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CHAPTER 1

“A couple more explosions would have been nice, but yeah, it was good.”

Jack turned the handlebars on his bike to the left and cut a meandering turn across the empty night street. His friends, Jason and Mitch, were on their bicycles on either side of him. The three of them were on their way back from the movie theater after watching the newly released sequel to one of their childhood classics.

“I really liked the female lead,” said Jason. “Though I wished that they would have let the shower scene go on for a little longer, instead of making it such a fucking tease.”

Jack laughed and let his hands drop from the bike for a moment as he balanced with just his legs. It was past nine, and the sky above them was surprisingly bright and vivid, with the moon sharing center stage with the stars. Usually, the combination of smog and light pollution in their area made the celestial tapestry into a much more drab affair.

“I can’t really disagree with that.” Jack smiled. “She definitely did have some nice, uh, proportions. What did you think, Mitch?”

Out of the three of them, Mitch had always been the quietest. He was looking up at the sky too, and pulled his gaze back down to the group as he thought about Jack’s question.

“It was good.”

Jack nodded.

Short and sweet, that’s Mitch for you.

“I thought the woman who betrays, what’s her name… Kim?” Jason scratched his head and then shrugged his shoulders. “Dude, she looked just like your stepmom!”

Jack opened his mouth to respond and then held back.

He probably didn’t mean anything by it. The two did look a lot alike.

“Yeah, I noticed that too,” said Mitch.

There was an awkward silence in the air. Over the course of the past four years of his high school career, all the way up until he’d graduated at the start of the summer, Jack had endured sidelong comments about Rebecca, his stepmom. She was 35, heavily involved in the local community and school fundraisers, and the fantasy of just about every straight, horny male in town.

“Whatever, I guess,” said Jack. The three of them rounded the corner onto his street. As Jack’s house came into view, he could see that the topic of their conversation was standing outside, pulling down a couple of sheets from the clothesline.

Rebecca was a petite woman, with large breasts that looked even larger than they should have on her small frame. Her waist was trim, and her butt pushed out into in bodacious, eye-catching curves. All she had on at the moment was a thin nightgown that blew tantalizingly in the wind as she pulled laundry down from the line.

“Jesus, man,” whispered Jason. “You are so lucky.”

Jack turned his head to glare at him.

Lucky? Is that really what you think?

“That’s my mother you’re talking about, ass clown.” He shook his head and began to pedal a little faster, pulling into the front of the group. Rebecca saw the three of them coming and set the laundry basket down so she could wave. A gust of wind rolled through the street, and she pushed the bottom of her dress down and laughed, looking like a caricature of a 1950s pin-up model.

“Hey sweetie,” she called. “How was the movie?”

“It was fine.” Jack’s voice was curt and emotionless. He turned back to his friends who were circling in the driveway on their bikes, almost like jackals zeroing in on an easy kill.

“Do your friends want to come in for a minute?” His mom smiled at Jason and Mitch behind him. “I made some cookies if you guys aren’t already overstuffed on popcorn.”

“That sounds great, Mrs. Burrows,” said Jason. Jack shot his friend a look and shook his head slightly.

“I know how hungry teenage boys can get, from experience,” said Rebecca. “You appetites are just insatiable!”

I wish she would stop being so oblivious to the way they look at her…

“Jason and Mitch actually have to get going,” said Jack. “Isn’t that right, guys?”

Grudgingly, his two friends nodded and started to pedal their bikes back down the street.

“Uh, yeah, we have to go,” said Jason. “See you later, Jack. By, Mrs. Burrows.”

“Bye, boys!” Rebecca waved to the two of them, letting go of her gown and not trying to stop it as the wind blew it up again, causing a quick flash of her blue panties to become visible for a split second. Jack stepped in front of her, as though trying to block his friend’s view with his body. He didn’t relax until they had rounded the corner.

“What’s wrong, honey?” Rebecca walked over to him and set her hand on his shoulder. It was an innocent gesture, but it only made Jack feel even more annoyed, both by the behavior of his friends and his mom’s unyielding flirtatiousness.

“Nothing’s wrong, mom,” he said with a sigh.

At least nothing that I can talk to you about, anyway.

Rebecca shrugged and walked back over to the clothes. One of her bras had fallen off the line in the wind, and as she bent low to pick it up, her butt came directly into Jack’s view. He forced himself to turn away.

“If you do end up getting hungry, there are cookies like I mentioned before, along with plenty of leftovers from dinner. Your father had to work late again tonight, so it was just lonely old me at the table.”

“Again?” Jack scratched his head and walked over to give her a hand.

That’s the third time this week…

“Again,” said his mom. “Not that I’m complaining. He’s been in a weird mood lately.”

Jack remembered the week before when she and his father had gotten into an argument over his late nights out. Jack understood exactly where she was coming from, and harbored his own concerns about his dad’s behavior.

If I didn’t know any better, I would say that he’s cheating on her. He’s been drinking more lately, too.

“He’s probably just working late, like he said, mom.” Jack kept his real opinion to himself, both out of love and necessity. Even if he’d had real evidence of it, he wasn’t sure if he’d tell his mom and force her to go through that kind of pain.

Rebecca had married Jack’s father, Lance, only a couple of short months after his birth. She was the only mother that he’d ever known and had always gone out of her way to put the needs of her family, his needs, first.

“You’re probably right,” she replied. “And it’s not as though I mind having time to myself. I think I’m getting a preemptive taste of empty nest syndrome, and it really just means that I have more time to read and knit.”

She smiled at him and leaned over the other side of the laundry hamper. Her gown was just loose enough for her cleavage to come into view, offering Jack another confusing glimpse that he had to try to turn away from.

She needs to put on something that covers her up a little more. This is just weird, to see her so exposed.

Jack coughed into his hand and started helping her pull down pillow cases off the clothes line. The summer breeze was picking up a little more, but the night sky was still brilliantly clear.

“I think I’m going to take my telescope out after I eat,” he said. “I haven’t seen viewing conditions like this in at least a week or two.”

His mom smiled at him. She had been the main reason why he’d gotten the telescope in the beginning. Jack had always had a strong interest in the stars, but his dad had been staunchly against putting up the money to get him the equipment he needed to make it a real hobby. It had been Rebecca who’d gone out and made the purchase, much to Lance’s frustration, and given the telescope to Jack as a gift.

“That sounds like an excellent way to spend the night,” said his mom. “If you see anything good, let me know.”

She brushed a couple of strands of hair out of her face and lifted the basket into the air, the bottom lip of it catching underneath her breasts and pushing them up.

Jack went inside with her and headed straight for the kitchen. Rebecca had left a plate of food out for him on the counter, and he took it into the living room, eating it as he went. The family lived in a spacious two-story house, renovated several years ago. There was more space than they had ever really needed, and both of his parents had put time and money into decorating it just so.

He was a little surprised that his dad still wasn’t home as he finished his food and set his plate into the dishwasher. Lance Burrows was an architect for a large construction company, and usually his work was not of the kind to keep him late.

Given the way things have been lately, I wouldn’t be surprised if he’s avoiding mom.

Jack pushed the thoughts out of his head and made a quick trip upstairs to grab his telescope. His mom was in her room sprawled out on the bed, an open book in one hand and a glass of red wine within reach of the other.

The summer had been going by quicker than Jack had expected. As he made his way back outside and onto the front lawn, he couldn’t stop himself from musing about what the fall would hold. He’d gotten accepted into several colleges, and the one that he’d finally settled on was on the other side of the country from his family’s northern New Hampshire estate.

Things can’t stay the same forever. That’s just a fact of life.

He set the telescope down in its usual spot, on the lawn that his parents forced him to keep neatly trimmed and maintained. Mars was out and easily visible to the naked eye, and Jack picked out the right lens to bring it into focus and slipped it into the bottom of the cylinder.

The wind was still blowing, softly now, with just enough chill to make the hair on Jack’s arm tighten up. He leaned forward and looked down into the telescope’s viewfinder.

There’s Mars, and…

Jack squinted as the metal casing of the lens pressed against the ridge of his eye. He could see a strange object next to the familiar red planet, so alien and bold against the dark backdrop of the sky.

That’s…

It was moving across the sky, and getting bigger. It took Jack a second to realize and accept what that meant.

My god!

The object began to glow around the edges, and for a moment Jack could see what looked like a newly born star in the sky. The color shifted from shining bright white to a neon orange tint, so bright that Jack could feel his pupils burn. Slowly, as if forcing himself out of a trance, he pulled his face away from the telescope.

His heart was beating with the intensity of a racehorse in the midst of losing a race, desperate to go faster than physically possible. Jack turned toward the house on unsteady legs, feeling adrenaline and tension take a firm hold over him.

“Mom… Mom!” He ran towards the door of the house and threw it open. “Mom! Get out here! We…”

Jack trailed off as he looked back up towards the sky.

That’s a fucking asteroid, and it’s heading straight for Earth!

The thought had a strangely surreal overtone to it, dreamlike and hollow. Rebecca ran down the stairs towards Jack, and all he could do as she walked over to him, smiling and oblivious and still dressed in her tiny gown, was point up to the sky.

“Oh my…” Rebecca could see it at a glance.

It’s so much bigger than it just was!

He took a deep breath , blew it out quick, and felt his survival instincts kick in.

“Come on!” Jack grabbed his mom’s hand and pulled her through the house. The door to the cellar was on the other side of the living room, and he threw it open and took only enough time to pull the cord switch for the lights as he made his way down.

“Jack, what was that?” Rebecca squeezed her son’s hand . “It must have been a plane, or a satellite, or something, right? That must have been-“

“We don’t have time!

He was right. All this time, he’s been right.                            

Jack led his mom over to the corner of the house’s sublevel. A thick metal door, complete with a combination lock circular handle, was set into an even thicker looking metal frame. Jack scrambled to spin in the correct numbers, thanking his luck as he twisted the handle and felt it give way.

“Get inside, mom!” Jack pushed himself out of the way and pulled her towards the passage. She was shaking her head slightly, as if the most hopeful part of her was still insisting that her son had misinterpreted the situation.

Jack looked towards the open front door of the house. The asteroid had dropped even further, moving into view on the horizon. He gritted his teeth and stepped into the passageway, pushing the heavy door into it behind him and then following his mom.

Dad insisted on this shelter. Just in case something like this ever happened.

“It’s better to have it and not need it than to need it and not have it,” he whispered under his breath. Rebecca turned to face him, her expression still a mask of confusion.

“Jack, why are we down here?” she asked. “This can’t-“

The ground suddenly jumped underneath them, sharp and intense. It was enough to knock the two of them cleanly off their feet and bounce them around on the ground, like freshly popped corn jumping up from the frying pan. Jack covered his head with his hands, listening to the sound of his mother screaming as his body collected bruises from the impacts against the wall and the ground.

It went on for what felt like an eternity, but must have only been a couple of seconds. Jack had enough time to start to pick himself up when more shaking commenced, starting gentler than it had before but building with every second.

“No way…” Jack was the one shaking his head now.

It hit us. It really did just hit us. This can’t be happening.

Jack took a deep, shaky breath, and then leaned up against one of the walls of the shelter. He stared up at the ceiling and felt his pupils burn slightly from the fluorescent lights.


CHAPTER 2

“What’s going on?”

Rebecca let out a scream and ran down the stairs as the shaking continued to intensify. Jack walked deeper into the main room of the shelter after her, the earthquake making every step an act of faith.

“Mom!” Jack stretched his arms out and felt her fall forward into them. She was still wearing her tiny evening gown, and even in the middle of an emergency it was impossible for his mind to ignore how thin and insubstantial the fabric was.

“Sweetie, this is insane!” Rebecca pushed tightly against him. Jack could feel the softness of her body, and her breasts. Her body felt hot against him, and it was made even worse by the way the floor insisted on bumping and grinding them together.

“It’s an earthquake, mom.” His voice was barely audible over the shaking and the far-off sounds of destruction outside. “The asteroid must have…”

It set off an earthquake. How large of an impact would be needed to do something like that?

“I’ve got you!” Rebecca pulled him more tightly against her, and Jack could feel the flesh of her boobs sliding across his chest. “Don’t worry, Jack!”

It was a ludicrous suggestion, but Jack said nothing. He had looked up into the sky and imagined this very scenario an uncountable number of times before. Never in his wildest dreams had he ever thought it could actually happen.

The shelter was holding up surprisingly well. Jack half expected the roof to come down on their heads, but after several minutes of shaking, the earthquake slowly began to subside. He and his mom were lying against each other on the floor, and regular sensation began to return to his body.

“Is it…” Rebecca’s voice was quiet, as though she was afraid that the earthquake would start up again if it overheard her. “Is it over?”

Good question.

Jack had one of his arms around her and realized with a slight start that his crotch was pressed directly into her buttocks. His cock had hardened into a stiff rod, either a strange way of reacting to the stress of the situation, or just because of how good his mother’s soft body felt against him.

Of all the things I need right now, embarrassing thoughts are at the bottom of the list.

He slowly began pulling himself to his feet. The heavy steel shelter door was behind him, no worse for wear from the quake. The entrance room of the bunker was larger than he had realized, with another set of doors that led off into…

Into what? I never spent very much time down here, or anytime down here, really.

“I guess dad was right to be so paranoid,” said Jack. “This place, this shelter, may have just saved our lives.”

Rebecca let out a sigh and pulled herself to her feet. Her hair was in a tangle, as though she had just climbed out of bed or stepped off a roller coaster. She straightened her gown and managed a quick smile for Jack before stepping over to him and cupping one of his cheeks in her hand.

“We’re alive, and that’s all that matters,” she said. “I was so worried…”

Jack felt his cheeks begin to heat up. It felt strange, and even though he knew he was too old to relish in his mother’s physical affection, at that moment, there was nothing he wanted more.

“We’re okay,” he said, walking over to the door at the far end of the tiny room. “And I’m willing to bet that this door leads to another exit, in case we can’t get the one we came in through open.”

That must be where it leads. I know dad spent a lot of time and money setting this up, he would have thought things all the way through.

There was another combination lock on the handle of the second door, and after putting in the combination again, his father’s birthday, he turned it and pulled it open.

“Jack, hold on,” said his mom. “Maybe we should just-“

“What the…”

Jack was stunned by what he found on the other side of the door. In all the time that his father had spent constructing the bomb shelter, the extent of what he’d seen consisted of the small hallway that the main stairs down led down into. He had never seen the door in the back, much less what was behind it.

“This is incredible,” whispered Rebecca. “All this time, and all of that money that I thought he was wasting on alcohol. This is where it ended up.”

I can’t believe it either.

The main room of the shelter was about the size of a large bedchamber, except with walls composed of thick, shiny metal. A carpet covered the entire room, but Jack could feel the hard, solid floor underneath it, even through his shoes.

Tucked away in the corner of the room was a bed that looked just barely big enough for two people. The sheets and pillows on top of it were arranged with surgical precision, giving the appearance of it having never been used.

A large TV monitor covered the wall directly across from the door, with a button filled instrument panel attached next to it and two plain office chairs in front of it. Large black tote bins were stacked high on either side of it, and there were two more heavy doors on each wall.

“This must have taken years to set up,” said Jack. “How the hell did dad manage to get all of this in here?”

Rebecca just shook her head.

“When we bought the house, the realtor only ever showed us a glimpse of shelter. Some of this stuff could have already been in here, maybe?”

Maybe…

Jack walked over to one of the chairs and ran his hand across it.

“There’s no dust,” he said. “Dad’s definitely been down here recently.”

Was he really this paranoid?

“We need to see what’s in the other rooms!” Rebecca walked in front of him, her tiny gown sliding up along her thighs a bit higher with every step. Jack followed, pulled in by both his curiosity and a strange urge to stay close to his mother.

Jack and his mom turned the handle on the door to the left and peered inside. A motion activated sensor light switched on, revealing a small, somewhat cramped room. The center of it was taken up by a small table that was, just like the bed, only big enough for two people. In the corner and along the back wall, Jack could see a sink, what looked like a microwave, and two large clear tanks, one filled with water and one empty.

“It’s a kitchen…” said Jack. “Huh.”

There were more storage containers filling up all of the rest of the free space in the room, and it was obvious to him at a glance that his father had packed them full of canned and preserved foods. He turned and walked across the main room over to the other unopened door.

“We should head back outside,” said Rebecca. Jack stopped in midstep and looked over his shoulder at her.

I’m a little afraid of what we’ll find. That was an asteroid strike. This isn’t a dream.

“Hold on, mom,” he said. “We have to be careful if we do decide to. The house could have collapsed from that quake.”

Jack finished turning the handle on the new door and swung it open. Inside was a room that was almost a mirror image of the kitchen, with two huge tanks for clean and used water on either side and motion activated lights. In the center of this one, however, was a metal low flow toilet built into the wall, and a small shower stall.

“He designed it with literally everything a person could need to survive,” said Jack. “What in god’s name was he expecting to happen?”

His mom didn’t answer him. Jack turned around and saw that she was heading back up the stairs, towards the door to the outside.

“Mom, hold on!” Jack rushed after her, starting up the stairs just as she was reaching the top. He could see right up her skirt, and the sight of her light blue panties made him flush with both excitement and embarrassment.

“Jack, people could be hurt outside!” said Rebecca. “We need to do what we can to help, to get them to safety.”

“We don’t know what’s going on outside, mom!” It was the truth, but Jack left out what he already could feel was the truth in his gut.

I know what’s happening. The world is ending.

“Everyone in the town, our neighbors, your friends, my friends…” His mom looked at him seriously. “And your father, too!”

She started walking up the stairs and this time, Jack ran over to follow her. His feet tapped out metal echoes as he set them down, slowing to a stop next to his mom in front of the main hatch leading into the cellar.

“There’s a good chance that rubble from the earthquake is blocking the way,” said Jack. “I’m only going to open the door enough for us to see outside.”

His mother nodded, and then moved far enough out of the way for him to slide by her in the doorway. Jack tried not to notice the heat that formed in the air as his body brushed against hers.

Staying in here will be dangerous, in more ways than one.

He set his hands on the door’s handle and slowly began to turn it. Surprisingly, there was little resistance from the outside, even as he began to push forward. Air rushed in through the widening crack, bringing dust and the smell of something that Jack couldn’t recognize along with it.

“Well, at the very least we know that we can get out.” He pushed the door open further, creating enough space for a person to slide through if they pressed themselves flat.

“Just lean out and look around,” said Rebecca. “I think you’re right. It’s too dangerous for us to rush right now.”

Jack nodded and then began slipping out into what had once been the cellar of his family’s house. He edged his shoulder through, followed by his head, and started to take a look around. What he saw made his jaw drop open In surprise.

The house had been reduced to splinters. It was the house he’d grown up in, the house that his mom had bought with his father and raised him over 18 long, nurturing years. Now it was nothing more than a scattering of tiny pieces of wood, with various recognizable objects like forks, broken picture frames, and couch cushions littering the destruction.

“Jack? Is it safe?” His mom’s voice followed out the door after him, more concerned than afraid. The cellar was still essentially intact, but there was no house above it anymore, and the building’s remains layered every inch of the foundation.

Jack climbed onto a beam that was leaning at an angle up to where the living room had once been and pulled himself up to ground level. One glance around the neighborhood was enough to confirm what he’d already expected.

Jesus Christ…

Nothing was left standing. The houses that had once belonged to his friends and other families were in just as bad, if not worse shape than his was. It looked as though a tornado had swept through town, except the damage was even worse, more severe and with more finality. The asphalt itself had been split by several foot high cracks in a number of spots, as though a giant had pushed too hard on it at either end.

“Oh my god…” Rebecca had followed him out and was peering across the street from a pile of lumber in the middle of the cellar. “We have to find some way to help!”

“Hello?” Jack acted on her suggestion immediately, raising his voice and shouting off into the ruins. “Can anybody here me? Does anybody need-“

“Jack!” His mom yelled his name with more terror, more urgency than he’d ever heard before. He looked over at her and followed her eyes, noticing all at once the danger that they were still in.

The sky was a scene of smoldering chaos. Burning streaks of red and orange were slowly descending all across the night horizon and above him, like dyed contrails, or the marks of a celestial surrealist painter. They were multiplying even as Jack tried to make sense of them, and the wind had an unusual upward pull to it, as if being sucked in by the brilliance of the flames.

“It’s… ejection rock,” whispered Jack. “From the asteroid’s collision. It must have been big enough to knock debris above the atmosphere, and now it’s all falling back down.”

“Jack… We need to get back inside!” Rebecca walked across the cellar and reached her hand up to where he was, only barely managing to grab the back of his shoe with her fingers. It was enough to bring him back to his senses, and he only stared down at her tiny, gorgeous, nightgown glad body for a second before lowering himself down.

“You’re right,” he said. “We need to…”

His words began to trail off as the flames in the sky became even more vivid. Paradoxically, it began to grow harder to see rather than easier, the air warming around them and slowly filling with a strange fog.

“This is bad,” said his mom. “We can’t stay out here any longer…”

Jack nodded. The temperature was rising fast, like a sauna after being refilled with hot coals. He followed his mom as she walked through the shelter’s heavy door, closing it and the outside world off behind him.


CHAPTER 3

The silence of the shelter’s main room was eerie and almost deafening in its emptiness. Jack’s heart was pounding in his chest, the only noise audible to him against silence. Rebecca had taken a seat on the bed, sitting with her legs crossed and hands folded, as though she was waiting for a kitchen timer to go off.

“There wouldn’t have been any way for us to avoid this,” she said softly. “Or even really prepare for it, even if we had known ahead of time.”

Jack looked around at the heavy steel walls and double reinforced roof.

There was a way, and it’s the only reason we’re here right now.

“Dad built this, all of this, because he wanted us to be prepared,” said Jack. “Mom, he saved our lives.”

Rebecca stood up slowly and walked over to him. The bottom half of her nightgown was dirty, and a small streak of soot ran across one of her cheeks. The thought of washing up in the shelter’s tiny shower stall, stripping naked and soaping herself up, floated shamefully into Jack’s awareness. He did his best to push it out of his mind as his mother pulled him into a close embrace.

All this adrenaline is spinning me off in wild directions. My mom is my mom. There’s no reason for me to think weird things like that.

“We can’t just sit here.” Her eyes darted around the room, settling on the TV monitor against the wall. Jack pulled out of the soft hug and walked over to it.

“I didn’t see a computer, or a radio, or anything when we looked around,” said Jack. “Except for this one screen…”

He ran his hand around the edge of the TV’s frame and found the power switch. As soon as he turned it on, the display hummed to life.

“It’s a touch screen,” said Rebecca. “And there, in the bottom left corner.”

The interface wasn’t one that Jack recognized, but it was vaguely similar to other OSes he’d used before. It was a simple arrangement, designed more for the basic hardware of the TV than to be anything like a fully fledged computer. He touched the square webcam icon that his mom had pointed to with his finger and watched as an onscreen keyboard appeared, along with an input field for emails.

“Try your father’s email,” said Rebecca. “He’s probably… “

He’s probably dead. But she’s right, we have to try it.

Jack entered it in and then pressed okay. The word “CONNECTING” appeared on the screen for a moment, and then nothing happened.

CONNECTION FAILED

“Damn…” he said. He looked over at his mom and saw the crestfallen look on her face. She forced a weak smile onto her lips for his sake, and Jack walked over to her and gave her another hug. Her body felt soft against his, and intoxicatingly feminine.

“Well, we still have power down here,” he said softly. “And it seems like the TV is connecting to something. Dad… he must have installed some type of satellite receiver when he built this place.”

His mom didn’t say anything. He pulled her against him a little more tightly, feeling her bosom mash against his chest.

“We should see if any of the TV channels are coming in,” said Rebecca. “Or if there is a way to get online with it.”

Jack nodded, though he was pessimistic about their prospects. He reached out to the TV and tapped his way back to the main menu. There was an app for cable TV, an app for an online movie streaming service, and an app for the daily news and weather. He tried each of them in quick succession, finding that they all led to nothing but connection errors.

“That’s… no good.” Jack tried to keep the defeat he was feeling on the inside from slipping into his voice, but it was impossible. His mom was watching him and still smiling, for real this time.

“It’s okay, sweetie,” she said. “We’re alive. That’s all that matters.”

Jack felt her arms wrap around him from behind. Suddenly, it became very hard to focus on the TV and figuring out its functions. He could feel his mom’s breasts pushing against his shoulders, her nipples poking through the thin nightgown fabric. Her breath was hot against his ear, and Jack had to focus all of his energy into not getting a hard on.

It’s the situation, not me. My body is just confused. I’m just confused.

“We have food,” whispered his mom. “We have water. We have the bed.”

Jack clicked on another app, one that had an icon in the shape of an old VHS tape. A downloaded movie, already midway through, instantly began playing.

“And we have at least a couple of things to watch,” he said, forcing himself to step outside of his mom’s reach and outside of temptation. “I don’t know if dad downloaded them, or if they were already here, but it’s certainly better than nothing.”

Rebecca smiled at him. Jack’s eyes met hers, and the air in the shelter suddenly felt very hot. He could only hold his gaze against her for the briefest of moments before having to break the silence, awkwardly clearing his throat and turning away.

“What time do you think it is?” Rebecca walked back over to the hallway leading up to the surface.

“It can’t be later than midnight,” said Jack. “It hasn’t even been an hour since this all began.”

His mom nodded. Jack was surprised by how calm she looked. It put him at ease, in much the same way that her presence had back when he’d been just a little boy, nervous and anxious about everything in the world.

“I think we should take another look outside,” said Jack. “Maybe things have settled down a bit.”

Rebecca shook her head.

“Sweetie, I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

Jack had already started up to the hatch.

“I’m just going to open it a crack,” he said. He twisted the handle and then gingerly pushed the thick door open, and noxious smoke fumes pushed back into the shelter, stinging his eyes. He shut the hatch as quickly as he could, but what little had made it through was enough to make him cough as it burned his lungs.

“Honey!” Rebecca ran over and knelt beside where Jack had fallen into a crouch. She pulled his head against her and then took a seat, cradling him as she ran her hand through his hair.

“It’s… really bad out there,” said Jack. His mother nodded, and smiled knowingly at him. Her breasts hung in his face, and again, impure thoughts filled his head as he stared up at her, clothed only in her thin, tiny nightgown.

She’s here for me. My beautiful mother. If it weren't for her, I’d already have given up.

“Come on, let’s head into the main room.” Rebecca helped him to his feet and slowly walked him back down the stairs. “If we’re stuck in here for now, there’s no sense in us not taking stock of what’s available to us.”

The two of them spent the next ten minutes searching through the neatly stacked plastic boxes. Jack was impressed by the extent his father had gone to in preparing. There was soap, towels, extra clothes, toilet paper, just about everything they could have asked for.

“Finally!” Rebecca pulled out a white t-shirt and a pair of pink sweatpants. “I’ve been itching to change out of this flimsy nightgown ever since we got down here.”

She bent over to close the lid on the box, and Jack couldn’t stop himself from drinking in the sight of her butt poking out from underneath the tiny garment.

This isn’t something I should be thinking about…

His mom walked into the room on the right-hand side of the main one, the bathroom, and creaked the heavy metal door closed behind her. The latch didn’t hitch, and it slowly began to reopen, giving Jack a view that was even harder to resist than the one he’d just seen.

She was facing away from him, totally oblivious to her son’s peeping eyes. Slowly, she pulled the nightgown up and over her head and tossed it aside. She didn’t have a bra on, only panties, but all Jack could see from his vantage point was a tantalizing edge on view of her big, gorgeous breasts.

This is sick. I need to cut it out, right now.

He stood up and forced himself to turn his attention to something else. His cock was rock hard, an illicit symbol of the strange, perverse emotions that he was struggling with. Jack walked over to the TV and started clicking through the menus, desperate for a distraction.

He went back to the recorded TV shows and downloaded movies, and began scrolling through them. A couple were post-apocalyptic themed, including one that was a popular, mainstream adaptation of a zombie comic book, and Jack winced internally as he skipped over it.

Is that what’s happening for real, now? Has the world ended?

“I think we should eat some food. Why don’t you pick out something for us to watch while I’m at it?” His mom had snuck up behind him, startling him with a reverse hug and a kiss on the cheek just as Jack’s thoughts began to tread into dark territory. She smelled faintly of perfume, a sweet and flowery scent.

“Uh, okay,” said Jack. “I guess I’ll… do that, then.”

She pulled away from him and walked over into the shelter’s kitchen area. A surreal feeling swept over Jack as he tapped on the touch screen and scrolled past a couple of action movies, a mixture of déjà vu and absurdity.

We’re still acting out our roles down here, mother and son, without even being sure if there is anything left on the surface of the planet.

Jack settled on a romantic comedy about a man, his girlfriend, and a dog, in the end. Rebecca was humming a tune as she moved about the food stores of the shelter, picking through dried powder soups and mountains of canned goods. He recognized the song and had to fight off a wave of nostalgia as childhood memories crested on his mental horizon.

“There is an entire spice rack’s worth of seasonings tucked away in the back of the pantry,” said his mom. “That must have been your father’s doing.”

Jack didn’t say anything. Thinking about his dad, thinking about any of the many people that they’d left behind above ground, was painful. Jason and Mitch suddenly appeared in his mind’s eye, both of them biking away from his house, waving to him as they went.

I’m never going to see them again, most likely.

“Jack?” Rebecca was standing in the doorway, her brow furrowed, and her eyes locked onto him. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah, mom,” he said. “Sorry. I’m just thinking...”

She walked over to him, her expression softening into warmth and understanding. She pulled him close to her and ran her hand through his hair. It was exactly what Jack needed.

“I know,” she said softly. “It’s too much for one person to make sense of. We just have to keep going.”

Rebecca shifted her son’s face so that their eyes met each other’s. Again, Jack felt a mild sense of hot tension wave over him. He shook it off and tried not to let his excitement get the best of him.

“You’re right, mom.” He smiled at her. “Sorry.”

She reached her hand up to his face and pinched his cheek, a gesture that made him feel like he was a little kid again.

“We don’t know anything yet, sweetie,” she said. “Whatever is going on, it could be affecting the entire world, or it could just be the state, or maybe even just the local neighborhood. We don’t know. For now we just need to hang tight.”

Jack nodded, but on the inside his pessimism continued to nip at his psyche.

The earthquake, and the firestorms in the sky… Those are not the type of things that just happen on a local level.

“I’m going to finish with the food, and I want you to pick out a movie for us.” Rebecca spoke slowly, as though she was trying to emphasize the importance of the roles each of them had to play.

“Okay, mom. Thanks.”

Rebecca kissed him softly on the cheek. The touch of her lips against his skin was like fire, like the fire that had lit up the night sky. She turned and walked back into the kitchen, and Jack turned back towards the TV screen.


CHAPTER 4

Rebecca brought the food into the main room once she was finished making it, carrying both of their plates along with two bottles of water on what almost looked like a school lunch tray. Jack took his portion and was surprised by how hungry he suddenly felt.

I would have figured that the stress would have eliminated my appetite.

He could tell that the soup didn’t have quite as much charm as his mom’s homemade creations at a glance. Even so, something about it was more heartfelt than any meal that she’d prepared for him in recent memory. Jack brought a spoonful of it up to his mouth and watched his mom watch him.

“It’s good,” he said. “Really good, especially for something out of a can.”

Rebecca smiled at him.

She has always cared so much about cooking, about making every meal special. This must be hell for her.

“Anyway, come on mom, have a seat.” Jack patted his hand down next to him on the other office chair. “I paused the movie for you.”

His mother carried her plate with her as she walked over and settled into her spot. Jack’s eyes were involuntarily drawn to her, the way her hair and breasts bounced with every step, and the positive aura that almost seemed to emanate from her body.

“Thanks, Jack,” she said. “See, this isn’t so bad? We’d be doing the same thing, even if…”

Even if the world hadn’t ended…

“Mom…” Jack ate his food in a rush, unable to block the claustrophobia of the situation out of his thoughts. “This isn’t the same.”

Rebecca shook her head.

“It’s not the same, but it is what it is.” She opened her bottle of water and took a sip of it.

“It’s… the end, mom,” said Jack. “It’s the end of the world.”

“Don’t say that!” Rebecca reached out to take Jack’s hand, and he gave it to her.

I know how it must sound, but I can’t just delude myself.

“There isn’t going to be anything left for us even if we do make it back above ground.” Jack felt all of the emotions he’d been suppressing bubbling to the surface. “The rest of our family, my friends… even dad.”

Rebecca took a deep breath. She glanced away from Jack for the briefest moment and then turned back to him with a determined look on her face.

“We don’t know anything yet…” Rebecca moved her chair closer to, setting her food plate aside on the floor. “And at the very least, you still have me, honey. And I still have you.”

She took Jack’s hand into her own and looked at him with big, loving, motherly eyes. Jack’s entire body deepened in sensitivity, feeling her touch ten times over.

She’s right. I still have her. She’s right here, so close, and so loving.

“We should…. Probably head to bed.” Jack had moved in closer to his mother without realizing it, pushing his knees against her’s and reducing the distance between their lips to mere inches.

“That’s a good idea,” said Rebecca.

She looked over at the bed across the room, the tiny, working couples’ bed, and then smiled at him.

She can’t possibly mean what I think she means?

“I was planning on sleeping on the floor.” Jack looked up at the ceiling sheepishly. “It’s probably-“

“That’s ridiculous,” said Rebecca. “The two of us can share. There’s enough room.”

She set her hand down on Jack’s thigh, and he felt an inordinate amount of blood rush down to his cock.

“Mom, jeez, I’m…” He did everything he could to avoid looking into her eyes. “I mean, I think it would be for the best if I slept on the floor. So the two of us can have our own space.”

Rebecca turned his head so that his eyes were facing her directly and slid her other hand further up on his thigh.

“We’re stuck in here for now, honey.” She blinked, and rubbed the back of Jack’s neck slightly. “We have to share our space.”

Jack didn’t argue with her any further, and over the course of the next twenty minutes, they both prepared for bed, taking turns in the bathroom. After taking a close look at the water tanks and pipes leading out of them, Jack was able to figure out another incredibly sophisticated aspect of the emergency shelter’s design.

There are water recyclers built into this place. Even at a tenth efficiency, hell, even at a twentieth, we’d be okay with the water stores we have now for a very long time.

He was impressed, but at the same time, slightly unnerved. His father had spent a lot of time on the build, and a lot of money, money that Jack and his mother had never seen and never known about.

Maybe he was paranoid. Maybe he was obsessive. But we’re only here right now because of him.

Jack finished brushing his teeth, making sure to use as little water as possible, and then headed back out into the main room.

“Ready for bed?” Rebecca had already climbed under her covers. She sat up slightly, and the bare flesh of her shoulder revealed to Jack that she’d taken off everything other than her bra and panties.

“Yeah,” said Jack. “I’m ready.”

His entire body throbbed with shameful excitement as he made his way over. After everything that had happened, all that they’d been through, he wanted to be close to her. Jack wanted to be in bed with his mother, hugging her, holding her, and feeling as though it was all going to be okay.

“Don’t be shy, honey,” she whispered. “Take off your clothes and climb on in. Except for your boxers, of course.”

Of course.

Jack turned away from her and quickly began stripping his clothes off. His mom had rearranged some of the supplies in the plastic totes and repurposed one of them as a laundry hamper. He tossed his shirt and shorts across the room, both of them landing nearby, but a little off target.

“Can you look for the light switch and turn it off?” asked Rebecca. “We need to do everything we can to make sure we save the limited energy we have down here.”

Her voice was melodic in Jack’s ears. He nodded and walked over to the door that led to the stairs and hallway, feeling his cock guiltily beginning to stiffen with illicit horniness.

This is stupid. She’s my mother, and I’m her son. Nothing is going to happen. Nothing can happen!

The switch was just a tiny panel next to the hatch that they’d overlooked on their way in. Jack flicked it off and met darkness far beyond anything he’d ever experienced before in his life. There was nothing to give off even the slightest amount of light, no stars, no moon, no street lamps.

“Over here, honey,” whispered his mom. “Just follow the sound of my voice.”

“Thanks.” Jack strode quickly across the main room and towards her, a little too quickly. He was still in midstep as he reached the bed and tripped forward onto it, landing on his mother with all the grace of a fish out of water.

“Whoops!” The way Jack had fallen left him in a very compromised position. His mom was directly underneath him, warm and soft and mostly naked. An erotic shiver went down his spine as he reflexively pushed his crotch forward, grinding his dick against what was either her thigh or her butt through his boxers.

“Easy, sweetie,” whispered Rebecca. “There should be enough room, just slide over.”

Jack set his hand down on something soft and warm instead of the bed. It took him a split second longer than it should have to realize that it was one of his mom’s breasts, and react accordingly.

What am I doing?

He rolled to the side, tangling the sheets as he did. Rebecca reached over to remake the bed and then brought her hand down on his thigh. Jack’s cock was rock hard, and it pulled his full attention to the strange, tense nature of the situation.

“Honey…” whispered his mom. “Are you okay?”

“Uh, yeah, of course, mom!” Jack turned so that he was facing her in the dark. His hard on brushed against her stomach, neither of them able to get more than a few inches of space on the small surface of the bed.

“I know how different this is,” she said. “And I know how hard it is for you. But we’ll find a way to adapt to it. It will just take some time.”

She reached her arms out and pulled Jack into a soft hug. His cock strained against the fabric of his boxers, and he could feel her warm naked body against his, the silkiness of her bra and panties making him almost insane with desire.

She’s my mother! What kind of pervert am I?

“I… mom…” Jack was at a loss for words. Rebecca leaned her face in close to his, her hot breath tickling the skin on his neck as she planted a kiss on his cheek. Jack’s hips were moving of their own accord, slowly grinding forward against her.

“It’s okay, sweetie,” she whispered. “I love you.”

This is wrong!

It took every drop of effort in his body, but Jack managed to pull himself away from his mother. He slid his legs over the side of the bed and stumbled across the room, fumbling blindly against the wall and through the door of the bathroom.

“Honey, are you okay?” Rebecca’s footsteps could be heard following after him. Jack closed the door to the bathroom and slid down to the floor against it.

“Yeah mom, I just have to get some water.” Jack’s hand moved as though it were possessed by a demon, pulling his hard cock out of his boxers and running his fingers over it. “You can… go back to bed.”

“No, that’s okay,” said his mom, through the door. “I’ll wait for you.”

I can’t even get her out of my thoughts to masturbate, not when she is always so close by.

“I, I’ll be out in… just a second!” Jack’s hand began to stroke up and down the length of his erection. He saw his mother in his mind’s eye, still only in bra and panties, slowly pushing herself in closer to him.

“Are you sure you don’t need any help?” asked Rebecca, in her sweetest, most motherly voice.

“No… mom.” Jack tried to picture anything, anyone else. He thought of girls from his school, of porn stars and internet cam girls. In every instance, regardless of how different the woman looked, when he turned up to see her face, it was her.

Mom…

“We’ll make it through this, Jack,” she said, just loud enough to make it through the door. “I’ll help you through it. I’ll do whatever it takes, whatever needs to be done.”

“Mom,” he replied, his voice breathy and tinted with sex. “You, you shouldn’t do anything.”

Jack’s hand was moving faster, and faster. He wanted her to be there with him in the bathroom, and paradoxically, he wanted her to be further away.

“I will do it, sweetie.” Her voice was full of love and parental determination. “I’ll do whatever it takes, whatever you need. So don’t worry, just relax, and let me take care of you.”

Jack stifled a groan as he felt himself pass over the line. His cock began to erupt like a geyser, and it was all he could do to catch each blast of seed in his free hand as the pleasure took hold of his body.

Mom… I need you.

“Honey? Are you sure you’re okay?”

Jack was lying on the bathroom floor, still at the mercy of the afterglow of the orgasm. With it came something else, something that he didn’t want to feel, something truly hard for him to internalize.

He had just masturbated to thoughts of his own mother and enjoyed every second of it. Guilt and shame flooded into his mind, replacing what had been arousal and lust only seconds before.

“I… I just need to uh…” Jack bit his lower lip almost hard enough to draw blood as he flicked on the bathroom’s light and walked over to the sink. “I just need wash my face, and then I’ll come to bed.”

“Alright, Jack,” said his mom. “I’ll be waiting for you.”

There was a mirror on the wall above the water faucets, and Jack stared into the eyes of his reflection as he scrubbed his hands clean.

Everything has changed, both in the world and inside of me.


CHAPTER 5

The rest of the night went by relatively uneventfully. Jack spent another couple of minutes in the bathroom collecting himself before heading back out into the main room. His mother’s breathing was even and regular, and when he climbed into bed next to her, sleep came easily enough.

He wasn’t sure how long he’d been asleep for when he awoke. Rebecca was climbing out of bed, and it took Jack a minute to catch up with everything that had happened.

The asteroid strike… The world is still over, isn’t it?

He blinked his eyes open and glanced over to the other side of the main room, where his mom was wiggling into a pair of tight jeans she had pulled out of storage. Jack chastised himself internally, feeling even guiltier as he realized that his morning erection was actually enjoying the show.

“Good morning, honey,” she said as she pulled a long sleeve purple blouse over her bra clad breasts. “Did you manage to sleep well last night, after…?”

After my little sexual meltdown? Does she have any idea what I ended up doing in the bathroom?

Jack nodded and tried to bring his thoughts back into safe territory.

“Yeah, I did.” He smiled at her. “The bed is a little too small, but at least the mattress is comfortable.”

His mom laughed. Her hair was a little messy, still tangled from the night’s sleep.

“I’m glad you think so,” she said. “Especially because I get the feeling that we might be down here for a while.”

She hummed a familiar tune as she made her way over to the bathroom to wash up. Jack stared at her, feeling a strange mixture of appreciation and surprise at her confident, frank way of stating the facts.

If it weren't for her company, her energy, and presence, I probably would have given up by now.

He forced himself out of bed, double checking to make sure that the door to the bathroom was completely shut behind his mom as he did. His cock had tented his boxers, and there wasn’t really anything he could do about it.

There’s only one bathroom, one bedroom and living room, and the kitchen. Privacy is a thing of the past.

