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      Eden Terry survived the first ring of hell only to end up in the second one.

      

      With nothing but a trowel and her wits, she’s determined to escape the work camp holding her prisoner.  She dreams of finding a safe haven and living in the new, devastated world on her own.

      

      However, surviving alone after she escapes proves more difficult than she ever imagines.  While running from zombies and hellhounds, a new creature emerges.  This one isn’t after her blood.  He wants much more.

      

      Eden must decide who the real devils are between man and demon.  Choosing wrong could cost her life; choosing correctly could lead her to the haven she’s been searching for.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            What has happened before…

          

        

      

    

    
      Weeks ago, earthquakes unleashed hellhounds on an unsuspecting mankind.  The bite of a hound changes humans, turning people into flesh-eating infected.

      The hellhounds weren’t the only thing to emerge from the earthen caverns.  Demon men with grey skin and reptilian eyes have been trapped underground for thousands of years.  They alone can kill the hellhounds and help bring a stop to the plague.  They only ask for one thing in return: a chance to meet women who might be willing to love them as they are.
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      I clawed my fingers into the dirt.

      “Eden, what are you doing?” a male voice said from right behind me.

      “Digging for carrots, asshole; what do you think?”

      “Aw, don’t talk like that.  There are so many nicer things a pretty girl like you should do with your mouth instead.”

      “Yeah, like bite your dick off.”  I pulled a carrot from the cold, hard ground and threw it over my shoulder.

      Van chuckled, and I knew he’d caught it.

      “Good find, Eden.  This is why you’re our favorite.”

      I said nothing.  Instead, I crab walked forward, looking for the wilted remains of another carrot top.

      “You know you don’t need to be out here,” he said.  “You could be warm and comfortable back at the bunker.”

      “No thanks.”

      I used my trowel to scrape away the dead weeds, then my fingers to dig up the carrot.  Using my fingers meant an undamaged root and more food.  It also meant my hands were numb already.  I tossed the new find over my shoulder, too.

      “One of these days, you’ll change your mind,” he said.  “And, I bet it’ll be sooner than you think.”

      I listened to Van’s steps as he walked away, and I tried to quell the dread consuming my stomach.  What did he mean sooner than I thought?  What did he have planned?

      Turning my head, I watched him walk toward the work truck where four of the other gunmen kept an eye on the eight of us.  My fellow workers, who were also looking for missed carrots in the abandoned field, didn’t bother to look at our protectors.  Most of their attention wasn’t on the ground but on the trees around us.

      At the first sign of an infected, they would scramble back to the truck and likely run right into the line of fire.  I’d seen two workers die that way already in the two weeks I’d been here.  It seemed like a lifetime ago, though.  How many weeks had it been since the quakes had caused everything to go to shit?

      “Keep digging,” one of the men in the truck said.  I couldn’t be sure which of the men was speaking, but I got back to work anyway.  I didn’t want to draw unwanted attention.

      We worked for another hour as the sun passed its zenith.

      “Back to the truck.”  Van nudged my shoulder with the point of his rifle to punctuate his words.

      I picked up my basket of carrots and headed toward the truck.  When I reached it, I waited in line as Van collected what we’d found.  Like most of the gunmen, he looked cleaner than the workers.  Non-greasy blonde hair, baby-blue eyes, and a classically handsome face didn’t make him appealing, though.

      “Were you even digging?” he said to the first person.  I didn’t look to see who he spoke to but kept my eyes on the ground.

      Van moved down the line, muttering complaints about the lack of food each person had found.  What did he expect?  We’d picked over this field three times already, and that was after the field had already been harvested at the end of the growing season…before the hellhounds started turning people into flesh-eating infected.

      “Eden, look at you,” Van said, stopping in front of me.  “This is what I’m talking about, people.  There’s a full two dozen carrots here.  Pat them down.  Anyone stealing loses tonight’s ration.”  His fingers touched my chin, forcing my gaze up to meet his.  “What about you, Eden?  Trying to steal?”

      “What do you think?”  We both knew I wouldn’t dream of trying to keep something for myself.  Just like we both knew that didn’t really matter.

      “Oh, sugar, I think I need to check.”  He took the basket from my hands and passed it off to one of the grinning idiots behind him.  Then he unzipped my jacket and groped me under the pretext of a carrot search.

      After a minute, I wacked the back of his hand with my trowel.

      “If you can’t tell the difference between a breast and a carrot by now, maybe I should be the one with the gun.”

