Chapter 23: Adrenaline Rush
     Iris heard the sound of someone entering the restroom, but she was quite sure that it was not Rick or Vanessa or Dalton.

     Earlier when she entered, she saw a bag full of swimming equipment left at a corner in the restroom. From it, she found a large T-shirt that fitted her and a towel. She immediately took off her greasy and dirty clothes, looking towards the entrance of the restroom just in case Dalton decided to make an entrance. Careful to leave her undergarments on, she walked towards the last cubicle of the restroom and entered.
     She sighed in relief as she felt the hot water soak her skin. The hot water that fell on her skin refreshed her, and she felt her body being rejuvenated by it. She stated to clean herself the best she could, rubbing her skin to remove whatever dirt she could until she heard the sounds of a shotgun being discharged.

     She immediately turned off the tap and listened. The loud shot was quickly followed by several others coming from a rifle. A pair of footsteps ran pass the rest room and after while, two others followed suit before she heard the rifles being fired again. Alarmed at the sudden event, she immediately wiped herself dry and donned her clothes. She then realized that she left her pants outside, but luckily, the T-shirt was large enough to cover up to her upper thighs, though it was not enough to cover the rest of her coltish legs.

     All of a sudden, someone entered the restroom. Iris was about to call out when she heard the faint sound of a rifle being cocked. Iris held her breath as she heard footsteps coming closer and closer to her. 
     She jumped in fright as there was a loud hollow crash, the sound of the cubicle door being kicked open. After a while, the sound repeated itself again, but this time it sounded closer. Iris realized that the Navy Seal was slowly looking for her. The third door was kicked open. 

     Iris tried to force her body to move, but she was shaking in fright. After the fourth door was kicked open, she knew hers was next. 
     A Navy Seal walked in the restroom, carefully looking around. He had clearly heard the sound of water running inside before it was switched off, thus there must be someone inside. To prove his point, there was a messy pair of long pants and a greasy shirt by the side that belonged to a female that was recently placed there. He involuntarily broke into a grin as he walked towards the cubicles.
     All the doors of the five cubicles were closed. The Navy Seal slowly took his time, moving slowly. He kicked the first door open. The cubicle was empty. He expected as much. He figured that whoever was inside was in the last cubicle. He kicked the second door open. Nobody was inside.
     After he kicked the fourth door open and seeing that it was empty, he knew the last one was occupied. Deciding to play with his victim, he raised his gun and prepared to fire. The thin plastic door will not serve as a suitable armour against rifle bullets. As he was about to pull the trigger, the sound of rifle fire from somewhere else distracted him. He hesitated for a while to long.

     Iris immediately burst out of the door. The Navy Seal grunted in pain, dropping his rifle to the floor, as the cubicle’s door swung open and smashed him squarely on his nose. He reeled back in pain, clutching his bleeding nose as Iris pushed her way out. She was only a few steps out when she felt an arm encircle her, grabbing her from behind and squeezing on her breasts. She reacted at once. Her arm swung backwards, hitting the man right at the soft tissue of his groin. The Navy Seal immediately released her after the powerful hit on his balls.

     Iris tore out of the restroom immediately. As she stepped out, there was a click of a gun and she froze at the sound. Another Navy Seal was situated outside, his rifle aimed at her. Before she could react, someone grabbed her from behind and before she could make contact again with his crotch, the Navy Seal pinned her to the ground, pressing down on her back painfully.
     “ My balls are killing me,” the man spat savagely, his voice dripping with menace. “ Maybe I should fuck you to teach you a lesson.” 

     Iris whimpered at the threat. The man started pulling up her shirt. She felt cold as the air touched her wet skin, making her shiver slightly.

     “ Hey, you were ordered to take them out, not to fuck them,” the other said.

     “ Shut up, she punched my balls. I’m going to fuck her before I kill her,” he said.

     “ Whatever…argh!”

     The Navy Seal on top of Iris looked up immediately to see what had caused his partner to cry out in alarm. A pair of hands emerged from the pool, grabbing the man’s legs firmly before pulling them, toppling the man on the floor, the rifle being flung away as the man fell. Someone rose from the water of the pool, rising like some underwater creature from the deep. 