Jack walked over to the storage totes and began digging through the one with the spare clothes. He was a little surprised, again, at how far his father had gone to prepare. All of the clothing looked as though it had been bought new, and all of the men's clothing was close enough to his size. He picked out a t-shirt and a pair of jeans and pulled them on.

He walked a slow lap around the emergency shelter, again looking over the food stores and water tanks. It was hard for him to guess at exactly how long the two of them could survive off what they had, but at the least, they were in no danger of starving or running out of water immediately.

Rebecca came out of the bathroom looking completely refreshed. She had washed her face, and it was hard for Jack to tell, but it looked as though she’d put on a light layer of make-up.

Why would she need that? It’s just me down here, her son.

“I’ve been keeping an eye on our water usage, and how fast it’s draining the tanks.” She walked over and stood in front of Jack, crossing her arms and smiling. “I think that we could potentially take one shower every three days, and still save enough to get by.”

“One shower each, or one shower… for the both of us?” Jack had meant the question as a joke, but the way his mom smiled back at him sent a hot chill down his back.

“You wouldn’t mind sharing that tiny stall with your dear old mom?” She stared into his eyes and held the tension for as long as she could before giggling. “Relax, I’m joking. At least I hope I am.”

Jack sighed and shook his head.

“Wait a second, though,” he said. “How can that be? We’ll go through the water stores too fast if we take showers, won’t we?”

Rebecca smiled and shook her head.

“I heard enough about your father’s construction projects to guess how he set this one up. It’s powered by solar panels and probably uses rain collection to supply its filtration system and give us additional drinking water.”

“Mom, after the earthquakes, and everything else that’s happened, we can’t count on that stuff to still be working, can we?”

Rebecca held up one of her hands, as though shushing a young boy’s interruption.

“There are more solar panels in one of the totes, I already checked.” She gestured to the boxes stacked along the walls. “And I’m sure that we can clean the water collectors up without having to be outside for too long.”

Outside… I didn’t even think to check and see what it was like today.

Jack glanced at his mom and saw that she was thinking the same thing.

“We should…” he started. “At some point, we should try opening the door again.”

Rebecca nodded slightly, almost grimly.

She’s afraid of what we’ll find, afraid of having any hope of going back to normal pulled away. She’s afraid for me, for my future.

“I’m going to get started on breakfast.” His mom’s voice had a forced cheeriness to it that both put Jack at ease and made his heart ache. “I saw some granola bars that looked pretty good.”

“Alright,” he replied.

Jack felt as though he had too much energy and not enough to do with it. He paced around the main room aimlessly, a mild claustrophobia working its way into his thoughts. The TV was the only thing of note, and he turned it on after a minute and began tapping through different options and menus.

The list of movies and TV shows downloaded to the screen was more substantial than Jack had initially thought. Still, if it were all they had to do, they would run out of new media in a relatively short amount of time. He thought about what people did in situations like this, stuck inside, fighting boredom with nothing to do.

I guess there is one thing that a man and a woman could resort to. Why would I even think that, god?

He bit his bottom lip and sat down on the floor. Rebecca was taking her time in the kitchen, slowly digging through one of the food containers and looking for something in particular. Jack walked over to the door that led up to the stairs and began meandering up them.

I shouldn’t open the door until mom can be there to take a look with me, but… maybe just a crack.

The main hatch looked exactly as it had the night before. Jack reached for it slowly, letting his hands grip the door handle and feel the cold metal before beginning to turn.

Almost as though on cue, like a static shock jumping through his hand, a loud beeping noise came from the TV in the main room. Jack turned around and headed back down the stairs quickly. His mom was still busying herself in the kitchen, but that wasn’t what caught his attention.

Flashing across the screen in bright red, urgent letters, were the words “EMERGENCY CONNECTION REQUESTED”. Jack practically ran across the short distance between him and the TV, tapping several spots on the touch screen before hitting a big bubble that said “ACCEPT”.

A woman appeared in the image, her long blonde hair flowing freely, as though there was a strange breeze in the air. She was at an angle, too, and moved within the frame erratically, slowly shifting from left to right, up and down. Jack blinked a couple of times, unsure of whether or not the connection was real, or if he’d accidentally clicked on a movie instead.

“Uh, hello?” he said, weakly. The woman clapped her hands together and began to laugh as though she’d won the lottery.

“Yes! Yes! Oh my god, yes!” She jumped up, or rather, pushed up, floating through the air and then pulling herself back into frame. “Can you hear me? Can you hear what I’m saying? Don’t disconnect, okay? Please, stay on the line!”

“What’s going… on?” Rebecca had heard the commotion and walked out into the main room to find the source. She froze when she saw the screen and dropped a butter knife on the carpet.

“Mom,” said Jack. “I… I think I made contact, with…”

“With Molly!” The woman was grinning and giggling. “You made contact with Dr. Molly Campos!”

“Molly…” repeated Jack. “Jesus Christ… You’re alive. There are still people left alive!”

Jack glanced at his mom and saw that her reaction was mirroring his own. She rushed over to him and pulled him into a tight, bosomy hug, and then held his hands tightly and began swinging his arms up and down.

“It’s going to be okay!” yelled Rebecca. “I told you, Jack! Everything is going to be okay!”

They laughed and hugged each other again. It took a second for Jack to pull his attention back to the screen. Molly was smiling, but behind it was something else, something that Jack wasn’t sure that he liked.

“Where are the two of you?” asked Molly. “I have my communications satellite trained on the northeastern United States.”

“We’re in New Hampshire,” said Jack. “In an emergency shelter, underground.”

“That… makes sense,” replied Molly. “But still… I’m not sure the two of you realize just how lucky you are.”

Rebecca stepped forward and shook her head. She looked unsure of where exactly to look in order to meet Molly’s eyes, with the web camera hidden inside the TV’s frame.

“What do you mean?” she asked. “Where are you?”

Molly didn’t say anything. She moved in a little closer to her own camera, and again, Jack was a little unnerved by something in the motion.

“What are your names?”

“I’m Rebecca, and this is my son Jack.”

“It’s nice to meet you,” said Jack, with a laugh. “Molly, it is beyond nice to meet you. We haven’t heard from anyone on the outside, or heard anything about what the situation is.”

Molly smiled again, the same sad one she’d managed before.

“Jack, Rebecca… I think the two of you should sit down for this.” She sighed, and then floated backward a little further. “I would too, but as you can see, there is no gravity way up here.”

“Are you… on the space station?” asked Jack. “Like, NASA, or something?”

Molly nodded, and then curled up into a tiny ball and executed a perfect, slow-motion back flip.

“That’s right,” she said. “I arrived up her a couple of days ago. The astronaut I was relieving left early on the morning of the asteroid impact. It’s quite a shame.”

Jack glanced over at his mom. She was chewing her lower lip, staring intensely at the screen and waiting for Molly to continue.

“There’s no easy way for me to say this…” Molly furrowed her brow, and then slid both of her hands down across her chin. She had an attractive face, long and slender, along with skinny arms and modest breasts.

“Just tell us,” said Rebecca. “We can handle it.”

Molly nodded and then took a deep breath.

“The two of you are the only survivors I’ve made contact with, so far,” she said. “Now, that doesn’t mean that-“

“Wait, you mean the only two survivors in New Hampshire, or the northeast?” Jack struggled with what she was saying, his mind unwilling to make the connection.

“No,” she said softly. “That’s not what I mean. Here, this might be easier for you to understand.”

Molly floated in closer to her webcam. Her hands disappeared for a moment and tapped away at what must have been a keyboard offscreen. Suddenly, the image switched, and Jack and his mom were looking out from the perspective of a new camera, directly at the planet Earth from the space station’s orbit.

Oh my god…


CHAPTER 6

The planet was almost unrecognizable. The space station, along with Molly and the camera’s perspective, was passing across the eastern seaboard and over the Atlantic Ocean. Thick clouds of gray smoke and smog covered everything, an apocalyptic caricature of the Earth’s normally white atmospheric swirl.

The North American continent was completely mangled. Jack could see where the asteroid had struck at a glance, deep in the heart of northern Canada. The crater that had been left was the size of Wyoming, with an oozing orange glowing center that made it look like an inverted volcano. Long cracks extended from the impact point throughout the country, looking like exposed geological veins.

In fact, there were cracks everywhere. Several cut through the United States, as though the strength of the asteroid’s blow had been enough to jostle the tectonic plates loose. To the north, where the frozen Arctic ice had once been, there was now nothing but water, and scattered islands. Jack suddenly realized that dozens of miles of the coast had been swallowed up, with all of the water that had once been locked away in ice now free to join the ocean.

Wherever there had once been green grass, forests, and vegetation, was now replaced by black and gray wasteland. The Earth looked like a battlefield, as though extraterrestrial invaders had given it a shelling, followed by napalm. There was nothing left that looked unscathed, with even the outlying Caribbean islands smoldering in ashes.

“This can’t be… happening.” Even as Jack spoke the words, he knew that what was on the screen was a fact. Rebecca stepped over to him and pulled him into a soft hug, running her hand through his hair.

“Is anything left, Molly?” asked Rebecca. “Europe? Asia? The Southern Hemisphere?”

The monitor flicked back to the inside of the space station, with a frowning Molly center frame. She shook her head no, and then shrugged her shoulders in a fashion that was more depressing than Jack had thought possible.

“I’ve been watching from up here for more than a dozen orbits and haven’t seen anything,” she said. “Every communication system on the station has been operating at full capacity, sweeping the planet for anyone in a position to respond back. Your receiver is the first one that my message has gotten through to, let alone given a response.”

“There must be people left, somewhere,” said Jack. “We need to start looking immediately, start helping.”

He took a single step towards the stairs leading up to the shelter’s main hatch.

“No!” Both Molly and his mother shouted in unison. Jack felt frustration brewing in his chest as he turned to look at them.

I can’t just sit here. There has to be something I can do!

“Jack, I know we just met, but you need to trust me.” Molly had pulled in closer to the camera and was making eye contact with him through the screen. “I wasn’t expecting there to be anyone left at all. If you had watched it from up here, like I did…”

Jack glanced over at his mom, wishing that she would come to her senses and back him up.

“If we stay in here, how is that not just giving up?” The question came out angrier than he would have liked it to, but he wanted an answer.

“Jack, the entire planet was an inferno. I’ve never seen… never even imagined anything like what I saw. It looked like somebody switched Earth out for a ball of fire. Everything was caught up in it, the ejection debris from the impact heated the atmosphere to the point of combusting every inch of the surface.”

Jack shook his head, still determined to find another option.

“No, no, we can… we can find a way!” He was shouting, unable to contain his emotion. “There must be something else!”

Molly nodded.

“There is. Just wait, for now.” She tapped on the keyboard again, and the screen in front of Jack and Rebecca shifted to what almost looked like an online weather report. “I can use my equipment up here to get a sense of what the conditions are down there. Temperatures are still in excess of 65 degrees Celsius. That’s 150 degrees Fahrenheit, and hotter in some locations. But it’s been steadily dropping over the past few hours.”

Rebecca reached her hand out and set it on Jack’s shoulder.

“We just need to be patient, sweetie,” she said. “If we hang on for just a while longer, maybe…”

Maybe what?

Jack still felt hopeless, but with his mom and Molly watching, he did his best to not let it show. He smiled and then nodded to them.

“Sorry, you’re right,” he said. “I just am a little sick of this. Not having any control.”

Molly laughed and then winked at him.

“Aren’t we all,” she said. “The NASA training manuals didn’t have a section devoted to what should be done in the event of the apocalypse.”

The apocalypse.

Molly coughed into her hand awkwardly to break the silence, and then pushed off into another part of the station. When she came back, she had a sealed drink with a straw poking out of it in her hand.

“Anyway, I can keep trying to contact people from up here. Now that I have a general idea of where you are, I can try to find others who could be nearby.”

“Are you expecting to find anybody other than us?”

Molly scratched her head and hummed slightly.

“No,” she said. “To be honest, I’m not. But I’ve found you, both of you. That’s the most uplifting thing that’s happened to me in the past 12 hours, by far.”

Rebecca squeezed Ben’s shoulders and then leaned in close to him.

“I’m going to grab those granola bars from the kitchen.” She walked away slowly into the other room.

“So…” Jack looked at the screen and stared at the cute astronaut on the other side of it. She was smiling in a way that made him feel like she was sizing him up.

“I’m 26,” she said. “In case you were wondering.”

Jack opened his mouth in surprise.

Is she… trying to flirt with me?

Molly laughed.

“Sorry,” she said. “I’ve just been up here alone for a while. Even before this mess began, the only conversations I was having were with the other astronauts and ground control. Very professional, and very boring.”

“That’s okay,” said Jack. “I totally understand. I’m 18, just finished my last year of high school.”

“Really? You look older than that…”

“Really,” said Jack. “And I could say the same thing about you. That you look younger than you are, I mean.”

He had never realized before just how intense eye contact could feel through a screen, a thousand miles distant in real terms. Molly licked her lips and slipped her fingers through her weightless hair, and started to say something else.

“Here you go, sweetie.” Rebecca was back, and she stood a little in between Jack and the TV as she handed him the granola bar.

“I should… probably go back to searching for other survivors, now,” said Molly.

“Hold on, will we still be able to get in touch with you?”

The astronaut nodded.

“My connection address should be saved in your computer’s history,” she said. “Just find it and initiate a video chat. Solar panels power the station, so I don’t have to worry about the electricity it uses.”

“Okay.”

Molly waved to Jack and his mother, and then the screen went blank. He continued to stare at the wall for several empty seconds, doing everything he could to make sense of all the information she’d just dropped on him.

“Mom…”

Rebecca turned to him, eyebrows raised.

“Yes, sweetie?”

“What are we going to do if…” Jack paused, trying to find the words. “If we don’t find anybody else.”

His mom sighed. She walked over to him and pulled him into a tight, warm, motherly hug.

“We’ll do the same thing that we’ve been doing,” she said. “Just keep on living.”

Of course we will. I shouldn’t have even asked.

Jack slowly brought his head up against the side of hers. Their cheeks rubbed together, and for a brief instant, their lips almost came into contact.

“I should probably take a look outside, once Molly gives us the okay to head out there,” he said. “We need to make sure that we’re still getting water, and take a look at the situation up there.”

I’m already planning on this being permanent.

“Okay honey, I’ll help you.” Rebecca smiled at him and stepped towards the kitchen. “I took a look at our food supplies. We should be all set for at least two or three months if we don’t rush to eat it.”

What happens after that? If everything has been destroyed, burned into nothingness by the asteroid’s fire, there won’t even be any food for us to scavenge.

Jack swallowed his doubts and walked over towards the storage area in the main room. He was trying to think of something, anything, productive that he could do to distract himself, but ideas refused to come to mind.

“Mom?”

“Yes, honey?” Rebecca looked at him with patient, caring eyes.

“I… I love you.”

“I love you too, Jack.”

The two of them smiled at each other. Jack felt emotions welling up in his chest that were both comforting and confusing.

She’s all that I have now, and I’m all that she has. I really do love her, more than anything.


CHAPTER 7

The two of them spent the next few hours acting as though it was a lazy Sunday morning. Jack ate the granola bar that his mom had brought him, along with some dried fruit, and then spent some time picking through the supplies that they still hadn’t looked at.

Rebecca acted exactly like the busybody, perfectionist mother that she was. She took stock of everything in the shelter, sorting through what they had as though expecting to discover something new.

She found a handheld broom and dustpan in the kitchen and slowly began sweeping the floor of the main room. Jack was sorting through a box full of extra blankets, wondering if they had enough to make a second sleeping mat out of. He turned around and saw her down on all fours, moving along the outside edge of the wall, dusting as she went.

If it were anyone else, I would be a little worried.

Rebecca was humming a tune of her own creation as she went. She was the same mother that Jack had known back in the real world, on the surface, back when things made sense. She gave off an aura of ease, as though her very presence was enough to assure him that everything was going to be okay.

Nothing will ever really be the same again, not like it was. But she’s here with me.

The hardest part of being stuck in the shelter was the way that it changed his perception of time. It didn’t matter anymore whether it was 1 PM or 1 AM. Every hour felt the same, worked in the same way. There was no reason to live according to any schedule other than the natural rhythm of their bodies.

Jack also couldn’t resist the pull of the TV, the one object in the shelter that held the promise of novelty. He scrolled through the list of downloaded movies and shows for the umpteenth time, finally settling on a series that had several seasons downloaded, one that was ironic to be thinking about watching, given the circumstances.

“Mom, do you mind if I throw this on?” Jack had the remote in his hand, waiting to press play on the thumbnail for a post-apocalyptic zombie TV show that his dad had been particularly fond of. He was expecting Rebecca to chew him out for picking something so inappropriate, but she only shrugged.

“No, I don’t mind,” she said. “If anything, it will probably give us a couple of things to be grateful for.”

She’s got a point. But then again, at least in this fictional scenario, there are other people left alive.

Jack hit play and then took a seat over on the edge of the bed. His mom was finishing up with her sweeping, drawing the dust pile into the pan, and then walking over to the corner of the room to dump it in the empty box that they’d turned into a garbage can.

She walked over and took a seat next to him. Without thinking about it, Jack reached his arm out and wrapped it around her waist, pulling her in a little closer.

I like having her this close.

He’d already seen the first few episodes of season one, but starting from the beginning felt like the best way to settle into such a plot-centric show. The series began just before the world fell apart, with the main character, a sheriff, getting into a shootout with a suspect.

“I was doing laundry, right before it happened.” His mom spoke in a whisper, almost too quiet for Jack to hear her over the gunshots in the show. “Taking clothes and sheets off the line, and bringing them in to fold. I thought it was going to rain, last night.”

Jack squeezed the hand he had around her waist against her.

“The movie I saw last night, I guess it’s the last one I’ll ever see.” He smiled. “In a theater, I mean. Even if things get back on track, I doubt that kind of thing is going to be high on the list of priorities.”

Rebecca turned her head towards him slowly. Jack could still hear the show, but his mother had all of his attention. There was so much that the both of them had lost, so much that they’d never get back. So many things that he would now never get a chance to experience.

“Helllooooo? Anybody home?”

The TV show cut out, and in its place was Molly. A broad smile adorned her face, and she blew the two of them a kiss as they turned their attention her way.

“Molly, hey.” Jack stood up from the bed and walked in towards the wall monitor. “What’s up? Did you make contact with any other people?”

The female astronaut frowned slightly and shook her head.

“No, unfortunately. But I do have a little bit of good news.”

Rebecca walked over and joined the conversation.

“What is it?”

Molly waited a moment, drawing in the anticipation of her tiny, captive audience.

“I’ve been monitoring the temperatures on the ground,” she said. “By tomorrow afternoon, they should be low enough for the two of you to be able to go outside.”

“That’s amazing!” Jack laughed and pulled his mother into a hug. “We’ll be able to get out of this tin can, explore, maybe even find people on our own.”

“Well, there is a bit of bad news to go with that.” Molly furrowed her brow. “I’m not sure if the atmospheric oxygen levels have held steady. We don’t have any sensors for that anymore. The fire was enough to burn, well, essentially everything made of carbon. It may have used up too much oxygen in the process for the air to be breathable.”

That would mean…

“Let’s hope that’s not the case,” said Rebecca. “And if it is, we’ll find a way to cope.”

Jack’s initial reaction was to disagree with her, to explain just how totally doomed they would be if there was no hope of taking back the surface, but instead, he held his tongue.

“Anyway, I just wanted the two of you to know.” Molly smiled as cheerfully as a person could after sharing something distasteful. “Well, that, and I was pretty bored. I can totally relate to what you must be going through. There isn’t much to do up here, either.”

The three of them were quiet for a long moment. It was the kind of empty silence common to sad situations of all types, funerals, hospital rooms, and memorial events. Finally, Jack let out a sigh and took a step closer to the monitor.

“How did you end up on the station, anyway?” he asked. “I mean, I know you probably took a space shuttle, or whatever, but before that? How did you end up as an astronaut?”

Molly looked as though she’s been waiting for him to ask since they’d first met.

“I was always fascinated with space as a kid. I remember learning about the planets, dreaming about traveling off to them, and exploring them. You can imagine my disappointment when I eventually learned just how uninhabitable they were, and how impractical they would be, at least to live on the other ones we have here in the solar system.”

Our planet might be just like the rest, now. A place where humans are not welcome.

“Anyway, I got excellent grades in high school, and then in college, and started out at NASA as a sustainability intern, if you can believe it. I wouldn’t shut up about wanting to become an astronaut, and eventually the brass took notice. This is the first time I’ve gone up into space for real… Lost my orbital virginity, as we used to say.”

Molly’s eyes were locked onto Jack’s through the screen, and even over the distant connection, it was enough to make his body feel a little hotter than it should have. He heard his mom cough over to the side and move in closer to him.

“That’s very impressive, Molly. For both of our sakes, we’re glad that you were so committed.” Rebecca reached her arm over to Jack and ran it through his hair.

“Anyway, what about the two of you?” Molly gestured to the edges of the screen. “And what about the one of a kind bomb shelter that you guys are in? I feel like there must be a story behind it.”

Jack shrugged.

“It was one of my dad’s projects.” He suddenly felt a little embarrassed, even though he knew that pride would be a much more appropriate emotion. “He was a little paranoid… I guess rightly so. We always knew that it was down here, below the cellar, but he put a lot more work into it than either of us ever realized.”

“You can say that again,” said Molly. “The earthquakes and the firestorm combined were literally enough to change the landscape of the planet. Part of it was positional luck, the region you’re in wasn’t hit as bad as a lot of other places, but structurally, your shelter must be top of the line.”

“My husband started his own construction company after we married, back when Jack was only a little boy.” Rebecca smiled, as though recalling long lost memories. “This type of project came naturally to him, I guess. More naturally than a lot of other things did…”

Molly looked as though something that Jack’s mom had said had peaked her interest.

“Wait, did you say that you married Jack’s dad when he was a kid?” She paused, and raised an eyebrow. “Does that mean…?”

“She’s my stepmom,” answered Jack.

Molly leaned back, away from the webcam and away from the screen. It was an odd gesture in zero g, made only odder by the way she held one of her hands to her mouth, thinking intently.

“What’s wrong?” Rebecca waved to the webcam, trying to pull the astronaut’s attention back.

“I uh, hmmm….” Molly continued to think. It looked like something was on the tip of her tongue, and after a second she shook her head and let out a conflicted sigh.

“Molly, what’s the problem?” asked Jack. “You can tell us.”

Molly floated back over to the webcam and brushed a couple of loose, freeform strands of hair out of her face.

“The two of you might want to sit down for this. I would, too, but zero g environments aren’t exactly chair friendly.” She smiled, but her attempt at humor was lost on Jack and his mother. “Okay, so… wow, this is going to be a really hard topic to bridge.”

“After all that we’ve been through, I think we can handle it.” Rebecca reached her hand over and squeezed her son’s shoulder. Molly continued to squirm in her skin. She bit her lower lip and then continued.

“I’m just going to come right out and say it. I still haven’t found any other survivors. It’s just the two of you, at least so far.”

“What about you?” Jack pointed at the screen. Molly held her arms out, as if gesturing to the space station itself.

“I’m still in orbit, remember? I can’t even think about returning to Earth, not with the search for survivors as my priority. That works best from up here.”

I get that much, but where is she going with this?

Jack glanced over at his mother and was surprised to see that her face was bright red. He couldn’t remember ever seeing her blush before.

“I think Rebecca has already figured out what I’m trying to say,” said Molly, softly. “And trust me, it’s not an easy thing to be said, especially given that it’s coming from me, someone who is essentially still a random stranger.”

“Just say it already,” said Jack. “All of this dancing around the point is making me feel stupid.”

“Jack… you and your mom aren’t related by blood.” Molly paused, and then continued when she saw that it still hadn’t clicked in his head. “And, well, you’re a man… and she’s a woman.”

Wait, what? She can’t be saying what I think she’s saying… can she?

Jack was still shaking his head when he felt his mom’s hand come to a rest on his knee. She was looking at him strangely, with a gleam in her eye that he had never seen before.

“This is crazy…” Jack felt a strange tension settling into the room, as though he was out on a first date with a teenage girl. “There must be some other way!”

“Well, if I can find some other people, there obviously will be. But I just want you both to be clear that it’s an ‘if’ at this point, not a ‘when’.” Molly looked at them seriously through the screen, holding herself against part of the station’s frame and emphasizing her words. “I just want to get the two of you a bit more comfortable with the idea, and with each other, if such a thing can be possible.”

“Mom!” Jack couldn’t help but raise his voice. “Aren’t you going to say something? She’s suggesting that we-“

“I know, sweetie.” Rebecca rubbed slightly above his knee and smiled at him, determination and love bleeding together and forming something new on her face. “And… I think she’s right.”

“Jack, just listen to me.” Molly turned her attention to him, seeing that his mom had was already convinced. “The world that we knew, that you grew up in, it doesn’t exist anymore. Everything has changed. I know how weird it must be, even to just think about it, but you have to understand how important it is right now, of all times, to keep an open mind.”

Keep an open mind? To fucking my own mother? This is insane!

“Look, let me put it this way. The old social standards, the judgments and traditions of society, those don’t apply if there is no society!” Molly ran her hand across her face and shook her head.

“Molly, this is my mother that you’re talking about! I’m her son!” Jack desperately looked over at Rebecca for backup. “Mom, say something! You know what she’s suggesting! Things would never be the same between us again. Hell, even just thinking about it makes me…”

He trailed off.

Makes me what?

“I should have waited a while longer before bringing this to discussion,” said Molly. “I’m sorry for making you uncomfortable Jack. Just keep in mind that from where I’m sitting, yes, I see the two of you as mother and son. But I also see a man and woman, an attractive man and an attractive woman, both of breeding age. I see… potentially, the future of the human race.”

Jack was speechless. Molly was staring at him through the screen, and his mom, too, was waiting for a reply. He looked over at her, noticing her large breasts, silky hair, and trim waist as though for the very first time.

She’s still my mom. How is this even being suggested?

“I’ll talk to him about it tonight, Molly,” said Rebecca. She turned to Jack and squeezed his thigh again. It felt vaguely sexual to him, and he wasn’t sure if it was intentional or just due to the circumstances.

“Thanks, Rebecca,” said Molly. “And Jack?”

He looked up at her, still too stunned to be able to think straight.

“If this makes you that uncomfortable, just put it out of your head for now.” She smiled at him. “I didn’t mean to drop a bomb on you, but it’s hard for me to be so subtle when it comes to something so important. Hell, if it was me in that bomb shelter with you, we probably already would have gotten started by now!”

Jack didn’t laugh. Molly scratched her head awkwardly and then leaned in a little closer to the webcam.

“Anyway, I have to get back to scanning the channels for a bit,” she said. “Just relax, keep an open mind, and be grateful for the fact that the two of you are still alive! Talk to you guys soon!”

“Bye…” Jack whispered and then watched as the communication ended. Instantly, the screen jumped back to the zombie TV show that had been on before Molly’s call.

“Jack… sweetie.” Rebecca turned to him, forcing a smile onto her face and rubbing his leg. “I know that was a lot to take in. We don’t even have to talk about it. We can wait until you feel ready.”

“You say that as though I’m the only one with objections,” he replied. “You’re… fine with this? Fine with the two of us…?”

He couldn’t finish his sentence. She was his mother, the woman who had raised him, cared for him all his life. Rebecca blushed and bit her bottom lip.

“I’m not sure I’d say that I’m fine with it, but if it’s the only option…” She walked over to his chair and leaned over it, dangling her large breasts in his face. “It’s not exactly like there are any other options. Even artificial insemination would require equipment that we don’t have.”

“That’s… I mean, even if that’s true, you’re still my mother!” Jack felt his determination returning in a wave. “I love you, and for me to do something like, like that…”

Rebecca looked at him, her eyes full of love, and caressed his cheek. She brought her face in close to his, close enough that he could feel the heat in her breath and the vibration in her voice.

“I love you too, honey,” she whispered.


CHAPTER 8

Jack spent the next few hours pushing through each second, casually trying to keep his distance from his mom. He felt uncomfortable, confused by every bit of what Molly had told them.

This is too weird. I can deal with being trapped down here, and with the end of the world, but this…

Unfortunately, the emergency shelter was far too small for him to be able to avoid her for long. He spent a while going through the last of the supplies and found a box of books stored away underneath the more practical equipment. He picked one of them out to read for himself, and looked up to see his mom sitting on the bed, humming and working two knitting needles around a ball of yarn.

How is she so unaffected by all of this?

Even with a book to read, it was still incredibly hard for Jack to escape from the situation. The shelter only really had one room, with both the kitchen and the bathroom too small for him to get comfortable in. He staked out a corner of the main room to sit down, but even the empty silence felt intimate, almost illicit.

He was watching her out of the corner of his eye. As much as he wanted to put what Molly had suggested completely out of his mind, he couldn’t, and it manifested in the way he consciously interpreted her figure.

Every little movement Rebecca made drew more of Jack’s attention to her body, her soft curves, beautiful long hair, and long slender fingers. She was smiling slightly as she went about her knitting, a real smile, beautiful and rare under the circumstances.

“Mom…” Jack said, finally breaking the silence late into the day. “You aren’t going to… say anything, about it?”

Rebecca turned and looked up at him. She was still his mother, and her eyes accepted him as her son, without judgment.

“We don’t have to say anything about it.” She cleared her throat, as though trying to clear out the tension from the room along with it. “I know it’s a hard thing to talk about, or to even think about. Let’s just wait for now, and let things play out naturally.”

Let things play out naturally? What the hell does that mean?

Before he could ask, his mother had stood up and begun walking towards the kitchen.

“I’m going to get started on dinner,” she said. “I hope you don’t mind canned soup because it’s just about all we have that I can serve warm.”

Jack found another TV show for them to watch on the monitor, this time a comedy. Rebecca brought out the food once it was ready and wordlessly passed him a bowl. Jack glanced down at it and then back up at her, frustrated by how tense things had become.

“Mom, I don’t want to be like this,” he said. “Why don’t we just pretend that Molly never said anything, and go back to normal? We don’t have to…”

Don’t have to what? Act like we’re in the middle of an awkward hookup?

“That’s one way for us to deal with the tension.” His mom smiled at him, as though she had a secret that she couldn’t tell him. “I’m not sure if that’s something we really can do, though, honey.”

Jack felt his cock stirring in his pants like an unwelcome party guest.

“So what do you suggest, then?” He felt stupid even just asking the question, as though he was dancing around the obvious.

“Let’s just eat a nice dinner, and enjoy each other’s company,” said Rebecca. “And then we’ll head to bed and… enjoy each other’s company there, as well.”

She can’t possibly mean what I think she means, can she?

The silence returned. Jack ate his food as quickly as possible to avoid having to endure it for very long. After bringing his bowl into the kitchen area and doing his best to get it clean without using much of the water, he headed into the bathroom and closed the door behind him. The face staring back him in the mirror was still his, but it looked somehow different from how it had that morning.

“Jack, sweetie, are you okay?” called his mom.

“Yeah mom, I’m fine.”

He splashed some water on his face, willing his cock to relax with all of his mental might. It had the opposite effect. Thoughts began pushing their way into his head that threatened to lead in dark, forbidden directions.

It’s just the two of us here. It might always just be the two of us from now on, and she’s gorgeous. Maybe…

There was a soft knock on the bathroom door.

“Are you sure you’re okay? You don’t have to take what I said so seriously. I love you, Jack.”

“I know, mom.”

He hurried to brush his teeth and then headed back out into the main room. His mother was holding a change of clothes in her hands and stepped into the bathroom in his place.

Jack walked over to the bed with slow, suspenseful steps. He slipped out of his t-shirt and pants and climbed under the sheets in only his boxers, feeling his hard cock straining against them.

Nothing has even happened, and I’m already this turned on. What the hell is wrong with me?

A couple of minutes later, the bathroom door opened. Jack was in awe at what he saw behind it.

His mom had changed out of her day clothes and into a long, baggy pink t-shirt. It was almost big enough that she wore as though it were a short fitting dress. Jack could see little flashes of her panties with every step she took as she walked over to the light switch and flicked it off.

“There we go.” Her soft footsteps closed in on the bed. “Jack, just relax. We love each other and that’s all that really matters.”

“Mom, this is…” Jack felt torn between his objections and what his body was telling him that it wanted, needed, even. “This feels wrong. What about… dad?”

It hurt to bring up his father, especially at that moment, but he had to do it. His mother sat down on the side of the bed and brought one of her hands down on his stomach.

“I love your father, Jack,” she said. “But you know as well as anyone what our relationship was like. He just wasn’t that type of man. I loved him, but as a friend, rather than as a partner, at least in that way.”

She slipped closer to him on the bed.

“But even putting that aside, sweetie, that’s not what this is about,” she whispered. “This isn’t about repopulating the world, either.”

“Then… what is it about?” whispered Jack. “Mom?”

She slid under the sheets, her heat joining Jack’s in the bed. One of her hands cupped his cheek, and the other slid down to the waistband of his boxers.

“I love you, sweetie.” Her words were filed with love, and nothing but. “I have so much love for you and I want to make you happy, even if it means exploring new places, and new feelings.”

Her fingers traced a path over the fabric of Jack’s boxers, and he couldn’t hold back a moan.

“Mom…” His words were hot, and full of treble. “That’s my…”

“I know.” Rebecca softly gripped his hard on through his boxers with her thumb and forefinger. Jack felt it throbbing under her touch, bustling with sensation like a tea kettle nearing a boil.

She’s really doing it.

His mom leaned in and kissed him on the cheek. Her breasts pushed up against Jack’s shoulder through her shirt, and he could tell that she wasn’t wearing a bra. In all of his sexually inexperienced life, Jack had never even come close to feeling anything that could compare.

“There’s no rush,” said his mother. “We can slowly get closer to each other, Jack. Take our time, and enjoy each other’s company.”

She took one of Jack’s hands and slowly brought it to her breast. It felt soft under his fingers, and bigger than he had thought it would. Jack was groping it without her guidance after only a second.

Rebecca ran all of her fingers under Jack’s waistband and then slowly began to pull his boxers down. She had to stretch it all the way to let her son’s cock spring out, and it vibrated back and forth, like a guitar string that she had just plucked.

“Let me know if this is still too weird for you,” she whispered. “I mean, I am your mother.”

Why did she have to say that? This is so wrong!

As her hand closed around Jack’s cock, precum dribbled out of the tip. Rebecca ran her thumb over it, smearing it around the skin of his dick as though she was trying to polish it. The sensation was phenomenal, and Jack’s hips jerked up involuntarily.

“There we go, doesn’t that feel good?” His mother was speaking in the same voice that she had used to comfort him as a kid, the same one that was soft and silky and reserved for things like back massages, and getting his hair washed in the bath, and having her put a band aid on a scraped knee.

I shouldn’t be enjoying this. It’s sick and embarrassing.

Rebecca slowly began to move her hand up and down his shaft, only making light, gentle contact at first. She adjusted her breathing to be in time with each stroke, as though she was turning the hand job into something almost spiritual, a form of meditation.

“Mom…” whispered Jack. “This… this is…”

What am I saying? I’ve never been more ashamed of anything in my entire life. I can’t let it feel good.

“I know.” She pushed her body in closer to him and began to push forward each time she’d pump her hand down his cock. “It’s only natural. And we love each other.”

She’s my mom. I love her, but this goes above and beyond that.

“Just relax,” said Rebecca. “You’re allowed to enjoy this, Jack. I give you permission.”

She tightened her hand around his cock a little, and Jack suddenly found it hard to stay quiet. Little moans began to escape his throat, as though drawn out by the intense pleasure his mother was forcing onto him. She was playing his cock like an instrument, lavishing him with music that typically went unheard, an off limits sonata of forbidden love.

“It feels good.” The words came out of Jack’s mouth against his will. “Oh god, mom!”

“Shhhhhh,” she whispered. “It’s okay, sweetie.”

Her free hand caressed his cheek and then ran through his hair. She was pushing against him faster now, too, as if trying to dirty dance with the side of his waist. Jack turned his face towards her and buried it against her breasts as she intensified her pace, jerking him off with gentle determination.

“Oh, wow…” Jack couldn’t believe how good it felt. “Mom!”

This can’t be happening…

He didn’t want to believe how good it felt, didn’t want to believe that such insane pleasure could come from something so taboo and disgusting. She was his mother, and after all the years of raising him and supporting him in life, she had crossed the ultimate line.

“You don’t have to hold back now,” she said. “Whenever you’re ready, just go right ahead.”

Jack was bucking his hips into the air furiously. It was too dark to see his mom’s face, but somehow, he knew that it was a mirror of illicit lust, just the same as his.

We’ve been trapped down here, bored, this entire time, with this right under the surface.

He wanted to hold out for as long as he could. He wanted to strip his mom’s clothes off, to kiss her deeply, to press his body against hers and feel all of her. But her hand continued to pump up and down, giving him the hand job of a lifetime, and Jack had reached his limit.

“Mom!” He pushed his hips up one last time and began to blow his load. Rebecca had already pulled the sheets back, and she dutifully moved in closer to his cock as cum began to spray out, collecting it in her shirt. Pleasure coursed through Jack’s body as though he’d taken the ultimate drug, and he stared at his mother’s silhouette against the darkness.

She’s still taking care of me. It’s almost like I have a runny nose, and she’s using her stained shirt to wipe it up with.

“Just relax, Jack,” whispered his mom. “Don’t worry. This is a good thing. This is how it has to be from now on.”

“Mom…” Jack could barely find the words for what he was feeling. All the guilt and shame that his lust had been pushing to the side during the act was hitting him like a ton of bricks. Rebecca continued milking the cum out of his cock, getting every last drop of it as Jack’s afterglow melted him into the bed.

“I’m going to change my shirt,” said his mom. “We should head to bed now. Tomorrow is another day.”

“Okay…” whispered Jack.

She’s right. Tomorrow is another day. And I’ll have to wake up and deal with what just happened.


CHAPTER 9

Jack was shaken awake, and it took him much longer than it should have to realize what was going on.

“Earthquake!” He cast the sheets off himself and tried to stand up next to the bed, falling as his foot hit the shifting ground and slipped underneath him.

“Jack, get away from the walls!” His mom was still in bed, as far as he could tell. All around them the stacked storage containers were falling, their contents spilling out as they crashed down.

“Mom!”

The shaking was at least as intense as any of the earthquakes in the days prior. Jack struggled to stand up and climbed back onto the bed, feeling through the dark for his mother and pulling him close.

“It’s okay, we’re okay!” Rebecca pulled him in close against her, as much for her sake as for his. The reinforced metal roof above them was groaning, stressed to its limits, and Jack expected the worst.

It was at least a minute before the shaking finally subsided. Jack was still clinging tightly to his mom, his heart beating as if in solidarity for the intensity of the quake.

“Is it… over?” He asked, less to his mom and more to the ground. The emergency shelter was eerily still, as if nothing had ever happened to begin with. The room was silent, with only their intense, fearful breathing carrying over the air.

“I think it might be,” whispered his mom. She set her hand on his head and squeezed him, her breasts pushing up against his chest and reminding him of the night before.

This is life or death. None of that matters now.

“I’m going to turn the light on,” said Jack. “We have to get a sense of what the damage was.”

Still in his boxers, he stood up and made his way over to the main door that led up to the surface, pawing for the switch next to it. Nothing happened when he flicked it up.

“What is it, sweetie?” asked his mom.

“The power is out.”

He remembered all of the times the power had gone out when he was a kid, cutting him off from the computer, or his video games, and almost smiled.

This is about a thousand times worse than that.

“The power is out?” asked Rebecca. “That means…”

It means that we’re fucked.

Jack bit his lip, unable to think of anything constructive to say. His heart was aching inside his chest, and part of him wanted just to sit down and give up. They’d already given up so much, to lose one of the few creature comforts that they had left was the ultimate demoralizer.

“We can fix it!” announced Rebecca. “At least, I think we can. I saw some backup fuses, wires, and equipment in one of the storage boxes that might be able to help.”

Jack’s eyes still couldn’t adjust to the darkness, which was total and all consuming. He pulled his cellphone out of his pocket and turned it on, the light from the screen giving it a use again at last.

“Jesus,” he muttered. The main room was a complete mess. Clothes and supplies were scattered everywhere. Luckily, the roof was still in one piece, and without any cracks, as far as he could tell.

“This is fixable,” said his mom. “I can clean all of this up. Getting the power back on should be our main focus.”

Jack thought carefully for a second about what they needed to do. Slowly, he looked over towards the main door and the stairs.

“Mom,” he said. “I’m going to go up to the surface.”

He saw his mom shake her head in the darkness and stand up from her bed.

“That’s ridiculous, Jack!” She started towards him. “You’ll end up-“

“Molly said that the temperature would be low enough today.” Jack was already opening the door to the stairs. “I’ll just crack the top door open and take a peak.”

“Jack, what is the point?” Rebecca’s voice was sad and almost defeated. “You’re just going to see…”

I’m just going to see the destruction. Everything that’s been destroyed. I know.

“Mom, it might not just be a wiring issue,” he said. “The shelter is powered by solar panels, remember? After what Molly told us about the fire that swept over anything, there’s almost no chance that they’re still working. This will be a good time to see if we can set up some of the replacement ones.”

His mother didn’t say anything, but he could tell that she wanted to.

“Fine,” she said softly. “But I’m coming with you.”

The two of them took a minute to get dressed, a slightly frustrating task to have to do in the darkness, and then headed up the stairs. Jack felt as though every step made him a little more anxious, and he paused before turning the door handle after gripping it.

“Ready?”

He felt one of his mom’s hands settle on his shoulder.

“Alright, here we go.”

He pushed the door open about a third of the way and flinched back at the light that streamed in. It was brighter than anything he had ever seen before, bright enough to make his eyes sting and give him a mild headache.

“Jesus,” he whispered.

“The air… It’s still breathable.” Rebecca slid her hand through the opening. “And it’s not that hot, at least not to the point of being dangerous.”

The two of them waited for about a minute, letting their eyes adjust, and then Jack opened the door further. What he saw was completely different from the last time they’d been outside, right after the first earthquake and before the sky ignited.

The cellar’s foundation was still there, but coating it was a thick layer of ash and ruin. The house that Jack had grown up in was gone, and in its place was nothing more than a several inch deep pile of soot and charred pieces of scrap.