      He grinned at me as he shook out his hand.

      “I think you’re safer with your little shovel.  Get in back.”

      I wasn’t safer with my trowel.  He was.

      I crowded into the bed of the pickup with the rest of the workers and hung onto the sides.  The truck rumbled to life and quickly bumped its way out of the field at higher speeds than safe for those in the back.  Unlike most every other action carried out by our armed guards, they weren’t driving fast to be dicks.  We all knew the sound of the engine would draw the infected if we stayed in one place too long.

      The truck cleared the fields and turned onto the road that led back to the bunker.  Van’s smirking gaze kept returning to me the closer we got to home, and a sinking feeling consumed my insides.  He had something planned, and I doubted it would be anything that benefited me.

      I huddled further into my winter jacket and wished I still had a hat.  My long brown hair didn’t keep my head warm or shelter my ears from the biting wind.  All I could do to brace against the cold was tuck my hands into the armpits of my coat and wait for the ride to be over.

      As soon as the truck stopped, everyone began to pile out and shuffle toward the reinforced steel door that led down to the bunker.  I waited for my turn to get out, hating that I was back here.

      Every time we left this place, I promised myself I would run once we reached the fields.  I knew I was somewhere south of my home in Homer, Oklahoma; but didn’t know exactly how far away I was, other than it being more than I could walk in a day.  Not that it mattered.  There was nothing left for me there anyway.  With all the infected I’d seen when my parents and I had left, I knew I didn’t want to go north when I ran.  Heading east or west would be better.  I’d definitely bypass all towns.  A lot of buildings in one place meant a lot of infected, and I was smart enough to know what to avoid.

      Yet, the guarantee of a cooked meal and of protection against hounds and infected kept me coming back.  That, and the threat of being shot in the back if the guards caught me trying to run.

      Van stood at the back of the truck and watched me hop down.

      “Looks like you’re about due for a shower.  I’d be willing to partner up with you.”

      “I’d rather drink the water than waste it on washing.  Besides, I’ll just get dirty again tomorrow.”  I didn’t pause on my way to the door.  Van fell in step beside me.

      “You sure?  I hear it’s half ration tonight.  I’d be willing to give you my share.”

      That he was willing to entice me with food and go hungry to get me alone in the shower made my stomach clench worse.

      “If you pass out because you didn’t eat, we’re all at risk.  I’ll stick to my own food.”

      I walked down the steps and wondered if I’d find myself washing backs like May tonight, regardless of my carefully worded protest.

      Through the secondary hatch, the warmth of the bunker surrounded me along with the stink of chickens.  Everyone moved toward the kitchen area.  Only six could eat at a time.  I didn’t care that I was last.  They kept the portions equal for those who worked in the fields.  One scoop each of whatever Oscar cooked up.  It smelled like beans and eggs again.  Weeks ago, I would have laughed if someone had told me I’d scarf down that combination and wish for seconds.

      At the front of the line, Grady started down the list of assigned duties for the night.  It was the usual “clean the composting toilet, wash the dishes, guard the door” crap it was every night.  Until he got to my name.

      “The pen needs cleaning.  Wait until everyone’s done with dinner.”

      “The chicken pen?  It hasn’t been cleaned since I got here.”

      “Exactly.  Our eyes will start burning if we don’t get rid of the old straw and put down new.  Are you gonna have a problem doing your job?”

      Only one answer would get me dinner.

      “No.”

      He shook his head like he was disappointed in me, like I was the problem, then moved on.  Beyond him, I caught Van’s smirk.  Was this how he thought he’d get me in bed with him?  Offer to take over a shit job, literally, in exchange for a little false affection later.  No thanks.  I’d pick shoveling shit any day.

      It didn’t take long to receive my ration of food and sit at the table.  No one lingered over an empty plate.  Sit.  Eat.  Leave.  Staying only made a person wish there was more to eat, and seconds were never an option, no matter how many canned and dried goods lined the shelves of the enormous storage room.

      Plate scraped clean, I set it in the sink and went to the back where we housed the chickens.  The UV light hummed overhead, a background noise to the constant sounds of bird protest.  Not that I blamed them.  I didn’t like being stuck underground either.  However, the chickens appeared to be faring much worse.  Their backs were almost clear of feathers.

      I grabbed the pitch fork and opened the dog pen.  It didn’t take me long to clean away the old straw or lay down the new.  Grabbing two of the five-gallon buckets I’d filled, I started toward the exit.

