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 Chapter One

I had a quick glance down the dark tunnel
before us and realized we had no choice. This was our way out. The
small torch I held in my shaking hand blinked a few times and went
off.

“Damn,” I exclaimed,
tapping the torch against the stone wall.

A few more taps and the torch blinked on. I
moved forward and the others followed.

“Stay against the wall. I
don’t know what else could be down here,” I added nervously,
pointing the torch so the light shone down the tunnel.

“What are we going to do if
we can’t get out Abigail?” demanded Richard, so loud it echoed off
the walls.

“I’m not sure. Just keep
moving and keep your voice down,” I replied, trying not to sound so
scared and unsure.

“Let’s move as fast as we
can, people,” Michael insisted, pushing us forward.

It felt like we had been walking for hours,
but in truth it had only been half an hour. We had come to a cross
roads of sorts and could go left or right. Which way was going to
lead us out of this nightmare?

“Which way do we go?” asked
Alice.

“Oh god, I’m not sure,” I
replied, sliding down the wall till I hit the ground, resting my
head in my shaking hands.

The others were standing looking in
different directions, trying to figure out which way to go. I heard
a noise and stopped shaking, raising my head to look down the
tunnel in the direction from which we had come.

Again, this time louder. I stood and started
backing up, going the other way.

“RUN!” I screamed and we
scattered in different directions.

I went left, running so hard I could hear my
heart in my ears. I didn’t know if the others had followed and felt
a pang of guilt. Regardless, I wasn’t going to stop and find out
where they were. I wanted out; so bad I could taste it.

Then I went down. I fell on my knees,
skidding along the ground. Struggling to get up I felt a hand on my
arm and looked up to see Michael. He had followed me; he helped me
up and we kept running.

“I don’t know if we will
ever get out,” I puffed, running alongside him.

He didn’t say anything, and when I took a
quick glance I saw he was smiling.

“Really! Smiling now,” I
said, feeling a bit pissed off as we were stuck in a dark tunnel
with god knows what, yet aware it had already butchered a lot of
people. Why was Michael smiling? I looked back and saw the answer.
Light! There was light at the end of the tunnel. We slowed down as
we made it to the end, not wanting to rush out and into the
unknown.

“It looks quiet,” Michael
said from behind me. He was so close I could feel his breath on my
ear, giving me shivers, sending my thoughts spinning.

Screams, horrifying screams, came from back
in the tunnel. Richard and Alice, I thought … oh god, they ran to
the right.

“Oh my god Michael …
Richard and Alice,” I yelled feeling the panic closing in
fast.

“I know. We have to get out
of here,” he told me in a gentle voice.

I couldn’t get the screams out of my head,
but I had to focus on our escape so we could find somewhere safe.
Only then can we figure out what the hell is going on and what the
hell is hunting us.

Outside it looked clear; still. Do we make a
run for it? Where do we run to? My mind was in a panic and trying
to get a coherent thought was impossible. Michael started running
for the tree line, which seemed so far away, and without hesitation
I went with him. I was far too scared to look back; I just ran.

We made it. Nothing nasty or terrifying
caught us as we kept running deeper into the trees.

Although my legs hurt, my lungs burned and I
needed to rest, fear pushed me to try and keep up with Michael, but
I wasn’t able to. It must have been another 20 minutes before I
stopped, even though it wasn’t intentional. I fell and couldn’t get
up. As much as I wanted my body to move nothing responded, and I
lay there like a dead fish. As my eyes were closing, the last thing
I saw was Michael running towards me.

 I woke up to find
myself in bed in a darkened room, the only light coming from an
open fire in the corner. Where was I? Was I dreaming? Just then I
realized someone was asleep in a chair beside my bed. It was
Michael; he looked drained but peaceful at the same time. We had
known each other since we were young and I had always liked him a
lot more than other friends, but I knew he never felt that way
about me; I was like his little sister. Staring at him now, he was
beautiful and I loved his dark shoulder length hair. His eyes were
blue but right now I couldn’t see them. I must have made a small
noise because his eyes flicked open and we found ourselves looking
at each other.

“Abigail, oh thank god,” he
said, getting up to pull me into his arms. Being this close to him
sent a shiver through my body.