“This is unbelievable,” he whispered. Even after seeing the Earth from Molly’s perspective, and seeing the damage that the flames had done, it was still hard for him to process just how complete the destruction had been.

“We’ll have to climb up carefully,” said his mom. “There isn’t really anything for us to get a boost on.”

Jack glanced up at the sky as they walked into the empty cellar and over to the earthen wall on the other side. There were no clouds in sight, not even a hint of the smoke and smog that they’d seen when Molly had showed them her view. The sun hung against a brilliant blue backdrop, completely oblivious to anything being out of the ordinary.

“I think I can make it up on my own if I get a running start,” said Jack. “Here, I can give you a boost.”

His mom nodded, and stepped her foot into his clasped hands. Her sweatpants were tight against her thighs and butt, and Jack found himself shamefully aroused by the sight as she swayed right in front of his line of vision.

I need to focus on what’s important right now, not being horny over my own mother.

Rebecca’s blouse became dirtied with ash and soot as she pulled herself up to ground level. Jack took a couple of steps back once she had made it up and then charged at the wall with a couple of fast running steps. He jumped, managed to get his elbows on the edge, and let his mom take his hand and pull him the rest of the way.

“Honey, don’t panic,” she whispered. “We knew this was how it was going to be…”

Jack had to take a look around to understand fully what she was talking about.

“There’s… nothing left.”

It wasn’t an exaggeration. The landscape looked as though it had been leveled. Jack could still see where each house in his neighborhood had been, but all of them had been burned down to nothing more than a pile of black and gray ash. Even the cars had been destroyed, the ones that still managed to be identifiable as such being nothing more than charred, roofless auto skeletons.

“You’re right, there is no way that the solar panels would have…” His mom trailed off, and then refocused her words. “They wouldn’t have made it through something like this. We’ll have to find a spot to put the new ones down and connect them.”

Jack was still in awe of the destruction. He could see for miles in every direction, further than he’d ever been able to before with buildings and trees in the way. There was nothing but a sea of ash and soot on every side of them.

“There is no way that anyone could have survived this, is there?”

He asked the question without expecting an answer, and his mom didn’t give one.

All of my friends. Everyone at school. Even dad. They’re all dead.

“Jack, honey…” His mom walked over to him and wrapped her arms around him from behind. “We can’t mourn just yet. We have to stay strong.”

“I… I know, mom.” He forced a smile onto his face, but dark thoughts continued to nip at the edges of his mind.

The only reason we survived is because I literally saw it coming. We only had seconds to get down underground. That’s the last thing anyone would do if they didn’t see the asteroid, if they thought it was just an earthquake, and then the fire would have caught them by surprise.

“Come on.” Rebecca was pulling him back over to the edge of what was once the cellar. “We need to make it a little easier to get outside. I saw a survival shovel in one of the boxes, we can get it and dig a little trail up to ground level.”

Heading back into the darkness of the emergency shelter was just as depressing as leaving it. It had been their home for the past two nights, but without electricity, it just felt like an empty tomb, stuffy and claustrophobic.

Jack grabbed the shovel, and his mom grabbed a couple of granola bars for breakfast. They headed back outside and took turns shoveling and eating. The dirt was easy to dig into, much drier than it would normally have been. Soon enough, they had a rudimentary earthen staircase leading up to ground level, just wide enough for one person to walk abreast.

“Alright,” said Jack. “I guess now… we should start troubleshooting the electricity.”

His mom went and grabbed the solar panels, which looked totally different from what he had been expecting. They were attached to flexible plastic and rolled up into a long, easily transportable tube. The cables of each one connected to all of the others, almost like strands of Christmas lights. There was a long extension cord to go with them, and Rebecca took it inside.

“I think I know what this connects to,” she said. “There is an outlet right next to the door.”

There was also a skirted rubber hole right above the main door, just big enough to allow the cord through. A reinforced metal hatch opened and closed to keep it from being exposed if need be. Rebecca slipped the cable through it and brought it inside, and Jack climbed to ground level with the solar panels.

“We’ll have to come out here at least once per day and make sure that the ash hasn’t blown onto them,” he called down to his mom. “They won’t do us any good if they aren’t exposed to the light.”

“No. No, they won’t.” She looked at him with a very slight, very sad smile on her face. Something within Jack stirred, and he had no choice but to look away. Making sure that the ground was level and even underneath, Jack slowly unrolled the panels and connected all of the plugs.

It’s all up to us now. The shelter, the solar panels, and the food we eat, all rely on our ability to push forward.


CHAPTER 10

Jack crossed his fingers as he followed his mom back into the emergency shelter. The main door leading to the stairs down looked about as inviting as the mouth of a deep, dark cave, and the air tasted stale.

We need to get the power back. This is all that we have left.

Rebecca stopped short in the middle of the stairs, and Jack crashed into her from behind. Only a quick reaction on his part saved her from falling forward, instead pulling her up to where he was and against him. His mom was soft, and it was hard to ignore how much his hands enjoyed touching her.

“Sorry,” said Rebecca. “I thought I heard-“

A switch clicked from somewhere within the wall, and the lights flickered back to life. Jack breathed a sigh of relief.

“Thank god,” he said. “The earthquake must have just done something to the batteries.”

His mom nodded and then turned her attention down to the main room.

“Well, it looks like we still have our work cut out for us.”

All of their supplies had been scattered about the floor by the shaking. Jack had seen the aftermath of tornados that were less chaotic. Everything was mixed together, all of their clothes, survival supplies, dried food, canned food, bottles of water, and even some of his mom’s panties.

“At least we’ll know where everything is after this,” said Jack. “There is one thing we should do before we get started, though.”

He walked over to the wall-mounted monitor and touched the face of it.

Let’s hope the earthquake didn’t break this, either.

He turned it on and tapped through the menus until he found Molly’s connection address. After double clicking it, a message appeared on the screen in big, green, capital letters.

CONNECTION PENDING

After a couple of seconds, the screen changed to the familiar view of the inside of the space station, and Molly. Her face froze in an expression of confusion, and tears were streaming down her face.

“Jack?” she whispered. “I… I thought that… I thought you were…”

“I’m okay, and so is my mom,” he said. “Sorry about that. The earthquake turned our power off for a little while.”

Molly let out an emotional laugh and wiped her face. Rebecca walked over to join the conversation, putting an arm around Jack’s waist.

“I was so sure that the two of you were dead.” She shook her head. “I saw the earthquake from up here. Like, I could actually see some of the damage it was doing. It was one of the worst ones yet.”

“We had to go outside, to set up new solar panels,” said Rebecca. “It’s pretty barren out there. Molly, is there anywhere left in the world that’s still habitable?”

Molly frowned.

“The ash storms have cleared up,” she said. “It’s made it easier to see from orbit. Here, take a look.”

She tapped on the keyboard under her webcam, and Jack and Rebecca’s view shifted.

Earth looked different from how it had before, right after the asteroid strike. The sky had calmed down and it was easy to make out the planet’s distinctive features, and how massively the impact had changed them.

The space station was orbiting over the Pacific ocean, heading towards North America. The water looked almost like it always had, except more extensive, swallowing up more of the coastline and extending north and south into the now nonexistent polar regions.

The impact crater that Jack had noticed was still there, and still glowing orange with hot, gushing magma, like a deep, open wound in the flesh of the planet. Both of the American continents were barren of any green or even brown, only gray and black, and North America, in particular, looked as though it had interlaced with cracks.

“Wow…” whispered Jack. “I was hoping that it would look a little better, but it’s still…”

“Like the aftermath of a nuclear Armageddon,” finished his mom. “Except without the fallout, and more geological damage.”

The screen switched back to Molly, who was looking at them with eager eyes.

“So you still haven’t found anyone else yet?” asked Jack. He knew what the answer was even before Molly had shaken her head no.

“Jack…” she whispered. “I don’t think there is anyone else left to find. It’s just you two, and me.”

The silence that followed her statement was intense enough to make Jack’s heart ache a little. Rebecca tousled Jack’s hair and leaned over to kiss him on the cheek. He found himself wishing that that he could reach through the screen and do the same for Molly.

“Molly, I’m sorry,” he said. “It must have been tough for you while our communications system was down.”

The astronaut shrugged and smiled, but it was impossible for her to hide the sadness in her eyes.

“I’m okay,” she said. “And so are both of you. That’s all that really matters.”

Rebecca had started cleaning up the main room, sorting through the destruction left in the wake of the earthquake. Jack started helping, leaving the line with Molly open and continuing to chat with her as he did.

“So what was life like for you before this, Molly?” Jack had a loose extension cord in his hand that he was rolling up as he asked the question. “I mean, back before becoming an astronaut.”

Molly smiled at him and flicked her hair back in the zero g.

“In a word: boring. I was focused on my studies for most of high school and college, and then at NASA my life was all about work. I guess you could say I was a bit of a bookworm.”

“That’s a little hard for me to believe,” said Jack. “You are way too, uh…”

Jack had been about to say gorgeous, but his mom shoot a look his way that made him stop short, a mixture of possessiveness and jealousy.

“Yeah, yeah, I get that a lot.” Molly rolled her eyes. “What about you, Jack? What did your life used to be like?”

“Nothing special,” said Jack. “High school, hanging out with friends… Uh, I had a part-time job at the drug store?”

He shrugged.

“Girlfriend?” The way Molly asked the question, almost as though she was teasing him, made Jack’s face feel a little hot.

“No, no girlfriend.” He smiled and decided to fire back. “Why, are you interested in auditioning for the part?”

Molly laughed.

“It’s good to see that your sense of humor is weathering the apocalypse,” she said. “And in all seriousness, you are pretty cute for the last man on earth.”

Rebecca cleared her throat loudly and crossed her arms.

“Jack, I think you should take over cleaning up in here,” said his mom. “I’m going to take a shower and wash all of this dust and ash off.”

“Wait, mom, do we have enough water for-“

Rebecca had already stepped through the bathroom’s door and closed it behind her. Jack furrowed his brow and glanced back over to the screen, back over to Molly, as he set a pack of iodine tablets back into the box it belonged in.

“I wouldn’t worry too much about it, Jack,” said Molly. “If you guys run out, you can just set some of those plastic totes out in the rain. You could catch more than enough for two people to get by.”

Jack nodded, and was suddenly taken into his head by a serious thought.

It is still just the two of us. Molly is up there, in the space station.

“Molly…” he said, softly. “What’s your plan?”

The astronaut ran one of her hands through her hair and shrugged.

“This is my plan, Jack,” she said quietly. “To keep looking for people up here. To keep chatting with you, and to keep you and your mom in good spirits.”

“You can’t stay up there forever,” said Jack. “That would mean…”

That would mean an early death, in an orbiting coffin.

“Jack, is this about what we talked about yesterday?” asked Molly. “About, well, you and your mom? Or stepmom, I should say.”

Jack blushed. He had pushed the memory of the night before out of his head after the power had gone out. Now it was back, and just as vivid and intensely sexual as ever.

“No,” said Jack. Molly was quiet for a second.

“Did the two of you…?” Even she sounded as though it made her a little uncomfortable to talk about directly. Jack shook his head.

“No,” he said. “I mean, not yet.”

His cock was hardening in his pants. It wasn’t just the thought of his mother that were doing it, either. Molly looked like she held sexual potential in the palm of her hand and was in the midst of sizing him up.

“I can help the two of you out, if you need me to.” She smiled, licked her lips, and then floated up in zero g so that her breasts were center screen. “I don’t mind, if that’s what it takes to keep humanity going.”

“Molly…” Jack shook his head and looked over at the bathroom. The door was still closed, and his mother was still in the shower.

“What’s wrong, Jack?” asked Molly. “Does the sight of a pretty woman make you nervous?”

Jack turned back to the screen and saw that she had unzipped the front of her blue, one piece astronaut jumper. Her breasts were tantalizingly big and held in place by a white lace bra.

“Jesus, Molly,” said Jack. “My mom could come out at any time!”

“I honestly think that would be a good thing. I could coach the two of you in exactly what you should be doing every night.” Molly saw the look on Jack’s face and smiled. She reached behind her and unhooked her bra, and then held it against her boobs as though she was in the beginning stages of a strip show.

Jack was shaking his head, but it was hard for him to deny just how turned on he was.

“I’ve been so bored up here, all by myself,” whispered Molly. “It would be nice if I had something, anything, to make it a little more… interesting.”

She slipped her bra down a little, revealing the edge of one of her nipples. Jack’s erection was visibly tenting his pants, and Molly gestured to it with her free hand.

“Take out your cock, Jack.” She smiled devilishly at him. “Let me see just how much you’re enjoying this.”

This is insane…

Jack couldn’t stop himself from going along with it. He unzipped his jeans and pulled them and his boxers down far enough to expose his rock hard member, still keeping them enough in place to be able to quickly pull them up if his mom came out.

“Ooh, that’s nice,” said Molly. “What would you do to me with that big thing? What do you think I’d do with it if I were there with you?”

Jack felt the last of his resolve give way.

“Show me more,” he said. “Take off your jumper.”

Molly licked her lips, and then slowly unzipped it the rest of the way. The zero gravity let her float out of it, and she let go of her bra as well, bringing her gorgeous breasts into full view. They were made even more perfect by the lack of gravity, hanging with idealistic posture.

“Jack…” whispered Molly. “Do you know what I do up here when I get bored?”

She twisted the position she was floating in so that her legs were open towards the camera, and then ran one of her hands across her panty covered mound. Jack let his own hand wrap around his cock and slowly began stroking it.

“I know what you do, Molly,” he said. “You have fun. Why don’t you give it a try right now? Go ahead…”

Molly smiled at him and slid one of her hands inside her panties.

This is a terrible idea…

“Ooh, yeah, Jack,” she said. “Now it’s your turn. Stroke your cock for me. Imagine that it’s my hand around it, instead of yours.”

Jack followed along, masturbating for the camera as he watched her do the same. Molly’s breasts heaved up and down as her breathing intensified.

“Pull your panties down, Molly,” said Jack. “I want to see all of you.”

The sultry astronaut wiggled out of her remaining underwear with movements that begged for attention. Jack felt as though he was right there with her, and a pearl of precum formed on the tip of his cock when he saw how wet her pussy was.

“Jack…” she whispered. “If I was down there, or if you were up here… what would you do to me?”

Jack felt his heart begin to race as he stroked his cock faster. Molly was biting her bottom lip and rubbing tiny circles around her clit.

“I would push you up against the station’s wall, if I was up there,” he said. “I’d let my cock tease around your pussy lips, and take full advantage of the zero g to position myself, and tease you.”

“Oh, god yeah,” moaned Molly.

“And then I would push up inside of you, slowly at first.” Jack slowed the pumping of his hand to match his description. “I would make you beg for it before really heating things up.”

“Yes! I would beg for it, Jack. I’d take care of you until you were ready, licking, sucking, tasting all of your delicious-“

The bathroom door had opened without either of them realizing it. Rebecca walked into the room, her hair still wet and steamy, wearing only a tiny white towel, with her jaw dropped open.

“Mom!” Jack jumped up in surprise and rushed to cover himself. He saw Molly doing much the same thing on the screen, contrary to her previous boasts.

“Turn the connection off.” His mother’s voice was stern and full of parental authority. “Now.”

Molly did it before he could, leaving Jack alone to face the music.

I knew it was a bad idea…


CHAPTER 11

“I can explain.”

Jack had gotten his boxers up, but one of the legs of his pants had turned itself inside out during his panicked rush to preserve his modesty. He gave up on putting them on and set them aside.

“I don’t think it’s necessary.” She walked over to the bed with soft, slow steps, each one opening up a tiny, enticing slit along the side of where the ends of her towel met. “It’s clear to me what the two of you were doing.”

“Mom, you don’t understand, though.” Jack struggled to find words for what he was feeling, and what had led to the strange encounter. “She’s up there all alone, by herself, with no hope. I was just trying to… help.”

If I really wanted to help her, I’d find a way to get her back to Earth.

Rebecca sat down next to her son. Her face was a mixture of anger and amusement.

“I’m sure that it was very helpful for her,” she said. “And I can relate to what she’s going through. It’s what we’re all going through.”

As she spoke the last sentence, she slid in closer to him, as though to emphasize her words. Jack’s cock was still hard, and still eagerly pressing up against the fabric of his boxers.

“Mom… you’re only wearing a towel.” It was a stupid thing to say. Jack felt as though all of the blood required to think clearly had abandoned his brain in favor of his cock. His mom smiled at him and set one of her hands down on his thigh.

“I’m not mad, and I can see how it happened,” said Rebecca. “Especially after the conversation we had yesterday about.. the things we need to do now, the lengths we have to be willing to go to.”

Her hand slipped closer to his crotch, her fingers drawing swirls up his leg as they went.

“But she’s not down here, sweetie, and I am.” She leaned her face in close to his ear and whispered each word, all of them landing in his ear like hot bombs of seduction. “I am here. I’m right here, and I love you.”

She slipped Jack’s cock out of the flap of his boxers and wrapped her fingers around it.

“Oh god, mom!” Jack let out a moan and felt his cock threaten to cum prematurely.

This is so weird, so different from playing around with Molly.

“We have to keep moving forward, Jack,” whispered his mom. “We can’t give up on the future. And that means making sacrifices and pushing forward into new territory.”

Jack was at her mercy. His mother was stroking him off with long, tender pulls, and it was incredible. It was just like it had been the night before, except the lights were on, bringing the experience to the next level.

It’s really happening. I can see her doing it.

Jack clumsily reached his hand over to her towel. He managed to unhook it, and it dropped about an inch before his mother quickly caught it and rewrapped it around herself.

“You’ve already seen a set of breasts tonight,” said his mom. “Mine are still off limits. But there is something that I can do for you, something that Molly can’t.”

She locked eyes with him, her hand continuing to pop his cock up and down as she repositioned herself. His mom ran her fingers through his hair and then slowly pulled his t-shirt up.

“Just relax for this, honey,” she whispered. “It’s going to feel different from what we did last night.”

She can’t really be planning to do what I think she’s going to do… can she?

Jack’s excitement was threatening to get the better of him. He hadn’t gotten a chance to calm down after being teased by Molly, and now his own mother, of all people, was kissing her way down his chest. He ran one of his hands through her hair, still wet from the shower, and felt an overwhelming mixture of shame and arousal.

“Mom…” He felt like he had to warn her. She was still pumping his cock with perfect, loving strokes, pleasuring it in a way that revealed just how well she knew the boy she’d raised. Her kisses were leading her mouth towards it, but it was a slow and sensual process, and…

And I’m at my limit!

Jack sucked in air and tensed his stomach muscles up. His mom had reached his waist and quickly pulled his boxers down, diverting her kisses to her thigh before bringing her lips to the tip of his cock. She planted a soft, wet kiss on it, gently pushing her tongue out to join in the fun. It was more than Jack could take.

“Oh god!” His cock began to explode, spraying cum directly onto what was in front of it, the face of his sweet, caring mother. Rebecca stared up at him. Her eyes were full of love, lust, and shame. It was a moment like no other, and as pleasure ripped through Jack like a tempest, all he could do was lean back against the bed and dig his fingers into the mattress.

“Jack…” she whispered, sensing his confusion. “It’s okay. This is what we need to be doing.”

She stood up and turned away from him, using the towel to clean her face off.

“And I love you.” She lied down next to him and planted a chaste, motherly kiss on his cheek. “No matter what.”

“I… I love you too, mom.”

Jack wasn’t sure how much time had gone by when he woke up. His mother was sleeping next to him in bed, clad in a large t-shirt and pajama bottoms. It was hard for him to know if it was still afternoon, early evening, or the middle of the night.

I guess it doesn’t really matter underground.

The room wasn’t entirely dark, and when he glanced over at the TV screen, he instantly saw why. A familiar message was flashing across it.

CONNECTION REQUESTED

Doing his best to stay quiet and not disturb the bed, Jack climbed to his feet and walked over to it. He tapped on the accept connection circle on the touch screen and saw the space station and Molly fill the frame.

“Jack? Finally, I’ve been trying to get a hold of you for-“

“Shhhh,” said Jack, holding a finger to his lips and pointing to his mother with his thumb.

“Sorry,” whispered Molly. “Just didn’t want you to miss out on the fun.”

She held her hand up, and Jack recognized what was in it at a glance. It was a bottle of bourbon, with about a third of it already missing, the alcohol inside dancing and trying to get out through the thumb Molly held over the opening at the top.

“You’re getting drunk?” asked Jack. “That doesn’t seem very professional.”

“We had webcam sex earlier today,” giggled Molly. “I’m surprised that this would surprise you.”

We did, but before that, we’d been talking about something serious.

Jack watched as Molly took another shot of the bourbon and began humming a tune. She let herself float freely, rotating into a slow, balled up backflip.

“Molly…” said Jack. “Are you okay?”

“Can anyone really be okay, given the circumstances?”

Jack shrugged.

“You know what I mean. Did something happen? You’re acting like you don’t even care anymore…”

Molly pulled back in close to the camera, letting her face fill the screen. She took another small sip of the drink, and let her finger circle around the bottle’s opening.

“There’s something that I should probably tell you.” She took a deep breath, and then exhaled. “One of the station’s oxygen scrubbers was damaged by a hunk of debris right before the asteroid struck Earth. It was probably in a nearby orbit, pulled in by the big one’s gravity.”

Jack shook his head, not fully understanding.

“But, you’re still here,” he said. “And as far as I can tell, you’re still breathing.”

Molly forced a smile.

“For now. I… thought I’d be able to fix it on my own, but there is just no way. This is something that would usually trigger aborting the mission.”

Jack shook his head. He had to suppress hi first impulse, which was to reach through the screen, to pull her into a hug.

“How much longer do you have?” he asked. “There has to be something that we can do.”

“By the day after tomorrow, it will be impossible for me to breath. I can use the StarX capsule’s oxygen for a while, but that will only last for a couple of hours at best. Might as well just climb into my own coffin.”

“You have the capsule up there!” Jack struggled to keep his voice quiet, not wanting to wake his mom. “You can come back down… can’t you?”

“I don’t have any ground support, Jack. It’s not like I can just pilot the capsule down and then climb out of it. Even just a couple of days in space is enough to weaken a person when they reenter Earth’s gravity, and I haven’t been keeping up with my training regiment.”

“We’ll be your ground support,” said Jack. “You can wait until the shuttle is over where we are, and try to drop down nearby.”

Molly still looked unconvinced, and increasingly drunk. She took another shot of bourbon. Jack wished that there was a way for him to take the bottle from her.

“Even if I did somehow manage to land on target like that, and even if the two of you were there waiting, the reentry vehicle is designed to be piloted by two people, minimum. It would be suicide for me to try it on my own.”

“Molly…” said Jack. “You have to try. If you stay in the station, you’re just giving up.”

She looked scared. Jack didn’t break eye contact, trying to impart some of his determination to her, a thousand miles away.

“Okay.” The word was barely a whisper on her lips, but it took all the resolve she had. Jack watched as she set picked up the bourbon bottle’s cap and slipped it back into place.

“I’m going to wake up my mom,” said Jack. “We need to get this planned out tonight, if…”


If she’s going to stand any chance at surviving.



CHAPTER 12

“You want to do what?”

Rebecca was sitting up in bed, still in the process of wiping the sleep out of her eyes. Jack waited for her full attention and then repeated himself.

“We need to get Molly back down to Earth,” he said. “The closest landing she can make, given the orbit of the space station, is about 30 miles to the north of us.”

“That’s with a margin of error of a couple of miles on either side,” said Molly. “If we sync up our timing so that you’re in position before I come down, you’ll see me enter the atmosphere, like a shooting star.”

Jack’s mother was shaking her head.

“It’s too dangerous. Molly you’re going to get yourself killed. And Jack, we don’t know what kind of danger might exist on the surface. The ash storms could start up again, or the earthquakes, or-“

“She’s running out of oxygen, mom.” Jack gave her a serious look. “The only other alternative is to let her die.”

Rebecca chewed on her lip for a moment, deep in thought.

“Okay,” she said. “We don’t have a choice then.”

Using an old-fashioned paper map that Jack had found in one of the survival kits, the three of them planned out the route that Jack and his mom would need to take. It would take them through what had formerly been a large expanse of New Hampshire and Canadian wilderness.

“There’s no telling what we’re going to find on our way. You’re right about that, mom.” Jack set his hand on her shoulder and tapped on the map.

“Hopefully, between the surface scrubbing of the atmospheric fires and earthquakes, it should be a relatively open and easy route,” said Molly. “But we don’t know. I’ve seen a lot of new geological features all over the continents. I can’t zoom in enough to get a detailed look for you.”

“We’ll manage,” said Rebecca.

“She only has two days, mom, and it’s 30 miles.” Jack traced his finger across the map. “We have to leave as soon as the sun comes up.”

Rebecca moved closer to Jack and pulled him into a hug.

“Alright,” she said softly. “Let’s start packing.”

The emergency shelter contained a wealth of survival equipment, enough for Jack and his mother to have their pick of what to bring with them. Jack made sure that they had the essentials covered, packing away a two-person pop tent, sleeping bags, a fire-starting kit, and clothes.

Rebecca took stock of the food that they had and packed as much of the high caloric density food away as she could. Jack watched her for a bit, surprised by how easily she made decisions about what was essential.

“I used to hike a lot, back before I married your father.” His mom smiled at him, a sad, mournful smile. “I think… I think he’d be proud of us, if he could see us right now. For surviving, and pushing forward.”

Would he be? Would he be proud of me, lusting after his wife and my mother? For doing the things that we’ve done?

“Jack, here.” His mom tossed something into the air, and he realized what he was as he caught it.

“Duct tape,” he said. “Good thinking, mom.”

Once they had everything they needed, the two of them climbed back into bed to sleep for the few hours they had left before sunrise. Jack thought that it would be hard for him to manage to get any rest, given how tense he felt, but the second he’d closed his eyes, he instantly drifted off.

“Wake up, sweetie.” Rebecca was shaking him up after what felt like only a couple of minutes. “It’s time for us to get going.”

Jack dressed quickly and then walked over to the TV. He found Molly’s connection address and requested a video chat. She picked up after only a few seconds.

“Hey.” Her voice was quiet, but resolved. “Is it time?”

Jack nodded.

“We won’t be able to talk to you again until we see you on the ground.” He smiled at her and saw the effort it took for her to smile back.

“I guess this is goodbye then,” said Molly.

“Only for now. Tomorrow night, we’ll be meeting in person for the first time.”

Molly nodded slowly.

“It’s been nice talking with you. With both of you.” Molly took a deep breath and then let it out. “It’s hard for me to describe how much it’s meant to me.”

“I know, Molly,” said Jack. “I feel the same way.”

Rebecca walked up next to Jack, her backpack already over one shoulder.

“We’ll be waiting for you, Molly,” she said. “This isn’t goodbye. This is just… see you later.”

“Yes, of course.” The astronaut ran her hand through her loose, gravity unbounded hair. “I… I want you both to keep in mind what I said. The most important thing that I said.”

Jack glanced over at his mother, feeling a little uncomfortable about what he knew she was about to bring up.

“Keeping the human race going is the most important thing now, the only thing now.” She leaned in closer to the webcam, emphasizing her point. “Even if you are his mother, and he is your son, you always need to remember that.”

“We will,” said Rebecca. “That’s a big part of the reason we need to make sure this rescue goes off without a hitch.”

“You’re right,” said Molly. “You should get started.”

Jack felt his heart ache slightly at the prospect of having to turn the connection off.

“Goodbye, Molly. I mean, see you later.”

“Goodbye, Jack. Goodbye, Rebecca. Stay safe.”

The screen went black. Jack continued staring at it for another couple of seconds, until his mom finally took his hand into hers and pulled him towards the door.

“Come on. We don’t have any time to waste.”

Jack was overcome by a powerful feeling of finality as he followed his mom up the stairs and out of the shelter’s main door. His backpack weighed heavily on his shoulders, and he gave thanks for the time he’d taken to dig out the earthen stairs leading from the bottom of the cellar to ground level.

The outdoor scenery looked very similar to how it had the day before, almost eerily so. This time, Jack wasn’t as shocked by it, and it was a little easier to overlay a map of the way things had been onto the destruction. He could see the remains of his neighbor’s houses, their cars, and in one instance, of an inground swimming pool that he had always been a little jealous of.

“We’re headed almost due north, but this is still going to be a little tricky.” His mom was holding the map in both hands, alternating between looking down at it and ahead at their path. “Most of the landmarks are going to be useless.”

Jack glanced back at the cellar, and the heavy reinforced door leading down to the shelter below. It had been their home for the past few days, the only thing protecting them from the harsh, apocalyptic elements. He was a little sad to leave it behind, even though he knew it was necessary in order to save Molly.

We can always come back. It’s not like there is anyone around to steal our stuff while we’re gone.

“Ready?” His mom was looking at him expectantly. Jack nodded.

“Yeah, let’s go.”

The family’s house had been on the south side of town, which meant that they had to walk through the ruins of their old life on their way forward. Calling anything in the landscape a ruin was almost giving it too much credit, as Jack soon realized.

There were no buildings left standing, and even things like cars, fire hydrants, and lampposts looked as though they’d taken a dip into a bath of molten lava. Jack expected to feel sad, to mourn for what had been lost on his way through, but there was hardly enough left to trigger his memories.

As they passed by what had once been his high school, now just a slightly thicker pile of ash than what covered the surrounding area, Jack found himself thinking about all of his friends, teachers, and fellow students that had died in the impact.

“We should build a monument or something,” he said. “Something to honor all of the people that have died.”

His mom looked over at him. Her expression was a mirror of what he was feeling on the inside.

“I don’t think that’s a bad idea,” she said. “I had the same thought when we passed by your father’s office building. Your father… he was most likely in that building when it happened.”

My dad is dead. It still doesn’t seem real, even days after the fact.

“But,” continued his mom. “There’s no point in having a memorial if we’re the only ones around to look at it. Right now, we have to focus on the people that are left for us to save. The… person, who is left.”

“I’m not sure if I’m as pessimistic as you and Molly are,” said Jack. “Just because we haven’t found anybody else out there yet doesn’t mean that we’re the only ones left.”

Rebecca glanced around the surrounding area as they walked forward, as if allowing it to make her argument for her.

“Maybe,” she said. “But until we find anyone else, it’s not going to make any difference.”

The two of them traveled in silence for long minutes, eventually hours. The sky was totally clear and brilliant blue, more vivid than Jack had ever seen it before, back when planes and pollution were a regular part of life.

It was juxtaposed against a landscape that looked as though it had been imported from Mars, or Venus. Fine ash covered the ground, so thickly in some places that it reminded Jack of pictures he’d seen of massive deserts.

This isn’t sand. I would take sand over this dust, this wreckage, any day of the week.

The wind blew softly across the wasteland ahead of them. Rebecca was in front of Jack, and he watched as dust flew through the air like pollen, painting a light coat across the fabric of the tight jeans his mother was wearing.

“Try not to breathe it in,” she said.

“I know.”

It was late in the afternoon when they came across something that didn’t fit the pattern of the old or the new. It appeared on the edge of the horizon, growing as they approached. It was a ridge, one that clearly had not been a part of the continent before the asteroid, and it carried with it a sense of alien newness.

“That wasn't here before,” said Jack. His mother smiled and nodded at him, politely acknowledging the obvious.

“We’ll have to climb up it,” she said. “It doesn’t look like we can go around.”

The ridge went on in either direction for miles, sinking off into the distance. Jack felt vaguely reminded of pictures he’d seen as a kid of the Great Wall of China.

I wonder what it looks like now, after all of this.

As they drew closer, the enormous size of the ridge became abundantly clear. It was unlike anything Jack had seen before. He’d climbed mountains before, some higher than the massive earthen wall he saw before him, but none of them had ever been like this.

The ridge was beyond steep. Jack and his mother stopped a couple hundred feet away from it and spent a minute just staring at it.

It’s almost straight up. How in the world are we going to make it to the top?

“Jack, sweetie…” His mom looked even more concerned than he felt. “I take back what I said before. I think maybe we should try to find a way around.”

Jack scratched his head and tried not to let his frustration show on his face. He walked over to his mom and reached into her back pocket, pulling out the neatly folded map and unintentionally copping a feel of her soft behind at the same time.

“Mom, there’s no easy route around.”

“Honey, the map is of the old landscape! There very well could be a way by, and maybe we just can’t see it from here.”

Jack held the map in front of her, pointing to mountains to the far east and west of where they were.

“If I had to guess, I’d say it probably stretches the distance in between them.” He shook his head. “I have the rope with me, still. I can climb up first, and then pass it down to you and help you up.”

A look of fierce protectiveness came across Rebecca’s face. Jack could tell that she wasn’t going to be convinced, but he felt just as determined and stubborn about pressing forward with their schedule.

Molly will be screwed if she lands down and we’re not there. We won’t be able to find her, and she won’t be able to find us.

He turned away from her and started jogging north, towards the ridge.

“Jack! Listen to me, we have to go around!”

His mom was following after him, but she wasn’t as tall as he was, and her stride wasn’t as long.

“Mom, we can do this,” he called back. “I know that we can. We have to!”

The ridge grew larger and more imposing as he approached. His heart began to beat as though it were taking measurement of it, letting him know just how dangerous a fall from even the halfway point would be. Jack estimated that the it was at least a hundred feet high, with far fewer crags and hand holds than he’d been hoping for.

Here goes nothing…

Jack didn’t wait for his mom to catch up. He took a second to shrug off his backpack and pull the rope out of it, looping it around his shoulders diagonally before stepping forward and committing to the climb.

Jack knew himself, and he knew his mom, and he knew that if he gave her the chance, she could talk him out of it. He almost wanted her to.

The first twenty feet or so went very quickly. The rock was not especially easy to scale, but Jack had been an avid tree climber as a kid.

The rock wall was different mechanically, but it still involved the same process. There was a particularly difficult handhold after about twenty-five feet, and after grabbing it and pulling himself up to a small intermission ledge, he knew he’d passed the point of no return.

“This is insane! You’re going to get yourself killed!” His mother was looking up at him, hands squarely on her hips and her face set in disapproval.

“I know what I’m doing, mom.” The words felt hollow and weak even as Jack spoke them.

The world has ended. I’m going to look like an idiot if I get myself killed doing something like this.

His palms were sweaty, and the bulk of the climb still lay ahead of him. Jack wiped them on the back of his jeans, took a deep breath that was meant to be calming, and set off.

It wasn’t so much that the climb was difficult. The rock was steep, but there was a myriad of places to grip onto, and his sneakers had a surprising amount of traction against the cliff wall.

What really got to Jack was the fact that he knew that death was only a single mistake away. The rules were unlike any other challenge he’d had before in his life, save for running from and surviving the asteroid.

If I fall here, I’ll either die instantly, or die slowly. There’s no hospital, no ambulance, and no way down.

He made the mistake of glancing down at his mom on the ground. The distance between them was enough to make him dizzy. For the first time in his life, he felt like he was at the mercy of stomach wrenching vertigo.

Rebecca looked as though she had arrived at the same conclusions that he had, and said nothing. There was no way for him to get down now, and no hope other than continuing forward and making it to the top.

I can do this. I just need to make my hands stop sweating.

Jack took a couple of quick, energizing breaths and scaled up a dozen feet further. His fingers hooked onto a slab of rock that jutted out a bit further than anything else had, and he pulled himself up to it.

“You can do it!” His mom’s voice sounded distant, and it was. “Just keep going, sweetie! You’re almost there.”

About fifty feet separated Jack from the top of the ridge. The wall shifted textures, becoming much less climbable, much more foreboding sheet of sheer rock. He squinted as he looked for handholds. There were almost none.

I don’t have a choice. She’s counting on me. And Molly is counting on me.

Jack stretched his body to the limit as he began to move further up. His fingers were blistered, even bleeding in some places. After every couple of movements, he would have to pause to wipe his sweaty hands on his jeans.

The stakes were higher than they’d ever been, compounding with the difficult terrain into a risk larger than the one Jack thought he would be taking. He was scared, and the fear behind it was enough the threaten to sabotage his approach and his life.

It’s just one more grab, and then I’m there!

The last handhold was insubstantial, tiny enough for Jack to question whether or not it as really a crack, and not just a line of coloring in the rock. He had been biting his bottom lip for the entire climb, and he dug in deeper and felt blood squirt out as he hung, neutered by indecision, with his finger stamina running low.

I have to do it, for everyone’s sake.

He shot his right hand up like a striking viper, and he felt it strike a crack that was thinner than his fingers. Even as he pressed forward, struggling for the new grip, he felt his other hand giving way.

“No!”

Rebecca’s voice sounded like it was in slow motion. Jack felt his heart flutter, as though he’d just tipped too far back in a chair.

Fuck!

He had slapped his right hand down against the wall as he lost his balance, and as he slipped, his fingers moved a little further over, into the exact spots that he needed.

Jack was hanging by one hand, a thread of hope. His fingers burned and tore, but the new grip was solid enough for him to regain his footing and steady himself.

“I got it!”

The triumph was not just in his voice. Jack was within reaching distance of the top, and confidence surged through him as he used the last of his strength to pull himself to safety.

“Jack! Oh my god, Jack!” His mom was shouting up to him, congratulating him with her musical voice. “You did it!”

I did it… I made it in one piece.

Jack was lying flat on the ground and staring up at the sun. For the first time since the world had ended, he felt as though he was back in control.


CHAPTER 13

Jack helped his mom follow up after him after using the rope to lift the packs up. He took his time as he guided her as much as possible, pointing out handholds that he’d used as she went. The sun was dropping quickly on the horizon when she finally reached the top of the ridge, and the two of them took a minute to rest.

“That was insane,” said Rebecca. “I hope we don’t run into anything else like this on the way.”

Jack turned around to take in the view from the high ground. Far off to the southwest, a large expanse of cracks spider-webbed across the ground, with glowing orange lava flowing through some of them.

“Mom… We’re going to have to be careful.”

She followed his gaze and brought her hand to her mouth as she looked off into the distance.

“My god,” she said. “It’s almost like the glaciers in the Arctic used to be. Those cracks are enough to swallow people whole.”

And in this case, there would be no climbing back out.

“This isn’t the planet that we remember,” said Jack. “It almost feels wrong to call it Earth anymore.”

Neither of them said anything. After a minute, Rebecca picked one of the backpacks up from the ash and handed it to him.

“We don’t have any time to waste,” she said. “If we don’t get at least to the halfway point tonight, tomorrow is going to be a chore.”

The landscape to the north was much the same as it had been down below the ridge. Jack had been expecting it eventually to slope downwards to bleed off some of the extra height, but it didn’t. The ground was just as flat as it had been outside the shelter, and still covered with thick ash.

One thing that had changed, for the worse, was the wind. The further forward Jack and his mother progressed, the more it began to toss the ash around.

“There aren’t any trees or buildings to keep the gusts in check,” said Rebecca. “We need to hurry. If it gets windy out here, we’ll get caught in a dust storm.”

Her words were scarily prophetic, and within a couple of minutes, the dust was filling the air to the point of making it difficult to see more than a couple dozen feet into the distance. That, combined with the swiftly setting sun, added a sense of urgency to their forward push.

“We should make camp the second we lose the light,” said Jack. “There’s no point in even trying the flashlights we brought. The dust is too thick.”

The wind and ash particles were whirling around him, and he wasn’t sure if his mother had heard him or not. He drew closer in, suddenly afraid that the veil of dust might be enough to separate them.

The sun dropped under the horizon, and the moon appeared behind them, as though they were working separate shifts. Jack had his shirt up over his mouth and found it impossible to take more than one or two confident steps every couple of seconds through the tempest of dust.

“Jack!” yelled Rebecca. She pointed to a large boulder ahead of them, and Jack nodded.

We need to get our camp set up as soon as we can!

The tent was in his bag. He had been hoping that they wouldn’t need it when he’d done the packing, but it represented their only hope of getting any real rest that night. His mom stood behind him as he began spreading out the tarp, doing the best she could to illuminate the process with a flashlight.

The ash let up for about a minute, and it was just enough time for Jack to get everything he needed into place for the next step. He slid the long, flexible, carbon fiber support rods into the tent’s fabric and then managed to secure everything to the ground with heavy metal stakes just as the wind began to pick back up.

“Let’s get inside!” His mom’s voice was barely audible over the environment, but Jack didn’t need to hear her. He picked up his bag and followed after her through the tent’s open screen, zipping it up behind him.

It’s… a little smaller than I thought it would be.

The tent had been designed to sleep two people, but apparently only if they were willing to get very well acquainted with each other. It was long, but very narrow and lacking much headroom, essentially just a weather enclosing for a sleeping bag.

“It’s better than being outside, in the storm,” said Rebecca, as though reading his thoughts. Jack nodded.

“Let’s just hope for clear skies tomorrow night. Can you imagine adding Molly into a tent this size?”

Even though he’d been the one to ask the question, as soon as it had left his mouth, his imagination began whirling.

We’d all be pushed up against each other, rubbing and grinding with every movement.

“It’s just about dinner time, I think,” said Rebecca. “We can’t exactly do anything special for it without a fire, but we need to eat.”

Jack was sick of granola bars, but that was what they had in spades, along with dried fruit and a brick of nutrient dense survival bread. The two of them wet a washcloth slightly and used it to clean off their faces and hands, and then began eating. Jack was much hungrier than he’d realized, and wolfed down his share.

“It’s quieting down outside.” Rebecca looked through the dark and towards the entrance flap of the tent. “If we’re lucky, it will keep clear up in the morning. It’s not going to be much fine hiking through the wasteland if we can’t see where we’re going.”

Jack nodded.

“We have to keep pressing forward, regardless of whether it does or not,” he said. “Molly is going to be waiting for us.”

He couldn’t see his mother’s face clearly, but her concern was evident in her body language. She reached her hand over and tousled his hair.

“Of course, sweetie,” she said softly. “But… you should also keep in mind, this trip is important for more than just that.”

“How so?”

“Even if it is just the two of us…” Rebecca trailed off, and then corrected herself. “The three of us, after we find Molly, we’re going to need somewhere to live.”

“We have the emergency shelter to go back to,” said Jack. “Which has a ton of supplies, running water, electricity, almost everything we could need.”