     Dripping wet, Dalton moved with nimble agility towards the Navy Seal pinning Iris to the floor. Before he could even get up, Dalton grabbed him by his collar and pulled him up. He pushed him towards the wall and smashed his face, more blood spurting out of his already broken nose. 

     “ You alright?” Dalton asked.

     “ I’m fine…watch out!” Iris exclaimed.

     The two Navy Seals got to their feet, combat knives in their hands. Dalton was unfazed. They wanted to circle him to surround him, but being so close to the pool area cut off their fighting area, so they lunged at him.

     Dalton sidestepped the first attacker, spinning around to give a chop on the back of his neck. The second moved in quickly, wanting to use the first attacks distraction to his advantage. Dalton felt the blade draw a line across his cheek, burning painfully. However, he pushed the pain out of his system. As the Navy Seal thrust his knife forward, Dalton spun aside and grabbed the man’s arm, gripping it tightly under his armpit. With a sickening tug to the right, Dalton snapped the man’s forearm in two.
     The first Navy Seal that Dalton attacked was had already recovered. Seeing Dalton grappling with his partner, he turned his attention to Iris, whose eyes widened in fear seeing the man eyeing her. Dalton saw his motives immediately. He slammed his elbow into the man’s midsection to send him reeling backwards before lunging at the other who was about to pounce on Iris.

     Dalton collided with the man just before he was about to grab Iris. Grabbing him in a bear hug, both Dalton and the man rolled on the cold, wet floor. Dalton suddenly felt strong powerful hands reach out from nowhere and twisted him around. Dalton lost his grip and he felt himself flying in the air before feeling his back hitting the hard floor, knocking the wind out of him. 
     Still winded, the Navy Seal now grappled Dalton from behind, reaching beneath his armpits and crossing his hands and pressing them on Dalton’s head, forcing him into a bind. Try as he might, he was unable to move his arms now. As he tried to struggle to free himself, the Navy Seal whom he broke his arm was now standing up. Dalton’s eyes widened as he saw the gleaming blade in the man’s hands.

     The man moved quickly despite the throbbing pain he felt in his arm. The knife flashed forward, thrusting itself towards Dalton’s stomach. However, the knife suddenly fell short of the range, dropping suddenly as it was inches from Dalton’s body.

     Iris had reached out and grabbed the man by the foot, making him fall the floor. Before the man could even recover, she stomp her foot down hard on the man’s scrotum, again. He gave a howl of pain, grabbing his privates and rolling over.
     Dalton took this chance given to him to free himself. He twisted his leg to the back, hooking onto the Navy Seal’s ankle. Before the Navy Seal could comprehend what Dalton was doing, Dalton gave his leg a powerful tug. However, the Navy Seal was rather prepared. He cushioned Dalton’s pull by dropping to his knees, making Dalton lose leverage on his foot while still keeping a strong grip on him.

     However, Dalton had other ideas. Since the man had dropped to his knees, Dalton had a much more firm footing on the floor now with the lowered drop. Buckling his legs as far as he could go, he launched himself to the right, towards the wall along with the Navy Seal. He used the man to cushion his impact as they smashed into the wall. The man took most of the impact, releasing Dalton.

     Dalton got to his feet and grabbed the man by his hair. With a ferocious energy flowing through him now, he slammed the man’s head as hard as he could into the wall. A small bloody spot formed on the wall, dripping slowly downwards as Dalton pulled the man’s head back to observe his work. He continued to smash the man’s head upon the wall till his face was a bloody pulp. He dropped the man on the floor, his skull obviously broken and dead.

     He picked up one of the knives that had fallen to the floor and slowly walked up to the other man. Iris stepped back in slight apprehension as Dalton knelt down on the man, pressing his hand on the man’s shoulder. Like a cold, heartless executioner, he slit the man’s throat. 
     Iris recoiled as the knife brushed itself over the man’s neck, the knife cutting through the man’s neck. Blood started spraying everywhere as Dalton severed his arteries, coating him in the man’s blood. Dalton got off him as the man slowly died, gargling in his own blood. His body shook slightly, and then slowed to a stop. 