      Van was already waiting for me.  He opened the door and led the way to the top of the stairs.  After he made sure it was clear, he opened the outer door and stood guard while I emptied the buckets into a compost heap nearby.

      It would take three trips to remove all the used straw, and the sun wasn’t getting any higher.  So, I hurried back toward Van and started down the steps for the next trip.

      No one spoke to me as I worked, which was just fine.  It let me think about the past.  About a time when being a pretty girl with green eyes and straight brown hair had been a good thing.

      I’d grown up in the country with the unconditional love of my parents and our dog, Tam-Tam.  I’d lost her first, the night the hellhounds came.  My parents had been smart enough to hole up in our house instead of trying to run somewhere.  We’d lasted the first week like that.  Lights on at night to keep the hellhounds away, and doors locked during the day to keep the infected out.

      Hearing distant explosions as nearby cities were bombed to hell had freaked my mom out, though.  We should have stayed in our house.  We shouldn’t have tried to find somewhere safer.  There wasn’t anywhere safe left.

      I dumped the second load onto the pile and turned back for the final load.  Van watched me closely.

      My parents and I had thought we would only need to worry about infected and hellhounds.  However, with those bombs, the world had turned into “every man for himself.”  The first group of raiders to pick us up just outside of Roff had forced us to help with supply runs.  They’d send us without weapons into houses to scavenge for supplies.

      The infected had begun to grow smarter by then.  Most of the traps they’d set had been easy to spot and avoid.  A car moved to block the center of the road.  A trail of food leading to a house.  In the houses, though, the traps were different.  It wasn’t an object out of place but what waited in the shadows.  The infected would hide in rooms and watch us as we passed, waiting for the right moment to take us unaware.  I’d learned to defend myself with whatever was close at hand.  Usually knives from abandoned kitchens.  A few times, we found guns too.  Need was the best teacher.  I discovered how to shoot when needed and to make each bullet count because the noise drew more infected.

      Mom had been the first to be bitten.  Dad had managed to kill the infected with the leg of a broken chair before it could get either of us.  I’d watched as he’d cried over Mom while she puked and stopped breathing.  And, I’d watched as a part of him had died when she’d opened her eyes again.

      Killing Mom had broken Dad, and he hadn’t lasted much longer after that.

      The hollow sound of the door shutting behind me brought me back to the present.  I turned to look for Van but found myself alone outside the bunker.

      Angry, I left the buckets and marched over to the door.  Through the clear portal, I saw Van waiting for me.  His muffled voice barely reached my ears.

      “You want back in?  You’ll need to give me something for it.”

      “Stop messing around.”

      “You’re starting to hurt my feelings, Eden.  I’m not looking for some quick fuck.  I’ve liked you since the moment we found you.”

      More like stole me.

      “Why do you keep trying to put me off?  We’ll be good together.  You’ll see.”

      So, this was what he’d meant by sooner than I thought.  I wasn’t some virgin afraid of sex.  Before everything had happened, I’d had several decent boyfriends who treated me like I was someone special.  A far stretch from how Van wanted to treat me.  And I refused to be his whore.

      The sun was sinking lower.  The wind rattled tree branches, but that was the only noise.  No animals.  No birds.  I hated that about the new world.  Everything silent like a lull before a shit storm.  I glanced at the trees surrounding the place.  They could be full of infected, just waiting.  I wouldn’t stand a chance without a weapon.

      Van’s steady blue gaze met mine.  He knew exactly what I was thinking, and that’s why he’d waited until the final trip to shut the door on me.

      “A hand job.  That’s all,” I said.

      He grinned and released the lock.

      “Once you put your hand on my cock, you won’t be able to let go.”

      I wanted to punch the smirk off his face.  Instead, I used my words as I slid past him and started down the stairs.

      “In your dreams.”

      I only made it a step before he grabbed my hair.  I squeaked and missed a step.  His hold almost ripped hair from my scalp before I righted myself.

      “Where do you think you’re going?  A deal’s a deal, and I’m done being patient with you.”

      So was I.  I swallowed my anger and kept my tone even.

      “I figured you’d want to be further away from the door when the sun sets.  After all, you said I wouldn’t want to let go.”

      “You always have an answer, don’t you?”  He pulled me back against his chest then released my hair to grab my breast through my jacket.  The next words he uttered were spoken against the side of my head.

      “Lead the way, Eden.”  His tongue dragged against the shell of my ear, and I shuddered in disgust.