“Almost everything,” repeated Rebecca. “It doesn’t have a renewable food supply. And the ground around it, what used to be our old town, our old neighborhood, isn’t a place where anything can grow.”

Jack stared at her in the darkness, feeling incredibly glad that she was there with him at that moment.

“I hadn’t really thought about that,” he said. “I guess you’re right.”

“The most important thing for us to do right now is to scout out the area within traveling distance of the emergency shelter. We can eventually go back and take everything useful from it, but it can’t be where we settle down.”

There was something in his mom’s phrasing, something about where she put her emphasis in her words, that made Jack acutely aware of himself. He stared at her body in the darkness and felt a tension spread through the tent, taking the place of the ash storm in his awareness.

“I’m going to set up our bedrolls,” said Rebecca. “Can you wait outside, so I have room to unroll them?”

“Okay.”

Jack unzipped the tent and stepped through it. The wind was gentle now, only blowing the ash around superficially. He looked up at the sky and felt his eyes focus in on the moon against a crystal clear backdrop of stellar wonders.

They never looked like this back before, back when light pollution made it hard to see anything at all.

“We’re all set,” called his mom. “You can… come back on in, now.”

Jack turned back towards the tent and unzipped it. He stepped inside and stopped as he looked over at the sleeping area his mother had arranged.

“Mom, there’s only one sleeping bag?”

“I connected the two that we had.” Rebecca was already tucked in, and Jack could see her silhouette clearly against the dark as she sat up to answer him.

She’s almost naked. This is an even smaller amount of space than the bed back in the shelter.

“I know it’s weird to talk about, especially now, but we have to keep what Molly said in mind.” His mother’s voice was soft and loving. It felt almost like she was explaining something distasteful, but necessary, like how to use a condom, or why to say no to drugs.

“I… guess you’re right.” Jack felt his cock hardening as he moved closer over to the sleeping bag, stripping down to his boxers as he went. “But it’s just a strange thing to think about doing.”

She’s my mother. Just because it’s in the best interests of humanity doesn’t make it easy for me to cross over that line.

“We don’t have to do anything that you don’t want to do, sweetie.” Rebecca, as always, was his open and understanding mother. “When you’re more comfortable with the idea, and with what it means, we can come back to it.”

She put a special emphasis on the word ‘come’ as she spoke, though Jack wasn’t sure if she meant to or not. His cock throbbed as he slipped into bed next to her. There was even less space inside the sleeping bag than he had been expecting.

“Are you comfy?” asked his mom. Her bra clad breasts pushed against Jack’s chest, almost up into his face. The night had cooled down the air considerably, and the warm sleeping bag was welcoming.

“Yeah, I guess,” said Jack. He shifted slightly and felt his hard on poke against his mother’s thigh. “Whoops, sorry mom.”

“It’s okay, honey.” Rebecca slid her hand down and rubbed his lower stomach, right above his tool. “I don’t mind at all.”

Neither of them said anything for a couple of long, tense seconds. Jack’s heartbeat sped up, and his cock began to throb with fierce intensity, as though trying to keep up with it. He did his best to ignore it and lowered his head to the pillow.

“Goodnight, mom,” he whispered. His mom didn’t respond at first, and then he felt her soft lips on his cheek, and hot, breathy words in his ear.

“Goodnight, sweetie.” Rebecca turned away from him, towards the far side of the sleeping bag. Jack felt a shameful amount of disappointment at her breasts no longer being against them, but a new terrible, illicit temptation quickly replaced it.

Her butt is right against my cock.

His mom had on a silky pair of panties, and Jack’s hard on had slipped right up against them, the head of it nestling itself in between her buttocks. Jack tried to slip further back, but there was nowhere for him to move away to. The action caused Rebecca to sprawl out even more, taking up a larger share of the bag and letting Jack’s cock slide a little further against her soft rear.

This is going to be a problem.

He thought about saying something for a moment, but his mom’s breathing was in the process of steadying itself. The very idea of telling his mother that he couldn’t sleep because he was too horny, too turned on, and that it was her fault, made him feel a new type of embarrassment.

Maybe if I’m really careful, I can take care of it myself.

Jack reached his hands down, slowly moving as to keep from disturbing his mother, and lowered his boxers all the way down. It wasn’t until after he’d taken them off and lost them in the bottom of the sleeping bag that he realized what a terrible idea it had been.

He could now feel the silk of his mom’s panties directly, along with the warm flesh of her inner thighs. Even holding himself at his stillest, the sensation was enough to make his cock throb with the type of severe horniness that only a teenager can truly understand.

Jack shifted slightly, attempting again to gain a little bit more space. His cock twitched as it rubbed against his mom’s butt, and it was one of the most amazing things he’d ever felt in his entire life.

This is bad.

Rebecca let out a soft moan in her sleep and pushed herself even further back against him. Jack’s cock moved forward, right into position between her thighs, flat against her pussy.

I have to wake her up!

Jack reached his hand over to shake his mom awake and bring the achingly hard situation to an end. He brought it to a rest on her shoulder, but she didn’t stir.

“Mom,” he whispered. “Are you awake?”

Rebecca let out a sleepy sigh and then squeezed her thighs together. Pleasure exploded through Jack’s cock, so much that he had to turn his face into the pillow to keep from swearing out loud.

His hand slid down her shoulder, coming to a rest right underneath her breast. He knew that he was in dangerous territory, very dangerous territory. But it felt as though he’d, at least in part, lost control of his body.

I’ll just cuddle with her a little bit from back here…

Jack brought himself closer in, feeling his mom’s butt mash against his crotch and his cock slide against her soft thighs and silky panties.

There’s nothing wrong with a son cuddling with his mother.

Without really thinking, he cupped his mom’s breast through her bra and gave it a grope. Jack’s hips began to push back and forward rebelliously, as though they’d decided to team up with his sex-crazed cock and stage an illicit coup.

“Mom,” whispered Jack, in one final attempt to awaken her. She said nothing.

The sleeping bag was heating up. Jack’s cock felt like it was the main source of it, a bar of iron being dipped into the forge. His hand grew bolder and he slipped the his fingers down the edge of the cleavage of his mom’s bra, feeling her boobs.

This is so wrong. She’s my mother!

She was his mother, and she felt insanely good against him. Both were facts that he was unable to deny. Jack felt his shame and modesty going to war against pure, unbridled lust, and losing. He was getting into a rhythm in his thrusts against her thighs, the precum dripping from the tip of his cock smearing into the sleeping bag and his mom’s legs.

He let his hand slip completely into one of his mom’s bra cups, and suddenly she stiffened. Jack froze immediately.

Is she awake, or…?

His mom’s thighs tightened against his cock, as though answering his question.

“It’s okay, honey,” she whispered. “Keep going.”

“Mom, Jesus!” Jack started to pull back, but one of her hands gripped his and kept it held to her breast, and the other trapped his cock against her panty clad pussy.

“It’s only natural.” Rebecca was breathing deeply and began squeezing her thighs to match her son’s rhythm. “You’re a teenage boy. I know how hard it can be for you.”

This is ridiculous! I need to get myself under control, before…

Jack’s hips continued plowing forward. His mom’s panties felt damp and red hot. Her fingers were toying with the fabric of them and toying with his cock. He realized, with a bit of a shock, that she was getting off to his thrusting just as much as he was.

“Oh, sweetie,” she moaned. “Oh god, sweetie! Just a little more!”

Jack was pushing against her with force now, letting his cock grind into the thin barrier separating it from his mother’s pussy. It felt about as close to having sex as two people could possibly get without insertion. It was a dry run of something that made Jack feel guilty, disgusting, and completely controlled by his primal impulses.

“Yes!” Rebecca tensed up sharply, arching her back and pulling Jack’s cock up against her clit. She shivered, and then melted against him.

Did I just… give her an orgasm?

His mom turned around in the sleeping bag. At first, he thought that they were finished, and his throbbing cock began to ache with disappointment. But Rebecca kissed him softly on the cheek, and even without any light, he could tell that she was smiling at him.

“That was nice, honey,” she whispered. “Now I’m going to do something special for you. We can’t have you getting the sleeping bag all sticky, can we?”

Jack nodded dumbly and watched her lower herself down into the bottom of the bag. He couldn’t see her, and what happened next caught him totally off guard. Something wet, warm, and utterly heavenly enveloped the head of his hard penis and slowly began slipping down to the base.

“Fuck!” Jack couldn’t stop himself from shouting out. “Mom, that feels…”

It feels like she’s giving me a blowjob. My own mother… it can’t be.

Rebecca sucked with long, loving movements, her lips enveloping her son’s member with the type of special effort that a mother reserves for only her son. Her tongue was also an important part of the equation, massaging and twirling along his shaft like a warm sponge.

“Mom, fuck!” Jack felt pleasure building in his crotch to a level that he hadn’t been aware was possible. “Mom!”

She bobbed her head up and down, making soft scratching noises against the fabric of the sleeping bag with every movement. Jack’s cock was pulsing in time with her rhythm, and he had to dig his fingers into the ground to keep from spasming with pleasure.

I’m going to cum!

He bucked his hips up as he felt himself cross over into orgasmic territory. His mom didn’t stop sucking, keeping a tight seal against his member and refusing to let any seed escape, treating each blast with as much value as her son’s old baby clothes.

“Jesus…” The word barely left Jack’s lips. He couldn’t think, couldn’t move, couldn’t do anything other than breathe deep and feel the pleasure coursing through him. Rebecca kept sucking for almost a minute, kept going even after his orgasm had subsided, and his cock was still.

“We should get to sleep,” she whispered, sliding back up next to him. “There’s a lot of hiking ahead of us tomorrow.”

Jack nodded and closed his eyes.


CHAPTER 14

Jack was alone in the tent when he woke up the next morning. The ground was hard underneath him, and though his body still hurt from all the miles he’d put on it the day before, he forced himself up immediately as his awareness returned.

There’s no time for me to get up leisurely. Molly is counting on us.

He pulled on a fresh change of clothes and pushed his way out the tent’s opening. His mom was already packing things away. She was wearing a pair of black yoga pants and a purple zip-down sweatshirt, clothes that would have looked more appropriate on a teenager.

“Good morning,” she said, smiling at him.

“Morning, mom.”

There was a brief lull in their interaction, both of them still in the process of assimilating the experiences from the night before. Jack coughed into his hand awkwardly and began folding up the sleeping bag inside of the tent.

This is so weird. She’s my mom, but last night…

He couldn’t find the words, even in his head, to appropriately describe how their relationship was changing. Instead of trying, he redoubled his focus on the task at hand. After stuffing the sleeping bag into his backpack, he went back outside and began striking down the tent.

“Are you hungry?” asked Rebecca. “We don’t have anything new to eat, but you should get some food in you.”

Jack’s appetite was nonexistent, but he took the peanut butter protein bar from her when she handed it to him.

“Thanks.” He avoided her gaze and focused instead on stuffing the tent’s canopy into the small bag that it had been in originally.

“Jack…” His mom was standing nearby, watching him. “What happened last night…”

Jack still kept his gaze on his hands and the tent.

It’s too strange for me even to know what to say, how to react.

“Mom, I’m sorry.” Jack wasn’t sure why he was apologizing, but he finally turned his eyes her way. Her clothes fit her perfectly, accentuating every enticing feature of her body. Her face was covered in concern, but she looked determined.

“I’m still your mother, and you’re still my son,” said Rebecca. “Nothing has changed. We’re closer now, and we’ll grow even closer, still. But all that matters is that we love each other.”

We love each other, and apparently now we also make love to each other, as mother and son.

“We should get moving, mom,” said Jack. “It’s okay. I’m just tired, and… worried, about Molly.”

Rebecca nodded. She walked over to where he was slowly and began helping with the packing of the tent.

Fifteen minutes later, after munching down the protein bar and some dry cereal, Jack was walking north alongside his mom. The landscape ahead of them looked a little different from what they’d faced the day before. Small hills created waves out of the scorched earth and ash, giving texture and contour to the horizon.

Mixed throughout the gray, dirty hills were a number of deep cracks, starting out just the width of a hair, and then opening up to be big enough to swallow a person as they extended across the ground. The cracks were all connected, like the branches of a tree, and collectively they extended as far as the eye could see in every direction.

“Stay close,” said Rebecca. “If either one of us gets caught in one of these, it’s-“

Jack tripped before she could finish her sentence, falling forward in a perfect reenactment of exactly what she was warning against. The crack that he landed forward on was several inches too narrow for him to fit down, but the soft, dry earth crumbled against the weight of his body before he could let his breath out.

“Jack!” His mom’s footsteps were closing the gap between them. He didn’t notice. Jack had gone into the crack head over heels, and slid down it almost like a child might slide down a snowy hill on their stomach. He pushed his arms to either side in a desperate attempt to slow his descent, and then tasted ash on his tongue.

I can’t see… I can’t breathe…

He felt itchy all over, as though something in the dust was burning his skin. There were muffled screams in the background, his mother’s, but he was too focused on navigating the dry quagmire to make them out.

I’m going to die, in the ash.

Jack saw his dad’s face in his mind’s eye. It was the first time that day that he’d thought about him, and the fact that he had died was no longer quite so unbelievable.

It’s my turn now.

“Jack!”

Something pulled his chin down, opening his mouth before reaching in and clearing ash out of it. Jack coughed, and then coughed again, and then broke into an uncontrollable fit of it as his airway finally acknowledged the situation that it was in.

“Here, drink this!” Rebecca’s voice was scared, more than it had been at any time during the past few days.

Jack felt liquid in his mouth and against his tongue. He tried to swallow it, but the coughing stopped him midway. It made it just far enough down his throat to help out, easing more of the ash and dust into something that he could push out of him.

“Mom…” The word was raspy as it left Jack’s mouth, and he immediately started coughing again after speaking it.

“Shhh, it’s okay, honey.” Rebecca had pulled his head onto her lap and was slowly rocking him back and forth. “You’re okay now. Here, try to drink a little more.”

I’m not a child. I don’t need her… babying me like this.

The mouth of the water bottle touched his lips again, and this time as Jack took a sip, he could taste the foulness of the ash. He coughed hard and then turned his head to the side and wretched up dirt and bits of protein bar.

“I’ve got you now,” whispered his mom. “You’re going to be okay.”

“Thanks… mom,” replied Jack. She gave him another sip of water, and he repeated the process, clearing out his throat a little more.

“I was so scared. I’ve never been that scared before in my life.” Rebecca gently wiped ash out of his eyes, first with her fingers, and then with a shirt that she’d wet the corner of. “You were next to me one second, and then you were just gone.”

“My timing was…” Jack coughed a couple of times. “My timing was perfect.”

His mom laughed, and ran one of her hands through his hair.

“You’re going to need a good bath when we get back,” she said. “I might have to find a river to dunk you in in the meantime.”

If there are any rivers left…

They lost about an hour of traveling in total. Jack wanted to get back on the road after he’d gotten most of the ash out of his throat, and some of it off his face, but his mom insisted that they wait a while longer. When he’d gotten to the point where he could take a deep breath without coughing, and his eyes had stopped being scratchy and painful, they did set off.

“This messes things up,” said Jack. “If Molly touches down before us, it’s going to be almost impossible to find her.”

“We’ll make it work.” His mom smiled at him, the resolve showing through on her face. “Don’t worry, Jack.”

I’m not worried. I’m realistic.

He was the one that pushed their pace forward, forcing his mom to increase her pace to what was almost a mild jog. Jack’s shirt, jeans, shoes, and essentially all of his body other than his face, was encrusted with ash. He wondered what he must look like to his mother, blending in with the new landscape.

The morning dragged on, turning into afternoon with little fanfare. Jack had no appetite, and though part of him wanted to make sure his mom got a chance to eat lunch if she wanted to, it was pushed aside by his concern for Molly.

The sun was overhead, slowly beginning it's descent, when the clouds appeared in the sky. The came from the east, much faster than Jack had ever seen weather shift before the chaos had begun.

“That doesn’t look good,” said his mom. “I’m not sure how well we’ll be able to endure rain if the weather turns to that.”

On either side of them were huge, scorched spires, once healthy, snow-topped mountains, turned into massive scorched rock teeth by the destruction. Jack saw the tip of one of them disappear as the clouds moved in.

“We can handle rain just fine,” he said. “I wouldn’t mind some at this point. It would certainly help clean me off.”

“It could be acid rain,” replied his mom. “If that’s the case, we don’t want to be caught in the middle of it.”

Jack nodded, and the two of them began to jog forward a little faster. The weight of their packs was a little restrictive, but they managed to make it a decent distance before thunder cracked nearby, and rain drops slowly began to drip down.

“Hurry, Jack!” His mom pointed to the mountain ahead of them. A dark, cave opening, large enough for a person to fit through, sat at the base of it.

Rain began to fall in thick sheets. It had the effect of turning the ash into mud, and though Jack was grateful for the dirt it took off his skin, his mother’s warning kept him wary.

“Come on,” he said. “It’s not much further!”

The sky had grown dark, and enough rain filled the air to make it a little hard to see. Lightning struck the top of the mountain they were heading towards, lighting up the sky and shaking them with the sound of thunder.

Jack let his mom slip through the opening first and then ducked in behind her. The rain had essentially drenched him, and though he was now relatively sure that it wasn’t toxic, it was still beyond what they could safely travel through. He wiped mud out of his hair and off his arms, happy for every clean square inch of skin he’d gained.

“Jesus,” whispered his mom. Jack turned towards her and saw a blank, vulnerable expression on her face. She was shaking her head back and forth, and when Jack followed her gaze, he saw exactly why.

There were other people, bodies, in the cave with them. The two hadn’t seen any up until that point, the strength of the destruction having been enough to destroy any trace. The forms were unmistakably human, though heavily charred, and lacking any clothing or skin to speak of.

To make it even worse, there were three of them, the larger ones on either side hugging and protecting a burnt smaller one in the middle.

It’s a father, a mother, and a child. The cave must have sheltered them… but it wasn’t enough.

Jack’s heart sank, but what he felt didn’t even compare to what he saw on his mother’s face. She was strong, and continued to be strong even in the face of the horrible scene, but Jack knew how sensitive she was to this type of thing.

This is mom’s worst nightmare. And… we’ve already lost dad.

He walked over and pulled his mother into a tight hug. She set her hand on his head, as though she was trying to pull him in, and protect him.

“It’s okay mom,” he whispered. “We’re still alive, and we aren’t giving up.”

“I know, honey.”

Jack glanced back towards the cave’s entrance. The clouds were still in the sky, but the rain had let up a little.

“Come on,” he said. “We can’t stay here.”

“Okay…” Rebecca’s voice was a whisper, and she repeated herself with more force. “Okay. Let’s go.”


CHAPTER 15

The next few hours of traveling were some of the hardest that Jack and his mother had experienced on the entire trip. The rain had dropped down to little more than a light mist, but it was still enough to muddy the ash, making for horrible traction, every step sinking in slightly.

Worse, still, were the larger cracks in the ground, like the one that Jack had fallen into before. With all of the ash turned to mush, it became impossibly hard to differentiate between solid land and the openings. His childhood fear of quicksand began to bubble up in the back of his awareness, and he had to force it down.

There is no time for us to waste. This isn’t about me, this is about Molly.

They didn’t slow down, and eventually, the weather began to let up. A rainbow formed on the horizon to the west of them, arching over the setting sun in the distance.

“It’s beautiful,” said Rebecca. “Or at least, it should be. It’s almost like a joke, against this kind of backdrop.”

“It doesn’t have to be a joke.” Jack smiled at her, a real smile. “This isn’t the world we recognize, but that doesn’t mean we have to give up on everything in it.”

His mom didn’t say anything. She’d had the map out for the last hour of their journey, and every couple of minutes she would glance back down at it and sigh. Jack had a general idea of where they were, and he suspected she did as well, but getting to the exact location of the landing site was proving to be more of a challenge than they’d expected.

I can’t doubt myself now. This is the plan we came up with. It has to work.

“Here,” said Rebecca. “We’re close. Within a few miles, at least.”

She traced something on the map, and then pointed in front of them. The ground ahead had a long strip that was slightly discolored, darker than the scorched earth around it.

“This used to be a highway,” said his mom. “And Molly’s going to be coming down near it. We just need to travel north a little further along it.”

“Alright.”

Out of all the fears and worries he’d had during the trip, none of them compared to the anxiety that began to take hold of Jack as they closed in on their destination. There were so many things that could go wrong, all of which he’d dismissed as trivial problems during the creation of the plan.

She might not even make it off the space station. Or what if she had to come down early and we’re waiting for nothing? There’s a chance that the landing capsule won’t even be landable with just one pilot, and then she’d…

“Hey.” His mom’s arms wrapped around him from behind, and he felt a soft kiss on his cheek. “It’s going to be okay.”

Jack nodded.

“Yeah, you’re right,” he said. “Come on, let’s keep moving.”

After another hour of hiking, made easier on top of the former highway, the two of them slowed to a stop. It was impossible to pinpoint the exact location that they’d agree on with the imperfections of the map and the changed landscape, but had they reached a spot that was about as close as they could get.

Jack sat down on the ground and stared up at the setting sun. Thoughts flowed like waves through his mind, pulling him into introspection.

“I almost feel like we’re right back where we started.” Jack looked over at his mom, who was still standing, and smiled. “I’m outside, looking up at the sky, trying to see a shooting star.”

“This time it’s a shooting star that we can make a wish on, instead of being cursed by.” Rebecca set her hands on his shoulder and brushed more ash out of his hair before leaning in and planting a kiss on his head.

Another minute went by, followed by another, and then she appeared. It looked as though one of the stars had decided to come out early, growing brighter and moving across the sky. Jack stood to his feet and felt his heart begin to pound wildly.

“She’s over there!” He yelled. “To the east!”

Molly’s capsule grew bright, and then suddenly slowed down. A white parachute expanded out behind it, and Jack was a little surprised and unnerved by how fast the craft was going.

“No!” he yelled. “She needs to slow down more!”

He slipped off his pack and began sprinting off in the direction of the falling capsule. It closed in on the ground before he could reach the landing site, bouncing several times as it was carried forward by its horizontal momentum. The sound of it reminded Jack of a car crash, and he felt his heart sink.

“Hold on, Jack!” yelled his mom. “Wait for me!”

He could feel the heat coming from the capsule even before he’d slid to a stop next to it. It had tipped on its side, with the parachute extending behind it like the useless cape of a defeated superhero.

“Molly!” yelled Jack. “Molly, can you hear me!”

She’s inside of it! I need to get her out!

A loud bang came from the capsule. The large, rectangular door on the side of it looked as though it was trying to pop open. Unfortunately, it was a little to banged up by the crash to get more than an inch out from its frame.

I can’t let anyone else die!

It took every ounce of determination that he had, but Jack moved in closer, feeling the intense heat doing everything it could to push him back. He reached his hands toward the tiny crack in between the door and capsule and instantly recoiled back.

“Damn it!” His fingers burned from the heat. He bit his lip and ignored the pain, dipping his hands down to the ground in coating them in as much ash as he could.

“Stop, Jack!” His mother was still a ways off behind him. He turned back and gave it another try.

Jack could still feel the heat, still feel his hands burning as he grabbed onto the door again, but the ash gave him just enough of a cushion to keep going. He let out an animalistic yell and pulled with all his strength.

The door popped open. Behind it, strapped into a complicated looking harness and wearing a white, glass faced helmet, was Molly. Jack wasted no time, climbing into the capsule and undoing her restraints.

“Molly!” He yelled and tapped on her helmet, but she didn’t respond. “Molly!”

Jack began pulling her towards the door, crouching low and singing the back of his neck hairs on the hot outer shell.

“Wait…” Molly’s voice was quiet and muffled, but unmistakable. “I’m… I’m okay.”

Jack continued pulling her, even after they were out of the craft. He pulled her another ten feet away and then collapsed on his butt beside her.

“Molly…” It suddenly felt unbelievable to have her there, alive, in person, right next to him. The young female astronaut clumsily detached gloves from her suit and then twisted her helmet off.

“You did it,” she whispered. “You found me.”

“I didn’t really have a choice,” said Jack. Rebecca made her way up behind him and crouched next to the two.

“Of course you did. You took a risk coming all the way out here, all the way through this.”

Jack smiled.

“It was a risk worth taking. After all, you represent a third of the known human population.”

His mom sighed, and Molly rolled her eyes. Jack couldn’t resist smiling at his own, stupid joke.

Everything is going to be okay…

Their reunion was a happy one, but tinged with the bittersweet reality of the situation. It was getting dark, and Jack had to set up the tent. Blisters and burns had formed on his palms and fingers, making it hard for him to push the poles onto the canopy.

“You’re as stupid as you are brave,” whispered Rebecca as she sat him down and pulled out the first aid kit. “Don’t ever try anything like that again.”

Jack nodded. He was looking over his mom’s shoulder at Molly. She was standing just around the corner of the capsule, and slowly stripping off her space suit. Underneath it, she’d been wearing thermal insulated long underwear, and she didn’t hesitate before beginning to take it off.

She’s here on the ground now, where I can touch her, and she can touch me.

“We’ll have to stay the night here,” said Rebecca. “Molly and I will sleep in the tent. We can set up a bed for you inside the downed transport capsule, Jack.”

Jack wasn’t listening. Molly was slowly wiggling her butt and thighs as she pulled off the one piece. She was facing away from him, but her naked body gleamed in the moonlight, covered with a thin layer of sweat. It was an erotic sight, enough to make his cock harden, which given how close his mother was to him, was a little embarrassing.

I’m going to have to get used to this sort of thing, traveling with the two of them.

“If we’re lucky, we can make it back to the emergency shelter by the day after tomorrow,” said Rebecca.

Molly’s ears perked up at her comment. She turned around, holding one arm over her breasts and the other against her crotch, and walked over to them. Jack’s jaw dropped open, and he had to force himself to look away.

“Let me get you some clothes, Molly, “said Rebecca.  “Otherwise, I think it might end up being too much stimulation for my son.”

Molly nodded, but looked as though she was far away in her thoughts.

“We aren’t headed back to your emergency shelter, not yet,” she said softly. “I saw something, on the way down.”

Jack turned back around, doing his best to keep from ogling Molly as he raised his eyebrow at her statement.

“What?”

Molly licked her lips and then grinned broadly.

“I saw green,” she said. “A small little patch of it, to the east of here.”

“That’s…” Rebecca walked over, passing Molly a baggy t-shirt. “How is that possible? We saw the Earth from the camera in the space station.”

“It was too small to stand out until I’d begun the descent.” Molly pulled the shirt over her head, her big, pink dotted breasts entering Jack’s field of view for a split second. “I don’t know how it survived or what’s there, what it could mean…”

Jack nodded.

“We’ll head out first thing in the morning,” he said. “This is good news.”

His mom glanced at both of them and then turned her attention back to Jack’s hands, dabbing at them with an antiseptic pad that stung like the devil.

“It’s not the end,” she whispered. “We’re all here, we’re all together, and we have hope.”

“Exactly.” Jack looked up at the moon, bright and full against the night sky. “It’s only the beginning.”


CHAPTER 16

Jack couldn’t sleep. The air felt hot, hotter than it had throughout most of the day, and the limited lack of open floor space in the fallen space capsule forced him to lie in a contorted pose

This was the only place left. I can’t sleep outside in the ash, and I definitely can’t sleep in the tent.

Jack turned and accidentally knocked one of his injured hands against a hanging seat restraint. The tiny little orbital return vehicle had been designed to be a tight fit even when astronauts were using it for its intended purpose. Still, Jack felt as though the same vehicle that safely carried Molly down to Earth from the space station should at least be capable of hosting him comfortably for a single night.

The young, female astronaut was sleeping in the two-person pop tent, along with Jack’s stepmom, Rebecca. Jack tried not to think of how comfortable they probably were, and how nice it would be to slip in between them, cramped as it might be. He glanced up and out through the open capsule door.

The ash outside has settled down. Hopefully, the weather holds, and we can travel tomorrow without obstruction.

Jack was in the middle of contemplating rolling from his back onto his stomach when he heard soft footsteps approaching the downed capsule. He froze, and let his breathing return to a slow, rhythmic pattern.

Someone slipped in through the entrance hatch. He felt their foot brush up against his as they did and thought about pretending to wake up.

It’s either Molly or my mom. When there isn’t anybody else left on the planet, at least getting robbed becomes a nonissue.

As tempted as Jack was to open his eyes and catch a glimpse of his visitor, he held back. He wanted to let them make the first move and show their hand.

There was so little room in the capsule that even just the action of the person kneeling down brought them into close contact with Jack’s body. He could feel a soft leg pushed up against his side as they dropped to their knees. A hand settled down on his chest, slowly beginning to run across it.

“Mmmm…” An almost imperceptible moan escaped Jack’s lips. He suddenly wasn’t sure if he was just playing at being asleep, or having a very realistic dream.

His visitor remained silent, instead just letting her hand drift lower, and lower. The hand came to the waistband of Jack’s boxer’s and slipped soft fingertips inside of it, slowly tracing the length in front and causing Jack’s cock to stiffen up on cue.

I need to see who it is…

Who it was made all the difference in the world to Jack. Ever since the very first night after the asteroid impact, after a celestial home run ended the world, the rules had never been the same. All that mattered in the new reality that the three found themselves in was survival, immediate and for the future of the human race.

Oh man, that feels good.

The hand slipped lower down, grazing across Jack’s cock and sending a surge of excitement through him. It could be either one of them, he realized. Molly had made a point of throwing the fact that he and his stepmom weren’t related by blood directly in the forefront of importance. She was the only mother he’d ever known in his 18 years of life, and suddenly the relationship between them was evolving in a forbidden, unrecognizable direction.

She’s still my mom, and I’m still her son.

That was something that had been made abundantly clear to Jack several times over in the past few days. Trapped in the emergency shelter, with only each other for company, they had played at normality. Traveling across the wasteland to find Molly’s landing location had been much the same, with Jack being grateful for her love and protectiveness, even if the latter felt unnecessary at times.

The hand wrapped itself around his cock, and Jack let out another moan. He’d already been a little excited even before his mystery visitor had arrived, teenage hormones taking control of his body during the night, spurring him on into sexy dreams.

This isn’t a dream. This feels real.

It was another part of the new reality that Jack was slowly but surely coming to terms with. Humanity now consisted of himself, Molly, his mother, and the elephant in the room, the fact that all of them had needs. He was there and as ready and capable of intimacy as any red-blooded, teenage male could be.

But it’s not as though I can just forget who she is, and who I am.

Jack felt his boxers being pulled down. As tempted as he was to take the moment as an excuse to wake up, to consciously join in the fun that was being had at his expense, he remained motionless. Part of him was a little afraid to discover which of the women was the one touching him. Part of him hoped it was Molly, and part of him hoped for someone else.

Something warm and wet moved across the skin of Jack’s shaft, sending an erotic chill through his crotch and into the rest of his body. It happened again, and again. He was being licked, and it felt incredible and a little accidental, as though whoever was doing had mistaken his hard on for a lollypop.

Soft lips pushed against the head of his cock, and he felt a tongue swirl against the tip as they pushed forward. The pleasure spread through him like wildfire, tightening his toes and making him wonder how long he could keep the ruse up.

“Ohhh…” He silently moaned. The mouth on his hard on bobbed up and down, and he felt himself drawing closer, and closer…

“What’s going on here?” A voice came from back outside of the capsule, Jack’s mother’s voice. Everything clicked into place as the mouth pulled off his penis and turned to answer.

“I was just… checking in on Jack,” said Molly. “I know from experience just how cramped it can be in this thing.”

Jack finally risked opening his eyes a sliver. It was dark inside the capsule, dark enough to hide what was really going on. The moon and stars were shining outside with all of their unobstructed glory, illuminating his mother in the darkness.

She was only wearing her bra and panties, and it made Jack feel a little dirty to look at her. Her hair hung freely behind her, slightly tousled from sleep. Her arms were folded across her chest, which hid her big breasts from view.

“You’ve checked on him,” said Rebecca. “He’s fine. Now come on, we all need to get some sleep.”

Molly nodded. She reached her hand down and gave Jack’s cock one more defiant squeeze before crouch walking over to the capsule’s hatch and climbing out of it. He could sense that his mother was frowning at the young, pretty astronaut, without even needing to see it.

I hope this doesn’t end up getting out of hand. We all need to live together.

His cock was still out, throbbing uncomfortably from the teasing it had been given. He reached down, grabbed his boxers, and pulled them up.

Jack still couldn’t sleep. Minutes went by, tens of them, maybe even an hour. Finally, he sighed and sat up in the capsule, feeling his body ache as it shifted out of the tightly adjusted position he had been forced to lie in.

He moved over to the capsule’s hatch and slid his legs down to the ground, sitting on the edge of the floor and staring up at the night sky. The moon had a strangely alien orange hue to it, and he found himself wondering about what the spaceship that had taken the Apollo astronauts up to it had been like.

I’m betting that at the very least, they had more room than this.

Jack smiled. Most likely, the tiny little capsule, its side crushed in from the heavy impact with the ground on the way down, was the only thing even somewhat resembling a spacecraft left on Earth. Everything else would have been burned up by the atmospheric fires after the ejection debris fell back to the planet and superheated the air.

How long is it going to be before we go back to the moon?

His thoughts began to meander along that line for a minute. The only reason that the three of them were there, that Molly was there, instead of just him and his mom, was because of the space station. Jack wondered how many people could have been saved if they’d invested in a colony on the moon, or even Mars.

Hell, even a proper orbital station would have been better than this.

He sighed and climbed back into the craft, into his bed for the night. It was impossible for him to forget the truth of the situation, the dire, grave facts on the ground.

The only people left were Molly, his mother, and him. If they had any hope of there being future generations to carry humanity’s torch forward, they would all have to start thinking about what needed to be done.

I’ll have to have sex with both of them. With Molly and with my mom.

Jack’s cock was still rock hard, possibly even more so than before. He tried his best to ignore it as he turned over in bed and closed his eyes.


CHAPTER 17

The sun woke Jack up the next morning. It streamed in through the capsule’s hatch and made the morning feel soft and familiar. As he yawned and slowly pulled himself up, he realized that there was something off about it.

There are no birds chirping. It’s just silent.

He pulled his clothes on, fumbling a bit in the tight space, and then crouched low on his way out through the door. His mom and Molly were already awake, and surprisingly, they were both huddled around a pot over the fire, talking to each other in whispered voices.

“Good morning,” said Jack. “What’s going on?”

Rebecca and Molly both looked over at him as though he’d caught them in the middle of gossiping.

“Hey, honey,” said his mom. “I’m making some oatmeal for breakfast. Are you feeling hungry?”

“Uh, sure.” Jack scratched his head the best he could with his bandaged fingers and took a seat on the other side of the fire. “What were the two of you talking about?”

“Oh, nothing.” Molly smiled at him as though she had a secret that she delighted in keeping to herself. Jack glanced from her to his mother, who looked a little less able to toe the line.

“I was just telling Molly a bit about our lives back before all of this.” She stirred a large, metal spoon through the pot and then shrugged. “A couple of things about when you were a kid, and what high school was like for you.”

Jack nodded and tried his best to act as though he didn’t care. His face felt hot at the idea of some of his more embarrassing memories being aired out, but he swallowed his annoyance and tried to focus on the smell of breakfast.

We don’t get to have secrets or privacy anymore. Everything will end up coming into the open eventually.

“It’s almost done,” said Rebecca. “Here, sweetie, let me get you a bowl.”

She took one of the two mugs they’d brought with them, the closest thing they had to an actual bowl, and filled it with the hot porridge. Jack reached his hands out to take it from her and winced as the action caused one of his blisters to pop under his bandages.

“Oh, sorry!” His mom moved around the fire and crouched down next to him. “I forgot about your hands. I’ll need to rebandage those after, too. Here, I can help you with this.”

Jack started to object, but before he could, his mom hovered a spoonful of oatmeal in front of his face. As he started to tell her that he could manage on his own, she pushed it into his open mouth, effectively silencing him. Molly tried to stifle a laugh from across the fire, and Jack felt his cheeks finally reach the threshold of blushing.

This is ridiculous.

“I remember feeding you back when you were just a baby,” said his mom. “You used to get more of the food on your face than into your stomach.”

“This is stupid! Just give me the mug!” Jack reached to take it out of her hand, not realizing how hot it was. The second his fingers made contact, the sensitive, unhealed flesh exposed by his burns caused him to flinch back reflexively.

“You two look so cute together,” laughed Molly. “I wish I still had a phone, and a reason to take pictures.”

Jack gritted his teeth. His mom looked as though she was enjoying the act far more than she had any right to, but he resigned himself to it as she brought another spoonful to his mouth.

This is my life now. Absolute humiliation and embarrassment on a daily basis.

“Anyway, we should start talking about what we’re going to next.” Molly was scraping the last of the porridge out of her mug, an action that made Jack feel like a cripple just to watch.

“It’s a two day hike back to the shelter,” said Rebecca. “There are a couple of tricky parts that we’ll have to slow down for, but even with the three of us, we should have enough left in supplies.”

“What about the place that Molly saw yesterday?” asked Jack. Molly smiled at him, and then looked at his mom warily.

“I think that… it’s worth checking out. You should have seen it from up in the atmosphere.” Her words were cautious, as though she was testing the waters of opinion. “It’s definitely something we need to decide together though, as a group.”

“I vote no.” Rebecca’s words were sharp and piercing, a drastic contrast to the gentle way she was continuing to help Jack with his food. “It’s far too much of a risk for us to take on a whim.”

“Mom…” Jack replied with as much dignity as he could muster, given the situation. “We should at least consider it. Molly, how far away did it look on the way down?”

Molly had changed back into her tight, blue, astronaut jumpsuit. She shrugged her shoulders, her breasts heaving up and down as she did, free of restraint.

“I don’t know, exactly. It’s hard to judge distance from that high up. Somewhere in between thirty and fifty miles to the northeast.”

Jack took the last bite of his breakfast. His mom set the mug aside and began changing his bandages, as if purposely avoiding joining in on the discussion.

“Would we be able to spot it from a distance?” he asked. “I mean, if we started hiking northeast, is there any chance that we’d miss it?”

Molly shook her head.

“I doubt it,” she said. “It looked like a giant green crescent, at least a couple of miles wide and maybe a half dozen long. It was due northeast of here. We could just start heading straight and eventually-”

“We’d be gambling our lives on a possibility.” Rebecca cut in, speaking with sharp words. Her hands pulled a little harder on Jack’s bandages than need be, and he winced.

“Sorry, sweetie,” she said. “It’s just not an option. We need to head back to the emergency shelter and settle in around there.”

“Mom, we should at least consider it,” said Jack. “Look, there isn’t anything at the shelter that can sustain us long term. All of the dried and canned food will run out eventually, and then what? We don’t even have any seeds that we could plant. All the animals are dead and there isn’t even anything that we could hunt.”

The group was silent for a couple of long, tension filled seconds. Finally, Molly spoke up.

“This would be the place for us to live long term,” she said. “We could grow food, set up a shelter, and finally have a chance to look around and not see gray, black, and brown.”

Rebecca was still shaking her head.

“I don’t mean to offend you, young lady, but it’s hard for me to put my trust in a splotch of green you saw through the thick window of a space capsule.” She finished wrapping Jack’s hands and moved back to the pot of oatmeal, scraping out the last of it.

“I’m not offended!” said Molly, her tone of voice contradicting her words. “I just think that we need to decide what we do next carefully. I’ve seen the ground from up in the sky. Two days of traveling through this wasteland, even if it’s through territory you’ve been through before, is a huge risk in itself. I’d rather take a risk that could pay off.”

She has a point, but so does my mom.

Jack realized that the two of them were both watching and waiting for him to pick a side. He looked over at his mom apologetically.

“Mom, I’m sorry, but I think we should go for it.” He leaned in closer to her and set one of his aching hands on her shoulder. “There isn’t anything for us in that shelter other than the baseline of what we need to survive. I’m not sure if I can take that many more nights cramped up underground.”

And crammed into that tiny bed together.

Jack didn’t say as much out loud, but the evolving relationship between him and his mother was another reason he wanted to press onward. Things had gotten totally out of hand.

Leaving the shelter had been good for his perspective and state of mind, and rescuing Molly had been even better. Going back to it would mean reaccepting the reality of the fear, terror, and closeness that the asteroid impact had forced onto them.

“Our supplies are limited, honey.” His mom reached over to him and set a hand on his knee.

It’s almost like she doesn’t want things to change, or at the very least, like she wants to keep me under her wing.

Jack shook his head.

“I think we’ll have enough,” he said. “Maybe not enough to make it there and back, but it’s a risk we’ll have to take. We’ve been committed since the day we left the shelter and came back up to the surface. Hell, we’ve been locked in since the asteroid hit to begin with.”

His words finally looked as though they’d broken through to her. Rebecca nodded and then stood up from the fire, smoothing out the long sleeve white blouse she had on over her sweat pants. She walked over to where they had taken out some of their supplies and began packing them away.

“Alright, it’s settled then,” said Molly. “We should get moving as soon as we can. Every minute of daylight that we waste is time we can’t get back.”

Jack nodded and got to work. While Molly and his mother worked on putting away the food and exterior of the camp, he walked over to the tent, peering inside of it before beginning to take it down. A pair of his mom’s panties and one of her bras, along with Molly’s thermal underwear, had been scattered around each of their respective sleeping bags.

They were naked in here, last night.

He did his best not to visualize it, feeling strangely uncomfortable with his own sexual nature. His mom was his mom, and Molly was Molly. They’d all talked about sex before, and Jack had even stepped over boundaries with both of them, but it still felt weird.

It might come down to pure reproduction if there really isn’t anyone left. Can I afford to feel embarrassed?

He sighed and slowly took all of the remaining stuff out of the tent, trying not to let the silky texture of his mom’s panties seep into his mind as he carried them along with everything else.

It took about an hour in total to pack everything away into the backpacks. Molly had found a basic survival kit hidden under one of the seats in the space capsule. Even after filling the extra room in it up with food, it was still a good deal lighter than the other two bags.

“We should switch off every few hours,” said Jack. “Overall, the going should be easier now than on the way here for us, mom, especially subtracting the weight of the food we’ve eaten.”