     “ Don’t move,” a voice ordered, which was followed by a click of a gun.

     Dalton and Iris looked up. A wounded Navy Seal, probably the one where Dalton shot with the rifle, stood in front of them, a pistol raised at their chests. He was bleeding profoundly, bright red drops falling from his body, but his constitution was strong enough to make him stand. Apparently, his vest had absorbed most of the damage that is going to spare him a quick death.

     “ Drop the knife,” he ordered.

     Dalton immediately obeyed, the knife falling from his fingers and dropping with a clang on the floor. He raised his hands in submission and stepped backwards. He had exerted himself far more than he thought he could possibly go. He was too tired to put up a fight and he doubted he was even good at knife throwing. He was careful to walk in between Iris and the man, shielding her from the gun.

     The man looked at them resolutely, then raised his gun to Dalton’s head. Dalton closed his eyes. The last thing he wanted to see was the discharge of the gun blowing his brains out.
     The was a loud echoing bang, and Dalton shook as he heard it, knowing it was the sound that was going to bring him relief. Somehow, he did not feel any pain, yet he did not feel dead, which was rather impossible if he was shot. He slowly opened his eyes, fearful that he was feeling things differently.

     The man was still aiming his gun to his head. The only difference now was that he wore an expression of utter disbelief and a bullet hole to his head. He seems to hang in air for some time, then slowly dropped to his knees before collapsing to the floor in a heap. 

     “ Cool!” Rick exclaimed, a pistol in his hands. Dalton and Iris spotted him standing behind the Navy Seal. Vanessa emerged from her hiding place at a restroom and came to join her brother. “ My first shot!”

     Dalton did not know what to say. The kid had just killed the man without as much as flinching. 

     Kids are so violently orientated these days…not that I’m going to complain of course.
     Dalton cropped to the ground, thoroughly exhausted. Iris ran up to Rick and spoke a few words to him. Dalton tried to catch his breath, hoping this was all over already.

***

     Phoenix grunted as his rifle ran out of ammunition. He tossed the now useless weapon aside and pulled out his Desert Eagle.

     Pandemonium was still raging behind the counter. The hunters were running about, slashing viciously at the hapless zombies not that they have successfully ripped the Navy Seals apart. Although most were too preoccupied with the zombies, a number of them caught wind of where Phoenix was hiding and kept him sort of occupied. One of them was now standing on top of the desk Phoenix was hiding behind, howling loudly into his ear.

     He discharged his weapon twice into the hunter’s legs, making fall to its knees. It crumpled onto the desk as Phoenix blew out its kneecaps. A shot to its head blew its brains apart. Phoenix pushed the corpse off the desk, not wanting it to bleed all over the place.

     He fired at another one who was walking aimlessly around the lobby and just came into Phoenix’s line of sight. It gave a short gargle as it choked in its own blood as Phoenix emptied his gun into him. He dropped his now empty bullet magazine and loaded a fresh clip. It was when he realized he had about three more clips left.

     He slowly crept to the back of the storage room to check on Mercury’s progress. It was to his surprise that he saw Mercury prepare a whole number of bottles. Five of them had bandages stuffed into it and was filled in what looked like paste. There were about ten smaller bottles which contained what suspiciously looked like the stuff Kimmy threw to attract the zombies and hunters. There was a lone bottle that looked like blood, although Phoenix could not be sure.

     “ You are going to pump all this shit into Max?” Phoenix asked incredulously.

     “ Not all, only this,” Mercury said, tapping the bottle that contained what looked like blood.
     “ Did you just cut yourself?” Phoenix asked again, looking at the badly bandaged wrist Mercury had. “ Wait, is that your blood?”

     “ A mixture of it,” Kimmy replied. Phoenix did not know how Mercury’s blood was going to help, but under such circumstances, he was not going to ask.

     “ Syringes, we need syringes,” Mercury said, taking all the bottles and stuffing it in whatever pockets his attire had.

     “ There are no syringes here. We would need to head to another place,” Kimmy said.