“I’m okay Michael,” I
replied, pulling away. He looked at me for a few seconds then let
me go.

“Where are we?” I
asked.

“I’m not really sure,” he
responded.

“What happened? The last
thing I remember I fell and you were running towards me.” My voice
trailed off at the end.

“You freaked me out a
little; I couldn’t wake you. So I just picked you up and kept
running,” he said, settling back into his chair.

“Oh sorry,” I replied, a
little embarrassed.

“What the hell are you
saying sorry for? Our day has been terrifying, and I’m surprised we
aren’t both dead,” he said, sounding irate. I didn’t say anything
as I lay back down on the bed trying to keep the memories and
screams of today away.

Michael shifted in his chair and we said
nothing, sitting quietly until there was a knock on the door.
Michael got up and opened it, to find a young girl standing there
holding a tray with food.

“Hello, I am Ava. I bring
food, you must be hungry,” she said with a smile. She looked to be
about 14 and was very pretty with sparkling blue eyes and brown
short hair. She didn’t wait for us to say anything, just put the
tray down on a nearby table, then turned her attention to the
fire.

“Where are we?” I asked,
watching her put a log on the fire and move it around with a
poker.

“That is not something I
can answer. You will meet Varden soon and he will answer all your
questions. Right now you both need to rest and eat something.” She
made her way to the door.

Michael hadn’t moved from the door and
looked like he was soaking everything in. He had a protecting look
on his face, like he was guarding the door and watching for any
move this girl might make. My heart skipped a beat just looking at
him.

“Thank you,” Michael said,
waiting to close the door.

“You’re welcome. Oh, there
is a bathroom behind that door,” the girl advised, pointing beside
the bed.

Michael closed the door and made his way to
the food, lifting the lid on the plate. The smell was so inviting I
got out of bed and joined him at the table.

“Wow, is that roast beef?”
I asked, sitting in the chair ready to eat.

“Yeah, it smells really
good.” Michael sat down across from me.

He handed me a plate and we started eating.
I didn’t realize I was so hungry and before long our plates were
empty. We needed to talk about what happened today, but I didn’t
know how to bring it up. Thankfully I didn’t have to.

“I don’t know what we are
going to do,” he added, not looking at me.

“Oh my god! What about
home? I was so caught up with getting the hell out of there, I
didn’t even think of home.” Tears welled up in my eyes.

“I know, I’ve been thinking
the same thing,” he replied, looking at me this time.

“My brother, oh no … Seth,”
and I started to panic.

I felt the tears roll down my cheeks and
they were not going to stop. Sob after sob came out until Michael
caught me in his arms. He stroked my hair and made a hushing sound,
trying to comfort a terrified girl. The warmth from his body made
me move closer and he picked me up and carried me to the bed. We
lay together until I stopped crying. I finally looked at him and
saw his eyes were also red and he too had been crying.

My heart broke as I hadn’t really thought
about how all this was affecting Michael. Without thinking I moved
closer and I kissed him. I really didn’t think he would kiss me
back, but he did. At first it was slow and soft. Our kiss deepened
and my urgency became his, my hands moving through his hair as his
went to my back, pulling me closer than I had ever dreamed of.
Michael broke away first and I made a noise in protest.

“Abigail, we can’t,” he
said as he rolled off the bed.

“Michael, wait,” I
responded, struggling to get up.

“I’m sorry; I don’t know
what to say. I shouldn’t have kissed you.”

“I kissed you and I have
wanted to for a long time,” I told him, not knowing the source of
my bravery.

“You wanted to kiss me?” he
replied, as a surprised look crossed his face.

“I….I have had feelings for
you for a while,” I answered, trying to hold his gaze.

A funny look came over his face and without
saying a word he walked into the bathroom closing the door hard
behind him. I was looking at the closed door now, wondering what
the hell just happened. I spilled my guts to him and all I get is
an empty room and a slammed door. I couldn’t take this shit now,
not after the bloody day we had endured. One minute we are all
having fun on a beautiful day and the next we are running for our
lives as people, friends and family are being butchered. I grabbed
the door handle, looked back at the room and left.