Rebecca nodded grimly to him.

“Let’s hope you’re right,” she said softly. “Let’s hope you both are.”

Hope is all we have left to go on, at this stage.


CHAPTER 18

The three of them started off across the wasteland. The landscape looked much the same as it had the day before, a mostly flat expanse of ash desert plains, broken up only by small cracks in the ground and the occasional waist high protruding ridge.

There was something different about it this time, however. Jack felt as though every step took him further into the unknown, further outside of the world that he had control over.

I don’t have control over anything here and I never did, not even in the shelter.

He glanced over at his mom and Molly. They were both silent, caught up in the same pattern of introspection that he was, most likely.

“Molly, did you see anything else on your way down?” He asked the question as much to break the tension as to get an answer.

“Anything? I saw lots of things.” Molly shrugged her shoulders and looked over at him, her eyes expressing a bit of the depth of what she meant.

“Like what?”

“Well, nothing else like what we’re heading for,” she said. “If there are any other green patches in the world, they aren’t in North America, that’s for sure.”

Jack nodded, feeling disappointed even though he’d already suspected the answer.

“Is the terrain like this everywhere?” asked Rebecca. “You showed us the planet from orbit, so we know how it is in general. But was there anything else, even just strange looking dots on the surface, or other discrepancies?”

Molly looked like a doctor delivering bad news.

“Not much, at least from what I could see.” She sighed. “Well, there was lava. A good amount of it, too. Especially around the impact site, but all over the continent and the world, pouring out of newly formed volcanos and snaking through massive cracks in the ground.”

Jack and his mother stayed quiet, sensing that she wanted to continue.

“The water levels are higher. The two of you saw that, but I don’t think you got a chance to see what that means in action. Humidity levels are increased near the oceans, making giant, surface scouring storms a lot more common.”

“Well, if that’s all we have to worry about, then-“

“Ash storms.” Molly smiled grimly and saw the look of recognition on the faces of the other two.

“We’ve experienced those firsthand.” Rebecca’s voice was a little irritated, as though she was tired of having the younger woman talk down to her.

“Yeah,” said Jack. “They’re not fun.”

Is there anything left that’s fun, at this point?

The land ahead began to slope downward, almost unnaturally so, at the angle of a steep hill but extending much further in the distance. Jack remembered the ridge they’d had to climb the day before, and wondered if this was where all the extra height would level off.

“Be careful,” said his mom. “I can see some cracks in the land ahead. Falling into one would be a disaster.”

The three of them moved carefully, fighting the urge to stumble forward and instead taking steady, controlled steps.

“I need to bring something up,” said Molly. “Something that I know the two of you… Well, I know it might be a little weird for all of us to talk about honestly.”

“What is it?” asked Jack. It wasn’t until the question had already left his mouth that he saw her face and realized what she was about to say.

“Have the two of you made any progress on getting more comfortable with the idea of having sex?” Molly paused, and looked from Jack and his mother. “With each other, I mean?”

Rebecca looked over at her son, and Jack did everything in his power to keep his eyes from meeting hers. His cock was rising to attention in his pants even as he continued to focus on navigating the rocky landscape, thriving off the strange sexual tension of the situation.

This is the last thing I want to have to talk about. It feels dirty even just to hear Molly say the words out loud.

“But, we found you, Molly!” Jack tried to keep his voice level and unemotional. “I thought that meant that I was off the hook. We need a man and a woman, and I’m a man and you’re…”

He felt his cheeks redden as the suggestion rolled off his tongue. Talking about how the two of them could have sex, could breed for the sake of humanity, was almost as bad. Especially given that his mom was right next to him, listening to every word.

“It’s not that simple,” said Molly. “We need to have as much genetic diversity as we possibly can. It would be even better if we had more people, but…”

She glanced around at the surrounding landscape. The three of them reached the bottom of the slope, and Rebecca stopped walking at the front of the group.

Can’t we just keep going? And hopefully, talk about something else?

His mom’s eyes met his, and this time, he couldn’t look away. There was something in them, a fusion of different emotions. Love, concern, hope, along with a drop of curiosity, and the slightest hint of lust.

“Jack and I…” Rebecca paused and looked over at Molly. “We’ve started progressing to the point where the idea maybe isn’t so outlandish.”

Jack could see just how difficult the words were for his mother to say. She didn’t like having to talk frankly about sex in any capacity, and for it to involve him as it did, her own son, only made it even more of a struggle.

“Jack and I will also need some time to start getting comfortable with each other.” Molly stepped over to him and set one of her hands on his shoulder. “That was what was happening last night, just so you know.”

Jack saw a lightening quick flash of emotion pass across his mom’s face. The wind blew gently from the south, scattering ash against their ankles.

“”Yes, well, it’s something we’ll all have to talk about and approach together,” said his mom. She also walked over to him, letting one of her arms wrap around his waist and pushing her breasts against the side of his body.

This is going to be complicated.

“We should keep moving.” Jack stepped away from the two women, his body still hot with confusion and embarrassment. He took his turn leading the group forward, doing his best to stay on a straight northeastern line.

There was something about the idea of sleeping with both his mother and Molly that felt like taking the final step across the point of no return. There would be no coming back from it, not with Molly, and most of all, not with his mom.

Up until the asteroid had hit, Jack’s life had been sickeningly normal, and Rebecca had been one of the main points of stability in it. Even in the emergency shelter and in the trip across the wastes, and even after what little they’d already explored sexually, it still felt as though their relationship as mother and son had been preserved.

Will it still be the same when I’m trading off nights with her and Molly?

He snuck a glance over his shoulder at the astronaut. The legs of her jumpsuit were speckled with ash, and it looked as though it clung to her a little more tightly than it had earlier in the morning. Her breasts bounced with every step she took, and Jack couldn’t help but imagine sliding that front zipper down and helping them out of their confinement.

She caught his eye and smiled at him.

“You should focus on hiking, Jack,” she said. “For now.”

His mom walked up next to him and looped her arm through his. Jack thought for a moment that Molly was going to do the same on the other side, but the young astronaut had enough sense to hold back.

They can’t seriously be acting jealous over me, can they? It’s hard enough for me to think about what needs to happen without bringing emotions into it.

“Are you okay, Jack?” His mom asked the question in a whispered voice, quiet enough for just the two of them to hear.

He looked over at her and drank in the sight of her loving face and sensual body. On a couple of guilty occasions, back before the disaster had struck, Jack had guiltily fantasized about her.

She had always been so comfortable around him, never stopping to question wearing a towel after stepping out of the shower, or bending over to pick up something on the ground in a low cut shirt. She was his mother, and there was no reason for her to think about his wandering eyes.

“Jack?” Rebecca reached one of her hands up and cupped his cheek. Jack realized that his cock was as stiff as a board and stepped back, staring at the way her blouse accentuated her breasts, and the tightness of her jeans highlighted her thighs.

“I’m fine, mom,” he said. “Come on, the hiking is easy enough here. We should speed up our pace.”

For the next hour, that was exactly what they did. The shoulder straps of Jack’s backpack began to chafe against his shoulders, but he ignored it, the pain being well within the spectrum of what he could bear. They stopped for a water break, and Jack let his mom and Molly switch packs.

“Water…” Rebecca stared at the bottle she was holding in her hand and shook her head, frowning. “We’re also counting on being able to find water in this sanctuary that you’re leading us to.”

Molly looked as though she was stifling a glare.

“There will be water there!” she said. “I saw it from up high, remember.”

“Did you see any blue mixed in with the green?” asked Rebecca.

Molly didn’t say anything.

Jack took one more sip from his water bottle and then tucked it back into his bag.

“We just have to trust that we’ll find some there,” he said. “If it looked green when Molly came down, after a couple of days, and all of the ash that’s been up in the air, there must be a reason for it.”

“Well, I guess we don’t really have any other…” Rebecca trailed off and looked up into the sky behind them.

“What is it?” Jack followed her gaze off into the distance. The sky was a clear, cerulean blue, except for one very strange looking cloud, almost jet black and stretched out into a long oval.

“Is that… a cloud?” Molly was standing on the other side of him, also staring up at it. “Wait a second, how can it be moving like that?”

The dark shape in the sky turned sideways and then inverted. It was heading straight towards them, dropping lower as it went. Jack nervously glanced at his mom and Molly and then back up in the sky. He suddenly realized just what the cloud was.

“Those are bats,” he said softly. “That’s a huge cloud of-“

“Ahhhhh!” One of the front runners had flown into their space, grazing Molly’s shoulder as it went by. Jack looked over at her, but before he could say anything, more bats began threading through the air.

“No, no, no!” His mom had begun to swing her backpack defensively. Most of the cloud was still in the sky, but it had changed orientation and was heading straight for them.

We aren’t the only living things left! We should be celebrating!

Jack looked over at Molly and his mom and saw the terrified expressions on their faces. Thousands of bats were screeching by, each one bolder and more brazen than the last.

“Here, just stay low!” he said, pulling the two women into a kneeling position. “I’ll take care of-“

A bat slammed into the side of Jack’s head with all the force of an accurately thrown baseball. It immediately began buffeting its wings, forcing him to swat it away.

“Are you okay? Did it bite you?” His mom’s hand grabbed his tightly. Jack shook his head.

“I’m fine, just… here.” He unshouldered his own bag and hurried to pull one of the tent poles out of it. The thing was made of a flexible composite material, and that was a good thing. With his hands still injured and unwieldy from the burns, he knew it wouldn’t do any real harm even if he scored a home run on one of the creatures. All he wanted to do with it was push them away.

They could be carrying any number of transmittable diseases, but I can’t kill them. I literally can’t, and given the circumstances, I probably wouldn’t even if I could. They are survivors, just like us.

Jack swung the tent pole through the air, defending his mother and Molly’s hunched forms as best as he could. As the bulk of the swarm descended on them, most of the sun’s light was blocked out. It felt as though an evil summoner had cast a spell on them, dark magic designed to frighten and curse.

There were thousands of them, maybe tens of thousands. Their calls were high pitched, and would have been on the verge of being inaudible if it hadn’t been for their massive combined bulk.

“Take off!” yelled Jack. “Get out of here!”

He heard one of the girls squeal from underneath him, followed by grabbing his ankle tightly. Unfortunately, he had to kick it free to remain mobile.

Jack’s aim was atrocious, but he still managed to score occasional hits against the bats. They were too fast for him to be able to pick out a target and stick to it, but swinging into the scores of them worked just as well.

They aren’t interested in us. They just want to fly closer to the ground.

The last half of the bats flew tightly packed together. Jack flinched back as it swarmed by him. There were so many of him that despite all logic telling him otherwise, his body reacted as tough they were trying to grab onto him, to pull him up into the air as their prize.

“Jeez!” He spun around like a human tornado with the tent pole, feeling ridiculous as the last few stragglers rushed by the humans to catch up with their brood. The cloud of bats was heading in the same approximate direction that they were, and the profile of it on the horizon gave Jack an ominous feeling.

“Are they gone?” whispered Molly. She was clinging tightly to his mom, both of them trying to conceal as much of their exposed skin against each other as possible.

Jack smiled.

Let’s hope we don’t run into a carpet of spiders, next.

“Yeah, they’re gone,” he said. “We should keep moving.”


CHAPTER 19

The contrast between dealing with the bats and then immediately returning to hiking across the barren landscape was a little unnerving. Jack put the tent pole away and continued walking with his mom and Molly, both of whom looked as though they had reached their stress limit for the day.

“I’ve always been afraid of bats…” said Molly. “I had a dream once up in the space station that somehow, one of them had gotten inside and… ick, it makes me cringe just thinking about it.”

Jack suppressed a laugh.

“Would a bat even be able to do anything in zero g?” He smiled at her teasingly. “I doubt they’d deal with that disorientation factor all that well.”

“That’s not the point! I just don’t like bats, is all.”

Rebecca put a sympathetic hand on the younger woman’s shoulder.

“I know, Molly. I’m not the biggest fan of them either.” She shielded her eyes and looked up at the bat brood off in the distance, which was now just a speck on the horizon. “I heard a story once about a girl who got bitten by one that had rabies. They are nasty little creatures.”

Jack shrugged.

They’re the only life we’ve seen besides each other in days. And there’s so many of them left, enough for them to make it just fine if they find food.

“They must have been deep in a cave when the ash and the fires happened,” he said. “If they survived, there’s a chance that other humans could have, too.”

Molly and his mom shot him matching skeptical looks.

“I mean, I’m not counting on it,” said Jack. “But the likelihood doesn’t seem that low. And if we did find other people, it would mean…”

It would mean that saving the next generation would be a lot less weird and awkward.

“Maybe.” Molly shrugged her shoulders. “I’m not quite as optimistic as you. I was up there in the station, remember? I swept every inch of every civilized area with radio broadcasts. If there is anyone left, they are either totally cut off from communications technology, or in no real position to be surviving out here.”

The group was silent for a moment. The ash underneath their feet had grown about an inch deeper, just enough to make the ground feel loose and sandy to walk on.

“Well, clearly the bats survived,” said Rebecca. “What else do you think did? All we’ve seen so far has been scorched earth, totally dead.”

“I thought about this for a while on my way down,” said Molly. “There is still life on the planet, just not life that we can interact with all that easily.”

Jack thought about what she was saying.

“The ocean, you mean?” he asked. “Do you think that aquatic creatures were mostly unscathed by the heat?”

Molly nodded.

“I’m sure some of them that live closer to the surface were killed off, but by and by large, this is one of the best things that could have happened to them. Just imagine it from their perspective. There are no more humans to dump waste, to poach them, or to mess with their food supplies.”

Rebecca laughed.

“Yes, I guess when you look at it that way, they are the winners,” she said. “Maybe the dolphins will develop an underwater civilization before humans ever get a chance to get back on their feet…”

The ash was thick now, coming up high enough on their feet with each step to feel a little surreal. Behind them, their footsteps stretched on for miles, three little trails in the ash like trailing bread crumbs.

Jack was getting hungry. It was late in the afternoon and the sun was slowly dropping low on the horizon, and they had not yet stopped for lunch. He slowed at the front of the group after they had passed through a short section of small hills.

“Should we take a break soon?” he asked. Molly shook her head.

“It can’t be much further. If we hike at a decent speed, we might even be able to reach it tonight, and then…”

And then what?

It was a question that he been brewing on the tip of Jack’s tongue for the past couple of hours. Outside of basic survival equipment, their tent, and some food, they didn’t have all that much with them for supplies. Even if Molly’s green paradise were everything that she’d claimed it would be, they would still be starting over from square one, learning how to live like the humans of centuries ago.

“We can only travel so fast through this blasted ash.” Rebecca kicked a trail through the gray powder as she spoke. “Besides, reaching it after sundown would be a waste. We need to scope out the area before we head rushing on in.”

Jack started to agree with his mom, but before he could, a lucky speck of dust found its way into his eye. He wiped off his finger to rub it and felt the wind slowly begin to pick up.

“Shoot,” said his mom. “Here, let me see.”

She moved over to take a look at Jack’s eye. He waved her off.

“I’m fine,” he said. “It’s just an annoyance, that’s all.”

“Jesus…” Molly was shielding her eyes and pointing in the direction that they had come from. Jack glanced up and instantly saw that what they were dealing with was much more than just an annoyance.

A wall of dust swirled chaotically towards them, like a gigantic dry tsunami. It was at least fifty feet high, swirling with a sinister black and gray intensity that made Jack’s heart begin to beat double time.

“Fuck!” He slipped off his backpack and immediately began pulling it open. “We have to get the tent set up!”

Jack pulled the shelter equipment out of his bag. Molly and his mother hurried over to help, and he let them spearhead setting up the tent instead of fumbling through it with his bandaged fingers. Instead, he stood in front of them, broadening his shoulders and trying to block as much of the dust as he could as the wind began to intensify.

The ash storm looked like something out of a science fiction movie. It would have been more at home on Mars or Venus, or even Jupiter, the type of surreal weather that was scary even just to look at from afar.

I hope the material of the tent can still hold up against it. Otherwise, we’re going to be in serious trouble.

“Jack, get inside!” His mom tugged at the back of his shirt, and he realized that they had finished. He ducked low and through the tent’s door just as the thickest part of the storm began to close in on him.

“Zip it up, quick!” yelled Molly. Jack fumbled with the zipper for a moment before finally managing to pull it up and around, sealing the three of them inside of the small, cramped tent.

It sounded almost as though it was raining outside, with thousands of minuscule drops of water peppering the tent incessantly. None of the ash was getting in beyond what had already managed to coat their clothing. Jack breathed a sigh of relief.

“Oh man,” he said. “That was close.”

Molly and his mom were silent. Jack realized that he was essentially half on top of both of them and did his best to shift so that they could all be more comfortable.

“It’s going to be a tight fit if we have to sleep in here.” His mom’s voice was muffled by the action taking place outside.

“Let’s hope it lets up before then,” said Molly. “In the meantime, we might as well eat some food.”

The small space was limiting, and it made even something as simple as pulling out their food supplies into a chore. His mom handed each of them a peanut butter granola bar, and they all solemnly began eating.

I’m sick of the taste of granola, but I’m even sicker of the taste of ash.

“We’re going to look back on this and laugh, eventually,” said Molly. The ash storm severely limited the light from the setting sun, making it hard to see more than outlines of the women, but Jack got the feeling that she was smiling.

“Let’s hope so,” he said. “For now, I’ll be happy just to look back on this at all.”

“How about we take advantage of the fact that we’re stuck and rest up for tomorrow?” Molly’s voice was still cheery, like a principal trying to keep students calm during a fire drill.

Getting rest was easier said than done, as the three of them soon realized. Pulling the sleeping bags out was another chore in the cramped tent, and there simply wasn’t enough room on the floor for them all to sleep without being in close contact.

“Damn it, the ash storm still hasn’t let up.” Jack sighed, feeling a little claustrophobic all of the sudden.

At least down in the emergency shelter I could stand up and walk around.

“It’s going to be worth it,” said Molly. “Trust me, Jack. When we get there, all of this will seem like a tiny price to pay.”

“And when will we get there, exactly?” Rebecca’s voice was calm, but Jack could sense the frustration in her words. “This was a risk from the start, and with the ash storm, we’re going to lose time and supplies stuck holed up in this tent.”

“Well, sorry, but it’s not like I can predict the weather.” Molly’s voice was snarky. “It shouldn’t be more than another day of hiking, if even. Don’t lash out at me just because you don’t like the situation.”

“I just think that from now on, we need to be a little more conservative in the way we make decisions about our survival,” said Rebecca. “It makes more sense than betting our lives and the future of humanity on a longshot.”

“Hey, hey, come on…” Jack finally spoke up, reaching out and setting a hand on each of their shoulders. “Instead of arguing, how about we take tonight to relax, maybe even get a little closer together.”

Molly set her hand on top of his.

“I think that’s a great idea,” she said. “And we can start by addressing the one issue that we’ve been struggling with the most head on.”

Nobody said anything for a moment, but it was clear what she meant from the gentle inflection she put into a couple of the words.

“Jack…” Rebecca slid closer to him, though there was already little room in between. “This is one thing I do agree with Molly about. And given that we’re all stuck in this tent together, well, it’s just like you said…”

That was not even close to what I meant…

Jack was scrambling to find the words to object with, but now that the issue had been brought up, it was impossible for his body to ignore the facts. He was trapped in a tiny space with two very attractive, willing women.

Except one of them is my mother.

“Jack?” Molly was waiting for him to say something. “You can relax. This doesn’t have to be weird, you know.”

She ran her hand across his chest and brought her face in close to his. Rebecca was on the other side of him, and she slowly began to move in closer, too.

“It’s hard for it not to be weird,” said Jack. “I thought that… I mean, there must be another way?”

I feel ridiculous for turning them down, but the alternative is just too embarrassing. Molly, I could definitely adjust to. But my mother? That’s going too far, crossing too many lines.

“There is no other way, Jack,” said his mom. “I know it’s a little, erm, uncomfortable to think about. But we love each other, don’t we? It’s something that we just have to do and get through together.”

Molly slowly moved to the side and then began lowering Jack down onto the tent’s floor, positioning him so that he was lying flat on his back. Both she and his mother crouched in close on either side of him, and they began to take liberties with the way they touched his chest and stomach.

“It’s dark in here,” said Molly. “Have you ever played the party game where you get locked in a dark closet with a random girl, Jack?”

“No,” he said. “I haven’t…”

A hand lifted up the bottom of his shirt and slid across his lower stomach. Fingers slipped underneath the waistband of his pants and then began unbuttoning and unzipping them.

“The thing about that game is that you never know who you’re in there with. It makes it easier for people to let go of their hang-ups, and be open about being sexual.”

Jack felt his pants slowly being pulled down his waist and legs. He wanted to sit up, to reach out, to be an active participant, but between his burned hands and the cramped space of the tent, it was just about impossible.

There isn’t even anywhere for me to escape. I don’t have a choice about this, and even if I did…

“Are you okay with that, too, Rebecca?” Molly’s question floated innocently on the air, as though she was confirming a take-out order.

Jack waited out a long moment of silence, his cock stiffening and pushing out against his boxers as one of the women’s hands began to graze against it through the fabric.

“Yes.” His mom’s voice had an illicit quality to it. Another hand began touching his cock, and this time, Jack knew whose it was.

“Oh man,” he whispered. His boxers were pulled down, and he felt his cock pop out from the elastic waistband as they slipped off. A warm, soft hand took hold of his tool and slowly began stroking it.

“Just close your eyes and relax, Jack,” whispered Molly. “Pretend that this is all… just… a dream.”

She was touching his cock with slow, gentle movements. Her other hand was sliding across Jack’s stomach and chest, along with one of his mom’s. He felt a thumb pass over the tip of his penis and realized that it didn’t belong to Molly.

The two women were whispering to each other, and Jack couldn’t make out what was being said over the sounds of the ash storm. Molly was still stroking him off. She let go for a moment, and another hand came to take her place.

This is insanity.

Jack felt pleasure pulse through his body, starting in his cock and spreading through his crotch and up from there. He wasn’t sure whose hand was touching him, and he was even less sure whose he wanted it to be.

It’s Molly and my mom. I’m going to cum for one of them, regardless.

“You’ve done so much to help over the past few days, honey,” whispered his mom. “Jack, you’re all grown up now. A big, strong, man, who is ready for all the responsibility that comes with it.”

He had never heard her speak in the voice she was using before. It was overtly sexual, but still gentle and motherly at the same time. It was confusing and embarrassing for him to hear it, to hear her, and to be aware of what was going on.

I almost wish she’d just stay quiet. If she keeps talking like that, I’m going to lose it.

“That’s it, Jack.” Molly giggled. “Just lie back and enjoy it. Whose hand do you think is touching you, right now?”

Jack shrugged, feeling a dirty, sickening sexual urges beginning to take hold of his muscles.

“I don’t know.”

“It doesn’t matter, sweetie,” whispered his mom. “As long as it feels good, right?”

It does matter! You’re my mother!

Unfortunately, Jack didn’t have the willpower to object. He wasn’t sure if he wanted to, and though his emotions cried out in shame and disgust, his logical side was doing its best to keep him on track.

“Jack, I know that the two of you…” Molly took a deep breath, as though overcoming her own hang-ups about the strangeness of what was taking place. “I know that you’ve gone further than this.”

Jack felt somebody’s hot breath tickling the head of his cock.

“And I know that you’ve gone further than this.” He could hear the vibration of Molly’s voice against the tip of his penis, and relaxed for a split second.

A wet, warm tongue slowly licked the head of his cock, and Jack couldn’t stop himself from moaning out loud.

“Oh, jesus…”

The licking stopped, and Jack heard Molly giggle.

“Does that feel good, Jack?” she whispered. “How about this?”

Her tongue came back into contact with his hard on, licking from the base this time. Suddenly, he felt the same sensation on the head of his cock, another wet and soft tongue making contact and bringing him further into bliss.

That’s… mom’s tongue?

“This…” Jack wanted to make a stand, to act on the shame and guilt that the act was creating in him. He and his mother had been this far before, but it had been under different circumstances. Even then, it had created an immense conflict within him. Now, it felt real, confirmed, as though there really was no going back.

“Mom, Molly, oh man…”

Jack arched his back slightly, pushing his cock higher up into the air. He felt the lips and tongues of the two women begin to slicken every inch of his hard on with their sweet, hot, saliva. It was beyond anything he ever could have imagined, pleasure that was good enough to turn him bad.

One of the mouths moved to the head of his cock and slowly slipped over it. Jack groaned as the lips invited his girth inside, sliding down and creating a sheath over his dick.

“Oh god,” he moaned. “That feels…”

It feels good. But is it Molly, or is it…?

Whoever it was began to suck him off, slowly at first, with gentle movements. Jack leaned his head back, feeling two sets of hands continuing to massage his chest and stomach.

The lips of whichever one of them was sucking his cock dropped lower, and he felt the head of his cock push all the way back. She used her tongue to rub right at the base of her cock and slowly twisted her mouth to the side for a long, insanely pleasurable couple of seconds.

And then she pulled back, taking her mouth away and exposing Jack’s prick to the cold air. Before he could feel disappointed, the other woman, either Molly or his mother, moved in.

“Shhhh…” She whispered.

Jack wasn’t sure if he couldn’t recognize the voice, or if he just didn’t want to. His cock pushed eagerly against the other woman’s lips, and slowly entered her mouth. Her tongue flicked against the head of his cock lovingly, as though she was trying to give it a French kiss.

I can’t cum! Not if it’s my mom! I, I…

Jack lost control right as the mystery woman began to suck. His cock began spraying its seed into the warmth of the mouth, sending extreme amounts of pleasure all the way out into the furthest reaches of his body. The mouth pulled back, and for the rest of his orgasm, both women licked up each strand of his cum, lavishing his cock with attention.

“Oh my god,” whispered Jack. “That was…”

That was the worst thing I’ve ever done. And that was amazing.

“It’s okay, sweetie,” whispered his mom. “It’s like Molly said before, we have to-“

“No!” Jack was surprised by the resolve in his voice. “No, I don’t think this is okay. It’s too soon. We still don’t know that we’re the only people left yet.”

“I have a pretty good idea that even if we aren’t the only people left, we’re certainly the only ones left around here.” Molly set one of her hands on his chest as though trying to massage reason into his body.

“Jack, honey, we’ve already gone this far,” whispered his mom. “I mean, I just-“

“Don’t!” Jack felt his face heating up, embarrassment and confusion finally taking over. “It doesn’t matter. This was really weird, but for us to actually, well, you know…? That would be wrong!”

Why am I the one having to make this argument? She should be just as against it as I am.

“Love is never wrong,” whispered his mom.

Nothing else was said that night. The tent was a cramped space for them to sleep in, and an awkward tension hung in the air that only made it feel even smaller. Rebecca hugged Jack against her, as though nothing out of the ordinary had happened, and he was still just a boy. After a while, he managed to drift off to sleep.


CHAPTER 20

Jack was the last one up the next morning. His body was cramped, and it took a second to get up and get dressed.

Molly and his mom were both waiting outside. The ash from the winds the night before had layered the ground, almost like snow. The air smelled burnt, and a little dirty, and Jack found himself wishing for a shower.

“Morning,” said his mom. “Here.”

She pushed a cup of dry cereal into his hand. Jack took it, restraining his disappointment as much as he could.

I am sick of grains, in any and all forms.

“We should get moving as soon as we can.” Molly was a couple of feet over to the side. She’d already packed some of their stuff away, her sleeping bag along with Rebecca’s.

“Yeah, okay,” said Jack. “Just uh, let me take down the tent.”

The group was a lot quieter than it had been the day before, and there was an odd tension in the air. Jack couldn’t tell if it was from the awkwardness of what had happened the night before, or if morale was dropping as they were forced to hike across more of the same terrain.

It took him a little longer than usual to put the tent away, as he had to brush the dust off it as he went. After making sure that it was secure in its bag, he stuffed it into his backpack and shouldered the entire thing.

“Alright, are you two ready?”

Molly and his mom had been waiting on either side of the tent. Jack hadn’t heard them say anything to each other the entire morning, and the friction between them was almost palpable.

Why does everything between the three of us have to be so complicated?

“Yeah, let’s go,” said his mom. Molly nodded, and the three of them formed up and began walking the familiar route northeast.

The hardest part of the beginning of the hike was barrenness of the landscape. It looked almost exactly like the area that they all had traveled through the day before, and the area that Jack and his mom had traveled the day before that.

The fire stripped the soul out of the land.

There was something ahead of them that did begin to catch Jack’s eye. After about an hour of hiking, he was sure of it. There was a small ridge ahead of them. It wasn’t quite the size of the one he and his mom had been over on the way to get to Molly, but it was still large enough to see from a distance.

“Alright, it looks like we’re going to have to climb again,” said Jack. “I’ll head up first, and carry the rope behind…”

They were still walking forward, and a couple more steps into the approach, he saw something that stole all of his attention. It wasn’t a ridge that he’d been looking at, but rather, a large gorge, with a steep, mountain like cliff face running even with it on the other side.

It was what he could just barely make out inside of the gorge that made his legs suddenly feel weak.

“My god…” whispered Molly. “That’s… a tree.”

She was right.

The three of them began walking faster. The tree was jutting out from the side of the inside wall of the far cliff and flames had singed the top of it, but there was still green on it, more than they had seen in days. As the three of them drew in close enough to peer further over the edge and down into the ravine, they broke out in laughter.

“This is it!” Jack clapped his hands together and jumped into the air like a little boy on Christmas morning. “Molly, this is fucking it!”

“I can’t believe it,” whispered Rebecca. Molly let out a high pitched squeal.

The gorge was at least a mile wide, and stretched on in either direction for a half dozen more. It was hundreds of feet deep, and as Jack looked further down, he saw more green. At the very bottom, it was all he could see.

Legions of trees crowded around either side of a small river that poured in from an opening in the rock face to the north, where both sides of the gorge creased together. There were patches of space filled in with thick grass and vegetation scattered throughout the forest, and Jack could hear the faint chirping of birds from within them.

“I… forgot,” he muttered. “This entire area used to be beautiful, and fertile. I forgot that it was ever anything other than a desert.”

Molly and his mother were both hanging onto each other, squabbles forgotten as tears of happiness streamed down their faces.

“We have to climb down,” said Jack. “Now! We have to get down there.”

His hands were shaking as though he’d just scratched the numbers of a winning lottery ticket. He quickly unzipped his bag and hurried to pull the rope out of it, running over to the edge of the gorge and taking a look down.

It was a steep climb in all spots. The gorge curved further to the south along the landscape, and it was hard to see where exactly it ended, or if it ever sloped down far enough to be easily accessible. Jack slowly made his way over to the edge in front of them and sat down next to it.

“Jack, careful!” His mom had composed herself and walked up behind him. She held her hands on his shoulders as though holding him back from an accidental fall.

“Yeah,” said Molly. “We found it. We’re here. We can take our time now, getting down.”

A bird flew up from the gorge and began circling in the sky overhead. Jack had forgotten just how beautiful and elegant they were in flight.

“Yeah, you’re right,” he said. “With the rope, though, I think we can make this happen.”

The three of them walked along the edge of the gorge, headed southeast. The ground didn’t even out, and if anything, the ground at the bottom of the huge crevice only became more distant. What did change, however, was the steepness of the cliff wall that they were below them.

“Here we go,” said Jack, stopping in front of an area where the trees had extended almost three-quarters of the way up. “With the rope, and a bit of careful climbing in the beginning, we can do it.”

He slipped his backpack off and let it drop to the ground. The huge rope was coiled up, and he slipped it across his shoulders like a bandolier to free up his hands.

“Jack, hold on,” said his mom. “Maybe we should all try to do it together, so we can help each other along.”

He shook his head.

“No, just let me handle this. I can tie the rope around one of those trees once I get to the first cliff.”

He pointed to the tiny ledge that marked where vegetation began to grow.

“Alright,” said his mom. “But please, be careful.”

Jack nodded and turned to the task at hand. His hands still hurt faintly from the burns he’d suffered earlier in the week, but for the sake of climbing, he tore the bandages off them. Most of the blisters had healed up somewhat, and there wasn’t anything on his palms that looked like it would split open.

Let’s hope that these fingers still work as well as they used to.

He turned his back to the gorge and slowly began to lower himself over the edge on his stomach. The first foothold he had already spotted out, but finding it without looking, and trusting that it was going to be there, was a challenge of its own.

His toe kicked against it, and he settled his weight down. Jack let his hands slide to the edge of the cliff and gripped it as tightly as he could.

Here’s the point of no return.

Slowly, but with confident movements, he found the next set of handholds and lowered himself down further. The first ledge was only about ten feet below, but it was thin enough to make dropping down to it a little intimidating.

He moved his right hand into a new position and felt the rock that he had grabbed crumble under his fingers. For a moment, Jack was falling backward, away from the cliff face and towards certain death.

“Jack!” Both Molly and his mom shouted at the same time.

Fuck!

He twisted as his body flailed for purchase, sliding down the cliff a couple feet but staying close to the wall. The ledge that he’d been aiming for suddenly smashed into his feet, and the new challenge was about settling his body down and trusting that it would stay underneath him. He glanced back up at his mom and Molly after a moment.

“I’m okay,” he said. “The hard part is over.”

One of the trees was just within reach of the bottom of the cliff, and he made his way over to it and tied the rope around its trunk, using every knot that he knew.

“Alright, now lower the bags down,” said Jack. “I’ll catch them and set them to the side.”

It was a little easier said than done. The bags were heavy, and the drop was just far enough to make it impossible for the girls to pass them down to his hands. He steadied himself like a volleyball player and caught each of the bags using his head as much as his hands.

“Got them!” Jack smiled up at his mom and Molly, who suddenly looked a lot more nervous than they had earlier. “Alright, now for the two of you.”

Molly was first. The look on her face was a mixture of fear and excitement as she slowly sidled down the wall, using the same grips that Jack had highlighted on his way down.

“How close am I? I don’t want to look down!”

Jack reached his hands up and grabbed her by the waist.

“Nice and steady, I got you.” He carefully helped her onto the ledge, moving her over to the side so that there would be room for his mother, as well.

“Alright honey, here I go!” Rebecca looked terrified as she began to follow the same route down. Jack had never seen her so skittish before and began to worry that it might compromise her ability to climb.

“Easy, mom,” he said. “Just take a deep breath, and try to-“

“Ah!” Rebecca missed a handhold and was suddenly slipping down the cliff. Time moved in slow motion as Jack rushed to her aid.

He reached his arms out wide, as though trying to give someone a hug that he hadn’t seen in years. His sneakers dug in against the rocky ledge as he caught his mom, and he struggled to maintain his balance. A single step back would be fatal.

“I got you, I got you!” Jack was hugging her into him tight from behind, his heart beating out of his chest in suspense. It took him a moment to reaffirm that they were both safe. He realized that he’d been groping at one of his mother’s breasts and that his cock was pressed right in between her buttocks through their clothes.

“You’ve got me, sweetie,” his mom whispered. “Thank you.”

She turned around in his arms, and for a second, Jack felt the same kind of adrenaline rush through his blood that he’d been feeling on his own climb down. Molly cleared her throat from where she was on the ledge.

“Are we going to start down the next section, or do you two need a minute alone?”

Jack bit his lip and turned away from his mom, stifling the excitement that had taken hold of him. The rest of the way down was still rocky, but much less steep than the first section. With the rope that he had tied around the tree added into the equation, it looked relatively tame compared to the sheer rock wall above them.

“Alright,” said Jack. “I’m going to have the two of you head down first, this time. That way I can pass the bags down tied to the rope, and then take it with me when I do my part of the climb.”

His mother looked at him, surprised.

“You mean we aren’t going to leave it attached?”

Jack shook his head.

“We have no idea what we might end up needing down there. “ He glanced into the valley below them the river and greenery creating a picturesque scene. “Besides, it’s not like we can climb back up that first cliff face, anyway.”

“It’s been a one-way trip ever since the asteroid came down to begin with,” said Molly. “Whether or not there is any easy way out of this gorge once we’ve gotten down, we still have to make the trip. The only way for us to continue is to keep moving.”

Jack nodded in agreement, and the three of them got to work. He tied the end of the rope around Molly’s waist, creating a secure harness around her.

“I’ll lower the rope as you climb down,” he said. “If you slip, don’t worry, you’ll be okay.”

“I know.” Molly stared into his eyes for a moment, and Jack had to suppress an almost overwhelming urge to kiss her.”

“Let’s get started.”

Most of the last section was more like a rocky slope than a sheer cliff face, and Molly made good time. The trees that grew stubbornly along the dirt and within the cracks of the rock made for good handholds, and it was easy going for the former astronaut. Jack was surprised by just how tiny she became as she climbed down, and when she reached the bottom, she was almost out of view.

“I did it!” Her voice echoed up to him off both walls of the gorge. “It’s beautiful down here! It’s so beautiful!”

Jack smiled. His mom reached her hand over and affectionately rubbed his palm with her fingers.

“Untie your harness,” he called down. “I’m going to tie the bags to it next and let them slide down.”

Molly did, and soon enough, Jack had lowered all of their supplies down to her. The only things left were his mom and himself.

“Jack…” His mom looked at him with eyes full of love, and something that he almost didn’t recognize. Jack saw hope staring back at him. He reached over and pulled her into a tight hug.

“I know,” he said softly. “This is exactly it. This is what we were looking for.”

He tied the harness around her, taking care to keep his eager hands away from her soft boobs as he did. Rebecca took a deep breath, and then with much less hesitation than she’d had before, started down the route.

Jack crossed his arms and watched her climb from rock to rock, using the trees in between as easy hand holds. Soon enough, she was at the bottom, and he was a little impressed by her speed.

“I’m down,” called his mom. “Be careful, honey!”

“I will.”

Jack untied the rope from the tree and tossed it down into the gorge. He took his time headed down the rocks, using what he’d learned from watching Molly and his mother’s climbs to ease his way along.

Every foot further down he descended made the greenery and vegetation of the gorge even more sensual. He could smell the grass and hear the river, and looking at all of the life was an almost spiritual experience.

It’s like the Garden of Eden…

“Eden.” Jack was about halfway down, and he couldn’t see Molly and his mom through the dense barrier of trees blocking his approach. “Let’s call this place Eden.”

The women laughed, and it was the most beautiful thing that Jack had ever heard.


CHAPTER 21

The last stretch of the slope in between Jack and the bottom of the gorge was easy. He hopped off a large boulder and onto the ground, feeling the grass and soil give way underneath his feet.

I’m so used to the scorched earth of the surface. I can’t believe all of the land used to be like this.

“We’re so far down.” Molly was standing next to Jack’s mom, with her head turned up towards the rock face they had just scaled. “That must be how this area survived. The cliffs must have shielded it from the fires.”

“If this area was spared, then other areas may have been, as well,” said Jack. “Who knows? This could mean that we aren’t the only people left, after all.”

Molly and his mom smiled at him in a way that bordered on being patronizing. Jack shrugged and started looking around.

“Let’s go take a look at the river,” said his mom. “I’ve been dying to wash off for days now.”

“You can say that again.” Molly walked over to the older woman and gave her a high five. Jack watched, feeling a little confused by how volatile the two women’s relationship was.

Things might be different now, between all of us. Finding Eden changes the dynamics of everything.

They could hear the river bubbling in the distance, but the group took their time walking across the grass and through the vegetation and trees. It felt like a form of meditation, as though they hadn’t just stumbled into a healthy gorge, but into a true paradise, heaven on Earth. Birds chirped, ants and a variety of other bugs went about their minuscule lives, and all of the greenery gave off an aura of peace and tranquility.

“I’ve never felt like this before,” said Jack. “This is unbelievable…”

“No.” Rebecca walked over to him and hooked her arm through his. “What’s happened to the rest of the world is unbelievable. Down here… This is the way things should be.”

The area around the river supported thicker natural growth, creating a long, thin forest that ran through the center of the gorge. Jack, Molly, and Rebecca walked into it with unwieldy steps. The days of hiking across the upper wastes had made them a little unaccustomed to having to step around bushes, and push tree branches out of the way.

“Oh my god.” Molly was at the front of the group, and she let out a little squeal as she closed the distance to the river. “I haven’t seen anything like this since I got up to the space station! Even before then, when I was at the launch facility. It’s been weeks, maybe months.”

The river was on the smaller end of being large, a couple dozen feet thick and just deep enough to making wading through it a bit of a chore. Jack walked behind his mom and Molly up to the edge of it, staring into the glistening blue water with wide eyes.

This is the nectar of life. I wouldn’t trade this river for the emergency shelter, hell, for ten emergency shelters.

“Are you still mad that we took a chance by coming here?” asked Molly, grinning at Jack’s mom. For a moment, Jack thought that she might snap back at the younger woman, but Rebecca just shook her head and patted Molly on the shoulder.

“No,” she said. “You were right. This is exactly where we need to be.”

Rebecca crouched down low and let her fingers dangle into the water. Molly joined her, and after a couple of seconds the two of them looked at each other and grinned.

“The water is really warm,” said Molly.

“It’s absolutely perfect.” Rebecca was grinning from ear to ear, the type of smile that Jack hadn’t seen on her face since before the crisis had begun.

Without saying anything more, the two of them stood up and slowly began undressing. Jack watched as his mom carefully slipped her ash dusted blouse up and over her head, her big, bra-clad breasts bouncing into view as gravity pulled them free. Molly turned away from him, but the way she unzipped her jumpsuit and let it drop down over her shoulders was a strip tease of its own.

“Whoa!” Jack did spun around, doing his best to be respectful even as blood rushed eagerly into his cock. “Maybe I should uh, do some more scouting while the two of you are getting clean?”

“It’s up to you,” His mom had begun to wiggle out of her tight jeans, with every movement causing her breasts to dance hypnotically. “We’re all adults here, Jack. And it’s not as though we haven’t…”

She trailed off, and Jack’s cock hardened even further at her implication.

Things have already happened between the three of us that go beyond what’s normal. But just how much further can I push it before it really gets weird?