      He took it as something else, though, because he moaned appreciatively and ground himself against my ass.

      “I’ll go slow with you,” he promised before he released me.

      I descended the steps with shaky legs and a stinging scalp.  At the bottom, I waited for him to close the door.  As soon as it was secure for the night, I reached for the waistband of his pants and slid my hand in.

      “My hand is cold.  Let me warm it up.”  I slowly brushed my palm against his raging boner while staring right into his eyes.

      He hissed.

      “Damn.  It is cold.”

      “Don’t worry.  You’ll appreciate it more in a second.”  When I reached the bottom of his shaft, I went straight for his balls.

      There was a slight delay between squeezing the shit out of his testicles and his reaction.  Once the “oh-fuck” signal reached his brain, his eyes widened and his mouth opened a bit to emit a low groan, not unlike the sound an infected would make.

      “What is more important to you?” I asked.  “Food or a fuck?  Because I’m the only one here who seems to know her elbow from her ass when it comes to finding vegetables; and I can promise you, I will not be your worker and your whore.  So choose.”

      Van’s knees started to give out, but I didn’t loosen my hold, just like he hadn’t released my hair.

      “Food’s more important, Eden,” Oscar said from behind me.

      “Then tell your son that.”

      “I will.  Now, let him go before you permanently damage him.”

      Oscar had always been the level-headed one of the bunch.  I released my death grip on Van’s scrotum and yanked my hand from his pants.  The man slowly fell to his knees and hunched forward.

      “Eden, you’ll take the bunk next to mine tonight,” Oscar said.  “Go.”

      Van groaned behind me as I walked away.

      “Your days are numbered, Eden,” he managed to rasp.

      I didn’t stop to look back at him.

      “It’s the end of the fucking world.  Of course they’re numbered.”
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      After Van regained his ability to walk, he slunk off to his bed where he sat and glared at me for the remainder of the evening.  An activity he continued as soon as he woken up this morning.  I wasn’t stupid.  I’d only survived the night untouched thanks to Oscar’s close proximity.

      Ignoring Van, I stood in line for breakfast.  More beans with eggs.  However, when I stepped up to Oscar, he shook his head.

      “You attacked one of the men.  No rations for you today.”

      I couldn’t believe my ears.

      “He locked me outside and told me the only way to get back in was to sleep with him.  Then, he grabbed me by the hair.  So, intent to rape is okay and self-defense isn’t?  Is that what you’re telling me?”

      “We have a peaceful system that works.  I’m telling you not to rock the boat.  If there’s a problem, you come to me.  You don’t handle it yourself.”

      “Wait until you’re raped to report it.  Got it.”  I set my plate aside and turned away.

      May gave me a pitying look but didn’t offer to share her ration.  I wouldn’t have accepted anyway.  She put up with a lot for a few extra bites of food.

      “Are we going to have problems with you, Eden?” Oscar asked after me.

      “No, sir.”

      Because I didn’t plan to stick around long.  He and his son had finally given me the motivation I needed to commit to a plan to break out of their hell.

      While the rest quickly ate, I stood by the inner hatch and plotted.  I needed rations, water, and some kind of weapon.  Rations would be hard to get.  Granted, there was enough in the supply cage to last five months if they continued rationing and more than enough for me to choose from.  But, Oscar guarded the key and took inventory every time he went in there.

      Van, his rifle already slung over his shoulder, walked over and interrupted my thoughts.

      “Maybe next time you’ll be smarter,” he said.

      “Oh, I will be.  I’m betting you won’t though.”

      “Van!  Keep away from Eden.  Grady, go keep an eye on things.”

      Grady unlocked the hatch while Van continued to stare at me.  I didn’t look away.  I refused to show fear or weakness.

      “Come on, Van.  You can help me clear the truck.  Stay here, Eden.”

      Less than ten minutes later, the gunmen were in the cab, and the workers were in the back of the truck as it rumbled away from the bunker.  I clutched my trowel and tried to ignore my growling stomach during the ride to the co-op field.

      This far away from the cities, we didn’t often see large groups of infected, so the ride to the field went quickly.  Once the driver cut the engine, we stood and started getting out.

      Grady handed me a basket when I had my feet on the ground.

      “We want twice as much from you as yesterday, Eden.  We need proof that you’re worth the trouble you’re causing.”

      “Worth the trouble I cause?”  I snorted, took the basket, and started toward the field.