I was in an old hallway that smelled musty
and had floor boards that creaked when I walked. I could see some
stairs at the end of the hall. I hesitated, as I was on my own and
a little scared of what I would find, but pushed myself forward. I
heard voices coming from downstairs and held my breath; I took one
stair at a time trying not to make any noise.

“Where did they come
from?”

“I‘m not sure, but they
seem nice.”

I recognized the second voice; it was the
girl Ava who had brought us food. I was feeling very uneasy as I
stood on the bottom step listening to their conversation. Because I
was protected by the wall, they couldn’t see me. What did they mean
when they asked, ‘where did we come from?’ Are we not from the same
place? When I thought about it no-one from our town went into the
trees near here. I don’t know why; it was just something we didn’t
do. Maybe it was because of this house and these people. I could
see them sitting in a lounge room which was small and cozy. There
was an open fire, two leather sofas and a coffee table that looked
like it was handmade. The young girl was so small she looked like
she was being eaten by the sofa, but the older man looked like it
was made for him. I studied him. Dirty blonde hair and rough
features made me wonder what had happened in his life, but his eyes
stood out the most to me … they were grey, grey like steel. I
wanted to hear more and tried to move closer, but lost my balance
and landed flat on the floor. I lifted my head to see not just the
two on the sofa, but three other people all focused on my
intrusion.

“What are you doing down
here?” demanded the older man.

“Ava, they were not to
leave the room. Did you lock the door when you left?” he yelled as
he stood up and took a few steps in my direction.

“I’m sorry, I must have
forgotten.” She sounded scared.

Without another word the old man gave a
flick of his head and two other men picked me up and held me
tight.

“Please, let me go. I’m not
going to cause any trouble,” I yelled at them, struggling to get
free.

Michael must have heard me and came bounding
down the stairs. He was very quick to take in the situation and in
seconds, with what I can only describe as martial arts moves, had
the two men on the ground and me in his arms. There was a lot of
yelling until the old man made a whistling sound and hush fell over
the room. I didn’t look at Michael but he held me tight and I could
feel his heart beating fast against my body.

“Well, well, well. Nice
moves boy, very nice,” the old man said, sitting back down on his
sofa.

“Come, sit down. Please,”
he asked, motioning to the other sofa.

Without letting me go Michael moved us to
the sofa, keeping an eye on the men on the ground and the one who
was now standing behind the old man. I sat down, then Michael sat
as close to me as he could. I was looking at him; what I had seen
him do blew my mind. I never knew he could do anything like that,
and it made me want him more. I felt safe with him, like our future
was safe as long as we were together. He had one hand around my
waist and the other on his lap; that was the one I reached for and
our fingers laced together.

“So, my name is Varden,
Varden Toviche,” he said, watching for our reactions.

“Michael Taylor and Abigail
Hart,” Michael replied. His hand tightened against mine and I
shifted closer to him.

“Well, I would like to know
how you came to be here and what happened to you outside of our
compound?” the old man asked as he seemed to study us.

“We don’t know how we got
here or what was chasing us. All we know is we barely got out
alive,” Michael replied.

“I see, so you really don’t
know what’s going on out there,” and he motioned for us to have a
drink that Ava had brought in on a tray.

“No. We don’t, but we need
to,” I said, finding my voice; we both passed on the
drinks.

“All in good time Miss
Hart, but for now you two will stay in your room. I can’t afford to
have you running around my compound,” the old man told
us.

“You can’t keep us
hostage,” Michael responded, standing up and with that motion my
hand fell from his.

“Hostages? No, you’re …
house guests,” he said with a smile.

“House guests who can’t
leave their room,” Michael challenged.

“For your own safety. You
wouldn’t want anything to happen to the girl would you now?” he
replied, the smile now gone from his face.

I stood up next to Michael and his arm went
straight around me, pulling me close. I steadied myself with my
hands on his chest, as he looked at me, his face saying everything
that needed to be said. It was fierce and I knew what we had to do
… we had to be good house guests.

“No I wouldn’t. Fine we
will do as you say for now, but we will need to know what’s going
on,” he said looking straight at Varden, not backing
down.