“Come on, Jack, don’t be a prude.” Molly wasn’t wearing a bra or panties underneath her jumpsuit, but she had just enough modesty to hold an arm across her breasts and a hand over her pussy as she turned to face him. “Once we’re all in the water, it doesn’t matter if we’re clothed or naked, does it?”

Jack glanced over at his mom. She was bent over and rearranging her clothes on the ground, pushing her gorgeous butt into his field of view, hidden only by the thin fabric of her tiny underwear.

It does matter.

He was about to turn away and walk off on his own when Molly ran forward and splashed into the river. She laughed and splashed water on him before he could move away, soaking his shirt and a bit of his jeans.

“There! Now you have to get in!” Molly stuck her tongue out at him and then did a standing dive out into the deeper water in the center of the river. For a fleeting second, her perfect pink nipples and gorgeous butt were totally exposed. Jack could see his mom slipping down into the water nearby, still wearing her underwear as though it was a swimsuit.

“You’ll pay for that!” The merry mood was infectious, and Jack rushed to strip his clothes off as he walked over to the edge of the water. He paused as he considered whether or not to take off his boxers and go in completely naked.

Mom is still wearing her bra and panties. I guess I should play it safe, for now.

He left them on, and then with a whoop, ran forward and leaped into a cannonball. He landed a couple feet out, and though the water broke his fall, it wasn’t deep enough to stop him from gently bottoming out. The river was cold at first, but once he was completely under it began to feel just right, cool enough to be refreshing but warm enough to be swimmable.

“This is so perfect!” Molly slipped underwater a couple feet away from Jack and then surfaced right next to him. “Gotcha!”

She grabbed onto his arm and tried to wrestle him under the water. Jack put up the pretense of resisting, his full attention turned towards her wet, naked body.

“You brat!” he yelled. “I’m going to dunk you under!”

Molly’s face was only inches from his, and as she laughed and struggled, her breasts pushed up against Jack’s chest. His cock was almost painfully hard, despite the river’s cooling flow. Molly tried to wrap him in a bear hug and tip him into the water, and Jack felt her thigh grinding against his hard on.

I have to be careful. If I move the wrong way, it’s going to end up slipping lose.

No sooner than the thought had materialized in Jack’s head did his fear come to fruition. Molly jumped up and wrapped her legs around him, and he felt his cock pop out through the flap of his boxers and slide up against her velvety pussy lips.

“Alright you two, cool it!” Rebecca swam gracefully over from where she’d been bathing. “We’re just getting clean for now. The horseplay can wait until later.”

She stood up in the water, and Jack had to fight to keep his jaw from dropping. Her bra was wet and almost transparent, and he could see her nipples poking out against the fabric.

“Mom, wow…” muttered Jack. “I mean, yeah, no horseplay. I got it.”

Molly laughed and pushed away from him into an easy backstroke. Her breasts were just large enough to protrude up from the surface of the water after each backward arm stroke. Jack tried to resist fantasizing about grabbing her and pulling her crotch tight against him.

“Your hair is a mess.” His mom was right behind him, and without asking, she began splashing water onto his head and scrubbing his scalp. “All of that ash made it more tangled than it usually is.”

She was pushing her breasts against his back. One of her hands wrapped around his chest and pulled him in tight, as though she was afraid that the river might sweep him away.

“I can wash my hair on my own, mom,” sighed Jack. It had been years since they’d done this kind of thing, and he blushed a little when he saw Molly watching him from across the river.

“I know that you can,” said his mom. “Whether you actually will or not is the real question.”

She cupped her hand and lifted more water up onto his head with it. The way she scrubbed was a little painful, but something about it felt tender and caring at the same time.

“There we go,” said Rebecca. “Now turn around so I can get the front a little easier.”

Jack slowly turned around, facing directly towards her. He hadn’t realized just how close she was and felt his cock brush against her thigh as they met eye to eye. His mom looked gorgeous, with all of her hair hanging in a single wet lock, and the water giving her body a seductive gleam.

Jesus, why does she have to look so good? She’s my mom, but she’s unbelievably sexy.

Without really thinking about it, Jack wrapped his arms around her and slowly pulled her into a hug. His cock was free from the confines of his boxers again, and he felt it slide up into the crease of his mom’s legs, right underneath her panty covered pussy.

“I have to finish washing your hair, sweetie.” There was a tension in his mom’s voice as she spoke that was dangerous and provocative. She was reciprocating the hug, but Jack knew that she could feel his cock, and how hard it was.

“Yeah, of course, mom,” said Jack. “I… It’s just been a while since we’ve hugged, hasn’t it?”

His hips slowly began to move back and forth, letting his cock grind against his mom’s soft, supple thighs. The feeling of her wet panties along the top of his tool was almost enough to make Jack go crazy with lust. He found himself wanting to forget all about who she was and the relationship they shared, and just do what came naturally.

“It has been,” said his mom, softly. “But right now, I need to wash your hair.”

Jack meant to let go of her and step back, but a wave pushed against him right as he started to. He hugged his mom tighter, letting his hand come to rest on one of her big breasts as he continued to dry hump her.

This feels awesome, but I really shouldn’t be doing it.

“We should go swimming like this a lot,” said Jack. “We can do it whenever we want, now.”

His mom pulled back a little and smiled knowingly at him.

“Yes, we can do it whenever we want.” Her words cut through Jack’s sexually charged reverie like a hot knife through butter.

“Oh, wow…” He took a step back, feeling embarrassed. “Mom, jeez, sorry. I should probably wash up over here.”

His hard cock was still pointed right at her. Rebecca rubbed underneath both of her breasts as though washing her stomach and smiled at him, her eyes having the appearance of a mother, and of something much more dangerous.

“There’s nothing to be sorry about, sweetie,” she said. “I’m not mad.”

He couldn’t think of anything to say back. The silence alone held enough sexual power in it to make his cock quiver and threaten to explode.

“Surprise!” Molly surfaced from the water right next to Jack, catching him off guard. He turned to splash her, but she jumped up and wrapped her arms around him, crashing them both down into the river.

He wasn’t naked, but for the way his cock tenaciously managed to find its way out of his boxers, he might as well have been. As he darted for the surface, Molly grabbed onto him and let their limbs tangle together. He felt his dick slide across her slit, and even in the water, it felt hot.

“Is that all you’ve got, Jack?” teased Molly. “Are you too busy letting your mommy wash your hair to get me back?”

Jack glared at her, feeling his face heat up.

“You’ll pay for those words!” He rushed forward as fast as he could through the waist deep water, tackling Molly and crashing forward in a shallower area as she laughed and shouted obscenities.

Jack wasn’t sure how or when it happened, but the nature of their wrestling began to change. They slowly pushed each other further into the shallows, until they were rolling around in a small mudflat next to one of the riverbanks, out of the water itself.

He was on top of her and realized that he wasn’t grabbing at her arms to pin her anymore. She had already been pinned, and his hands had slipped down to her breasts as though they had always been the real objective. Molly was still laughing, but she leaned up as he pinched one of her nipples and gave him a quick kiss on the lips.

“You still haven’t won yet!” she shouted. “You’ll have to do more than just push me down!”

Jack smiled and leaned his chest forward, trapping her against the ground. Molly slipped up against the mud slightly, lifting her legs and hips into a different angle, a dangerous angle.

He pushed forward, and felt the head of his cock push into something wet and warm. Molly was biting her bottom lip, and instead of backing away from what was happening, she began to wiggle even more.

Jack’s body writhed against hers. He started groping at her breasts even more obviously. His cock popped out of Molly’s pussy, and then back into it as they shifted again. What had started as a playful game had become something much more sexually charged and primal.

“Are you going to pin me, Jack?” Her voice was seductive, with each word sounding like it came from the mouth of a practiced temptress. Jack felt his instincts take over, and he leaned in and kissed her as he let his cock push deeper inside.

What am I doing? Is this going too far?

Molly looked as though she was reading the indecision on his face. She reached her hand up and ran it across his cheek, drawing his attention back to her.

“Come on, Jack,” she whispered. “Pin me. Do whatever it takes.”

Jack took hold of her hips and began to push forward, slow at first, and then with more confidence. He let his cock push half way into Molly’s tight pussy, reveling in the feeling. It almost felt like she was pulling him in, tightening her cunt’s muscles to massage his tool as it slid inside of her.

Just as Jack began to get into a rhythm, a noise came from the river behind them. Water splashed onto his back, and he turned to look at where it had come from only to see his mom standing in waist-high water, looking a little embarrassed and a little cross.

Molly saw her too and instantly snapped out of the game. She pushed Jack up and then rolled away underneath him, standing and looking down on the clay sticking to her skin before running into deeper water.

“Phew, thanks, Rebecca.” Molly scratched her head and smiled sheepishly. “I got a little carried away there.”

“Just remember what we talked about.” Rebecca spoke in a whisper, but Jack could just barely overhear her words. Molly nodded, and then looked back over to him. He did his utmost to make it look like he was just splashing around in the water.

What the hell does that mean?


CHAPTER 22

Jack rinsed his clothes off in the river before putting them back on, following the example of Molly and his mother. The three of them took turns pointing out different pieces of the scenery, the greenness of the tree leaves, or the smell of the blooming summer wildflowers.

“I think we’ll be all set for food here.” Rebecca had just finished pulling her jeans and blouse back on, and walked across the grass barefoot over to a group of bushes not far from the river’s edge. She leaned over, dug around with her hands for a moment, and stood back up holding three wild strawberries, perfectly ripened.

“Oh my god!” Molly ran over, zipping up her jumpsuit as she went, to Jack’s mild disappointment. She took one of them out of Rebecca’s hand and popped it into her mouth.

“How is it?”

“Mmmmm! Oh, wow!” Molly closed her eyes and leaned her head back as the taste filled her mouth. She looked like she was in the middle of having an orgasm, and watching her didn’t help Jack when it came to calming his excited hormones.

“Come try one, honey,” called his mom. “There are more here than we could ever eat in a season. We can gorge ourselves if we want.”

Jack walked over slowly, feeling his still semi-erect cock throbbing as he looked at the way Molly and his mother’s wet clothing pulled tight against their bodies.

This is going to be torture. Does their secret plan involve sabotaging me with horniness?

He took the strawberry from her hand and popped it into his mouth. As he bit down on it, the taste was enough to flip his mood completely.

“Oh, jeez,” he sighed. “I haven’t had anything like this in so long. I don’t know if I’ve ever had a strawberry that tasted like this before.”

His mom was grinning as though his compliment had been about one of her home cooked meals.

“I’ll see if I can find more wild fruit later today, and chop up a fruit salad for us to eat.” She looked up at the sun in the sky, and then back towards Molly and her son. “For now, what we need to focus on is setting up the tent for the night.”

Jack nodded.

“There’s plenty of room down here,” he said. “We can set it up almost anywhere.”

Then again, it was a little weird having all three of us share it last night.

He glanced over to the nearest cliff, the one that they had climbed down.

“Actually, let’s walk along the wall of the gorge and see if we can find a nice spot that takes advantage of the natural cover it provides.” He looked at his mom and Molly, who were both in the process of picking more strawberries.

“Are you thinking of a cave or something?” asked Molly. Jack shrugged his shoulders.

“Maybe,” he said. “But even just a basic lean-to would be better than…”

Better than risking another night pressed together like horny rabbits in a cage.

“That’s a good idea, sweetie.” Rebecca set a couple more berries into the pot they’d been using to collect them and then shouldered her bag. “We should start thinking about how we want to develop our camp long term. The tent isn’t something that we can count on forever.”

As they walked back through the thin stretch of trees that separated them from the side of the gorge, Jack looked up at where the river disappeared into the spot where the caves pinched together. He made a mental note to head up that way and take a look at it as soon as he got a chance.

Most of the area around the bottom of the nearside cliff was studded with rocks and boulders in a way that made it unappealing as a campsite. The three of them traveled southeast, downriver, until Jack spotted exactly what they needed.

“Right here,” he said. “This is perfect.”

The spot he was looking at was in a section of the gorge where the cliff curved slightly back to the north. The river followed a similar curve, but slightly offset to the south, so that the distance in between the rock wall and the water was reduced by a couple dozen feet.

On top of that, a small section of overhanging rock provided an area of about fifteen feet square with cover from the elements. The cliff above was too high to build off easily, but Jack figured that if he could construct a simple lean-to or even a thatch hut up against it. Having a natural canopy built overhead would save him from having to do too much rain proofing on the roof.

A small sinkhole, big enough for a person to fall through, was hidden amidst the boulders of the cliff about twenty feet north of the spot, as well. Jack instantly thought of just how handy it could end up being for disposing of natural waste, among other things.

“This looks good,” said his mom. “It even has a small stretch of beach by the river, in case any of us decides that we want to get a tan.”

Sure enough, in a tiny gap between the trees and foliage, Jack could see sandy ground, only a couple of hundred feet away. The image of his mom and Molly sun tanning naked suddenly popped into his head, and he found himself going to war with it to keep from getting excited.

“What do you think, Molly?” asked Rebecca.

Molly was looking around, distracted. She scratched her head and stared into the bushes further off in the distance to the south.

“Molly?”

The former astronaut finally perked up, turning back to the group and shaking her head.

“Sorry, I thought I saw something weird.” She smiled. “What’s up?”

“We’re setting up camp here for now,” said Rebecca. “Any objections?”

Molly shook her head and looked back over into the foliage.

“Relax, it was probably just a deer,” said Jack. “Or maybe a groundhog, or something. This place is probably teeming with life.”

“Yeah, you’re right.”

“So now that we know where our home base is, we should look around the nearby area and see what we can find for supplies.” Rebecca dropped her backpack on the ground and walked onto the grass. “I’ll stay here and start setting up the tent.”

Jack walked over and took his backpack off and set it next to hers. His shoulders practically shouted in relief as he freed himself from its weight. In fact, his entire body felt relieved, along with his mind.

We made it. This is a new beginning for us.

“I think we’re going to need something more than the tent, soon enough,” said Molly. “We’re going to need a home.”

Jack and Rebecca both nodded in unison.

“Well, I have a survival knife in my pack,” said Jack. “I saw a youtube video once of a guy using that along with a sharpened rock to cut down small branches and saplings to use for building a hut. I figure I might as well give it a try.”

“We aren’t starting from square one,” said his mom. “We have the tarp that we’ve been putting underneath the tent, and we can cannibalize that, too, if we decide that we need to.”

“Sounds good,” said Jack. “Let’s take a look around and get to work.”

Rebecca stayed by the camp and began unpacking the group’s supplies while Jack and Molly took off in opposite directions to get a sense of what the landscape of Eden was like as a whole. Jack headed northwest, back along the group’s initial route.

The gorge was much larger than he had initially assumed. After several minutes of walking through the dense foliage, Jack felt almost as though he’d been transported back to before the disaster had begun.

It was as though he was on a hiking trip, deep in the wilderness, surrounded by natural colors and unadulterated scents. From where he was, only the cliffs could be seen above him on either side, along with the forest and vegetation to his front and back. The ravaging of the rest of the world had never reached Eden, and never would.

Jack had taken the survival knife with him, but found that there was little real use for it. He wasn’t in the jungle, and it felt almost irreverent to cut or destroy anything, even just the plants. The experience of being part of a living, mutually dependent ecosystem had never felt so real to him ever before in his life.

Wild vegetables and fruits were surprisingly abundant, most of them growing openly in the grass and bushes. Jack made note of a small clearing of apple trees, most of the fruit on them still in the process of ripening, along with wild carrots, turnips, and lettuce.

The river was the center of everything in the gorge. The trees and vegetation were thickest on either side of its banks. Jack still hadn’t seen much for wildlife, but he got the feeling that it was just waiting to be found. He debated trying to set up snares, or hunt, and decided against it, at least for the moment.

This entire valley is perfect for cultivation. We can eat what we can grow for now, and let the animals repopulate the area.

Something moved in the bushes nearby, directly to his left. Jack glanced over and waited, expecting a small rodent or bird to pop out. Instead, the movement grew still. He kept watching for a second, and then slowly began walking over.

“Jack!”

He jumped in surprise at Molly’s voice, which came from behind him, in the direction of the camp.

“Jesus…” Jack shook his head and took another look at the bushes. There wasn’t anything out of the ordinary in them, from what he could see.

I’m just paranoid. It’s been too long since I’ve been in a forest.

“Your mom wants to know if you’re hungry,” said Molly. “We gathered some wild blueberries, and figured we could make a lunch out of them and some of the crackers we have left.”

Jack nodded.

“Yeah, that sounds good.”

The atmosphere back at the camp was lively, even with just the three of them. They had found more than just a new place to live, and new resources to rely on. In Eden, there was hope, beyond what any of them could have imagined back when they were scraping by right after the impact.

The tent was set up, and Rebecca had moved all of their bags into it. She’d also found a fallen log and pulled it over to the campsite, turning it into a makeshift bench for them to sit on. The fire starting kit was also out on the ground, and Jack busied himself with setting rocks into a circular formation for a fire pit as he ate.

“How long do you think it will take?” Molly was fiddling with an overripe blueberry in between her fingers, letting the juice drip out of it as she slowly applied more pressure.

“How long will what take?” asked Jack.

“For all of this to spread.” She gestured all around them with her arms and then popped the blueberry into her mouth. “The plants, the trees, even the birds and animals will eventually begin to reproduce and spread wide. Will it be in a year, or two, or longer than that?”

Jack glanced over at his mom. She was picking through one of their bags and moving what little dried food they had left into the tent.

“I don’t know,” he said. “I feel like you’d be more qualified to take a guess. Doesn’t NASA train you a bit on planetary ecology?”

“This isn’t Mars,” said Molly. “But I guess this isn’t Earth anymore, either.”

A slightly grim silence settled onto the air. Jack was sick of it.

“We’ll spread it,” he said. “That should be our new focus. Spreading life, as far as we can. We have everything we need to survive down here in this gorge. We need to start thinking about the future.”

Molly and Rebecca exchanged a knowing, somewhat devious look. Jack caught it out of the corner of his eye and tried not to read to deeply into it.

“You’re right, honey,” said his mom. “Life and the future are what we need to be concerned about, more than anything. Regardless of what it takes, or what we have to sacrifice to push things forward.”

What will we have to sacrifice, in the end? What will I have to do in order to make it happen?

“Alright, lunch is over.” Molly stood up from the log abruptly and licked blueberry juice off her fingers. “Let’s get back to work. We’ve explored a bit, and it doesn’t seem like there is anything special nearby. It’s time to settle into the camp and get things prepared for the night.”

“Have you always been this bossy?” asked Jack. Molly rolled her eyes at him and then pointed to the tent.

“Look, unless you want to be cramped into the tent again tonight, we should start thinking about setting up a secondary shelter.” She looked over at Jack’s mom, who looked to be in agreeance. “It won’t take much work for us to build at least something basic.”

Jack stood up and pulled out the knife.

“I’m on it.”

Before Molly could object or assert herself any further, he had already turned and stepped into the trees, wearing a broad, satisfied smile on his face.


CHAPTER 23

As Jack almost immediately discovered, the knife was useless when it came to cutting anything thicker than his finger. He slipped it into the sheath on his belt after his first attempt at cutting down a branch.

Instead, he searched for a rock. The one he settled on was about the size of a paperback book with an edge to it that was almost sharp. With a smaller rock, he chipped away at the sides, honing it into a very basic hand-held stone ax, minus the shaft.

With his necessary tool in hand, Jack began to work methodically. He gripped the bottom of the rock with one hand, curling his fingers around a narrow portion of it that was surprisingly easy to hold onto. The first tree that he picked was about as thick as a child’s wrist, and by cutting around the outer edge of it with the stone ax, he was able to drop it easily.

He slowly removed all of the branches from it and then cut it down to a set length that he figured was about the height they’d need for a lean-to up against the rock wall. Jack started a pile a couple feet in the direction of the camp, and then moved on the next tree.

The work was hard, but rewarding. Jack made good progress, cutting as many appropriately sized trees as he could and giving thanks for each one. He continued as the sun began to sink on the horizon, making sure that he had a couple more logs than he probably needed before starting to drag the pile back to camp.

“Oh, wow!” Rebecca had set up the tent, along with taking over the duty of getting a fire going. “You work fast.”

Jack dragged each of the logs over to the small area that was covered by the overhanging rock outcropping. He carefully tipped each one so that it was leaning at an angle against the cliff, and then dug the downward end into the ground so that they would stick in their spots.

Compared to bringing the trees down, setting them into place went quickly. It was still tiring work, and by the time he had set all of them into place, his hands were blistered, and he was sweaty. The lean-to was about eight feet long and maybe six feet high where it connected to the cliff.

“Tomorrow, I can use some leaves and grass, along with mud from the river banks, to weather proof it and give it a proper roof.” He smiled at his mom and saw Molly walking over from the direction of the river, carrying all of their water bottles.

“Oh wow,” she said. “You’re a halfway decent woodsman. That thing looks, well, maybe not quite comfortable. But it’s definitely big enough.”

“I’ll take that as a compliment,” said Jack.

He walked over to the fire and took a seat on the log. Rebecca was heating a pot full of something on some hot coals to the side of the main flame.

“Something smells good.” He felt his mouth watering in anticipation and realized that he’d barely eaten anything substantial in days.

“It’s potato and onion stew,” she said, smiling. “I also tossed in a package of the beef jerky we’ve been saving.”

Jack leaned back on the log, feeling his exhaustion from all of the day's events finally settling into his bones.

“This is exactly what we were saving it for,” he said. “Today is a day to celebrate.”

Molly joined the two of them, letting out a satisfied sigh as she sat down next to Jack.

“This feels like a dream.” She looked up at the stars and spoke almost as though to herself. “A nightmare that I stuck with for long enough to turn into something good.”

“It’s not a nightmare, and it’s not a dream,” said Rebecca. “It’s just the way the world is now. The asteroid didn’t have any intention of its own. It didn’t know that it was taking so many people from us, our families, or my husband. And it’s the same with the aftermath of it. The world is just a blank canvas, for us to make what we will of it.”

Rebecca pulled the pot off the fire and took a mug for each of them out of one of the bags. She dunked each of them in and scooped out a portion, the juice spilling out over the side of each cup. Jack took his and immediately took a sip, feeling the hot broth burn his tongue.

“This is the best home cooked meal I think you’ve ever made, mom.” He watched his mother’s eyes light up at the compliment.

That was always the one surefire way to put her in a good mood.

“Thanks, honey,” she whispered. “What do you think, Molly?”

“I’m not a big onion fan, but uh…” The younger woman trailed off, shrugging her shoulders. “It’s good.”

The three of them continued eating in silence for a couple of minutes. The mood around the fire was one of tired happiness, all of them still processing the luck that had brought them to their new home. Jack’s mind was alive with ideas about how to take advantage of everything they’d been given, how to not just survive, but to thrive.

Rebecca was the first one to let out a yawn.

“I’m exhausted,” she said. “We should all think about getting some sleep soon.”

“Is it okay to just leave the fire?” asked Molly. Jack nodded.

“It will burn down to coals overnight,” he said. “Eventually, we might want to try to keep it going all the time, but for now, we’ll be all set with using our fire kit to rebuild it when we need it.”

Jack stood up and walked over to his mom, who was setting a large, flat rock over what was left of the stew in the pot. She turned to him and wrapped him in a tight hug, her body attracting his full attention.

“Good night, sweetie,” she whispered. “I love you.”

“I love you too, mom.”

“Are you going to sleep in your lean-to tonight, or…?”

Jack nodded.

It’s not really like I have any choice. The tent isn’t made for three people.

“I just have to spread out the leftover tarp from the tent, and it will be good to go,” he said.

“Okay. Be safe out here, and don’t hesitate to come inside if it gets too cold.”

Rebecca kissed him softly on the cheek and then walked over to the tent and slipped inside of it. Jack began rifling through the supplies to the right of the tent, pulling out the tarp and his sleeping bag.

“Do you need any help, getting that spread out?” Molly was standing over by the fire and had an intrigued look on her face. She walked over to him with her hands clasped behind her back, and her breasts pushed forward.

“Sure,” said Jack. “That would be nice.”

Molly stood close by him, helping with the tarp as they made their way over to the lean-to. They crouched low and spread it out across the ground. To Jack’s surprise, it fit the area underneath the roof almost perfectly, with a little bit of space left uncovered on either end.

“Your sleeping bag,” whispered Molly. “Do you want me to help you unroll it?”

It was dark underneath the cover of the lean-to, but Jack could still see Molly’s outline clearly. Her body language was open and unambiguous, and it made his thoughts go back to what had happened at the river earlier that morning.

“Yeah, Molly,” said Jack. “Let’s unroll it, together.”

Jack reached for the sleeping bag in her hands, letting his palm descend over her fingers. Slowly, they began to spread it across the tarp. The tension in the little shelter was thick and palpable, intense enough to make the cool summer air feel hot.

He stared at Molly as they finished the simple task, at her breasts and body, and at her beautiful face. Without really thinking about it, Jack reached his hands forward and cupped her cheek. Wordlessly, he pulled her into a kiss, and then the two of them fell to the ground in a tight, horny embrace.

Jack’s lips moved against hers with a passion that was new to him, and almost frightening in its power. His fingers fumbled with the zipper of her jumpsuit even as his other hand pawed at one of her soft, perfect breasts. Molly rubbed her thighs against his crotch, working his cock into a rock hard state almost instantly.

This is what we’re supposed to be doing. I need to fuck Molly, for the sake of more than just me.

“Jack…”

He pulled her jumpsuit open and practically buried his face against her naked breasts underneath it. She smelled clean and soft, and uniquely feminine.

“Jack…”

He kissed her neck and rolled her underneath him on the sleeping bag. He kissed her again, but her lips didn’t move against his. Jack’s hormones were too riled up to stop and ask questions, and he began grinding his cock against her crotch, dry humping her with horny anticipation.

“Jack!”

Molly set her hands on his chest and pushed him back slightly. It was only then that he was able to come back to reality and reign himself in.

“I can’t,” she whispered. “I have to tell you something.”

Her chest heaved up and down as she spoke, and it was clear that she was just as sexually excited as he was.

Why is she stopping me now? Last night, and then earlier today… isn’t this what we’re supposed to be doing?

“Molly, what is it?” he asked. “Why are you-“

“I made your mom a promise,” said Molly. “We both made each other promise it, actually.”

Jack blinked. His cock ached for attention, and without really meaning to, he leaned in closer to Molly and slowly began to move against her again.

“Stop it!” Molly cut him off again before he could get going. “Look, your mom and I agreed that we would move forward with you together, evenly.”

Jack shook his head. Thinking about his mom only made his dick crave release even more intensely.

“What does that mean?” he asked. “I thought the whole point was for me to…”

For me to sleep with both of you. For me to fuck my own mother, and my only friend, all for the sake of the human race.

“It is,” whispered Molly. “It still is.”

She leaned up underneath him, which had the unintended effect of bringing her gorgeous breasts into a beam of moonlight. Jack stared at her perfect nipples, and the way each of her boobs hung with perfect, natural poise. It was almost too much for him to handle.

“Jack, we don’t want to end up destroying the balance that we have here.” Molly ran a hand through her hair and shook her head. “God, I wish your mom was here to help me explain this.”

Part of Jack did as well, but another part of him was horrified by the idea, and how turned on it made him.

“Look, I’m your friend, and Rebecca is your mother. And if it works that way, why would we want to change anything?”

“I don’t understand,” said Jack. “I thought changing that was the plan, from the very beginning?”

“The plan is for all of us to help keep the human race going,” said Molly. “And the only way for us to do that is through… well, sex.”

She says it almost like it’s a dirty word. What the hell did she and my mom talk about?

“What we’ve decided is to keep the process as basic and straightforward as possible,” said Molly. “It will mess things up if emotions get involved.”

“Molly, it’s sex. How can emotions not get involved?”

Molly slipped in closer to him. Jack could tell she was doing it to illustrate her point, but the end result was to turn him on even further.

“The three of us will do it together, as a group,” she whispered. “That way, it will never come down to you making a choice between…”

A choice between Molly, and my mother? This is about their feelings, their emotions, not mine.

“Alright,” said Jack. “I guess I understand.”

He tried to smile in the darkness, but his cock was aching with unfulfilled desire, and the expression came out as more of a grimace. Molly didn’t move from where she was, and slowly brought her hands up to her breasts and let her fingers run across them.

“Good,” she said. “I’m sorry Jack. This is just the way that makes the most sense.”

He glanced past her and out the end of the lean-to, over to the tent. The light from the fire illuminated his mom’s sleeping frame, and for a moment, he considered the logic of what Molly was saying.

I thought I was the one in the toughest spot, but really, it’s them. Emotionally, this could become explosive.

Jack let out a sigh, and shifted to the side. He looked up at the roof of branches and trees that he’d spent the day building.

“You’re right. You both are.” He reached over to Molly’s hand and set his on top of it. “But can you at least help me out, just for tonight?”

It made him feel a little sleazy to ask so brazenly, but on the other hand, they had already experimented together. The transition from having them help him with his release, to not having that help, would be sudden and jarring if there weren't a tapering off period.

“…I really shouldn’t.” Despite herself, Molly didn’t stop Jack as he shifted her hand over and onto his crotch. He began moving it on her behalf, rubbing his rock hard bulge and willing her into the act.

“Molly,” he whispered. “It’s not really against what you and my mom agreed to.”

“It is.” Molly was stroking him off on her own now, but she still shook her head slowly, the conflict clear in her movements. “It feels like it is.”

“It feels good,” replied Jack. He unzipped his jeans and pulled them down in a rush, kicking them to the side of the lean-to in a similar manner to the way he’d done so many times before, alone in his old room.

“Jack…” Molly flinched her hand back like a nervous school girl as his cock popped out of his boxers.

She has never acted this modest before. It must be the deal that she and my mom worked out. She’s loyal, almost to a fault.

“Molly, it’s okay,” said Jack. “If it really bothers you that much, we can tell her in the morning.”

Tell my jealous mother about our sexual exploits of the night before? This is such a weird situation…

Molly shook her head.

“No, I don’t think we should,” she said. “Just… give her as much extra attention as you can. Make up for it with your actions, and I will too.”

Jack nodded. Slowly, but with a gentle forcefulness than he surprised himself with, he lowered Molly’s head down towards his cock. Her lips were pursed tightly at first, but after a moment, she sighed and gave it a kiss.

“You’re so spoiled,” she whispered. “A sexually spoiled, little brat.”

She pinched his butt jokingly and then brought the head of Jack’s cock into her mouth. The lead up to the sensation had been so long and drawn out that it almost made him flinch with surprise. It felt beyond incredible, like a glass of water after going thirsty for hours on a hot summer day.

“Oh god, Molly!”

She sucked with delicious enthusiasm, taking pride in her skills. Jack could tell that she had decided that if she was going to do it, she was going to do it right.

“Yeah, just like that,” he whispered. There was a sound from outside the lean-to, and he shot a paranoid glance over to the tent and his mom. She was still inside of it, but she’d shifted her position.

Is she awake?

Before he could look more closely, Molly slid her lips all the way down his rod. She was deep throating him, and Jack could barely handle the intensity of the sensation. It felt like his cock had slipped inside the tightest, most responsive pussy in existence.

“Jesus Christ!” He’d meant the words to come out as a whisper, but the pleasure was taking control of his body. Molly pulled her mouth off his cock slowly and then cleared her throat with sexy, seductive grace.

“Did that feel good, Jack?” Her words were sultry, and almost cruel in the way they illustrated the control her sexual power gave her. Jack nodded.

“It’s all we can do, tonight,” she whispered. “I might have given ground on this…”

She grabbed Jack’s cock and gave it a squeeze.

“But you don’t get to fuck me. Not yet, not until it’s time.”

Jack thought back to the river, and what had happened there.

I’m not just a plaything. I have just as much control and say in this as she does.

He reached his hand back to her head and pulled her face back into his cock. Molly began licking and sucking as though it was exactly what she’d been waiting for.

“Oh yeah, that’s right,” whispered Jack. “Suck it. You know exactly what your role is here.”

He pushed his cock deeper into Molly’s mouth, and she let out a little squeal.

“Keep on sucking,” he whispered. “Like a good girl.”

Molly kept on sucking, not even glancing up at him with her eyes. Her tongue and lips were pure bliss against his shaft, and the way that she shifted between vying for sexual control and giving into her dirty, slutty nature was so different from what he’d experienced before.

It’s so different from mom.

Molly did look up at him then, sucking with increasing speed and twisting her lips around his cock each time she bobbed back and forth. Jack needed to cum so badly it almost hurt, and he could tell that Molly sensed it. Right as he was about to reach his limit, she pulled back, hovering her mouth millimeters away from the head of his dick and smiling.

“Do you want me to keep going, Jack?” She looked as though torturing him was the most fun she’d had all day. “You just have to say please, if that’s what you want.”

Jack pulled her head forward and rubbed the tip of his cock against her lips. It was the straw that broke the camel’s back, and his cock began to explode with cum. The first strand splattered across Molly’s face diagonally, from her nose down across her cheek. She was quick with her mouth and sucked the rest down gently, glaring up at him as she did.

Completely spent, Jack leaned back against the tarp of the sleeping bag. Molly zipped up her jumpsuit and then climbed on top of him, staring into his face.

“Your mom can’t know about this,” she said.

“We didn’t do anything wrong.”

Molly crouched low as she left the lean-to, looking back at him one last time.

“It’s not about right and wrong anymore, Jack. It’s about people, and emotions.”

She crept away from Jack’s handmade shelter and over to the tent. He watched her go, and then rolled over and went to sleep.


CHAPTER 24

The morning was cool for the summer. Jack had the fabric of his sleeping bag pulled up over his head, and slowly slipped out from under it, seeing the roof of the lean-to above him.

It’s still standing. Not half bad craftsmanship, if I do say so.

He yawned, and quickly pulled himself out of bed. His jeans were sitting next to his sleeping area. Instead of grabbing them, he walked out into the camp, intent on snagging one of the clean pairs of pants that he’d been rationing ever since leaving the emergency shelter.

“Good morning, honey!” Rebecca was stirring a pot over hot coals, the fire long since died down. She smiled at him, humming a familiar tune as she cooked breakfast.

“Morning, mom,” said Jack. He glanced around and noticed that Molly wasn’t around. “Where’s Molly?”

“She headed down to the river to wash up.” His mom shrugged her shoulders. “Personally, I would think that the swimming we did yesterday would be enough. It’s not like we’ve been traveling through the ash storms up above.”

Jack nodded slowly, remembering everything that had happened the night before.

She’s probably washing her hair, and her face. That’s on me.

He pushed the thought out of his mind and took a seat on the log bench.

“What’s for breakfast?”

His mom scooped up a spoonful of what she was stirring and held it out to him. Jack leaned in and gave it a taste, feeling nostalgia for his youth and the old days of her cooking wave over him.

“Mmmm,” he said. “That’s oatmeal, but what else? It’s sweeter than it was yesterday.”

Rebecca nodded.

“I mixed in some of the strawberries and blueberries. There are a ton of them growing around here. We’ll have to work to eat them all.”

She started ladling Jack out a mug, and he leaned back on the log. He felt relaxed, more than he had in almost a week. Life wasn’t back to normal for them, but at least a sort of equilibrium had been obtained.

“That smells really good!”

Jack jumped out of his seat and turned towards the source of the new voice. It was deep, masculine, and unlike any that he had heard since the beginning of the crisis.

“Oh… my god.” Rebecca dropped the spoon into the pot and held a hand up to her mouth.

Standing about twenty feet to the north of them was a man that Jack had never seen before. He was tall, with disheveled black hair and a slightly overgrown beard. He held both of his hands up in the air passively, grinning from ear to ear.

“Hi,” he said. “I’m Dimitri.”

“Holy fuck…” All Jack could do was shake his head. There were more footsteps from over by the river, and he looked over in time to see Molly walk into camp with an expression on her face that perfectly mirrored what he was feeling.

“How did you… survive?” Rebecca was slowly shaking her head, still in the midst of disbelief. “We haven’t seen anyone else around. How are you even here right now?”

Dimitri began to laugh. It went on for a while, longer than what would have been considered normal back when social norms still existed. He finally slapped his hand on his thigh and let out a deep sigh.

“It’s truly a miracle.” He chuckled again, and then gestured to the trees around them. “To answer your question, this is how I survived. I was hunting here in Eckhart Gorge, and then all hell broke loose on the surface.”

It was only then that Jack noticed the Dimitri had a rifle hanging from his shoulder. The hairs on the back of his neck prickled, and he did his best to will them down.

He’s a hunter. It makes perfect sense that he’d have a gun.

“It’s nice to meet you. More than nice. I’m Molly.” Molly stepped forward with her hand extended. “This is Jack, and Rebecca.”

“Molly…” The look that Dimitri gave her was soft and open. He took her hand into his and bent down over it, almost bowing to her as he shook it. “It is truly a pleasure to make your acquaintance.”

The grin had still not left his face. After he had finished shaking her hand, Dimitri walked over to the dimming coals of the fire pit and took a knee in front of them.

“Do you mind? I haven’t eaten anything other than squirrels and groundhogs for days.”

“Of course not,” said Rebecca. “It would be our pleasure to have you join us.”

She glanced over at Jack, trying to get a sense of his thoughts on the situation. His face was blank, and he was visibly unsure of what to do.

This changes everything.

“Mmmm, this is so good!” Dimitri dug into the mug of sweetened oatmeal that Rebecca handed him with gusto. “Rebecca, did you cook this?”

Jack’s mom nodded.

“This is incredible!” He kissed his fingers and pushed them into the air, and Rebecca giggled. “Oh man, let me guess. You used to be chef back in the old world!”

“Oh please, stop!” Rebecca rolled her eyes. “It’s just something I threw together.”

Dimitri let out another laugh and finished off the porridge, making satisfied eating noises as he did.

“So, Dimitri…” Jack finally found his voice, eying the newly armed arrival with cautious optimism. “You said you have a camp near here? We’re still in the process of getting ours set up, as you can see.”

“Mmm, yes,” said the man. “My camp is just to the north of here. We’ll go check it out as soon as I’m done.”

There was something about the way that the man spoke, forceful and dominant, that set Jack on edge. He looked over at Molly and his mom, but neither of them appeared to have noticed.

“Yes, we’d love to see it,” said Molly. “We’ve been making due with our basic survival stuff since we met up, but there’s only been so much for us to get by on.”

Dimitri nodded slowly.

“Yes, yes, I’m sure it’s been hard for all of you.” He finished the last of the oatmeal and set the mug down on the ground. Jack still felt uneasy, and even the short silences in the conversation acted to amplify his tense mental state.

“This really does change everything,” said Dimitri. “I was so concerned about the future, my future, and the human future, but not anymore.”

Jack, Rebecca, and Molly all shared a very brief, but very telling glance.

They’re starting to see what I see.

“Yes,” said Rebecca, in her gentlest voice. “We know exactly how that is. It was hard for all of us to get a sense of how to move forward. For a while, my son and I thought we were the only people left. When we made contact with Molly, it was almost too much for us to process.”

Dimitri brought his hand to his head and scratched at something in his hair.

“He’s your son?”

Rebecca looked over at Jack and then nodded.

“But you’re so young!” Dimitri stood up from the log bench and walked around to the other side of the fire. “And so beautiful…”

He reached his hand out and lifted Rebecca to her feet. She took a step back, still smiling, but clearly unnerved.

“Whoa, easy there, mister.” Molly walked over to set herself in between them. Dimitri surprised her by turning his attention her way, still grinning as though it was the best day of his life.

“Don’t worry, I’ve noticed you too!” He laughed. “How could I not notice you? The only other woman I’ve seen is that evil witch! This is perfect, just perfect!

What the fuck?

“Hey, back off.” Jack stood up slowly. Instead of walking right over to where Dimitri was, he fumbled through the nearby supplies for his survival knife. As he gripped the hilt of it and turned back towards the group, he found himself hoping desperately that he wouldn’t have to use it.

Dimitri started laughing. Jack could hear a tremor in it that had gone unnoticed before. It was raucous, uncontrolled, and crazy.

“You think I don’t get it,” he said. “But I can see what’s going on as clear as day. Is she just waiting for me to let my guard down?”

Jack stepped in between Dimitri and the women. The new arrival took a couple of quick steps back, almost tripping over the fire in the process. Jack watched him, and then immediately began to regret not taking advantage of the mistake as the man unshouldered his rifle.

“Where is she?” Dimitri shouted, sweeping the barrel of the rifle in a wide arc. “Tell me where she is, and we don’t have to go down this road!”

“What the fuck are you talking about?” Jack stepped forward, holding his open hand out defensively. “Just chill, man. Put the gun down, and let’s talk through this…”

“I’m not stupid,” said Dimitri. “And I am not… crazy.”

He leveled the barrel of the rifle on Jack’s head as he said the last word. Rebecca let out a scream.

“Your supplies. Each of you grab a backpack, and slowly walk over here.”

“Dimitri…” said Jack. “Look, you’ve been out in the forest on your own, right? After what happened with the impact, we’ve all been a little scrambled. We understand.”

“Kid, I’m twice your age,” said Dimitri. “Don’t try to play hero.”

“I’m just trying to-“

Dimitri shook the gun and glared at him.

“Just listen to him, honey,” whispered his mom. “We’ll be okay.”

Dimitri overheard what was being said and closed the distance between himself and Rebecca.

“You should listen to your mother.” Dimitri let the rifle sink to his waist. With his free hand, he reached out and groped at Rebecca’s breast. She made a face but resisted flinching back.

I can’t let this happen!

Jack was moving forward, tightening his grip on the survival knife. Dimitri was only a couple of steps away from him, and he was sure that he could close the distance in time, and at least get a swing off.

“Jack, no!”

A gunshot rang out in the air. Dimitri was quicker than Jack had expected, and his aim was true. The bullet hit him in the right shoulder, tearing through skin and muscle and dropping him to one knee. The pain was excruciating.

“Fuck!” Jack gritted his teeth. It was impossible for him to raise his arm, and the knife hung uselessly in his hand.

“I told you, kid.” Dimitri walked over, pulling the slide of the weapon down. “I really wish you had listened.”

“Don’t kill him!” Rebecca’s voice was little more than a panicked echo of itself. “Please… I’ll do whatever you want.”