     “ Hey, no need. The Navy Seals have supplied us with what we need,” Phoenix said. Kimmy and Mercury looked at Phoenix as he retrieved several syringes from his vest. He had three of them.

     “ Perfect! That will save us the trouble,” Mercury said. He hobbled out of the room, obviously weak from the loss of blood. Both Kimmy and Phoenix supported him by placing his arms over their shoulders. All three of them moved out of the storage room and into the fray that was going on outside.

     The hunters had not noticed their emergence. Phoenix raised his gun at them and was about to fire when Mercury stopped him, pulling him hard.

     “ Don’t, I have a better idea,” Mercury said. He dug into his pocket and retrieved six small bottles containing pink liquid.

     “ Throw these at them and we will be alright,” Mercury said.

     Phoenix and Kimmy looked at each other, before shrugging and deciding to follow Mercury’s plan. Taking three bottles each, they took aim and threw all their bottles in succession.
     Three hunters spun around on them as some of the six bottles thrown landed perfectly on their skulls, drenching them in whatever liquid that was contained in the bottles. They spotted the three of them by the corner, but before they could even attack, other hunters gave loud yells and leaped at them. The hunters then started fighting against themselves, slashing each other. While the hunters were busy fighting amongst themselves, the three of them slipped away from the mess. 

     Kimmy was grinning. The hunters fighting among themselves were the most hilarious thing she had seen all day. Due to that, she did not notice the shocked looks on Phoenix and Mercury’s faces as they saw a hunter leap at her from the right.

     Phoenix instantly pushed both of them down as he raised his gun at the hunter and fired. He managed to get several shots of it, but he was unable to stop it from slashing him. It knocked him to the ground, before several shots from Kimmy’s pistol managed to bring it down.

     “ Phoenix!” Kimmy cried, rushing to him immediately.

     “ Fuck!” he groaned.

     He was fine actually. The slash merely grazed his vest, but he was unharmed. However, the slash had effectively ripped his vest pocket apart, and the syringes that it contained were now beyond repair. Kimmy gave a short gasp as Phoenix dug out the broken remains of the syringes from his pocket.

     “ Shit!” Kimmy cried.

     “ Now what?” Phoenix exclaimed.

     “ We need to go back in!” Kimmy stated. She was about to bolt for the door when Mercury grabbed her and held her back.

     “ Don’t, it’s suicide!” Mercury cried. Kimmy did not seem to listen.

     “ I know Max is important to you, but this is useless Kimmy,” Mercury said more forcefully now. Despite having lost blood, he found the strength to pulled Kimmy back several feet away from the entrance of the hospital.
     It was all that was needed for her to go berserk. She started lashing out violently at Mercury, willing him to release her. Phoenix stopped her just in time before she really inflict serious damage to Mercury. It was until she saw him groaning in pain and dropping to his knees before she regretted her action.

     “ Oh God…I’m so sorry…” Kimmy apologized, wondering what she had done.

     “ It’s okay…I can’t believe it has came to this…” Mercury said, looking at the hospital. The hunters were still inside and they were just too worn out to give another attempt to search for a syringe. Both Phoenix and Kimmy picked Mercury up and all of them headed back to their sanctuary.

***

     Max looked much worse now. His entire body turned into a shade of purple now, and his veins were looking very sickly. His fever had shot up tremendously, and he was making pitiful moaning sounds. Iris observed him from afar, wishing somehow she could do something that could help.

     She looked up at Dalton as he placed all the weapons he could salvage from the Navy Seals that they had killed. As he placed the rifles to the side, they heard the sound of the front door opening. Dalton whirled around, his shotgun ready, but he immediately lowered it when she saw Phoenix and Kimmy help Mercury inside. He immediately rushed to his friend, whom he saw was not in a very good shape.
     “ Mercury, damn it, you look bad!” he exclaimed. He gave Kimmy a dirty look. “ Did she beat you or what?”

     Kimmy was about to give back a reply when Mercury intervened by saying “ No, Dalton, she didn’t do anything.”

