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The end of the world is sometimes different than you think.
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Zombie World

Part 2


~ Chapter 1 ~
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I look death in his milky-white eyes, while he stretches out his claw hands to me.

Screaming, he attacks me. The mouth is wide open. His teeth long and pointed, and ready to bite into my soft, living flesh, in order to satisfy the insatiable Hunger of the undead. With the left Hand I hold the handle of the shock stock is solid and press the attacking Zombie with the behind him, the opposite wall. His arms beat up by a girl on my back and head. I grit my teeth, not in pain, and scared to scream. Be ugly, smelly head slams against my helmet. The mouth is only inches away from my face. Violently the jaw to get to. His decaying mouth with the teeth pressed against the plastic visor. Like two wrestlers we are on the wall. I allowed my high creep grant ends of fear has no place. If I turn around now, to run away, I'm dead. With a last effort, my right Hand is pushing Army combat knife in his skull.

The knife is sinking up to the hilt in the head. With the same quick movement, I pull it back. At the same time I poke myself with the rubber truncheon of the biters, and his claw hands.

The Undead slips on the wall down and leaves behind a red stripe on the Wallpaper. I turn to the next roaring attackers. An ugly, smelly zombie woman hobbles approach.

I spin the rubber stick, so that the long stick snaps from the forearm to the front, and against her skull smashes. The head burst like a melon, and your blood be shooting around. The zombie woman breaks gasping in the knee. The next Undead had already Packed my Arm and want to snap shut. I RAM scared my knife under his chin up into the brain. He is dead before he falls on the debris-strewn corridor of the shopping complex. That was close, very close!

"Watch Out, Watch Out, Watch Out!", I mutter to myself, like a Mantra, while my eyes back - and-forth scurry. For more biters don't attack me.

I'll get a deep breath and glances over the shoulder. Sue, my girlfriend and combat companion twirls her sword through the bodies of the creatures, the decapitated and split, filling the floor in front of the young Asian. The hallway is covered with heads, arms, legs, and shared bodies, swimming in a blood accumulation. I choke down swallow the irritation with difficulty. Still need to practice a lot more with the sword. My short-sword, which Sue had heard, is in the head of one of the reek of me, the sword has ripped with a sharp movement of the Hand. Because I am the Superior forces of advancing undead to resist had to, I had no time, my melee weapon of the ruined skull of the Jaws to pull out. With both hands, I tore loops at the same time the police and the combat knife from the belt, in order to sell my skin as expensive as possible.

Sue is in the midst of a pile of dead Zombies. Her sword scales hisses right through the air and heads to the last biter, trying out the Asian girl grab a Bite to tear off. The head rolls in front of your feet.

Sue enters with her heavy boots on the rotting skull that breaks through the force. The zombie brain splatters in all directions. I swallow hard. Then rest. Sue turns around, breathing heavily after me, and pushes your visor from the helmet high. Her sweaty face looks worried at me. I slide my helmet visor also high and grinning over at her.

"All right with me," I say to her. I lift the thumb.

Sue looks at me and yells: "caution!"

I spin and see that the Zombie lady had crept approach with the bashed-in skull to me. You tried to bite me in the leg. Apparently, I had not taken your brain properly. I kick my boots in the ugly face, so that her head is thrown backwards.

I hesitate briefly. Then I finish with a second-the "life" of the undead. Disgusted, I look around me quickly. Now peace prevails in this hallway.

"Where are Ken and Ed?", Sue asks restless, as they reached me.

I look at your blood-spattered Uniform, and watch how a small piece of grayish brain mass slides down until gravity pulls it into the depths and on the floor of the shopping center claps.

We are to be invaded fourth in the shopping Mall. The first meters, we made good progress. The shops were on the left and right of the aisle looted. Ken had seen a Plan. In the middle of the centre, several floors were. According to the Map on the wall of a larger one is there were house within this center. Ken has identified in the Plan is also an electronics shop. We snuck mountains of garbage, mixed with the dead lying around everywhere. Destroyed facilities, some of which were thrown into the corridors, loading the swift disabled in progress. Everywhere Is Broken Glass. The Windows of the shops contained jagged, pointed, and sharp borders. Impaled bodies lined the mile. I had now lost the orientation. Grateful, I looked up at the skylights, the day-to-day bright light in the corridors and hallways of the Mall. We are in a hallway. A large group of undead lay around there. When they noticed us, they were screaming, and rushed to the unexpected lunch. "Caution!", called Sue. I pulled my Glock out of the Holster and the carnage around us started.