“We both will,” said Molly. “We’ll go with you now. Just let this be the end!”

Dimitri grabbed Jack by the scruff of his shirt and pulled him up. Every little movement caused the pain in his shoulder to flare up, but he gritted his teeth and refused to let it show on his face.

“Alright,” said Dimitri. “I won’t kill him.”

He shouldered his rifle and took Jack’s knife out of his hand. As he dragged him across the camp, he stopped in front of the lean-to and knocked down the logs, and then in front of the tent, slashing the fabric open.

“What are you doing?” Rebecca was shaking her head, hands clasped together in silent prayer. “Please… stop.”

Dimitri just laughed and continued dragging him. It was a couple of seconds before Jack realized what the man intended.

The sinkhole. He’s going to…

Just as it clicked in his mind, Dimitri was pushing him into a roll with his foot. Jack tumbled forward, and then down the hole in the ground that they’d noticed on setting up the campsites.

“Noooo!” His mom’s voice became distant and far off. The hole was much deeper than Jack had assumed, leading not down to an earthen pit, but to something much more.

Jack slammed into the ground flat on his back, arms to his sides. He could hear running water nearby, and above him, the hole he’d came through was just a small circle of light.

“You said you wouldn’t kill him!” screamed Molly.

“If you second guess me, I’ll go down there and make sure that he’s dead. Grab the backpacks, and let’s go. There’s nothing here for you now.”

“No.” His mom’s voice was fragile but set. “We’ll never go with-“

Another gunshot went off.

“Do I have to repeat myself?” yelled Dimitri. “Do you want me to go and fire a few potshots into your son from up here?”

Nobody said anything.

“That’s better. Now let’s go. I’m going to show the two of you where your new home is. But we have to get there before nightfall, before she decides that it’s time to come out.”

I can’t let this happen…

Jack struggled to sit up, but the pain was too much. He let out a silent gasp as his arm brushed against a nearby rock and felt his vision fade to black.


CHAPTER 25

The cave was black and the sky visible through the hole above was dark, save for a patch of scattered stars. It had been hours since Dimitri had thrown Jack into the abyss. He felt weak and dizzy, and the rock underneath was cold, sapping away at his energy.

I’m going to die down here. It’s over.

He struggled to sit up, only managing to lift his head a couple of inches before painfully dropping it back against the rock.

“Hello? Is anybody… out there?” His voice was a specter of its usual volume. He knew that it was useless, even if he’d had the strength to shout at the top of his lungs.

I’ve let them down. Molly and mom, both of them.

“No!”

Jack gritted his teeth and tried again. He felt woozy even just leaning forward, as though he’d lost enough blood for it to matter. That, combined with the sharp, aching pain in his shoulder, brought him back down before he’d even reached a sitting position.

Is this really how it all ends? After everything we’ve been through?

Images began to flash through Jack’s head. He remembered his childhood, celebrating the holidays with Rebecca and occasionally his father, when the man had been in a social mood. He remembered making his mom proud and letting her down.

A memory carried him off, out of the cave. Jack was an awkward preteen, and he was sick. It had originally been a school day for him and a work day for Rebecca, but he was in bed, and she was there at his side.

“It’s okay, honey,” she had whispered. “Here.”

A wet washcloth was set against his forehead, and a soft hand caressed his cheek. Jack stared up at Rebecca’s beautiful face, and her loving, tender eyes.

“Mom…” he whispered.

Something slapped his cheek. Jack coughed and was back in the cave. Something, or rather, someone, was crouched down next to him.

“Who… what?” It was hard for him to get even a simple question out. The person said nothing, but he felt ginger fingers lifting him up by his good shoulder.

At first, Jack’s legs were weak and threatened to give out underneath him. He couldn’t stand on his own, much less walk, but it was clear to him that the person he was leaning against was smaller than him. There was no way that he could or would be carried.

I can do this! I have to!

“Grahhhh!” Jack set all of his strength to his legs and managed to step forward as his mysterious savior began to walk deeper into the darkness of the cave. He took another step, and then another, until his legs found their rhythm and he was confident that he could keep going.

“Thank you…” Jack whispered.

The figure said nothing.

The two of them traveled together in silence through the dark. Jack couldn’t see anything, but he could hear falling water nearby, as though waterfalls had broken through the cave’s ceiling from the river above.

They walked for what felt to Jack like an eternity. He wasn’t sure if the cave was large, or if the speed they were going at was prohibitively slow. His savior said nothing as they went, but occasionally Jack’s head would swing in a little closer, and he’d catch a vaguely feminine scent.

Finally, they stopped walking. Jack’s eyes refocused in the darkness, and he realized that they were outside of the cave, having walked up a long, sloping tunnel. The sky above was cloudy, but a couple of stars shone through, allowing just enough light for Jack to make out detail in the person he was leaning on.

It was a young woman, maybe a year or two older than him. She was beautiful, with dark hair that was cut short, reaching down no further than her shoulders. Her body was short and petite, but tanned and in perfect shape. In the pace of regular clothing, she wore what looked like an animal fur crop top, along with a tight, short skirt of the same material.

“Who are you?” whispered Jack. “Why… why did you save me?”

Instead of answering, the woman lowered him to the ground. Jack winced as a couple of blades of grass rubbed painfully against his wound. The woman walked by him, and he heard the sound of rocks clicking together. Light began to shine as a fire broke out, and Jack realized that he was at a camp, her camp.

“My mom, and my friend…” Jack’s voice was strained, and it took all of his energy to get any words out. “A man came to our camp and took them. He… shot me.”

The woman still didn’t say anything. Jack wasn’t sure if she’d heard him or not, but she made her way back over to where he was lying and began taking a closer look at his wound. Jack tried not flinch back as one of her fingers neared close to the bullet hole.

“Fuck that hurts! Careful, please!” Jack watched as the woman stared at him curiously. After a moment, she stood off and walked away, both from him and from the camp. She noiselessly disappeared into the trees.

I’m not out of danger yet. My shoulder is probably on the way to being infected. I’m not going to make it without antibiotics, and stitches, and a lot of luck.

The woman appeared again, holding something in her hand. Jack watched as she gracefully walked over to him, light from the fire playing shadows across her fit body.

“You don’t speak English, do you?”

The woman didn’t say anything. Instead, she dropped down to one knee and brought her hands back to Jack’s shoulder.

“Ouch! God damn it that hurts!”

She was stuffing something into it, crushed bark along with a strange smelling grass. Jack winced as his shoulder burned, but the woman didn’t let up. She finished by taking a long strap of leathery material and tying it into a bandage around the wound.

“…Thank you,” said Jack. He smiled at her, his head still throbbing from the pain. The woman said nothing and walked back over to the fire before taking a seat.

“Who knows how many people could be left?” He mused mostly for his own benefit. “We’ve found two in the past day. There could be hundreds out there. Thousands, maybe even millions. It’s just about finding them.”

There was no response from the woman, but Jack hadn’t expected one. He slowly forced himself into a sitting position and pulled in closer to the fire.

The woman had a small spit going over the flames with a charred rabbit skewered through it. Jack started paying attention to the smell and realized that he was incredibly hungry. She noticed the way he was staring at the meat, eyes full of covetous hunger, and pulled it down. She took a small stone knife, cut the rabbit in two, and then tossed half over to him.

“Thanks… ouch!” The meat was scorching hot. Jack let it sit on a smooth, clean looking rock next to where he was sitting, feeling a little wasteful at the grease that ran from its edges. The woman was watching him closely as she dug into her own portion, eating with cute, practiced little bites.

“I get the feeling you’ve been here for a while,” said Jack. “Was this your home before the asteroid came down?”

The woman didn’t say anything. Jack felt almost like any assumption he could make about her would only be a piece of the entire picture. There was a mysterious confidence to the way she moved and acted that made her seem larger than life, like a heroine from a big budget movie.

They ate their food in silence for a couple of minutes. Jack’s mind wandered and he began to feel anxious about Molly, and his mom.

They’re in the hands of a madman. I have to find some way to get them back.

The woman looked over at him with eerily perceptive eyes. She had just finished eating her food and was in the process of wiping her hands clean on some leaves next to the fire. Slowly, she stood up and walked over to him.

“What are you doing?” asked Jack. “Are you trying to cheer me up? You don’t even know what’s wrong!”

The woman took him by the hand and slowly pulled him to his feet. Jack was expecting his shoulder to cry out in protest, but whatever she had stuffed into it before left it feeling numbed out. He followed her as she slowly led him into the forest.

The two walked together for long minutes, maybe an hour. Jack followed the woman at the fastest pace he could travel. Every step she took was neat and silent, like the stories that he’d heard of Native American trackers moving in alignment with nature.

She would stop every once in a while and wait for Jack to catch up, and he as grateful for it. His body still ached all over, and he was tired.

Where is she taking me? I don’t understand…

Jack felt like he was walking in circles. He was pretty sure that it was intentional, a way of making sure that he wouldn’t be able to find her camp again if he wanted to, and it was working. He had no sense of where they were in the gorge, and which way was north or south.

As if reality itself was trying to reinforce his conclusion, Jack followed the woman out into a clearing and discovered that they were just across the river from his old camp. Dimitri’s destruction was obvious from a distance, and his heart sank as he stared at what he’d hoped was going to be his new home.

“Hey, what are you doing?” Jack watched as the woman ran forward into the water, making only the slightest of splashes as she pushed her way into the river. He followed behind her, taking tremendous care to keep his shoulder from getting wet.

As soon as they’d made it to the other side, the woman began taking stock of the camp. There were still a couple of things left untouched. Jack’s sleeping bag was underneath the logs that had once been the lean-to he’d worked so hard on. His stone ax was next to the fire pit, completely ignored.

Is she going to take what’s left? What’s the point anymore?

The woman glanced over her shoulder at him expectantly. Jack walked a little deeper into the camp, and watched with a mild sense of surprise as she began lifting up the logs and putting the lean-to’s roof back into place.

“Why?” asked Jack. “Why are you helping me?”

The woman smiled at him, the first sign of emotion he’d seen on her face since she’d rescued him.

She’s gorgeous. I don’t understand what’s going on inside her head…

Jack shrugged and walked over. He could only do so much to help with his injured arm, but it was enough to make rebuilding the shelter go quickly. Once the last log had been put into place, the woman disappeared back into the forest. A minute later, she reemerged, carrying several long lengths of vines in her hand.

She used them to bind the leaning logs of the roof to each other, creating a structure that was much harder to tear down than it had been before. Jack could only watch and scratch his head, wishing he had some way to communicate his appreciation.

“Thank you,” he said. “But I still don’t understand. Why are you-“

The woman leaned in and kissed him. Jack’s surprise was almost enough to make him jump back. The only thing that held him in place was the feeling of her body, so muscular yet feminine, against his.

She bit his bottom lip slightly as she pulled back, and then gave him another quick peck. Jack glanced around, as though expecting to see Molly or his mom watching him from the edge of the forest.

This is unexpected.

The woman stared into his eyes with intense, animalistic desire. It was the most Jack felt like they’d really communicated since she’d first discovered him in the cave. She slowly leaned in and groped at his crotch, offering him a minx like smile on her face.

“I don’t even know your name.” Jack shook his head in confusion, feeling his cock spring to life as the woman slowly worked her hand against it. She didn’t say anything, and instead took him by the hand and slowly led him into the lean-to.

She was gentle, making sure to avoid touching or moving his shoulder while still grinding against Jack like a cat in heat. He attempted to climb on top of her, and she twisted underneath, pinning him to the ground and kissing him deeply as if she enjoyed being in control.

Jack reached his left arm off and pawed at her animal fur top. It slid down enough for one of her medium sized breasts to come into view, the nipple poking out with perky eagerness.

The woman leaned in slowly, and they kissed again. Jack thrust his hips up against her, feeling his cock straining against his boxers and his pants. He groped at her breasts. They felt soft, and the contrast against her wild, tough exterior only made him feel even more turned on.

She struggled with the zipper of his jeans for a couple of seconds before Jack finally helped her with them. He pulled his shirt off, followed by her top, tossing all of their clothes in a pile next to his sleeping bag.

The woman tore off his boxers with aggressive movements. She stared at his cock like it was a loaded weapon once it had popped free of his clothing, and Jack found himself wondering if she’d ever seen one before.

Maybe she was raised by wolves? Wouldn’t that mean that she’s still a virgin?

The woman smiled fiendishly at him and then went to work sucking him off like a pro. Jack let out a gasp and leaned back against the ground. His shoulder still hurt, but bizarrely, the pain made the sexual pleasure even more compelling and intense.

“Jesus!” he moaned. “Where did you learn to do this?”

It was almost as though he’d become the male lead in the strangest porn movie ever. The woman was making tiny noises, almost like a female kitten growling at a mouse. She brought her big lips up and down, working her mouth across the top two-thirds of his cock with decisive licking and sucking.

“Oh man,” moaned Jack.

The woman stopped. He ran her hand up and down the length of his shaft a couple of times and then moved forward, positioning her hips over it. She still had on her tight, makeshift animal fur skirt, but as Jack immediately realized, she didn’t have anything like underwear on underneath it.

As she lowered herself down, Jack felt the head of his cock pushing into her tight, wet cunt. It felt incredible, and it was clear from the way the woman was looking at him that it was exactly what she wanted.

She doesn’t have any restraints at all, unlike Molly, or my mom. She just wants to feel good.

Jack blushed as he remembered all of the illicit encounters he’d had with the other women over the past few days. He then drifted off into a realm of exclusive pleasure and undeniable bliss as the woman began to rock back and forth. She looked like an Amazonian warrior, preparing to ride into battle on her chosen mount for the day.

He could feel his cock pulsing inside of her, squeezing his member with her feminine muscles. Jack lifted his injured arm up, pushing through the pain in order to grope at both of her breasts. He tweaked her nipples and heard her let out a squeal that sounded almost like a cat’s growl.

“Oh yeah,” moaned Jack. “That’s right.”

Now I know why she saved me. She brought me back here because she didn’t want to have to deal with me passing out after sex at her camp. She had this all planned out.

The woman had set both of her hands on his chest. She was twisting her hips against him, letting her pussy stroke off the entire length of his cock and using it for her own pleasure. She kissed Jack deeply and then let her fingernails claw across his chest. It hurt in a way that almost felt good.

“Yeah, there we go,” whispered Jack. “Yes!”

He started raising his voice and letting out his moans. His mom and Molly weren’t around, and as terrible and worried as he felt about them, it also meant that he was free to enjoy sex for what it was. Guilt flashed across his mind briefly for having such selfish thoughts, but it was quickly replaced with pure, unadulterated pleasure.

The woman was whimpering and slamming her hips down on his cock. Jack grabbed her by the waist and started to add his own, injured strength to each bounce. Lewd slapping noises filled the lean-to, and he could feel her warm sex nectar dripping down onto his crotch.

“I don’t even know your name…”

She leaned her face in close to his, almost in response to his statement. Jack could see the hot lust in her eyes, and decided to take things up a notch.

“I’m going to do it,” he whispered. “I’m going to cum inside you.”

He knew that she couldn’t understand him, but there was still something very final and settled about saying the words out loud. He’d never had an orgasm inside a woman’s cunt before, with a condom or without. It was incredible even disregarding the circumstances that had led up to it.

The woman was moaning in time with his upward thrusts and her downward bouncing. Jack set a hand on each of her buttocks, sliding the animal leather skirt up and squeezing as he really began to let loose. He could feel himself reaching his limit, and just as he did, the woman tensed up and dug her nails into his chest.

“Fuck!” Jack thrust upward one more time, pushing his cock into her as deep as he could as he began to blast his seed. The woman shuddered and collapsed on top of him, her nipples and breasts pushing down against his chest.

Both of them spent the next few minutes catching the breath. Jack felt a wave of bliss pass over him, but it was quickly replaced with guilt and disappointment in himself.

Molly and my mom are still out there, still held hostage by that lunatic. What if he’s doing something like this to them, right now?

The woman had rolled off of Jack. He looked over to the side of the lean-to where he thought she was and saw nothing. Her clothes were gone, along with any substantial trace of her beyond a faint feminine smell.

It’s up to me and me alone. Tomorrow, I have to track them down.


CHAPTER 26

The morning was a harsh one. Jack was in a moderate amount of pain when he awoke, his shoulder throbbing to the rhythm of the chirping birds. He sat up slowly and took stock of his surroundings.

Luckily, the bullet wound had not reopened overnight. He felt more energetic than he had the day before, even if the range of his arm was still limited.

I’m okay, but are they?

He stared off into the forest, listening to the gentle splash of the river. It was hard for him to keep his anger contained. He felt helpless, like he was out of options.

“I’m going to find you!” He yelled into the distance. “Mom! Molly!”

There was no answer back. Jack crawled out of the lean-to and spotted his handcrafted stone ax nearby. He picked up with his left arm and turned it around in his hand.

I’m going to put this through Dimitri’s skull.

Instead of waiting around the camp and wallowing in hopelessness, Jack began taking action. He foraged through the forest nearby, finding a scattering of strawberries, blueberries, and edible tubers to eat.

Using a stick of charcoal from the fire, he began to sketch out a crude map of the gorge on one of the rocks by his lean-to. He only had his memories of what it looked like from the surface and what little exploring he’d done to go on, but it was an effective way of organizing his thoughts.

The river goes down through the middle. There’s a good chance we would have run into him earlier if he were camped out on the same side of it as us.

Jack clearly remembered the man coming from the southeast, and it seemed as though he had been heading that way with the women after the encounter. He drew dividing lines from the center of his diagram and then circled the section he’d narrowed it down to.

I’ll search here, but first…

The stone ax wasn’t enough. He had managed to chisel it into a sharp edge, but with his right arm injured, it was impossible to imagine getting within range of Dimitri to use it. His opponent had a gun, and he only had his wits and the element of surprise.

Jack walked through the forest nearby until he had found what he was looking for. There had been a branch that he’d discarded during the building of the lean-to for being too thin to use on the roof. For a spear, however, it was perfect.

The branch was almost perfectly straight, and the wood was dry and hardened by the elements. He tested lifting it in his right hand, feeling the pain of his injury but also sensing that he could push through it.

If I have to, I can use it in my burned hand. But only if it comes down to it.

He took a seat in front of the ashes of the fire and got to work. His initial impulse was to try attaching a sharp piece of rock to it, but the more he thought about it, the less the approach appealed to him. There was no way of telling whether he’d be able to get close enough to Dimitri to strike with it in his hand. If that wasn’t a possibility, then the spear would need to be balanced enough to throw.

He used the edge of his stone hand ax to sharpen the end of the branch into a fine point. Jack was a little surprised by just how sharp he managed to make it. The end product reminded him of a pencil fresh out of one of the automatic sharpeners from back when he was in school.

“This will do,” he muttered. “This will do just fine.”

It was still early in the morning. Part of Jack wanted to hold off and spend more time preparing. The forest suddenly looked very menacing, more than it had in all the time he’d been in Eden.

I could die, doing what I’m about to. I almost already did.

He took a deep breath and tested the balance of his newly fashioned spear for the third time. A memory popped into the forefront of his mind. Right after the impact had happened, when he and his mom had been in the emergency shelter, there had been a moment when they both realized that it was likely that all the people they knew and loved didn’t make it.

Jack thought about his dad, so distant in life and so permanently distant now, in death. He thought about his friends, the other students in school, and his teachers. He thought about his neighbors, and the little children he’d occasionally see playing kickball down the block.

And now mom and Molly too. If I don’t do something, they’ll be part of this memory too.

He stood up and headed into the forest.

Jack’s pace to the southeastern area of the gorge started out fast. He could hear birds ahead of them, and saw a couple take off to the air as he approached. Realizing that he would be about as detectable as a rampaging elephant at that speed, he slowed his steps down, walking quietly and deliberately.

I need to find them before Dimitri finds me.

The day dragged on. Jack was impatient, but he forced himself to keep from rushing. He moved into a part of the forest that was completely new to him, and began stopping every couple hundred feet to regain his bearings.

The landscape was a mosaic of vegetation, trees, fallen logs and broken stumps. Jack used every bit of it to his advantage, crawling on his stomach across open stretches when there was no other cover for him to take advantage of. Minutes turned to hours, and Jack’s clothes slowly became dirtied with dirt, mud, and grass stains.

He operated under the assumption that Dimitri was expecting him and keeping a lookout. It was hard for Jack to know how close or far away the man’s camp could be, and all of his senses were on high alert for any hint of it.

Smoke. I smell smoke.

Jack pulled himself out from behind a broad tree trunk and scanned the horizon. A thin, wispy grayish black line was trickling up into the clouds from across the river. Jack traced it back down and got a sense of how far it was from him.

His heart was beating faster, and faster. He made his way over to the riverbank and slowly slipped down into the water, ignoring the chilly temperature and quietly wading through to the other side. It came almost up to the wound on his shoulder, but Jack didn’t hesitate.

Ahead of him, there was a small, circular clearing. He poked his head out into it and saw exactly what he’d been looking for.

A small shelter, not unlike the on that Jack had built besides being free standing and incorporating animal skins, stood amidst the grass. Jack stared at it for several long seconds before venturing out. Ha crouched low until he was all the way at the edge of the trees, and took a deep breath.

I only get one chance at this. He’s got a gun, and I have the element of surprise. This is as even as the odds will ever be.

Suppressing the urge to let loose with a battle cry, Jack slipped out onto the grass and sprinted for the shelter. His bare feet didn’t make much noise against the grass. He kept his shoulders and head low, and slowed to a creep as he closed the last few feet.

The shelter was silent and noiseless. Jack quickly made his way to the front of it and peered inside.

Molly!

She was the only one inside, unconscious and with bound hands and feet. Jack glanced around the area before ducking through the shelter’s entrance and making his way over to her.

“Molly!” He gave her shoulder a shake, praying that she was just asleep. “Molly, come on! We have to go!”

A gunshot rang out, and a hole appeared in one of the animal skins that had been pulled taut over the skeleton of the shelter. Jack dropped to one knee and found something he recognized on the ground, his old survival knife from the camp.

“I knew you would come!” Dimitri’s voice echoed into the shelter from far off. “Either you, or her, or both. I’m not going to let you win!”

“This isn’t a game!” yelled Jack. “There is no winning or losing, anymore, you fucking psycho!”

The fierceness that came out in his own voice surprised him. Jack kept moving even as he spoke, using the survival knife to unbind Molly and then shifting her over his shoulders.

“It is a game, and I’ve been enjoying every second of it.” Dimitri laughed. “My latest spoils have been so much fun to play with.”

Hot rage boiled inside of Jack’s chest. He gritted his teeth and slowly stood up with Molly.

“You bastard.” The words came out as a whisper, and Jack raised his voice as he continued. “Where is she? Where is my mother? If you touch her, or kill her, I’ll-“

“You’ll what?” Another gunshot went off, blasting through the shelter at a lower angle this time. “There’s nothing you can do, Jack. Besides, I quite like her. She has a great figure, and so much feistiness.”

I can’t let his words get to me. I need to stay calm.

Jack thought of his mother, thought of what she would say about the current situation, and steeled himself for what he knew he needed to do. Another gunshot went off, and this time, Jack launched forward, running out of the shelter as fast as he could with Molly on his back.

It takes time for him to reload.

“You coward!” Dimitri’s voice was clearly frustrated. “Stay and fight! You know what’s going to happen if you don’t? Your mom does…”

I can’t let myself fall for it. This was a trap, and for her sake, I have to stay level-headed.

Dimitri’s laughter rang out on the air as Jack reached the first set of trees. Another gunshot went off, but it missed him, and then he was into cover.

“Oh Jack, you just made a very big mistake,” he called. “And unfortunately, your mom is going to pay for it, with her big lips, and her hot cunt. She’s fine, Jack, so very fine.”

Jack could taste bile in the back of his throat, but he didn’t stop running. Molly was, thankfully, very light. He was able to carry her through the forest at a surprising speed.

He didn’t stop when he reached the river, making sure to hold her well above the water as he walked through it. He kept going through the rest of the forest, the sun pushing forward in the sky. He only stopped when the two of them had finally reached their camp.

“Goddamnit…” whispered Jack. He set Molly down on top of the sleeping bag in the lean-to, double checking to make sure that her condition hadn’t gotten worse.

“God fucking damn it…”


CHAPTER 27

Jack had to work hard to keep himself distracted from his thoughts back at the camp. He built several more spears, added leaves and extra branches to the lean-to, and kept himself on high alert for any unusual noises or sightings.

There are too many trees around our camp. If he wanted to kill me here, he’d have to get in close.

He made Molly into the core object of his concern, using a strip of wet cloth to dab her forehead, and making sure her breathing was regular and even. There was no visible sign of injury on her, but a strange looking stain on her chin made Jack think that Dimitri had given her something to induce her current state.

I saved her, and I can save my mom. But I have to do it soon.

He tried not to think of the threats Dimitri had made against her during the encounter. It wasn’t fair. After everything that they’d been through, everything they’d lost, it just wasn’t fair. The thought of the lunatic having his way with the woman that Jack had always counted on and looked up to was almost enough to make him lose his mind.

Instead of sitting still and letting his emotions get the best of him, Jack worked and foraged. He found berries and fruit, gathering them into the pot and setting them in the lean-to for when Molly woke up. He built more spears, and fashioned a simple cloth shoulder strap that he could use to hang them from on his back.

This time, I’ll be ready. I know how long his gun takes to reload.

He briefly considered heading off into the forest in search of the mysterious woman. Whatever had happened between her and Dimitri had been enough to feed the fire of the man’s paranoia. Her help would be invaluable, even if only for its psychological effect.

In the end, he decided that leaving Molly alone would be too much of a risk to take. So he made spears, sharpening them much more effectively with the survival knife than he ever could have with the primitive, stone ax.

The sun was just beginning to set on the horizon when he heard a moan come from the lean-to. Jack hurried over and slipped inside of it. Molly had pushed herself up on one elbow and was rubbing her head and wincing.

“My god…” she whispered. “How much of that really happened?”

“Hey.” Jack smiled at her. “I almost thought that I’d lost you, for a second.”

“Ohhhh… My head hurts.”

Jack opened a water bottle and gingerly held it up to her lips. Molly drank from it in big gulps, a couple of drops spilling from the corners of her mouth.

“Thanks,” she said. “Phew. That was just insane.”

She shook her head and swallowed hard. Jack had never seen her look so uneasy before, not scared, but rather, vulnerable.

“What happened?” he asked. “What did that bastard do to you?”

“A lot of things, Jack,” she whispered. “It’s hard to think about, let alone say out loud.”

The lean-to was silent for several long seconds. Jack felt a little guilty about wanting to press the point, but his curiosity and concern for his mother were even harder to ignore.

“Molly…” His voice was as soft and gentle as he could make it. “He still has my mom. I need to know everything.”

Molly sighed, and then slowly nodded her head.

“After what happened at the camp, Dimitri started leading us through the forest. He was acting like he thought you were still alive, but I’m not sure if he really thought so or not. I think he wanted us to think that you were alive so he could use it as a threat, that he’d go back and finish you off.”

Jack nodded. Molly took another sip of the water and then continued.

“He’s crazy, Jack. Most of what he said was nonsense, ramblings about god’s plan, and how he was the chosen one. I wanted to try something to catch him off guard, but he kept the rifle against Rebecca’s back the entire time. The thought of getting your mom killed and having to live with it was… it was enough.”

“You did the right thing,” said Jack. “We’re in a better position now than we were before.”

But at what cost? He could be doing anything to my mom right now…

Molly cleared her throat and continued.

“The first night was probably the worst. He had us in that tiny shelter that you saw. He made both me and your mom… he made us strip naked, and dance around for him.”

Jack dug his fingernails into his palms as his hands formed into fists.

“Did he…?”

“He didn’t touch us,” whispered Molly. “But the things he said… it was almost worst. He kept trying to get into our heads, Jack. He talked about how there was nobody left, and how we’d come to love him eventually, and Jesus, it was so fucked up.”

Molly shook her head, and Jack pulled her into a soft hug.

“Jack…” she whispered. “Your mom was strong, at first. But he kept talking about you, how she couldn’t protect you, how she’d failed as a mother. I think it was just… too much for her.”

“What do you mean?” asked Jack. “What happened?”

Molly bit her lower happened.

“It wasn’t anything that had happened, just the way that she looked. Like that bastard had kicked her while she was down, and it was just a little too hard.”

Jack took several deep breaths that were meant to be calming. All he could think about was grabbing his spears and his knife and running out into the jungle.

“He made us sleep in the same bed with him, Jack,” said Molly. “We didn’t actually have sex, but he, well, he touched himself, and felt our bodies. It was disgusting. I wish I could wipe my mind clean of it.”

“How did he knock you out?” asked Jack.

“It must have been something in the food. The next morning, he brought us breakfast, cooked rabbit along these bowls filled with fruit juice. I was starving, but your mom wouldn’t touch hers. She tried to warn me… I should have listened.”

“It’s okay,” whispered Jack. “You’re alright now.”

“I’m not alright!” Molly shouted, and Jack flinched back. “The last, I don’t even know how many hours, have been a fucking nightmare. I’ve been hallucinating, seeing things, and losing my fucking mind. I can still feel it in my head, Jack! I’m scared even to close my eyes.”

“Hey, hey, shh,” Jack whispered, pulling her into a tighter hug. “I’m right here. It’s just some stupid forest drug. It will wear off eventually.”

Molly was silent, and he felt her body relax against his. The rage that Jack felt was hot and almost overwhelming.

I’m going to torture him before I kill him.

“Jack, there’s something else!” Molly grabbed his arm with sudden urgency, her fingernails digging into it slightly. “I… I thought that I might have just been hallucinating, but I’m pretty sure I wasn’t…”

“What is it?”

“Jack… He wants to burn it down.” Molly’s voice was hollow. “He wants to burn Eden down. He said it was the only way to get rid of the witch.”

Jack felt his heart skip a beat. He glanced out of the hut. There was still the tiniest scattering of sunlight on the horizon, but darkness was falling quickly.

“Molly, where is he? Does he have a second camp, a secret hiding spot? Where would he go?”

“I… I don’t know,” whispered Molly. “I don’t think so. He doesn’t care about being found, he cares about finding you, and the woman.”

Jack nodded, feeling an idea formulate in his head.

“Then I’ll let him find me,” he said. “This time, it’s my turn to set a trap.”

Molly was silent. She looked at him with serious eyes.

“I’ll go with you.”

“No. You can barely walk.”

“I can’t just stay here!” she shouted. “Jack, what if he sees through it? He knows where our camp is, he could decide to come here instead.”

“I know where to hide you,” he said. “It’s not exactly a fun place to hang out, but it will be safe.”

Jack found the rope in what was left of their scattered supplies, and made his way over to the sinkhole. The memory of his ordeal underground flashed through his awareness as he began to set up his plan.

He tied the rope around the trunk of a nearby tree and then using dirt, leaves, and mud from the river, he concealed it all the way over to the edge of the hole. The other end of it dangled just far enough down to allow someone to climb back out and up to the camp.

“It’s almost like the emergency shelter that me and my mom survived in,” said Jack. “The execution is a little different, but the premise is the same.”

Molly rolled her eyes at him. Jack tried not to let his emotions, the intense worry and concern he had for his mother, overwhelm him.

“Don’t get yourself killed, Jack,” whispered Molly. “We need you. I… need you.”

Jack leaned in and kissed her, feeling her lips move against his weakly. Her jumpsuit was stained with ash and dirt, but she looked more beautiful and vulnerable than he’d ever seen her before.

“I’ll come back,” he said. “Don’t worry.”

He waited until Molly had successfully lowered herself down into the sinkhole before making his move. Jack strapped the spears to his back, slipped his survival knife onto his belt loop, and then began gathering what he would need to set the trap.


CHAPTER 28

By the time he’d found everything he needed, the night was in full force. Jack had taken his shirt to use for materials, cutting it into one long strip.

Hopefully, the extra shirts are still in the supply bag that Dimitri stole. And hopefully, this plan works, and I can get them back.

He used the cloth strip to bind together as many dry sticks and logs as he could feasibly carry. Jack stuffed his pockets with dry grass and found a relatively dry stick that would serve the purpose. Without the fire starting kit that he had relied on for the past few days, he was going to have to make due with more basic methods.

I don’t expect that it will be easy, but I don’t have any other choice.

With everything assembled, Jack lifted the stick bundle and started towards the cliff wall. There was a section of it to the north of them, in the direction of Dimitri’s camp, that he had noticed and made note of on the way back. The boulders there were large and easily climbable, all the way up to the surface level above.

He was tired, but he forced himself to start the climb as soon as he reached the spot. The stick bundle made it difficult for him to use more than one of his hands at a time, but he made do, using every ounce of balance that his body contained.

It was slow going, but he kept at it. His thoughts didn’t meander from his goal, and he reviewed every detail of his plan as he went.

The fire will draw him out, and I’ll just wait. He won’t be able to see me in the dark, and that means his gun will be useless.

When Jack reached the rim of the gorge, he pushed the sticks over first and then pulled himself up. He could feel the chalky ash under his fingers as he set his hands down. The smell of the burnt wasteland was subtle, but easily identifiable, and it brought back memories of the impact and their voyage across the surface.

What he found surprising was the thin, insubstantial strip of grass that was pushing up on the edge of the cliff. Most of the shoots were covered in ash, but they looked determined to spread back out across the land.

And that lunatic wants to burn it down. I won’t let him.

Jack set the sticks from the bundle up in a pyramid formation, trying to get as much of it exposed to the air as possible. He wanted a big flame, big enough to be impossible for Dimitri to ignore. Once the foundation of the fire was in place, he took out his makeshift kindling kit and got to work.

It was easier than he’d expected. The ash was bone dry, and a bit of it mixed in with the grass. He set a rock on either side of the bundle to hold everything in place and then started spinning the fire stick in the middle of it, running his hands down it as though he was trying to warm them up.

After a couple of grueling minutes, real smoke began to float up from the kindling bundle. It was almost hard to smell against the charred backdrop, but Jack was sure of it. He brought the tiny packet of burning grass over to the sticks and branches and smiled as it began to spread.

Here I am. Come and get me.

There was no way for Jack to know what the fire looked like from within Eden, but from where he was, it was almost blinding. The sparks stretched upwards at the sky, as though trying to fly off and be reborn as stars.

He waited just out of range of the fire’s light, which was further off than he’d anticipated. There was nothing for him to hide behind. He stayed flat on his stomach, holding his knife in one hand and a spear in the other.

Minutes went by slowly. The fire burned on. Jack was beginning to worry that his quarry wouldn’t show, and that he was just wasting his time. And then, two tiny figures rustled out of the trees almost directly down below him.

“This is bold, especially for a boy like you, Jack.” Dimitri’s voice had a long way to travel to reach him, but he heard it clearly. “What now? I still have a gun, and I still have your mom?”

It was the first time that Jack had seen her since she’d been taken. Her tight t-shirt and jeans were speckled with dirt and mud, but beyond that, she looked no worse than wear. The only detail that felt out of place was her body language, which looked downcast and defeated.

“I asked you a question!” Dimitri looked angry and brandished his gun up at the cliff. “Are you going to answer me?”

He suddenly pushed Rebecca aside and leveled the rifle at the fire. Jack smiled as a bullet struck the cliff below it.

I’ve already won, and he doesn’t even know it.

“Are you fucking stupid?” Dimitri walked over to Rebecca and aimed the rifle down at her. “I have a hostage! I’ll kill her if that’s what it takes to get you to show yourself.”

Rebecca was shaking her head from side to side. Jack felt his heart sink. He wasn’t sure if Dimitri was bluffing.

“I’ll come out.” He shouted the words down and saw Dimitri’s face light up, and his mom’s melt into worry. “Under one condition.”

“Finally! I was beginning to feel like I was talking to myself.” Dimitri laughed. “What’s your condition, boy?”

“We settle this like men.” Jack watched Dimitri’s reaction as he spoke. “You let me climb down, and then we fight it out. No weapons.”

“Of course, of course,” said Dimitri. “If those are your terms, then I accept.”

He’s lying, but this is going to be my only chance.

Jack pushed his spears to the side, keeping his knife hidden in its sheath underneath his shirt. He stood up, watching Dimitri’s reaction as he came into view.

“I’m coming down now,” said Jack. He lowered himself from the edge of the cliff, watching the lunatic on the ground carefully.

I’m up too high for him to be able to hit me accurately. By the time I come into range, it will be too late for him…

“See, isn’t this a better way of doing things?” called Dimitri. “We’re communicating. We’re working this out together, right?”

Jack dropped down onto one of the larger boulders. He took another step forward, and could see from the man’s tense body language that he’d moved into range.

“Jack!” screamed Rebecca. Dimitri lifted the rifle and took aim. Jack moved with speed that he didn’t know that he had, ducking behind the boulder that his entire plan hinged around.

A gunshot went off. Jack grabbed the spear he’d hidden on the way up and started leaping from rock to rock, taking dangerous liberty in his path down.

I only have a couple of seconds…

He reached his next bit of cover just as Dimitri was taking aim again. Another shot went off, harmlessly striking against the rock, and Jack was moving again.

“You coward!” Dimitri sounded legitimately angry, and that had also been something that Jack had worked into his plan.

I just hope I can get within range before he turns his attention back to mom…

There was nowhere for him to hide on the final stretch down. Instead of trying to follow the rest of the boulders, he hurled himself the last ten feet to the ground, hearing another gunshot go off as he fell to the ground. Jack’s feet hit, and he fell into a combat roll. He let the spear fly from his hand as he came out of it, leveraging the extra bit of momentum.

For an instant, it looked like it was going to miss. But then, it was spiraling perfectly, as though fired from a rifled barrel of its own, and Dimitri didn’t move fast enough. The point of it stabbed into his shoulder, creating an injury on the man’s body that mirrored Jack’s own.

“Fuck!” The spear wasn’t in that deep, but Dimitri had to let go of the rifle in order to pull it out. Jack rushed forward, whipping out his knife and leaping onto his foe without hesitation.

Dimitri growled with rage as they tumbled to the ground. He was bigger than Jack, and their injuries were similar enough to cancel out any advantage that the spear might have given him. That wasn’t what he cared about, however.

In his rush to get the gun out of Dimitri’s hands, Jack accidentally threw the knife aside with it. Both landed only a couple of feet away from Rebecca, but with her hands and feet bound, she looked to be in no position do anything with them.

“I’ll give you your fair fight, you little fucker!” Dimitri let out a high pitched scream and wrapped his hands around Jack’s neck. He swung his fists up at the larger man in a wild fury, feeling his knuckles connect with hard skull and sending recoil through his arm.

I have to get him off me. It’s over if I don’t…

Jack fumbled his hand around on the ground, scooping dirt into his fingers. He threw it into Dimitri’s eyes and heard the man let out a scream of rage. Still, the hands remained around his neck, and he felt himself growing light-headed.

“Die!” Dimitri growled, and Jack felt spittle hit his face. He reached his hands up and began choking him back, but it was a desperate move, at best.

I can’t win. He’s got me.

Dimitri’s eyes suddenly widened, and he let out a gasp. Even in the darkness, Jack could see what had happened. Somebody was standing behind him, somebody who had joined the fray at the deciding moment.

“Who…?” Jack glanced over and saw that his mom was still struggling against her bindings on the ground. The figure stepped back, disappearing into the trees before he could make out their face.

It was her. She came back, but why?

“Jack!” Rebecca shouted to him from over in the grass. He struggled to push Dimitri’s body off himself, doing his best to ignore the blood pouring out of the wound in the man’s back and shoulder, and then hurried over.

“Mom!” He found his survival knife on the ground and quickly cut her bindings. “Are you okay?”

His mother looked at him and blinked her eyes. Jack saw a mixture of sad, chaotic emotions flash across her face.

“Let’s just get back to the camp,” she said softly. “Thank you, sweetie…”

He pulled her into a tight hug. She felt soft against him, and vulnerable. Jack breathed a sigh of relief.

It’s over. We can rest now.


CHAPTER 29

It was late in the night by the time Jack and his mom set off back to camp. Neither of them spoke much on the way. All of the questions Jack wanted to ask felt dirty and inappropriate, like they’d stir up bad memories and cause more harm than good.

Did he touch you? Did he do more than that?

“Mom…” Jack’s curiosity and concern grew too painful to hold in. “You can talk to me about anything that happened. I already heard about some of it from Molly.”

His mom rubbed her hand through his hair and smiled grimly at him.

“You don’t have to worry,” she whispered. “I said I’m okay, and I meant it.”

“Did he…?” Jack bit his tongue and then forced the question out. “Did he touch you? Because if he did-“

“No,” said Rebecca, quickly. “He didn’t take things that far. It wasn’t like that.”

Jack could sense that despite her words, she still wasn’t okay. The two of them reached the bend in the river before their campsite, and he slowed to a walk.

“What was it then, mom?” he asked. “Something must have happened.”

Rebecca sighed.

“He just, said a lot of things.” She shrugged her shoulders at him. “He gave me some kind of drug, and then made me tell him things. Made me tell him about… everything, including us. He laughed about it, about the things we’ve had to do.”

He talked to her about us?

“It wasn’t anything that a good night of sleep won’t fix,” said Rebecca. “I’m just glad that you found me in time.”

“Mom, whatever he said, it doesn’t matter.” Jack rubbed her shoulder encouragingly. “We’re safe now, and we love each other. That’s all that matters.”

Rebecca nodded.

“Who was the woman?” she asked. “It looked like you recognized her.”

“I don’t know. She helped me out, save my life after the attack.” The two of them walked into the camp. “Speaking of which…”

“Hey! Please tell me everything went according to plan!” Molly’s voice was a mixture of concern and optimism. Jack chuckled and walked over to where he’d set the rope.

“Yeah, it did,” he said. “It was a nice change of pace.”

Molly grabbed onto the rope, and Jack slowly and steadily pulled her up, favoring his good arm. She climbed over the rim of the sinkhole on her own and then immediately ran towards Rebecca and wrapped her into a hug.

“I’m okay,” said Rebecca. “We’re all okay. That’s the only thing that matters.”

Jack felt a wave of relief wash over him. He was much more tired than he’d realized during the walk back, and slowly took a seat on the ground, watching the two women sharing their emotional reunion.

