and your pack and we will hm go our own ways?"

You can watch the people just in front of the head. I shake slightly, my red Curls.

"You'd have to load but your gun is new."

I point the gun barrel on your gun. The slide of your gun is stuck at the last shot open. The woman looks in on your weapon. "Well, that's too bad. Tidus!"

While I pull my gun to the old man, you hear a shot, and I'm going to hit by a bullet in the chest. In the Fall, I see, as the old man holds a small drum revolver in the Hand. I land on a undead and his blood soaks my chest and face. Over and over with his blood smeared I'm in a daze there.

"Hey, good shot Tidus. Right in the middle of the chest. Man, how the fly!" The admiring voice belongs to the young man."

"Well Paris made," growls Tidus. "Come on Joey, get your weapons and backpack. Then let's get out of here. So, how the dressed, here are more of those. Maybe she was a Scout. I don't want to meet the rest of their group, after we have killed and looted."

Joey takes my Honey Badger. Then he pulls the gun, the knife, and the short sword from the belt and distributes it to Paris, and Tidus, which are approached. Joey grabs my backpack and look. A short whistle, followed by a chuckle. "Hey, Paris. Do you need underwear?"

I will stay with the blood-smeared face, and the lie-soaked jacket, motionless in the fetid Zombie.

"Too small," growls the long-legged woman and throws my clothes at me. A T-Shirt lands on my face. Very carefully I breathe under the head top Shirt more.

"Should I shoot you in the red-haired skull, Tidus?" Laughing Joey fumbles of the rifle.

"I never miss. We don't waste ammunition. We need you. When she gets up again, it can March here on the street. Come on, let's get out of here quickly disappear. We still have a long way to Stillwater."

Laughing, the three Outlaws to continue to move across the US, 34 out of me. Exhausted, but glad to be alive, I'll stay quiet and hope that Tidus, Joey and Paris come to think about it and back. I fall into a fitful light sleep by the images of high floods that plague my brain after the last time.
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I'm breathing hard next to the buildings on the Airfield of Kremmling. Horrified, I look at Sue, which is located in the middle of dead men on the floor. She breathes!

"Help!" I scream, shrill in the night.

Men and women rush to me. I notice how Doc and Jenna try to Sue. Willi and three other men come with a Carry running. Tabea comes up to me. Their clothes are bloody. Startled, I look in her blood-smeared face. She still holds her sword in Hand.

"Don't Worry. It's not mine."

Dark she sees to Sue me. The Doc and Jenna have created the Asian associations, which will stop the bleeding. The men lift her gently on the Stretcher. Jenna attached to a drip in your Arm. An ambulance with its blue light stops in front of us. Ken gets out and opens the door. A man gets out of the car and examined Sue short. Then she is lifted into the ambulance, and the strange man, Doc, Jenna and Ken lawn with blue light of it.

"Will you make it?" Quizzically I look to my big sister.

Tabea looks at the disappearing ambulance. She sighs.

"The man who climbed out of the car, is a surgeon. I saved him just recently, in the vicinity of Clearwater. He came from the direction of Longmont. When Sue has a Chance with him. Bring them in our hospital to Granby. He will operate there."

"I hope you can do it!"

"Me too!" Tabea takes me in the Arm and pushes me.

With a sigh of relief I see in the round. "You cleaned up nice."

Tabea looks at me. "It was necessary. Sooner or later, the outlaw gang had attacked us again. Frost has concocted this pre-emptive strike. In addition, I had to set you free."

Tabea smiles weakly and strokes my red hair. She wiped her blade clean and sheathe the sword. Frost, Juanita, and a couple of men to come to us.

"We're done here. The criminals are dead, or fled. What is a leader?"

"Is escaped with a plane. I could hurt him, but don't stop", growl I get angry.

"Mierda!", Juanita seriously says, "then we will meet him again."

Tabea looks in the round. "We need to talk. If we are in Granby, we need to entertain us all."

Tabea is the command to depart. The men and women rush to their vehicles. I go to the Dean, who is coming in with his Squad and a car. Tired I press myself to him. Then we climb in the car and drive in the night from Kremmling Airport to Granby back.
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It must be earlier in the afternoon. Groaning, I pull my blood-smeared T-Shirt from the head. The thoughts of the fight in Kremmling are faded. I wipe my face with the Rest of my change of clothes, which Paris has kicked out of my backpack on me. Carefully, I blink in the slanting sun. My chest hurts from the concerned sphere. I get up groaning and falling to the Shop. An old wooden bench next to the entrance. I squat face contorted with pain on the bench and pull the jacket and T-Shirt, followed by the shot vest from. Only with a black Top dressed, I consider the vest.

I pule the bullet and leave you in the dust to fall. The vest has a proper Delle. I carefully befühle my left breast. It hurt, but it hurt more. A blue spot on the skin indicates the point of impact. The bruise hurts, but I live! The vest has saved my life. Without them, Tidus would have achieved a rich heart hits. Despite his age, he was a damn good shot!

I have survived. I shake my head in disbelief. Had not thought that three innocent-looking Survivors can be so sneaky and it's only on my arms and equipment, in addition, after I saved your ass. I spit. Fucking Killer! Should've eaten the Zombies you! There are only Outlaws?

I pull over my vest again. You will not provide 100 percent protection, but better than none. I patrol the Shirt and put my from the zombie blood slutty jacket.

I look through the dirty window of the store. The Shop seems to be had been ransacked. On the locked door and not destroyed window on the Front to close. I'm going around the single-storey building. On the back is a single-storey window.

A chunk of rock from the middle of the terrain makes the glass shatter. With the stone, I hit counter top glass pieces that are still stuck in the frame. Then I can climb safely in the Shop inside. Due to the low sun light penetrates enough in the sale room. The store contains all sorts of things for hikers. I grab a small, but solid wall the backpack and fill it socks with Wall and some change of clothes. The Laundry follow the energy bars and energy drinks. I wander around in the Store, and analyze all the stock.

Firearms, I don't think so. Camping and Hiking equipment, there is enough. Under a glass case, I see to my delight, a hunting knife. Since the case is completed, I used my boulders again. I tie my long knife at my belt and feel to no longer be naked.

The owner must have been a baseball Fan. Behind the counter with the cash register images of the Colorado Rockies, a baseball team from Denver. Gloves and Baseballs mounted on the wall. And a heavy wooden baseball bat. My mood is on the rise. I use the baseball throne behind the sales counter, in the I me the bat to start laying. The owner will certainly have nothing against it. After I plugged in a wall, a compass, and a fishing line with a hook and a bait can, and I consider my shopping done. As the afternoon progressed, I decide, back in the Della Terra Mountain Chateau to go.

I'm watching the road. To the left it goes in the Rockies up, in the direction of the Stillwater and Lake Granby. Why did Tidus and his two younger companions in this direction? Maybe I'll get this question never answered. To the right, it comes down to Estes Park. And from there further to the Boulder.
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