“Yes, yes, but not today.
Levi, Oscar, please take our guests back to their room and Ava make
sure they have what they need.” He dismissed everyone with a wave
of his hand and with that we made our way back upstairs and back to
our room.

We found ourselves alone again in this room
with a big bed we would have to share. I really didn’t know what to
say to Michael; we had kissed and I had shared my feelings for him,
then he locked himself in the bathroom and I went downstairs. We
were back where we started and I couldn’t deal with it, so like the
mature person I am, I locked myself in the bathroom and soaked in a
hot bath, hoping I would wash away the dirt and grime that went
with everything that had happened today. Ava had left pajamas for
each of us in the bathroom, folded neatly on a shelf with fresh
towels and toiletries. I willed myself out of the bath, and managed
to get dressed before a soft knock on the door caught my attention.
Looking at the image in the mirror, I wondered how much more I
could take.

“Come in,” I said trying to
brush the knots out of my hair.

“Hey, I just wanted to
check on you,” Michael said, looking at the floor.

“I’m fine thanks, how about
you? The least you can do is look at me when you talk to me!” I
answered, staring at him in the mirror.

“Abigail, I’m sorry, you
scared the shit out of me when I came out of the bathroom and you
weren’t here. Then I heard you yelling and when I got downstairs
and they were holding you, I just freaked.” He left the safety of
the door and moved closer to me.

“Is that all you’re sorry
for Michael,” I replied, spinning around to face him; he was close,
very close.

“I already said sorry for
the kiss,” he answered, taking a small step back, keeping space
between us.

“No … not the kiss,” I
yelled at him, my eyes filling with tears.

“Then what Abigail?” he
asked, sounding a little upset.

“I told you I had feelings
for you and you walk out, slam the bathroom door and leave me
standing there, alone,” I replied.

He was standing there looking at me. I
couldn’t read his face and didn’t know what he was thinking, but I
could feel in my soul the way he looked at me. I became very aware
that the pajamas Ava had left out were a little more clingy than I
was used to, with a pink tank top that showed my assets and very
short black cotton shorts. He wasn’t going to say anything so I
went to walk past him, but he was too quick and I found myself in
his arms yet again. I was looking down at his chest trying
desperately not to look in his eyes.

“I’m sorry,” he repeated,
putting his hand under my chin and forcing me to look up at
him.

“It came as a bit of a
shock that you would feel the same way about me.”

“Feel the same way? You
have feelings for me?” I asked, stunned.

“For a long time Abigail;
since we were little. As we got older it became harder to tell you
and there is two years’ age difference.” He paused.

“I watched you with other
guys and it drove me nuts,” he continued, leaning his head just a
few inches closer.

“You are only 19, it’s only
two years. I don’t understand why you left me standing there,
slamming the door,” I replied, feeling somewhat
confused.

“I finally get what I want
from our relationship other than friendship, and we are mixed up in
god knows what with people dying all around us and I don’t know if
we will get out of this alive. I can’t lose you. I was pissed off
at myself for waiting so long,” he blurted out, pulling me closer
to his warm body.

I didn’t have an answer for what he just
said. I had felt the same way about Michael all these years and
knew we were stupid to wait so long, but we were now in the moment
and I was going to make the most of it. So I kissed him again and
we melted together, this time not holding back. I jumped up,
wrapped my legs around his waist and he carried me to the bed.
Nothing else mattered at this moment as our bodies fused together
as one; we had all night and our souls meshed.

I woke to the smell of bacon and eggs in the
room. I froze as I was still lying in Michael’s arms. Why did we
wait so long for this? I studied him while he slept, watching his
chest rise and fall; his beautiful face so peaceful and with a
small grin on his lips. I gasped at his smile and as his eyes
flicked open to look at me, my inside went to mush.

“Morning, Angel” he
whispered as he kissed my head.

“Hi,” I squeaked; it was
all I could manage.

“Breakfast is here. Smells
good, let’s eat then we should talk.”

We scrambled off the bed and made our way to
the table where our breakfast was waiting. Ava must have brought it
in while when we were sleeping. Michael lifted the lid from the
plates to uncover warm bacon, eggs and toast. There was a glass of
orange juice and a coffee for each of us. We wasted no time digging
in.