"They were just behind me, as the Zombies attacked. I think they have been pushed to the right in the other courses. Ken gurgled something of electronics." I stick my stick and the knife in my bet, and look questioningly to Sue, our group leader.

"Damn it, I told you, we need to stay together."

Sue looks around frantically. I pull my sword from the head of the undead and wipe the blade ton his dirty clothes. Then my blade disappears into its sheath on his belt.

Sue and I, as well as Ken and Edward, are dressed as a former SWAT Team. We carry black, fireproof Overalls as well as gloves, a bullet-resistant vest, and a tactical vest, which offers space for ammunition, and other important resources. For the protection of our head and face, we are wearing black helmets with face visor.

The feet in the high, heavy boots. On my belt left dangling from a stick. In addition, my Japan depends sword skills short. It has an approximately 60 cm long blade, and a 20 cm long handle, you can carry the sword with both hands. It is murderously sharp. On my right belt page 20-cm-long fighting knife, inferior to the sword in nothing plugged into its leather case. In addition, a Holster dangling by my automatic pistol finds its place.

My Glock has a two-row magazine with 17 cartridges and is not for the short range predestined, if you would be so loud during the shoot. On the back I wear a MP-5 with a silencer. The magazine of the machine gun contains 30 cartridges. Sue is wearing as the primary arming sword and a long samurai. In addition, she carries a combat knife and a baton on their duty belt. By Ken, our technical wonder, do you have a so-called Shuriken finished. It is a metal throwing stars, which have a plurality of peaks. Properly applied, kill these things for a Zombie to be more effective than a bullet. And are noiseless.

A scream is heard. Automatic rifles to open fire. Sue and I see frightens us. She pulls her spear from a Zombie. Then we race to the fire-fight. In the Run I grab my MP-5 and reach for you. Sue rushes forward like an angry black demon. We pass through several corridors and hallways of the building, which was very built nested. Dead Zombies lying around between all sorts of debris scattered and line our path. The noises are getting louder. We are approaching the violent crap. Suddenly, the shooting stops. We remain standing in a hallway and see us at a loss to Ken at the end of a corridor around the corner and comes running. He stumbles and staggers against the wall.

"Ken!", call Sue.

Ken turns and rushed over to us and looks erratic back and forth.

"Ken, where Edward is!", screams Sue and runs to the technician. I nervous. With the MP I'm trying to back up in all directions at the same time. Ken sobbing, while he pulls the helmet from his head.

"So many, So many. We came up... " he groans and he. Sweat runs to him in the Streams of the face.

"Where is Edward!", screams Sue Ken in the face. She pushes the more than twice as heavy man violently against the wall. Ken whines.

"D-da, l-long," he stutters occur. Then he let the head sink.

My Asian girlfriend lets go of our technicians. She storms in the specified direction to be more on us. I put Ken on the collar and forth pulling him roughly behind me.

"Come with me," yell at him, suspecting.

Ken stumbles behind me, while I follow the attempts of a small Asian woman to. In front of a Load of Zombies lying around shot. Sue screams. Then she disappeared into the Shop. I enter the Store, our technicians a Minute ago fled. Ken remains in the door.

Sue kneels in front of Edward, sitting on the floor and the gun in the Hand holding. I swallow, as I see the wound on the leg. Sue speaks quietly to Ed and caresses his face. I know what happened. I've seen it once. A few months ago on the Summers Farm.. A tear on my cheek and rolls down. I'm helpless, can't do anything. Want to scream, curse, cry.

Ed talks to us. He is very pale in the face and sweating heavily.

"E-I'm sorry, Sue. I was protecting Ken, it went so well. Have a overlooked that came from the back of pre-crept. Caught me." Ed is exhausted. I realize that for him, the process has begun, such as in the kitchen at Claire's. Silently, I cry and the salty flood wets my neck of the Overalls. Sue Ed caressing the sweaty face.

"Shh. You did your Best, my dear. We'll get you out of here, and the Doc's gonna fix you up."

Ed smiles at his friend and shakes his head slightly. A tear runs down lonely from the corner of his eye, the cheek. Sue, you wiped away gently, as if it is something very valuable. "You know what you gotta do, honey, you know it."