      This field had a little of everything in it and wasn’t as picked over because it had been community run.  If I went closer to the trees, it wouldn’t be too hard to find twice as many vegetables as the day before.

      “This is our last chance to get as much fresh produce as we can, people.  We’re holing up for the winter after today.  Make it count.”

      My feet faltered at his words.  This was it?  This was my last chance to escape, and I had nothing but my trowel with me?

      “Problem, Eden?” Van said from nearby.

      “Yeah, I just realized I need to go closer to the trees in order to find enough to make up for the shit you pulled yesterday.  Thanks for nothing.”

      He chuckled behind me, and I kept moving forward.  When I figured I’d walked halfway between the trucks and the trees, I stopped and looked back.  Van wasn’t far from me.  However, he watched the trees instead of me now.

      If only I had his gun and his bag of shells.  I’d have a fighting chance, then.

      I squatted down and started my search for vegetables while my mind raced.  I dug, put my finding in the basket, then moved forward on autopilot.  There had to be a way for me to overpower him like I did yesterday.  I doubted he’d let me near his junk again, though.

      “That’s far enough.”  Van’s softly spoken warning made me grin with inspiration.

      “There’s a ton of stuff over here.  Look at my basket.”  I moved forward and dug a beet out of the ground.

      “It’s not worth getting killed.”

      “You have a gun; and unless there’s a hound in there, we can outrun anything that might try for us.  Besides, I forgot to pee before we left, and I’m not going to pee on our food source.  You can keep an eye on me when I go into the trees.”

      “Not happening.”

      I stood and faced him.

      “I thought you wanted to see me bare-assed.”

      I smothered my grin as he reached for the radio in his pocket.

      “Eden’s gotta pee.  We’re stepping into the trees.  It might take a few minutes once she has her pants down.”

      Grady answered.

      “Your old man’s going to be pissed if you try anything again.  Just hurry up.”

      Van nodded for me to get going into the trees.  Heart hammering, I walked toward their shadowy depths.  I was taking a huge risk, but I needed that gun.

      Leaves crunched under each carefully placed step.  When I found a big tree, I looked at Van with wide eyes that I didn’t need to fake then scanned the area.  Neither of us spoke.

      I motioned to myself then the tree.  He glanced back at the field and the truck, which were still visible.  I needed to get him out of sight.

      My hands shook as I stepped behind the tree and slowly pulled down my zipper.  Like a fly drawn to honey, Van shuffled forward so he could see me.  Instead of dropping my pants, I spread my feet apart, stuck my left hand into my underwear, and pretended to play with myself.

      Van swore softly.

      “I knew it,” he whispered.

      He moved closer.  I parted my lips and closed my eyes, giving my best impression of a girl about to quietly come.  His palm covered my breast, and his lips touched mine.

      Gripping the handle of my trowel, I lifted my right hand and hit him with the blunt end.  I missed the top of his head, like I’d aimed, and clipped him hard on the side of the face.  His temple bled as his knees buckled.  I dropped the shovel and caught him so he wouldn’t fall into view of the truck.  Grady had binoculars, and I knew he would use them in a few minutes, if he wasn’t already.

      The gun slipped easily from Van’s shoulder.  The ammo pouch around his waist took a bit more effort to remove.  Once I had both, I crept away, keeping the granddaddy tree between me and the workers until I could look back and not see a thing.

      I didn’t run, even though I wanted to.  I crept along through the trees, not making any more noise than I could help.  And, I listened.  To everything.  My heart hammered non-stop.  By now, Grady would have found Van.  There would be no peace after what I’d done, and I didn’t want to find out what Oscar would do to me because of it.

      It took forever for me to spot a house through the distant fields and even more time for me to make my way there under the cover of the barren branches.  The field would have been easier, but I couldn’t risk any of the guards driving by with the truck and spotting me.

      The sun was high behind the clouds by the time I stood on the front porch.  I took a calming breath and eased the door open.  Going into an abandoned house to search for supplies wasn’t new to me, but that didn’t make it any less terrifying.  My gaze never settled on any one thing as I scanned the front room.

      Disregarding the light that shown through the windows, I reached for the switch.  Nothing.  That meant I needed to look for supplies and get out.  I needed to find a place with lights to hole up for the night.

      Silently closing the front door again, I moved forward.  In the kitchen, I picked up a long knife—a smarter weapon—and shouldered the rifle.