“I think today we should
really find out what the hell is going on and try to get back
home,” Michael said between mouthfuls.

“Yeah, I think these people
know a lot more than they are letting on.”

“I think you might be right
baby,” he replied with a big smile.

I can’t help it; I can feel my face turning
red; I look to see if Michael has noticed. His face said it all and
he laughed at my embarrassment. We finished our food and didn’t
really talk again until he came into the bathroom as I was getting
dressed.

“Hey,” his gaze was dark as
he watched me pull my top on.

“Michael, I’m getting
dressed!” I yelled.

“Abigail, nothing I haven’t
already seen.”

“That’s not the point, this
is new for me,” I responded, searching for a brush.

“Me too angel, being with
you is …” he hesitated, running his hand through his
hair.

“What, Michael?”

He looked at me, walked over and pulled me
into his arms, kissing me like he did last night. He broke our
kiss, still holding me tight.

“A dream come true,” he
whispers.

I feel the tears starting to build and have
to blink a few times to gain my composure.

“Me too,” I answered,
wishing we could stay here like this forever.

“Let’s go downstairs and
demand some answers. Are you with me?”

“Absolutely,” I replied,
taking his hand.


Chapter Two

We made our way to the lounge room at the
bottom of the stairs. It was quiet and there didn’t seem to be
anyone around. The fire was roaring, sending a peaceful glow over
the room. Michael motioned for me to follow him as we made our way
to what looked like the front door. He put his hand on the door
handle and looked down at me.

“Are you ready?”

“Yes,” I whispered, taking
a deep breath.

“Okay, let’s
go.”

He turned the handle, pulled the door open
and with a tug of my hand we were outside standing on the porch. My
mouth fell open as we saw people everywhere going about their daily
duties, just like any normal town. Michael moved and made me follow
so we would blend in; there were so many people how did we not know
about this place? It wasn’t like a modern town, but more like the
days of old, when they had a general store not a supermarket, a
barber not a hair salon and a small butcher shop. The houses were
clumped together in one section and the shops in another, there
were fruit orchids, large vegetable gardens and animals which
appeared to be waiting for slaughter.

“Michael, where are we?
It’s like a world of its own,” I said, with my eyes darting around
to make sure nobody had realized we don’t belong here.

“I don’t know Angel, but
I’m not sure this place is any safer than where we came from,” he
replied, glancing down at me. He must have seen the look of concern
on my face because he pulled me close and released my hand, putting
his arm around me.

We must have walked for half an hour,
through the town to what looked to be a road out of here. I stopped
because I sensed it before I saw it. Michael also stopped and
looked at me.

“What’s wrong?”

“Can’t you feel that?” I
asked, looking to the road in front of me.

I could feel the humming in my bones. What
the hell is that? I had a lot of things swirling in my head but we
didn’t get time to discuss it any further. There was shouting and
we were being ordered to get on the ground. Michael didn’t have a
chance to move this time, because they had guns pointed at us!
Michael whispered that we should just do what we were told, which
we did. This time we weren’t taken to the big house, but a small
log hut at the end of the road. We were put in separate rooms and I
knew this time things weren’t going to be so nice. A scruffy man
dragged me into a small room with a single chair in the middle; he
sat me down roughly and tied my hands behind my back. With that he
left the room, leaving me alone in dark silence. I don’t know how
long it was until two men entered the room and turned the light on,
forcing me to blink my eyes a few times as I tried to adjust.

“Who sent you here? What is
your purpose?” asked the scruffy man who had tied me to the
chair.

“I don’t know what you
mean! No-one sent us here,” I replied, my voice
cracking.

“If they think sending
humans in here will take us down,” he says as he laughs,

“THEY ARE WRONG!” he
shouts.

My mind is racing. What the hell? Where is
Michael? The scruffy man steps back and a larger one comes towards
me; he smells of beer and body odour.

“You will tell us what we
want to know,” he demands, his face very close to mine and the
smell overpowering.

“I don’t know what you are
talking about; we were running for our lives and …”

I didn’t get a chance to finish, as I felt
rather than saw the hit across my cheek. My face was on fire. I
screamed out in pain but he didn’t stop, hitting the other side and
my eye felt like it was going to explode. I screamed in terror. Are
they doing this to Michael? He hit me again, then yelled but it was
not directed at me. I was crying and the tears were not going to
stop.

