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It's the year of 4530. All of the high tech advancements us humans have created are long gone. We are now in an apocalyptic hell. Many years ago there was a meteor that came down from the sky creating new beings. They hunt us down and try to infect us. You're probably thinking one bite will do it. No, there is no bite that we humans can't heal from. If you're with a group they will either save you or leave you behind. These creatures know our old culture and try to talk their prey, us humans, and change them with saliva. The only antidote? None so far. My name is Sandra Mills. Right now we got a tip from a crew member that is now dead about a man far in the fields that can help us. There are three more in the car. David, our driver, Molly, blond and soft, she broke her leg, and Lloyd, Molly’s new boyfriend. No one goes into the fields. Especially if they like the one we are driving through, a corn field. These fields allow these pumpkin-like entities to spawn. Just think of the headless horseman from the fairytale  and get rid of the human body replacing it with dying flesh. These things are practically somewhat harmless unless you touch them. If you do, they will tear you apart.
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After a few stops and goes from the pumpkin-like creatures we finally get to the house the person described. When we head in it's very nice. Molly is set into a bedroom, where I found five of them. Lloyd stays at Molly’s side. David is looking at the food situation. That's when I hear a voice.

:get out of my house!” 

It's a man's voice and I can't help but think it is sexy. So I see what's going on and I explain the situation. Found out his name is Eli Kane. He's strong built with chocolate hair and blue eyes. A good complement to my dark blood red hair and ocean eyes. He's very handsome. A little too handsome. As we drive up to his house and park the car he's already outside of it.
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The house looks wrong in the best possible way.

Solid. Standing. Alive.

Out here, that makes it dangerous.

Eli Kane blocks the doorway with a shotgun resting loose in his grip, like he’s held it long enough to forget it’s a weapon. His voice—low, rough, and infuriatingly calm—cuts through the air.

“Get out of my house.”

David raises his hands. “We’re not here to rob you.”

“We have injured,” I add. “We won’t last in the fields.”

Eli’s gaze slides past me, lands on Molly’s leg, the swelling already ugly beneath the wrap. His jaw tightens, just a fraction.

Silence stretches. The cornfield behind us shifts, whispering like it knows it’s being discussed.

“...Three days,” he says finally. “That’s all you get.”

Lloyd exhales loudly.

Eli snaps his eyes to him. “You don’t leave the house. You don’t touch the fields. And you don’t listen to anything you hear outside—day or night.”

I meet his stare. “Agreed.”

The door shuts behind us with a heavy, final sound.

The inside is clean. Too clean. Real furniture. A fire is already going. Symbols carved into the walls—circles, mouths, broken lines—scratched deep enough to scar the wood.

“What are those?” I ask.

Eli doesn’t look at me. “Reminders.”

“Of what?”

“What happens when people forget to be afraid.”

Molly is settled into one of the bedrooms. Five of them, all intact. Real sheets. Medicine. Eli watches as I splint her leg, his expression unreadable.

“She’ll walk again,” I say.

“She’ll need to,” he replies. “This place doesn’t forgive weakness.”

I bristle. “She’s not weak.”

He finally looks at me then, eyes sharp. “Out here, intent doesn’t matter. Only the outcome does.”

Something about him gets under my skin—like he sees too much and refuses to apologize for it.

The first night, I don’t sleep.

The house creaks softly, settling. Outside, the fields murmur—low, coaxing voices layered over one another. Familiar tones. Comforting.

Dangerous.

I sit at the kitchen table with my gun across my knees.

“You hear them too,” Eli says from the doorway.

I don’t jump. “What do they say to you?”

“They don’t anymore.”

That makes me look at him.

He steps closer, lantern light catching the scar at his throat—deep, old, and ugly.

“They promise peace,” he continues. “An end to the fear.”

“And you believed them.”

“Once.”

The word lands heavy between us.

By the second day, cracks start showing.

David counts supplies too often.

Lloyd never leaves Molly’s side, whispering to her when he thinks no one’s listening.

Molly smiles more than she should.

And Eli and I clash over everything—watch rotations, food, how close is too close to the windows. Every argument pulls us tighter, heat simmering beneath the tension.

At one point, he corners me in the narrow hallway.

“You don’t trust me,” he says quietly.

“I don’t trust anyone.”

His hand brushes my wrist—accidental, maybe not. Electricity snaps up my arm, sharp and unwelcome and very real.

“Even yourself?” he asks.

I don’t answer.

Neither of us moves.

The third night, Molly screams.

We rush the bedroom. She’s thrashing, skin hot, eyes glassy. Lloyd is bent over her, whispering urgently.

Eli yanks him back hard. “What did you say to her?”

“I was helping,” Lloyd snaps. “She was scared.”

Molly’s breathing slows.

Too much.

Her gaze drifts to me, unfocused—and then she smiles.