"I... I..." stammers Sue and her tears gently from her almond eyes to look endlessly sad.

"Pst. Don't cry dear. We had a good time. I love you." Ed makes a grimace of pain on a break. "I'm glad to have met you. But now you must go on alone, I... " Ed curves briefly, then he is silent again. "Sue, let me go, before I..." His trembling fingers wipe the tears from your cheek, to fall powerlessly down.

She looks helpless to me. I nod with compressed lips and verheulten eyes. Wines to Edward, our comrade, and friend and to us mortals, we remain here to fight.

"I love you. Forever. My love", whispered Sue tenderly.

Sue kisses Ed, and a gunshot rings out muffled from under her body.

Ed rears up in the arms of the Asian short. Then it is silent. Sue back put the gun in the Holster. She lays the body of her Lover gently on the ground. For Minutes, we remain silent in front of arhe screams of the undead back to get us in the reality. My girlfriend wiped one last tear from his face. Then she stands up decisively.

"No one remains! No one!" Grimly she looks with her fathomless dark eyes at Ken. "You two secure! I'll get Ed out of here!" Sue balanced n her shoulder and strode off out of the Store. I can hardly believe it, at ee and rigid Sue afterward I pull myself together.

"Take Eds HK416, and secure to the front. I'm covering the back, understood?", I call to masters Ken.

The technician nods and grabs the German rapid-fire gun, and Sue's spear. He afterward rushes to Sue.

After seconds of staring to trot the two. Ken outdated Sue, which wears out with unbridled will of her dead friend. Me Esteban, a falls. As he spoke in rocky Ford to me:

Semper Fi – always faithful. The motto of the US Marines. We weren't also such a thing as a tight-knit troupe become?

Ken rushes to the corridors along, as if it had a built-in GPS. A few Zombies coming out of the side corridors storm. Ken's HK416 spits fire. Sue is not observed which are thrown back biters. She strode off rigid the output. I run fast backward, ceiling our butt. By Ed on Sue's back and we are progressing only slowly. We turn into a long, wide corridor. Can't remember the. On the basis of the hallway signs, it goes in that direction to the exit. We have done the half of the Ganges, as a Horde of the undead circuit receives accordingly, our pursuit. Schliddernd, trampling, sliding a myriad of decaying Zombies will appear at the end of the hallway we just came from.

"Faster!" I was screaming on the shoulder. I stand and open up with the machine-gun fire. The deafening noise blaring in my head, in spite of the plugs, which I wear in the ear canal. The balls are hit in the body and heads of how crazy screaming Zombies. Limbs separated heads explode, blood shooting around in a cloud of Spray. Irrespective of my life fire and slaughter the undead in the up-and-coming rock climbing ends of Zombies on the Fallen away. My Heckler & Koch is empty. I 'm turning around and racing Sue and Ken, which is almost out. In the Run I pull the Glock. After 20 meters, I'm back shooting grip. The undead Horde has been decimated by my MP, but there are many that want to eat us are still. I stretch out my right Arm with the gun in the Hand and Arm with the left Hand, which clasped my rights from below.

––––––––
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As to the shooting range I go stand in the knees, and fire in the closest to me have come the Zombies, break down screaming and nagging together in front of me in the hallway. Behind me I hear the call, Ken, but I have to me the wave of screeching Biters help, trying to reach her lunch.

The magazine is all. My first magazine I've had a crush on Entering the store. I put the Glock and run from the surface wind and crawling living bodies, they are overrun by intact Zombies and resume my chase. I turn another corner, in front of me, a group of blocks of the undead the underlying middle output.

Now I understand. Ken was trying to warn me. A glance over the shoulder enough to see that from the back of a new zombie wave down the hall, rushes. I draw my sword and attack with a cry from the front of the onrushing biter. My blade cuts through dead flesh, muscles, Tendons, bones. The blood squirts like in a slaughterhouse. With the Sleeves of my Overalls, I wipe the helmet visor to see.

In the hallway, the bodies are piling up around me. I stab and punch with all the rage on the screaming, nagging, angry crowd and climb me a gap in the direction of the exit. The saving glass door is very close. I slip on the blood and falls to the ground. A fat Zombie jump on me. You can just take the blade. The decaying body falls into my sword and pushes me flat on the floor. My helmet hit the tiles, and my brain is riding on a roller coaster. His jaw snaps and and inches from my neck is removed. I get my right Hand free, the fighting knife from the belt and the biters in the skull rams before my jugular with his teeth ripped to shreds.