I couldn’t see through the tears, but
recognized the voice of Varden. He is yelling at the men and
ordered them out of the room, then I heard him walk towards me and
I felt him untie my hands.

“It’s okay little one,
please don’t cry. I am very sorry for what my men have done to you;
I did not want this.” He spoke in a gentle voice and handed me a
handkerchief which I took from him slowly and I wiped my eyes,
letting out a small sob as I rose from the chair.

“Where’s Michael?” I asked,
barely recognizing my shattered voice.

“I will take you to him,
please come.” He motioned to the door and I
followed.    

We walked to a room at the end of the hall,
where Varden stopped and turned to look at me. There was no smile
on his lips and his face looked haunted.

“I would like to say I am
very sorry to both of you, my men will be dealt with.”

He said no more, just opened the door and
ushered me in. It was dark but Varden turned on the light then
left, shutting the door behind him. I gasped as I saw Michael lying
on the floor with bruises on his face and blood coming from a cut
above his eye. I ran over to him and dropped to my knees beside
him.

“Michael, baby, are you
okay?” I asked, my heart racing.

He groaned and rolled over to face me and my
heart sank as I could see he was hurt and I didn’t know what to do.
He smiled at me and I smiled back, but with grimace as my face was
hurting.

“Holy shit Abigail, your
face!” he exclaimed, pulling himself up into a sitting
position.  

“I’m okay; it’s you I’m
worried about.”

“I’m so sorry, I could hear
you screaming and I couldn’t get to you,” his voice dropped to a
whisper.

“There’s nothing to be
sorry for,” I said, kissing him on the cheek.

Looking around the room, I noticed it was
not as nice as the other one we had been in, with a single bed in
the corner, a couple of pillows and a dirty blanket.

“Let’s get you over to the
bed, it might be more comfortable,” I said, trying to lift him but
without any luck.

“Angel, so soon?” he said
with a grin on his bruised face.

“Michael, don’t start. I
was thinking it was softer than the floor.”

This time we worked together to get him off
the floor and onto the bed. I got a wet towel from the small
bathroom which I used to tend to the cut above his eye. He laid
back and let me put pressure on the cut, and the blood flow seemed
to stem. Within minutes it had stopped but the cut was a bad one
and would need stitches.

“Michael I think this cut
will need stitches,” I told him, not knowing what to do.

He didn’t answer; he was asleep.  I was
worried he may have had a concussion and wondered what I was going
to do. I rinsed out the towel in the bathroom and placed it back on
his cut, then sat on the bed next to him and looked around this
small room. I noticed a phone on the wall next to the door.

“What the hell?”

 I got up and walked
to the phone. I stood there like an idiot, just looking at it. Did
I really think this was going to help us? There was only one way to
find out. I picked it up and listened for a dial tone, but there
wasn’t one, just a voice I knew asking what I would like. It was
Ava.

“What can I do for you?”
she asked.

“Ava,” I
replied.

“Yes. I am here to help
you, under Varden’s orders,” she chirped.

“Okay, we need a doctor
because Michael has a bad cut above his eye. And some food and
water would be nice if it’s not too much trouble,” I asked with a
shaky voice.

“Of course, I will see what
I can do,” she said and the phone went dead.

I put the phone down and looked to the bed
where Michael was sleeping. I started at his poor face and could
feel the anger bubbling inside me, thinking ‘we need answers and we
need to get out of here as soon as possible’. I moved over to the
window where the weather looked to be turning bad. I couldn’t see
past the end of the road, which seemed to stop. I again became
conscious of the humming I could feel in my bones. Yes, there are a
lot of questions that need answers.

Two things happened at once - Michael
groaned and someone knocked at the door. I looked at Michael, who
was still asleep, so I answered the door and standing there was Ava
with a big smile, a tray of food and a young man. He was older than
Ava but younger than Varden.

“Hi, I bring food and a
doctor,” Ava said as she walked past me into the room. The man
followed and went straight to Michael.