     “ What the fuck happened here?” Phoenix exclaimed. Exhausted as he was, he was still quick enough to notice a number of bullet holes in the wall and noticeable amount of blood all over the place. The pool now looked slightly pinkish as it was adulterated with blood.

     “ Navy Seals…” Dalton replied, looking at the reaction from the three of them. “ Yeah, they attacked us earlier.”

     “ We encountered something similar…” Mercury replied. They were cut off from talking further when Rick suddenly shouted loudly.

     “ They’re back!” Rick exclaimed joyously, jumping to his feet. “ Yahoo, Max is going to be saved!”

     However, Phoenix and Kimmy eased Mercury onto a chair and laid him on it. Phoenix then dropped next to Mercury and Kimmy followed, although she started sobbing, burying her hands in her face.

     “ Hey, we can’t save him?” Rick asked, his face falling.

     “ Yes…” Mercury replied.

     “ Why not?” Iris asked.

     “ We don’t have syringes, and the closest place to get them is now surrounded by a bunch of hunters, and frankly, I just don’t have the will to go find one now,” Phoenix groaned, throwing his head back in disgust. They had risk their lives and supplies to save Max, but it was all futile now. He felt totally frustrated after going through all that. He just wanted to blame Kimmy. If she had seen the hunter coming, then it probably wouldn’t have a chance at damaging the syringes. But, seeing her cry at the side, he knew he was unfair to himself.

     “ Is syringes all you need?” Rick asked, his voice sounding joyous once again.

     The rest of them looked at the young teenager who seemed to be brimming with hope. Kimmy wondered if it was just too much to hope for.

     “ Yes, that is all we need. You have it?” Phoenix exclaimed.

     “ Yeah, I do!” Rick exclaimed. He took up one of their supply bags and dug into it for a while. Everybody stared, shell-shocked, as Rick took out a small, cylindrical object from the bag, the needle still attached.

     There was a cry of joy as everyone ran up to Rick and lifted him up. They started swapping hugs and kisses, and all of them were crying for sometime, unable to fathom their good luck.

     “ Rick, where did you get this?” Kimmy asked, tears streaking down her face.

     “ Well, during our duration in the train, Max apparently reorganized our stuff. He also dumped all the stuff he had on his vest that was of no use into this bag. He had a couple of syringes with him,” Rick beamed.

     Iris immediately took the syringe and asked Mercury for whatever that was needed to be administered. Mercury passed her a small bottle that contained what looked like blood. Iris was apprehensive about injecting such a substance into Max, but she did not question him.

     “ Where should I inject?” she asked as she sucked the liquid up into the syringe.

     “ His shoulder. 5mls should do the trick,” Mercury said. 

     Iris pushed the needle of the syringe into one of Max’s skin. After she was sure it had entered his veins, she administered Mercury’s serum into Max’s veins. The bloodlike liquid entered Max’s body. He winced slightly, but nothing else happened.

     “ Well, what now?” Dalton asked. They were hoping  for an instant result, but it was too much to ask for. But seeing nothing happen somehow dampened the celebrative spirit they just found earlier.

     “ We wait…” Mercury concluded.

     Max was apparently bright enough to pack some food from the train. The rest of them went through their reserves, eating something to fill their hungry bodies. They did not fill hungry, exhaustion and all the stress having effectively canceled out their hunger, but they decided to eat to keep their bodies going. And the alcohol they brought helped to warm their bodies tremendously.

     “ Nothing’s happening…” Kimmy said after what was a long moment of silence between them. It had been over an hour. Max did not turn into a darker shade of purple anymore, but he still looked sickly, which was not a good sign.
     The others said nothing. They munched their food silently, looking blankly all around, not sure what to say to one another.

     “ Mercury…” she said.

     “ Yes?”

     “ I promise I won’t kill you if he doesn’t make it,” she said. This made everyone laugh, despite the situation. However, the joked cooled off immediately.

     “ I’m sorry, I wish I could have done something more,” Mercury said.

     “ You’ve done enough…I just hope he doesn’t die…” Kimmy said, burying her head again.

     “ Hell, I think I am going to die. Can one of you spare me a blanket? It’s damn cold without my shirt on!”