Outside, the cornfield shifts.

Closer this time.

Eli’s voice drops, lethal. “Don’t let them talk.”

My stomach knots.

Because something already has.
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The night stretches like a knife across the house. Every creak, every shift of the walls, feels louder. I haven’t slept. Neither has Eli.

We sit opposite each other at the kitchen table, watching the shadows the lantern casts. Silence hangs between us—heavy, dangerous.

“They move differently now,” Eli says, voice low. “The closer they get, the smarter they seem. They’re learning.”

I nod, gripping my gun. “And if they touch us?”

“They’ll start whispering.” He leans closer, voice dropping into a growl I can feel in my chest. “They’ll make you want things. They’ll make you do things you swore you wouldn’t. They’ll turn you on yourself... or each other.”

I shiver—not just from fear. Heat pools low in my stomach, sharp and insistent. I glance at him. The scar on his throat, the muscles in his arms, the set of his jaw—it’s all dangerous.

“Don’t look at me like that,” he mutters, almost a warning.

I don’t. I can’t.

By the second night, the first cracks appear.

Molly laughs softly in her room. Lloyd talks to her too much, too close. I hear her whispering words that sound like... surrender.

I storm into the bedroom. “Stop it! Don’t listen!”

Lloyd flinches, eyes wide. “I’m helping—”

“Helping? You’re making her listen!”

Eli steps in before I hit him. His grip on my shoulder is firm, restraining, but his hand slides down just enough that a spark shoots straight through me.

“You need to control yourself,” he says to Lloyd, voice sharp. “Or you leave.”

And just like that, the room is still. But my pulse hasn’t slowed. Not with him this close.

Later, Eli and I are forced to barricade the back door after something scratches against the wood. The creatures have learned the house’s rhythm, testing us.

We work side by side, close enough that our shoulders brush. I can feel the heat radiating from him. My hand slides along the wall to steady myself—and his hand finds mine.

“Don’t,” I whisper, breath shallow.

“Don’t what?” His voice is rough, teasing, dangerous.

My heart hammers against my ribs. “This.”

He presses closer. The scent of him—smoky, sharp, real—invades my senses. I can’t think. Can’t breathe. Can’t move away.

“I thought you didn’t trust anyone,” he growls, low.

“I don’t,” I gasp.

His lips graze my ear. “Then why are you trembling?”

Outside, the cornfield stirs again. Not a breeze—movement. Something unnatural. A whisper snakes through the cracks in the windows: Sandra... listen... surrender...

I flinch. Eli’s hand tightens on mine.

“Not a word,” he growls, pulling me flush against his chest. My head presses into him, and I feel the hard strength in his arms, the warmth, the danger.

We stay like that for long minutes, listening to the field, listening to each other. My fear starts to blend with desire, sharp and uncontrollable.

“I—” I start, but he cuts me off.

“Shh. Not yet,” he whispers. His lips press to my temple—gentle, claiming, warning.

And I understand: the world outside can wait. Right now, it’s just us. Survival and fire, danger and want, all tangled together.

By the third night, the creatures are patient, smarter. Molly barely moves. Lloyd barely breathes.

And Eli’s body is pressed against mine in the hallway as we watch the fields. He’s my shield, my danger, my temptation all at once.

I don’t know how we’ll make it out. But I do know this: whatever comes next, I want him there—and I’m terrified by how much I need him.

The cornfield waits.

And so does desire.
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The third dawn creeps through the windows, pale and cruel.

Molly doesn’t speak. She barely moves, lying against the pillows as if the world outside doesn’t exist. Lloyd hovers over her like a shadow, whispering nonsense into her ear. I can hear it—her soft, unresisting sighs.

I storm in. “Stop it! Now!”

He jumps back, eyes wide. “I’m helping—”

“You’re infecting her!” My voice is sharp enough to cut glass. “Can’t you see what they’re doing?”

He swallows, looking between me and her. “She... she wants—”

“Wants what?” I roar. “To die?”

Eli steps into the doorway, shotgun across his chest. “Enough. Out.”

Lloyd freezes. I can see the fear finally catching him.

“You leave,” Eli commands, voice low and lethal. “Or I drag you out.”

He stumbles past, muttering, but his eyes linger on her. I know he’s broken inside already.

Once the door closes, the tension doesn’t fade.

Eli steps closer, too close. Heat radiates from him. My body reacts before my mind does.

“You okay?” he asks. His hand brushes my arm, not by accident this time.

I swallow. “No,” I admit.

He doesn’t move away. His lips are near my ear. “Good,” he murmurs, “because I’m not leaving.”

A shiver shoots down my spine. I can feel his arousal pressing against mine, the closeness making it impossible to think. The danger outside only sharpens the hunger between us.

“I—” I start, but he silences me with a kiss, hard, claiming. My hands move against him instinctively, desperate, tense.
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