“Thank you Ava, Michael
isn’t good and I’m very hungry,” I replied, trying to sound
grateful.

She didn’t look at me as she put the food at
the end of the bed and stood back, watching the doctor examine
Michael. I stood beside her, watching and wondering if he really
was a doctor. After about 15 minutes he stood and turned to us.

“I will need to stitch his
head. He also has a concussion. The bruises will go away after a
few weeks, but I need to get some things to stitch the cut. I will
be back,” he said as he walked towards the door and
left.

“I will go too; use the
phone if you need anything else,” Ava added.

And with that she was gone and we were alone
again. I sat at the end of the bed, ate some of the food and
watched Michael, who was still sleeping. When I finished I walked
to the window; the view was strange, as if it suddenly ended. The
wind was blowing in the trees, then I caught a glimpse of a
sparkling wave. ‘What the hell is that,’ I wondered? First I could
feel the humming and now this; I stood there staring out the window
for a while, turning everything over in my mind.

Our day had started with the four of us
leaving to go on a hike to the old tunnels. We said goodbye to
people we love, not realizing we may never see them again.

The first we knew anything was wrong was
when we saw people running and screaming. It all happened so fast,
like a blur. I couldn’t make out what was attacking although I
remembered seeing a school friend kind of explode in a bubble of
blood and parts, but her parts seemed to be sucked away to
somewhere, never touching the ground. Her screams just before she
exploded were horrific and that was when we ran into the tunnels as
we tried to escape.

There was a knock on the door which broke my
train of thought. The doctor and Ava entered without waiting.

“I will attend to the boy
now. If you are squeamish then watching me isn’t a good idea.” He
walked over to Michael.

“I have brought clean
clothes and toiletries for you both. I hope the food was adequate,”
Ava said as she put the stuff down on the floor near the
bathroom.

I didn’t answer; just nodded and gave a
strained smile. She moved and stood beside the bed watching the
doctor. Twenty minutes later he was finished and gave me
instructions on how to handle Michael’s treatment before assuring
me he would be back in a couple of days. I nodded and thanked him
for helping us.

“Ava, I need to speak to
Varden. I need to know what’s going on and what the hell has
happened to us and the people of our town,” I demanded, a little
louder than I intended.

“I will give him your
message. I cannot say whether he will listen or not but I will tell
him.”

“Thank you Ava,” I replied,
calmer this time.

With that they left the room and once more
we were locked in. I looked at Michael whose head was much neater
since it had been stitched up. He looked so peaceful there was
nothing left for me to do but crawl in beside him on the bed and go
to sleep. It wasn’t a peaceful sleep and I woke with a fright,
sitting up as I did. I wiped the sleep from my eyes and felt for
Michael. He was gone.

“Michael, Michael? Where
are you?” I yelled as I scrambled off the bed.

“I’m in the bathroom,” he
answered.

I went to the bathroom where the door was
open so I leaned against it, watching him. He was looking at his
face in the mirror and gingerly touching the stitched up cut on his
head, wincing when he pushed too hard. God, he was beautiful his
shirt was off. It sent a shiver through me.

“Hey Angel, just checking
out the damage,” he said, looking at me in the mirror.

I didn’t say anything, just moved to stand
behind him, slipped my arms around his waist and hugged him tight.
He twisted so I was now facing him. His expression changed as he
looked at my face. I hadn’t seen my face yet and really didn’t want
to.

“I’m going to kill them,”
he said, holding my battered face in his hands.

“It can’t be that bad,” I
whispered, turning in his arms to face the mirror.

I gasped when I saw bruising on both sides,
and when I touched my cheek it hurt, which I hadn’t noticed before.
Michael put his hands on my shoulders and squeezed, leant down and
kissed me softly on my hair. The sparks flew. I loved this man and
I could feel how much he loved me.

“How did my head get
stitched up?” he asked, running his hands through my
hair.

“Well … there is a phone on
the wall so I picked it up, hoping there would be a dial
tone.  Ava was on the other end and I asked for food and a
doctor, who came and fixed you up.”

“Really, well let’s go use
the phone again,” Michael said, taking my hand and leading me back
to the bedroom and over to the phone. As I sat on the bed he picked
it up and put the phone to his ear.