I'm trying to rid myself of the dead colossus. But the Zombie is too heavy on me. My left foot hurts after the fall. I seem to have a concussion. I feel sick. Two more Undead seals, and the slavering pack from the rear hallway announces your show to the feast, according to the shrieking.

The wars, Tab, old girl, I think. Now Sue has to mourn two of his comrades. I am calm. I think of Jim. Whether he's waiting for me?

Gunshots. The straight to the Bite pre-gerobbten Zombies are blown off the skull. I'm woozy under the heavy corpse. Seemingly to the rescue. More shots echo in the corridor. Strong arms pull me under the colossus and pull me free. I grabble, to my sword and pull it out of the giant that had me almost choked with his dead flesh. Willi supports me and together we back limping to the front door. I see the sun. Feel inner heat, where previously Empty prevailed. I seem to have it once again managed to have. Again survived!

To the left and to the right of us, the balls of the us pursuing zombie wave in the opposite hiss. The floor is littered with guns, with the ejected casings from the rapid fire.

We trot together through the entrance into the open. Willie drags me in the last few meters to the waiting trucks. Woozy, I can see how Jenna and Jack with their guns in the shopping centre shooting and my inglorious retreat to cover.

I moan. Due to the ankle sprain. Willi puts me on the bed of the Pickup. In my head is all about. Vaguely I see Sue sitting in a corner, and the head of Ed in your lap holding. Jenna and Jack to jump on the loading surface, while Willie rushes to the tax. The powerful Motor of the truck squeals and drowns out the Sounds of the undead that are flushed like a burst water pipe from the entrance of the center, out. To me the words of Ken's to come in the sense of "So many, So many. We do not approach."I wonder why so many Zombies there were gathered together. And what Ken and Ed came up?

While Willie is driving us home, my brain still clouded back and forth. Sue holds my Hand and squeezes it.

Grateful I look at her, but her face is like a rigid mask. We came out of it – all Ed, Sue's friend. Edward, our life saver.

When we were on the run from Esteban. Months ago, and yet it seems to me as if it was yesterday. My memories are washed from the Depths of my brain up like a geyser in Yellowstone Park. At the time, as it began...
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~ Chapter 2 ~
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Five months earlier (Contd. of vol. 1)

We stand in the yard of my parents. All eyes on Frost and Juanita. Frost coughs while he takes a Latina in the Arm. Juanita has lowered the head.

"Yes, it was true," says Frost in the night. "Juanita and I fell in love."

Juanita lifts his head and looks up with tears in the eyes in the round.

"I had separated myself from Esteban – my man already. We were for a while. Then Arthur came." Juanita smiles. "Esteban couldn't handle the separation from me. He is very vindictive."

"I think we're all going to the house and discuss further steps," says Frost, as always, dominated. He and Juanita turn around and go ahead, Arm in Arm. Ken and Willie consequences. I'm with Sue and John for a short while in the yard. Sue hugs me tightly.

"I'm so glad you survived. You have to tell me everything, ok?" The Doc is rubbing me in a fatherly way across the back. He angles a tear in the eyes. I smile at him crying.

"Must be the Wind," he says with a smile to me, and wiped away the salty drops. He pushes Sue and me, and then goes to the house of my parents.

"Come on," says Sue. "I think your job is a message we need to get out of here quickly." I nod and Sue pressures fixed before we can go together behind John. Before I go into the house, turn to the adjacent barn. Sue looks irritated, when I stick my head into the shed and then return to her.

"What was that?" she wants to know.

"I looked for Jack's bike is still there."

"Aha," says Sue, without further comment.

We come into the living room. All of them were gathered in front of the fireplace. A fire burns and produces a comforting warmth. Outside, it became pretty cold. It's snowing here soon at the top. With Sue at my side, I step to the assembled group. I look in the round and freeze.

To me the old Hank Carter sits. In addition, is nervous, visibly, his grandson, Jim-Bob. All of the looks of me to Hank and back.

"You... you traitor!", I scream. I look horrified from one to the other in the room. "What is he doing here. He betrayed me to this Esteban. Has me over to Paco, and this disgusting Bob, after he drugged me, the criminals!"

Sue holds me, because I was about to throw myself on Hank and his grandson. Frost added. The Doc stands next to me.
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