      Quietly, I searched each cupboard.  Everything was empty.  A door to the side of the kitchen drew my eye.  Tall and narrow, I knew it probably led to a pantry.  Just like I knew the smeared, dirty handprint beside the knob belonged to an infected.

      Open the door and deal with the problem or walk away and potentially have a follower that might draw more?  One I could handle.  Two?  Probably not.

      I approached the door slowly, trying to quell the shaking in my hands.  A small shuffle of noise behind me was the only warning I had.  I whirled around, my arm already swinging forward.  The infected opened his mouth just in time to swallow my blade.

      Breathing hard, I twisted the knife and pushed up.  The infected dropped like a rock.  I pulled the knife from its mouth and looked over my fingers.  No scrapes.  No marks.

      Something moved inside the food pantry.  I took a kitchen chair and wedged it under the handle so the infected couldn’t get out.  The doorknob rattled as it tried, but the chair held.  Alert not to make any noise that the infected would hear above its own, I moved on to check the rest of the house.  Unfortunately, it had already been cleaned out by raiders.

      In the basement, cluttered with old furniture and other junk, I found a canvas messenger bag hidden in one of the many plastic storage totes.  I’d just slipped the strap over my head and let it settle on my shoulder when I heard an engine.

      Through the basement’s high, narrow windows, I saw the truck approach.

      I wanted to swear.  Instead, I wedged my way between a musty sofa, a stack of totes, and a sewing mannequin.  The engine died, and I waited.

      Floorboards groaned overhead.  I could hear the murmur of muted masculine voices but couldn’t make out what was being said.  I listened as whoever was up there moved around the house, checking room after room.  Finally, steps scuffed on the stairs.

      Someone swore and an explosion of noise made my ears ring.  The mannequin stand beside me rocked.

      “What the fuck?  Are you trying to bring every infected around?” Grady said.

      “I thought it was an infected.  Let’s go,” a voice I didn’t recognize said.

      “She’s here.  You saw the chair.”

      “I agree she was here, but she’s long gone by now.  You saw what she did to Van.  She’s not stupid.  She’s going to keep running.  So would I.  Now, if you’re done dicking around, we need to get back to the field to get Van to his dad.”

      I listened to the men go back upstairs.  The truck started and the sound of the engine slowly faded.

      It took me a moment to wiggle out of my spot before I cautiously hurried out of the basement.  I knew I didn’t have a lot of time.  The gunshot and the engine would draw more infected, and I did not want to stab another one in the mouth without gloves.

      After checking the yard, I slipped out of the house and made for the trees.  The beat of my heart never slowed.  I hated being outside.  Exposed.  In danger.  Would this be it for the rest of my life?  Always moving and watching over my shoulder?  I hoped not.  Yet, I didn’t see how my life could be anything more than what it was now.

      The bunker had proven that places existed where a person could hole up.  But, I’d never considered the bunker safe.  Not only was it filled with assholes almost as dangerous as the infected, there was only one entrance to the place.  I’d watched herds of infected back when they were still stupid.  They were easy to escape if you were smart.  But some of them weren’t stupid anymore.  And, if some of the more intelligent ones found the bunker, the gunmen wouldn’t be able to shoot their way out.  Any humans would be stuck down there until they died.

      I planned to be more clever than Oscar, though.  I’d find a place with an escape plan, a surplus of food, and no people.  Maybe then I’d feel safe.

      Distant pops caught my attention, and I glanced south toward the direction of the field.  Why were the guards firing?  Because some infected found them or because they were purposely drawing more infected in to drive me toward them?  Not taking any chances, I started looking for the next house.  I walked for over an hour before I spotted one.  The gunshots had faded, but it didn’t make me feel much better.  I didn’t like that I could hear them at all.  That the gunmen were still firing confirmed my suspicion they were drawing infected in.  Idiots.

      After watching the house for a long while, I crept across the yard and looked through the windows.  The inside appeared as tossed over as the first house.  I could stand going hungry for another day as long as there was light, though.

      I eased the door open and listened for any noises before I reached in and tried the switch.  Light flared in the room.  I quickly turned it off and slipped inside, closing the door behind me.  Room by room, I checked the place over.  I didn’t find any infected but discovered the water ran clear.  With another scan of the room, I quickly washed my hands and my face then waited.  No noise.  I didn’t allow that to lull me into letting my guard down as I started looking for any forgotten supplies.

      The cupboards were bare like the last place, but I found two clear bottles in the recycling.  I washed both with the soap I found under the sink
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