“We want to know what the
hell is going on and we want out NOW!!” he shouted down the
phone.

With that he walked over and sat down next
to me, taking my hand again.

I looked up at him and before I knew it he
was kissing me, slowly and softly at first but his kiss deepened
and I matched his passion. Letting my hand go he pulled me onto his
lap without breaking contact. I didn’t object … this is where I
want to be, lost with him. Michael broke contact first and we were
both gasping for air. His hand went to my face tracing the bruises,
though I had forgotten about them while I was in his lap and we
kissed each other.

“You are so
beautiful.”

“Yeah right, with all these
bruises,” I scoffed, looking down and trying to hide my
eyes.

“Look at me!” he
demanded.

I lifted my eyes to meet his; they were
stunning, so blue. I wanted to stay in his lap forever but I knew
we had some hard times coming.

“YOU. ARE. BEAUTIFUL. No
matter what,” he said, each word slowly so I knew he meant
it.

I couldn’t say anything so I just hugged him
tight and could feel his love. I wanted him to feel mine. We sat
there for a while and as I felt him breathe on my ear I tangled my
hands in his hair.

“I love you,” I whispered
in his ear, feeling tears start to well.

“I love you Angel. Always
and forever,” he whispered back in my ear.

We didn’t get to say anything else before we
were interrupted as the door flung open and Varden stood there, not
looking very happy.

“I hear you want answers,
so I have come to give them to you.”

“Yes we do, and we want out
of here,” Michael said quite clearly and forcefully.

“You need to understand
where we are coming from. We live in a special place which our
ancestors created to keep the outside world out and to keep our
families safe from the visitors you encountered and who slaughtered
your people.”

“Visitors? Start at the
beginning,” Michael requested, sounded confused.

We didn’t get the chance for Varden to
explain as we were interrupted by a big commotion and lots of
people yelling. Varden started to go out the door and motioned for
us to follow, so we looked at each other and hurried out the door
behind him. Varden was storming down the short hallway and out the
front door and Michael didn’t have a problem keeping pace but I was
practically running to keep up with them. When we got outside
Varden was standing on the steps of the log hut and we stood just
outside the door. There were a lot of people yelling, though I
really couldn’t understand what was going on. Michael held my
hand.

“ENOUGH!” yelled Varden,
silencing everyone.

The crowd went quiet and Varden’s men
parted, allowing us to see what they were yelling about. There were
more people but they were obviously not from here … they were
strangers. I gasped and grabbed Michael’s arm, realizing we were
not the only ones to have survived. I was straining to see if there
was anyone I knew when I spotted a very attractive girl waving at
us. I didn’t know her but I felt Michael stiffen and he dropped my
hand. I looked at him puzzled, but he wouldn’t look at me.

“I’m sorry, Abigail, so
sorry,” he whispered beside me.

“Michael, I don’t
understand,” I replied.

Varden turned to look at us, not saying a
word, just watching. Michael went down the steps and towards the
girl. I stood there watching in slow motion as she rushed to him,
catching her small frame as she jumped into his arms. I didn’t get
the chance to find out what was going on as someone caught my eye.
It was Seth. I ran down the steps and into my older brother’s arms,
hugging him as he seemed to collapse into me. I managed a look to
see where Michael was, and realized he was watching us with that
girl tucked under his arm. I felt the hot pain of jealously shoot
through me. Who the hell is that and why is he holding her?

“Abigail, I thought I would
never see you again,” Seth said as he held me back so he could look
at me. We looked very much alike. I pulled him to me and hugged him
hard as his arms tightened around me … the last of my
family.

“Thank god you are alright,
I thought the same about you,” I said, tears rolling down my
cheeks.

“Well, seems we have more
visitors and I think it’s time to do something about the problem
outside,” Varden said loudly for everyone to hear.

“What would you like us to
do with them?” one of his men asked.

“Michael and Abigail take
your friends into the cabin; the rest can be housed in the guest
rooms. Get everyone settled now.”

Seth and I walked toward the cabin, while
Michael and his friend followed.

“I will have some nice
furniture brought over for you, along with some food. We will talk
tomorrow and I will fill you in on what is going on,” Varden
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