“Dimitri… is he dead?” Molly asked the question as though she was afraid to broach the topic.

“He is,” said Rebecca. “We’re still not alone down here, though. There’s another woman in Eden.”

The two of them whispered to each other quietly for a minute. Instead of trying to overhear, Jack went inside the lean-to and began setting it up for the night.

“We still only have one sleeping bag,” he called out to them. “Tomorrow, I can walk back and get the others, but for tonight it looks like we’ll have to unzip it and share it as a blanket.”

His mom and Molly weren’t listening. Jack watched them for a second and realized that they were having a whispered argument.

“Hey?” He walked over, feeling like the odd man out. “What’s going on?”

“Nothing.” Both Molly and his mom answered at the same time, though the tones of their voices were very different.

“Uh… okay?”

There was something about the way his mom was looking at him that had changed. Her expression looked guilty, and a little remorseful. Molly was frowning next to her, arms crossed as though she was a little upset about something.

“Is anybody else starving?” asked Rebecca. “I think eating dinner, and getting a good night’s sleep will help clear our heads, and let us start off tomorrow fresh.”

Jack silently lamented the loss of their supplies as they scrounged around the camp for the edible food that was left. The three of them gathered berries, fruit, and a couple of granola bars that had fallen out of one of the backpacks. They sat on the log bench and slowly began to eat.

“Look, I don’t like being left in the dark.” Jack was nibbling on his portion of raspberries, struggling against the tension in the air. “Please, just tell me what it is that has you guys so turned up.”

“It’s…” Molly glanced at Jack’s mom and then sighed. “Jack, we’re still in the same situation that we were in before we found Eden, and all the trouble began.”

“It’s not the same anymore,” said Rebecca. “There could be more people out there. We don’t know that we’re alone anymore.”

“We don’t know that for sure!” Molly sounded frustrated. “And that’s not what this is about, is it? Rebecca, whatever he said to you, it was just nonsense. He was trying to break your spirit.”

Jack watched as his mom chewed on her lower lip, and then stood up. She slowly brushed off her shirt and jeans, looking more beautiful in the gentle moonlight than he’d ever seen her before.

“Let’s all just head to bed. We can talk more about it in the morning.”

The loaded atmosphere only heightened Jack’s awareness of the situation as the three of them made their way over to the lean-to. It was big enough for all of them, as was the sleeping bag once unzipped, but only just barely. Jack pulled off his shirt and his jeans and slipped into it ahead of his mom and Molly, who began whispering to each other again right outside.

“Look, it won’t even take that many times.” Molly had her hands open and held up, as though pleading with Rebecca. “I’m not thrilled by the idea either, and I know that he’s… your son. But I think it needs to happen.”

Rebecca didn’t say anything. Instead, she slowly began stripping her clothes off. Jack could only see the lower half of his body from his angle in the shelter, but watching her slowly wiggle out of her tight jeans was beyond thrilling. Molly followed suit, and the next thing Jack knew, the two women were half naked and crawling towards him.

“Jack…” whispered Molly. She leaned in and kissed him softly. His mom was on the other side of her, and as Jack’s lips broke from the younger woman’s, he turned towards her, the woman who had raised him.

She looks embarrassed. What’s going on in her head?

He leaned in a little closer. His mom pulled back but set one of her hands on his rapidly stiffening cock, the two contradicting actions turning him on even more.

“I’m your mother, Jack,” she whispered. “This… I’m starting to think that it’s wrong.”

She’s the one having doubts now?

Jack glanced over at Molly, who was frowning.

“Mom, it’s just like you said originally,” he whispered. “We have to put our feelings aside, for the sake of humanity.”

The words felt hollow and meaningless as they left Jack’s lips. He suddenly began to feel dirty and perverted. Molly nodded slowly, serving as an illicit accomplice as she gently guided Rebecca’s head down lower, and lower.

Maybe she’s right? What if we’re just doing this because it feels good, because of the thrill of crossing such a sacred line?

“I… I can’t.” Rebecca’s mouth was just millimeters away from the head of Jack’s cock, close enough that the words came out hot against his skin. “Honey, I can’t do things like this with you. With my lips, or with any other part of me.”

Jack shifted against the sleeping bag, pushing his cock into even closer proximity to her mouth. He felt more confused than he ever had before in his life. He wanted her to suck his cock, to go wild with it and stroke him off with her lips. He also wanted to hug her, and laugh with her, and have her reprimand him for his mistakes from her vantage point as his mother.

“Whatever he said mom, it’s not true,” whispered Jack. “We’re just doing what we need to in order to get by.”

Rebecca reached her hand out and wrapped it around his cock. A shiver of pure sexual thrill shot through Jack’s body.

“I’m worried Jack,” she said. “I’m worried that you like it. That we both…”

Her hand slowly began stroking up and down, and Jack was overwhelmed with pleasure.

“It’s okay for you guys to like it!” Molly leaned in next to them, setting a hand on Rebecca’s back. “What’s wrong with-“

“He’s my son, Molly. And this is sex.”

And she’s my mom, with her cock in my hand, and her lips pursed in front of it.

Jack felt like he was about to cum prematurely. It was the worst thing that could happen at the moment, with his cock directly in front of his mother’s face, in the midst of her conflict and confusion. He took a deep breath and tried to bury his arousal, bury the sickening sense of surreal enjoyment that her touch sent through him.

“We’re both in this together, Rebecca.” Molly took her hand and set it right above Rebecca’s on Jack’s cock. “Regardless of what it takes, we have to think about the future.”

The two women began stroking him off together. It was beautiful torture, and Jack wriggled his toes and dug his fingers into the sleeping mat in an effort to keep his cock from exploding early.

I can’t cum on my mom. It would ruin everything.

“Remember, you’ve already taken this step,” whispered Molly. “I’m only talking about going a little further. It’s okay if it feels good.”

Rebecca took a deep breath and nodded.

“Honey,” she whispered. “Are you still okay with this?”

As she said the last word, she leaned her lips in and gave the head of his rock hard member a kiss. Jack groaned with pleasure.

“Y-yeah mom,” he said. His voice felt shaky, and the words felt all wrong.

Maybe she is right. Maybe we shouldn’t be doing this.

Molly set her hand on the back of Rebecca’s head and slowly slid it forward, sheathing Jack’s erection in his mother’s mouth.

“There we go,” she whispered. “We’ll start with this, and end with-“

“Oh god!” Jack hadn’t prepared himself for how good it was going to feel. His mom’s tongue flicked over the head of his cock and lewd sucking noises came from the inside of her soft, wet lips. He arched his hips up and felt himself near his limit, and suddenly, she pulled back.

“Are you okay, honey?” asked his mom. “Is it too weird, having me do that… with my mouth?”

Jack shook his head. His cock was aching from how badly it needed release.

And I want it from her. I want my mom to suck my cock, and then climb on top of it. This is so fucked up.

“How close are you, Jack?” asked Molly. Her voice was almost neutral, but Jack could detect a slight undercurrent of frustration, almost jealous and impatient.

She just wants us to get it over with.

“We should keep going,” said Jack. “Mom, we should… keep going.”

As Rebecca leaned back in and began kissing his cock, Jack reached his hands over to her back and fumbled with the clasp of her bra. He was almost on the verge of getting it loose when Molly reached over and did it for him.

“What are you… doing?” Rebecca spoke in between slurps of her son’s cock. Jack tried to guide her head back down, but she held it just out of reach, maintaining her motherly hold on the situation.

“Relax, Rebecca,” whispered Molly. “Here, I’ll get naked, too.”

She stripped out of her bra and panties, and Jack watched her, feeling like he was the luckiest patron at a strip club as his mom continued to move her lips over his dick.

She’s my mom. Those are her lips and her mouth pleasuring me, not just some random stripper.

“Rebecca, I’m going to take your panties off,” whispered Molly.

“We can’t,” she replied. “Molly, he’s my son!”

Jack watched as Molly slowly pulled his mom’s panties down. She began sucking him off with less hesitation, as though she was determined to make him cum before he could get a shot at her pussy.

Maybe I should just cum now. This is the final line. Are we really ready to cross it?

“Sweetie, please…” Rebecca pulled her lips off his cock and looked up at him as though she could read his mind. “Just cum in mommy’s mouth for now.”

She lavished his cock with tiny little kisses, the same way she’d kiss his forehead as a kid, right before the first day of school, or after coming back from an overnight summer camp.

“Oh, shit, mom!” Jack leaned his head back as his mother took just the head of his cock into her mouth, sucking on it like it was the tip of a popsicle. “That feels… really good.”

“You know what would feel even better?” Molly whispered the question in a devilish, impatient tone of voice. She pulled Rebecca back slightly and then guided her forward onto Jack.

“Molly, we can’t!” hissed Rebecca.

“Jack, just do what comes naturally,” said Molly. “It will feel good for both of you.”

Molly had her hand on his mom’s back, committing both of them to a position that allowed for only one thing. Jack stared at his mother’s face, and even though it was dark, he could see her embarrassment, her shame, and her love.

“We should stop…” Rebecca leaned back against Molly’s hand, causing her big, perfect breasts to dangle in front of Jack’s face, and her thighs to grind against his cock.

“Do you want to stop, Jack?” asked Molly. “Or do you want to fuck the woman on top of you, regardless of whether or not she’s your…?”

I want to do it, regardless of whether she’s my mom.

Jack let his hands come to rest on his mother’s waist. One of her breasts bobbed in front of his face, and he planted a soft kiss on her nipple.

“Oh, sweetie!” she moaned. “That’s not okay!”

Jack pawed at her breasts with one of his hands and moved his mom into a better position. He could feel the juices of her wet pussy dripping down on him. He knew that she wanted it just as badly as he did, despite her reluctance.

How badly do I want it? How badly do I want to throw the dice, and turn our relationship upside down?

Jack pushed his hips up at the same moment as his mom dropped down slightly. His cock slipped into somewhere new, somewhere wet, warm, tight, and totally off limits.

“Oh god!” moaned Rebecca. Jack brought his mouth to one of her nipples and began sucking it.

The two of them reached a fevered pace almost instantly. The buildup had been too much for Jack to handle. His mom’s body was too hot, Molly watching was too much, and everything was wrong, twisted, and incredibly sexual.

Rebecca ground her pussy into his dick, working her crotch against him like she was trying to set the world record for getting a man off, using her own son as a stand in. Jack was overwhelmed with pleasure, more than he ever could have expected. He was already past his limit, holding on by the merest thread of willpower. The point of no return arrived suddenly, and just as it did, his mom let out a sickening gasp.

“We can’t!” She pulled back, popping her pussy off Jack’s cock the instant before it began to explode.

“Oh god, mom,” he moaned, his seed shooting up and splashing onto her stomach. The pleasure was incredible, enough to make his mind fuzz over and his muscles tense up. His mom moved rubbed his chest, keeping her hands away from his cock as though she had just broken out of a spell of sexual possession.

“That was a bit of a waste,” chided Molly.

“He’s my son, Molly,” she whispered. “I’m sorry. I just can’t.”

Why do those words hurt so much to hear?

“We’ll find the other woman,” whispered Rebecca. “The woman that saved you, honey. And then I can go back to being your mom, and you can go back to being my son. We won’t have to…”

Jack nodded. His heart was aching, though he knew it wasn’t supposed to be.

“We should get to bed,” said Molly. “We’ll talk about what to do next in the morning.”

The three of them slid underneath the unzipped sleeping bag, with Molly in the middle and Jack and his mother on either side. Jack closed his eyes and tried not to feel too ashamed of the fact that he was legitimately and utterly disappointed.

Tomorrow is another day…


CHAPTER 30

A soft breeze blew through the nearby foliage. Jack ignored it, focusing instead on twisting a loop into the vine trap that he’d sandwiched underneath a conveniently unearthed tree root. The afternoon sky was overcast, and a couple of dark clouds loomed on the horizon.

It’s a good bet that we’ll get rain tonight. I better double check the roof of the shelter.

He finished the knot, and then dusted his hands off as he stood to his feet. None of the traps that he’d placed over the past couple of days had done anything more than waste his time. He’d seen them work before on TV survival shows, but like a great many things, the reality was turning out to be different from his expectations.

It had been nine days since Jack had first arrived in Eden, a week since he’d confronted Dimitri, and things had begun to settle down. Between his own efforts and those of Molly and his stepmother, Rebecca, the tiny slice of paradise was becoming comfortable, the type of place that felt like home.

Compared to the tiny little emergency shelter, it certainly holds more promise for the future.

Jack stood up, dusted his hands off on his pants, and stretched his arms. His shoulder had healed up nicely, a fact that he owed to his mysterious savior and her herbal remedy. He’d seen her a couple of times since they’d first arrived, and each encounter had left him feeling a little more mystified by the strange woman.

He had his survival knife on his belt, as always, and one of his homemade spears on the ground nearby. As he bent over to pick up the sharpened wooden branch, something moved in the brush nearby. Jack stilled his movements, carefully finding a grip on the long weapon as he waited for the source of the movement to reveal itself.

A fat, furry rabbit hopped out into the open. Jack didn’t hesitate, springing forward before the animal could shift its momentum. He struck out with his spear, keeping it gripped in his hand as he jabbed it up to speed. The point landed a hit, and he immediately followed up by pinning the creature to the ground and skewering the life out of it.

Looks like we’ll have some meat for dinner tonight.

Molly and his mother had been against hunting for the first few days they’d spent in Eden. It wasn’t until Jack had broached the topic of the smaller animals potentially overwhelming the area, lacking any natural predators to keep their population in check, that they had softened on the issue.

It was surprisingly easy for Jack to bring animals down for them to eat. Eden was a lush, fertile paradise, and hunting was really just a matter of setting up in an area close to the river and waiting. Several times he had spotted larger animals, wild hogs and deer, and passed on them. With only a wooden spear and knife, he was still testing the waters with what he could take on alone.

Jack lifted the rabbit up and tied it to his belt with a small strip of vine that he’d intended to use in a trap. He started south along the river, headed back towards camp.

Molly was filling up water bottles at the shore, her long blond hair hanging over her face. She had abandoned her astronaut jumpsuit in favor of some of Rebecca’s clothes, and it was still a little jarring for Jack to see her wearing them.

“Hey,” he said. “How’s the gathering coming?”

She stood up as he walked over and smiled broadly at him. For the past couple of days, the two of them had been growing closer and closer together. Molly was older than Jack, but it made almost no difference in the new world.

“It’s going good.” Molly wrapped him into a sensual hug and kissed him on the cheek. “Your mom found some corn and some wild potatoes in the far south of the gorge. That should be a nice change up from the fruit we’ve been relying on for the past couple of days.”

Jack nodded, feeling Molly’s breasts rubbing against his chest. He hesitated for only a moment before leaning in and kissing her.

We’ve been acting like we’re boyfriend and girlfriend all week.

Molly brought her hands up to Jack’s shoulders and smiled at him as they parted. She glanced down at his belt and let out a gasp upon seeing the rabbit.

“Jeez, Jack! You should put that in the camp instead of just wearing it as a trophy.”

“Sorry.” He let his arms drop from her and took a step back. “I will, right after I clean it.”

Jack walked over to the river and crouched down near the edge. He slipped out the rabbit and his survival knife and went to work.

“I’ve been thinking a bit about what else we could use, now that we’re getting settled in.” Molly’s voice had an optimistic, musical tone to it, almost like a newlywed describing her ideas for redecorating.

“There’s only so much we can do. Once we build our supplies back, I want to make a trip down to the old emergency bunker and grab everything we left behind. Other than that, it’s all up to us, what we can grow, hunt, fish, and trap.”

Molly leaned towards him, watching as he carefully removed the skin and innards of the rabbit and set them aside.

“That’s not what I meant.” She took a breath and rubbed her hands on her thighs. “Jack, we’re still sharing a single lean-to. You, me, and your mom.”

“Oh,” he said. “Right, of course.”

It has been a bit awkward for the past few nights.

Jack and his mother had gone back to normal after they’d settled into Eden, more on her insistence than his. It was almost like none of it had ever happened, as though neither of them had ever crossed over the line. They had crossed over it, though, and the memory of the illicit passion that they had shared, mother and son, was impossible for him to ever forget.

“We just have to give it more time,” said Jack. “It will stop feeling so weird soon. I mean, she’s my mom.”

She’s my mom.

Molly nodded skeptically and watched as Jack dipped the cleaned rabbit into the water one last time. He stood up and smiled reassuringly at her. The two began walking back towards the camp, Jack holding dinner and Molly with her arms crossed.

“Still, I don’t see how us having extra living space could hurt.” Molly leaned over and kissed him playfully on the neck. “It would mean that we wouldn’t have to head out on ‘walks’ at night.”

The words were hot in Jack’s ear. The two of them reached camp, and after running the rabbit through a spit and wrapping it in leaves, he wiped his hands clean and turned back to her.

“Speaking of our ‘walks’, we were too tired to go on one last night.” He smiled at her and stepped in closer. “Why don’t we head on down to the river and wash up together?”

Molly grinned and took one of his hands into hers. She led him forward, towards the shallow curve in the river that the group had designated as their regular bathing spot. It wasn’t until they had pushed through the curtain of trees that they realized it was already in use.

Rebecca was waist deep in the water, wearing her bra and panties as though they were a bikini. The cleavage of her big breasts glistened with water droplets, and the moisture had turned the fabric almost sheer. Regardless of whether she was his mother or not, Jack found himself unable to look away from the sight of her perfect nipples pressing out, as though they desperately wanted to be free.

I need to put a stop to these thoughts…

Molly cleared her throat into her hand, and Jack’s mom finally looked over and noticed them.

“Oh, hey.” She smiled, brushing wet strands of dark hair out of her face and walking towards them. “I was washing up some of the potatoes I found and decided I could use a bath, too.”

Jack watched with wide eyes as she reached the shallows of the river, and more of her gorgeous body came into view. The water made her panties stick to her crotch and butt as though they’d been painted on, and all of her assets jiggled slightly with each step.

“We came here to wash up ourselves,” said Molly. “But it’s fine, we can wait until you’re done.”

Her voice was polite and respectful, but Jack could detect something in it that he’d been noticing increasingly frequently over the past few days. He and Molly were essentially a couple now, and Rebecca represented something that made her feel threatened, something that she could never be, a role that she could never fill.

“I’m getting out now,” said Rebecca. “You two can take your time.”

“Uh, thanks, mom.” Jack stood at full attention as Rebecca stepped onto the river bank. She strained water from her hair as she walked over to him, standing at a distance that would have been motherly and affectionate if it weren't for how turned on he was.

“I feel like I haven’t seen a lot of you over the past few days,” she said. Jack nodded.

That’s because every time we’re alone together, I start to feel really, really confused.

“We’ve all been busy, Rebecca,” said Molly, answering for him. “Come on, Jack.”

Molly stripped off her clothes in record time and then splashed off into the water. As Jack started to, his mom put a hand on his shoulder.

“I know things have been a little weird between us lately, Jack, but I love you.” She smiled at him and paused for a moment. “I’m your mother, and I love you.”

“I love you too, mom.” Jack’s words came out only a little louder than a whisper. He’d already unbuttoned his pants, and they slowly dropped to the ground at the same time his mom came in for a hug.

Neither of them said anything as their bodies pressed together. Rebecca’s was still a little cold and wet from the water, but Jack could feel a powerful heat burning underneath him. Her body was soft and familiar and yet charged with illicit, sexual potential.

Without realizing what he was doing or being able to stop it, Jack slowly began to grind his hips into her. Her boobs pushed against his chest, and it took all of his willpower to keep his hands from groping at them. His mom’s fingers were slowly massaging his back, as though she was getting something of her own out of the embrace, expressing her love as a mother.

“We used to hug like this all the time,” she whispered. “But I guess things change.”

What does she mean by that?

Jack’s cock was rock hard, and it strained against his boxers for only a second before slipping out through the front flap. He felt the hot skin of his mom’s inner thighs rubbing against its head, along with the fabric of her wet panties. His hips began dry humping into Rebecca, possessed by the thrill of the forbidden, and his hands worked across her with increasing boldness.

All of the sudden, Rebecca pulled back. She glanced down at Jack’s cock, out in the open for what little was left of the world to see, and blushed.

“Uhm, sweetie.” She turned away and cleared her throat. “You should probably head into the water.”

Jack nodded and hunched over in an ineffective attempt to reduce the visibility of his hard on. His face was hot, and he couldn’t make eye contact with his mom as she glanced back at him.

“Yeah, sorry,” he said. “I guess I’ll… see you later?”

“Sure.”

What the hell is wrong with me?

Rebecca started pulling on the clothes she had left on the side of the bank, and Jack hurried into the water. Molly was still dry from the waist up, and the bra she was wearing, again, was one loaned to her from Rebecca. She had her arms crossed and was glaring at him.

“You’re still thinking about her.”

Jack shook his head. Molly was staring at his erection, the tell that was impossible for him to hide.

“No! I mean…” He struggled to find an excuse, but not a single one came to mind.

“Things aren’t like they were before, Jack,” said Molly. “You can’t look at her that way. We all agreed that we were going to look for alternatives to you guys having to…”

Having to what? Have sex? Walk hand in hand, mother and son, into truly fucked up and depraved territory?

“I know,” said Jack. “It’s not something I can really control. We were just hugging, and…”

Jack looked back over to the shore, where his mom was pulling a tight t-shirt down over her boobs. The action caused her bra to slide down a little bit, and Jack felt his cock throb as the edge of one of her nipples came into view.

“She’s your mother, Jack!” Molly splashed him with water. “Just let it go already.”

Rebecca disappeared through the curtain of trees. Jack turned back to Molly, still trying to find something to justify his behavior, but she was too upset to listen.

“You know what, forget it.” She stomped across the river towards the bank.

“Molly, hold on! It’s not like that!”

Molly didn’t stop.

“You were the one who started this.” Jack’s voice was restrained, but he made sure that it was loud enough for her to hear. “Back when you were still up on the station, back before we came to rescue you, you put these thoughts into my head!”

Molly pulled herself out of the water and turned back to glare at them.

“And apparently, the thoughts are still there,” she said. “That’s all that matters now, Jack.”

Molly didn’t even bother to put her clothes back on, only stopping to pick them up and carry them with her. Jack sighed and slapped the water with the palm of his hand.


CHAPTER 31

The idea of letting Molly stay angry at him was not one that Jack was willing to consider. He cared about her, and he wanted to make her happy, but it also felt as though allowing her to be mad gave a certain amount of weight to the points that she had made.

What mom and I did was just something that we had to do, given the circumstances. I’m not attracted to her anymore. She’s back to being my mother.

Jack washed off in the river, taking his time and letting his body calm down in the cold, fast-flowing water. When he got out, he didn’t bother to dry off before pulling his clothes on. The sun had moved past the midpoint in the sky and was slowly sinking over the horizon, and there was still work left to do.

He scooped up his survival knife and headed back to the camp. It was empty, and he figured that Molly and his mom were off gathering food together from the more fertile soil to the south.

The two of them get along with each other well enough. Where are these complications coming from?

Even as the thought entered his head, Jack knew the answer. The world had changed, but the depth and drama of their interactions had stayed the same. It was impossible for them to reach a perfect equilibrium as a group of three, especially given how dynamic their roles had to be.

Jack sighed and began looking around the camp for what he needed. Despite his inability to keep everyone happy, he could still listen, and knew exactly what it would take to get back into Molly’s good graces. He found his stone hand ax sitting next to the fire pit and carried it off into the woods.

It’s time to build another lean-to. I’ll only be able to get the frame in place before dark, but as long as it doesn’t rain, that should be enough.

Jack had already exhausted the supply of saplings he’d used to build the main shelter. He headed deeper into the forest, pushing through a thicket of thicker trees in search for reasonably sized branches and younger, thinner trunks.

He spotted a group of them on the other side of the river, and gave thanks for the fact that his clothing was still wet. After making sure that his survival knife and ax were still in hand, he pushed into the water, ignoring the chilly current as he pressed on to the other side.

Jack didn’t have any time to waste, especially given that he’d have to drag all of his building materials across the river, one by one. He took the sharpened stone ax and began chopping into a slender sapling, the sound of rock striking wood echoing through the area.

It went down easily enough, even though the ax was beginning to dull. He pushed it over until it snapped and then twisted it free, and then turned towards his next target. What he found, standing amusedly in his way caused him to flinch back in surprise.

“Jesus!” Jack let out a sigh and shook his head. “Eve, what are you doing here?”

It was what the three of them had taken to calling the mysterious, tanned skin woman. She had saved Jack twice over now, and would occasionally wander into their camp with no more urgency or fear than a confident tourist. Molly and his mother had come to accept that she didn’t mean any harm, though they remained a little skeptical of her motives.

As always, Eve remained silent. Her animal fur clothing, styled almost like a crop top and miniskirt, looked even tighter than usual. She watched Jack with intense curiosity as he made his way over to the next tree and began sizing it up.

“We’re expanding,” he said. “I’m building another lean-to. If you were interested in making camp a bit closer to us, I could build you one, too?”

I know she can’t understand a word of what I’m saying, but still…

Eve watched him with a tiny, self-satisfied smile. She dusted her hands off and closed the distance between them, letting one of her hands run up the side of Jack’s arm.

“Eve…”

It had been like this ever since he’d first encountered her. She was like any woman in her mid-twenties that had been deprived of male attention for long enough, and she favored Jack with a certain kind of sexually charged curiosity that needed little explanation. He turned and looked her, the medium sized breasts pushing out against her native garb, and the defined muscles of her stomach and thighs calling out to him.

I can only guess at what her life was like before all of this. Did she belong to a tribe? Did the asteroid destroy her people?

Eve cupped his cheek with one hand and stepped a little closer in. Jack’s body was still on high alert from before, and he felt his cock springing into an excited state. It wasn’t the first time she’d approached him like this, or the second. It always happened apart from the other women, and though Jack was open about it with Molly, he could tell that she loathed the idea of him being with another woman, even out of necessity.

Eve is one more potential partner, one more chance at a baby, in the future.

Jack leaned in and kissed her, feeling her lips move against his with a ferocity that felt almost animalistic in nature. She pressed her breasts against his chest and let her arms drape around his neck as their lips locked, and tongues lashed out in greeting.

Jack’s cock strained against his pants, and against her. It knew exactly what it wanted to do, as though operating a couple of steps ahead of Jack. The grass below them was soft and clean enough, and they collapsed down onto it, still locked together in a passionate embrace.

“Eve…” Jack felt one of her hands run its way across his jeans. He wondered for a moment if she’d be able to unzip them easily enough, but her fingers were deft and confident, and she managed easily.

Jack felt his heart pound faster as her hand began to cup against his boxers. Eve was still smiling, and her gaze had a flirtatious, challenging element to it. Her eyes were a brilliant shade of jade, different from any girl Jack had seen before.

How much does she know about what’s going on? She still lives in her own camp, separate from us.

Eve brought her hand to Jack’s cheeks and locked his focus into hers. She slowly leaned down and kissed him, sucking slightly on his bottom lip as they pulled apart. Jack reached up and carefully pulled her top up and over her head, revealing the perfectly tanned breasts underneath.

Almost as though in response, Eve began ripping his clothes off, first his shirt, and then his pants. Jack felt himself locking into the encounter in a way that was hard to pull back from. He wanted to fuck her, needed to even. She was a goddess of nature, and she was practically begging for it.

“I never would have expected to be doing something like this with someone like you…” Jack said, almost under his breath. It was the truth. Eve was supermodel caliber gorgeous, the kind of girl that he would have been lucky to get the time of day from back in high school.

And she was crouched over him, working his boxers down and letting her hands massage his cock. Jack moaned and saw from the mischievous smile on her face that she was enjoying the control she had over him.

She brought her mouth in close to his cock and slowly exhaled her hot, humid breath. It was almost enough to make him cum right on the spot. Jack jerked his hips forward, but the natural beauty pulled back in time to keep his cock from making contact with her face and lips.

Eve continued stroking him off with her hands, watching what it was doing to him with interest. Jack felt a sexual demon stirring within him and taking over, and soon he could no longer keep himself controlled.

I have to fuck her!

He sat up and took Eve by the shoulders. She pushed herself against him, and the two kissed, mashing their bodies together snakes in a mating ball. Jack pulled her down to the grass and positioned himself in between her legs. Her hands were running through his hair, and her chest heaved up and down with each erotically tinged breath.

“I thought I saw him disappear off somewhere around here…?” Molly’s voice suddenly echoed over, from across the river. The vegetation was just thick enough to block Jack’s view to her, and vice versa, but she was clearly within earshot.

“Hmmm, that’s strange,” said Rebecca. “Maybe he disappeared across the river?”

Jack pushed his cock underneath Eve’s skirt and between her thighs. She was biting her bottom lip and ran one of her hands through his hair as his cock began to probe at the entrance of her tight pussy.

“Maybe…” said Molly.

Jack slowly slipped forward into Eve, feeling her cunt constricting against his cock like a soft, wet, collapsing tunnel.

“He’s been acting a little weird lately,” said Rebecca. “I suppose that’s to be expected.”

Jack pulled out slightly and Eve rocked her hips up, pleasuring herself on his dick.

“Rebecca, I’ve been meaning to talk to you about that.” Molly’s voice was tense, and a little emotional.

“About what, Molly?”

“You know about what.” Molly’s sigh could be heard even from across the river. “About what happened between you and him, and about the way we’re all handling it.”

Jack felt his cock pulse with pleasure, and he wasn’t sure if it was from pumping into Eve’s pussy, or from what he was hearing. His mom let out a sigh, and he moved his face forward and buried it inside Eve’s breasts.

“I think it’s for the best if we just leave the behind us,” said Rebecca. “We weren’t thinking rationally right after the impact. A lot of things happened that we’re all still ashamed of, and confused by.”

Jack was pumping into the native girl faster, and faster. She let out a soft moan and he kissed her to keep it from building into anything more. He felt like he was in two places at once as he continued to eavesdrop on the illicit conversation taking place across the river.

“I was there, Rebecca!” Molly was shouting now, and Jack felt a sliver of emotion stab into his chest. “I watched the two of you. I saw how close you came and felt the emotions involved.”

“He’s my son, Molly.” Jack’s mom’s voice was dry and curt. “I’m not sure what you’re suggesting.”

Jack was slamming his cock into Eve at a frenzied pace. His thoughts and emotions were awash with confusing feelings, and conflicting images.

Mom, Molly, and Eve. We’re all just one big happy family.

“You know what I’m talking about!” Molly sounded angry. “You see how he looks at you. And I see how you treat him.”

“I love him, Molly,” said Rebecca. “There’s nothing wrong with a mother loving her-“

“There is something wrong with it! The line between a mother’s love, and a lover’s love… I’m not sure if you can see where it is, anymore.”

Rebecca was silent for a moment. Jack was fucking Eve harder and harder, and felt his body switching over to autopilot. Eve let out a squeal.

“Did you just hear something?” asked Rebecca. It took all of his willpower, but Jack held himself still, his cock throbbing inside Eve’s cunt with sexual intent.

“It’s just the birds,” said Molly. “Don’t change the subject. I… I care about Jack. I need to know that you’re going to respect that.”

“Molly, we’ve moved past what happened. It might take time for Jack to adjust, but I assure you, I’m back to being his mother. I would never have even crossed over that line if it hadn’t been for you suggesting it in the first place, back when the situation seemed dire.”

Molly was silent. Jack took hold of Eve’s waist and slowly began moving again, feeling his pleasure pushing against his limits.

“I guess you’re right.” Molly’s voice was quiet. Jack kissed Eve’s neck and tried to stay quiet as his primal instincts took over.

“I’m his mother, and he’s my son,” said Rebecca. “I assure you that our eyes will stay chaste, hugs will just be hugs, and nothing else will ever happen between us.”

Mom!

Jack pumped into Eve with one more deep, final thrust and felt his cock explode with cum, spraying it deep into her fertile womb.

“Besides, it’s not me you should be concerned about,” continued Rebecca. “The native girl, Eve. You’re going to have to come to terms with the fact that Jack will need to sleep with her, too, in order to keep the human race going.”

Molly laughed.

“I’m not sure I can imagine being jealous of somebody who doesn’t even speak the same language,” she said. “Besides, I doubt she’s going to enjoy having sex with Jack. I bet her culture doesn’t even put very much value on having sex for pleasure.”

Eve was smiling at Jack. She popped his cock out of her cunt and slowly began licking it clean, making eye contact with him as she did.

This could end up getting very, very complicated.


CHAPTER 32

Rebecca’s and Molly’s voices drifted out of earshot as they made their way back to the camp. Eve stood up and began pulling her native garb back on, looking no different from any other women with the cute movements she used to get her top in place.

“You just come and go with the wind,” said Jack. “I wish I could know what was going on inside your head, even for just a minute.”

Eve looked back at him and smiled. A breeze blew through the trees, and true to what Jack had suggested, it almost looked like she was going to take off along with it. Instead, she walked over to where he was laying in the grass and crouched down next to him.

She had an expression in her eyes that was very different from any Jack had seen before. It was serious, almost stony, but with a small glimmer of hope mixed in. Eve reached into a tiny pocket on the outside of her skirt and pulled out a little cloth pouch. She held it up for a second, staring at it with a strange intensity, and then pressed it into Jack’s hand.

“What is this?” Jack opened the vine tied top and stuck one of his fingers in, feeling what was inside.

These are seeds?

Eve was watching his reaction. She lifted her arms up and stretched them out wide, as though gesturing to the surface above. She took another little pouch out of her bag and continued to point at the tops of the cliffs on either side of them. Jack smiled.

“You want me to plant these seeds?” He repeated himself slowly, hoping that Eve would get the gist of what he was saying. “You want me to plant them up on the surface?”

Eve raised an eyebrow at him. She pantomimed taking one of the seeds out of the pouch and throwing it onto the grass. Jack nodded for the both of them.

“That is a really good idea,” he said softly. “It’s exactly what we should be doing right now.”

Jack turned around to grab his clothes. When he turned back, Eve was gone.

It doesn’t matter that we can’t communicate normally. We both speak the language of survival.

The sun was dropping low on the horizon, but Jack was still intent on making at least a little of progress on his construction project. He used the stone hand ax to chop down a couple of smaller saplings, forgoing getting as many as he had originally planned. He figured that he could use foliage to fill in the gaps, for now.

By the time he’d dragged all of his materials back across the river, dusk was upon him. Jack pulled the saplings back to the camp, where Molly and his mother were sitting around a roaring fire.

“Hey, you.” Rebecca was stirring a small pot next to the fire, and watching the rabbit that Jack had killed earlier cook on the spit. “We were starting to get worried.”

“I’m fine,” said Jack. “I just needed to go wide to get building supplies.”

“We’re having roasted rabbit and potato soup for dinner,” said Molly. “No fruit salad, tonight.”

“That’s fine by me,” said Jack. “Let me just finish setting this up. It shouldn’t take long.”

The area in the back of their camp was right up against the cliff wall and partially sheltered by a rock overhang. Jack set the saplings he’d cut down against it in a triangle formation, creating a smaller version of the lean-to he’d built earlier in the week. He used leaves and a bit of dried vine to tie it all together, and then stepped back from his creation with a smile on his face.

“You were listening earlier today.” Molly was smiling at him.

“Of course,” he said. “Ever since we lost the tent, we’ve needed the extra space.”

“Thank you, sweetie,” said Rebecca. “It looks fine, just the right size for me.”

He walked over and sat down on the log between Molly and his mother. He thought for a second, and then pulled out the bag of seeds.

“I also wanted to talk to you two about this.” He opened the bag and poured a couple of seeds into his palm. “About these.”

“Those are seeds,” said Molly. “Where did you get them?”

Jack scratched his head.

There’s no point in beating around the bush…

“I got them from Eve,” he said. “She came around while I was hunting for the stuff to make the new shelter.”

Molly nodded slowly. Jack could tell that she wanted to probe for further details, but she said nothing.

“I’ve already started planting a couple of things in one of the fields to the south of here, right along the river.” Rebecca smiled and set her hand down on her son’s knee. “I could add these to it tomorrow.”

Jack shook his head.

“No. That wasn’t the point of her giving these to me.” He gestured up to the cliffs and the surface, much as Eve had in her own explanation. “We need to start trying to plant things up on the surface.”

Nobody said anything. For several long seconds, the only sounds heard were the crackling of the fire and the chirping of insects in the forest.

“We’re doing just fine down here, in Eden,” said Molly. “It wouldn’t really help us to plant anything up on the surface.”

Jack shook his head.

“It wouldn’t be for us,” he said. “It would be for the future. We’d be doing it for the same reason we only hunt and harvest what we need here, and why it’s so important for us to…”

He trailed off, not being able to find a polite way to phrase what he wanted to say.

For us to be having sex, and for Molly and possibly Eve to eventually raise families.

“You’re right.” Rebecca squeezed his knee, and then looked at Molly. “He’s right, Molly. It’s a good idea, even if we only started with the area closest to the gorge.”

“We’d have to go further out than that,” said Molly. “It’s not just about throwing seeds and hoping that something grows. We’d have to travel until we found land that wasn’t as badly scorched by the fires.”

“There’s no reason we can’t do that.” Jack reached out over the fire and pulled the rabbit off, smelling that it was done without even having to look. “The best time for us to do it would be now. The longer we wait, the longer it will be before the surface can recover.”

His mom passed him one of the flat, thin rocks that they’d been using as plates, and he set the rabbit down on it. Jack took his survival knife out and cut them each a portion.

“You don’t have to come if you don’t want to,” said Jack. “It shouldn’t take more than a few days, and me and my mom can-“

“No!” Molly interrupted him with a surprising amount of determination. “I’ll go. We’ll all go. This will be a chance for us to get out, stretch out legs, see some of the surrounding areas beyond the few acres that we have here in Eden.”

Jack nodded.

“Alright. Perfect.”

Dinner tasted even better than usual. The three of them laughed and joked, and it felt to Jack as though they were coming together in a way that went beyond circumstance. He was able to put all of the hurdles of living life after the disaster out of his mind, and just enjoy the company of his mother and girlfriend.

“We should get to sleep,” said Rebecca, after they’d all finished their food. “Assuming that you were planning on us heading out tomorrow?”

“Of course. The sooner, the better.” Jack glanced over at the lean-to. “We can pack our bags in the morning and head out.”

“How many days are you expecting us to be traveling for, Jack?” asked Molly. He shrugged his shoulders at her.

“Just a couple. It would be foolhardy to head too far out to start.”

Jack walked over to the main lean-to with his mom and Molly. He did his best to avert his eyes as Rebecca bent low to slide inside and pull out her sleeping bag, all of her assets wiggling with seductive glory.

“It will be nice to have my own space to sleep in, again.” She smiled at Jack as she slid back up and stood in front of him. “Even before all of this nonsense started up, I was sharing a bed with your father on most nights. It’s been a very long time since I’ve slept on my own.”

An odd silence hung on the air for a moment. Jack coughed into the crook of his arm in an attempt to break it, still doing everything he could to avoid looking at his mother.

I don’t want her to have to sleep alone, but neither of them would have it any other way, at this point.

“We’re just in the next shelter over,” said Molly. “You won't even notice that were gone.”

“No, I guess I won’t.” Rebecca leaned in and gave Jack a kiss on the forehead, and then Molly a hug. “Sleep well, you two. Don’t let the fact that you have extra room distract you from getting a decent amount of rest.”

Molly blushed, and Jack was sure that his face looked the same, judging from the heat he felt on his cheeks. Rebecca walked over to the lean-to that he’d thrown together for her, and Jack found himself wishing that he’d spent more time on it.

“I hope it doesn’t rain tonight,” he muttered.

Molly let her fingers dance against his at his side.

“Relax, we’ll be heading out tomorrow,” she said. “And I guess it will be back to sharing the tent for a while. Let’s hope the vine stitches we put into it hold up against the weather.”

The fire had burned down to little more than a smattering of glowing coals. Jack took one last look at it and then felt Molly pulling him forward, towards the big lean-to. He bent underneath the roof and crawled in after her.

“You’ve been acting a little weird today.” Molly was undressing on top of her sleeping bag, staying low to the ground and squirming out of her clothes more than taking them off.

“Have I?”

She frowned at him.

“Jack, you don’t have to be so reserved all the time,” she said. “You can let me in, you know. It’s almost like ever since that incident with the lunatic you’ve been up in your head.”

‘The incident with the lunatic.’ That’s a rather polite way of talking about what happened.

“I don’t know…” Jack sighed and took his t-shirt off. “I mean, is it any real wonder that I’m a bit out of sorts? None of this is normal, not even close.”

“It’s the new normal.” Molly slid in a little closer to him. “It’s the way we have to live now. You fought to protect us, Jack. You don’t have to be ashamed of anything that you’ve done.

“That’s not it…” Jack shook his head. “At least, that’s not all of it.”

Molly stared at him in the dark.

“Your mom.” She flicked a couple of strains of hair out of her face. “I know. She’s part of it, too. You can admit it.”

“Shhhh!” Jack held a finger up to his lips, feeling a bit self-conscious of just how easily their voices traveled through the night air. “Fine, I admit it. I’ve been feeling a little… well, uncomfortable about it lately. And it’s not easy for me to bring it up with you.”

“I’m not jealous of her if that’s what you’re thinking,” said Molly. She was biting her lip, and Jack wondered if she believed her own words, or just expected that him to believe them.

“Even if you were, you don’t have to be,” said Jack. “What’s done is done. We all just have to move past it now.”

Move past the way her soft lips felt. Move past her perfect breasts, firm thighs, and the confusing compulsion of her love. Move past the most intense sexual experience I’ve ever had, possibly ever will have.

Jack jumped slightly as a roaming hand began tugging at his boxers, pulling him out of his thoughts.

“We’ll have a family soon enough, Jack,” whispered Molly. “I’ll give birth to your baby, and we’ll raise it together. And your mom will be a part of that, too, whether we like it or not.”

Jack groaned as Molly leaned in and gave his cock a soft, wet kiss.

“It’s still hard for me to believe.” Molly continued whispering to him, pausing here and there to lick and tease his cock with her tongue. “In the old world, you’d be looking forward to college right now. I’d still be working for NASA, at an adult career.”

“It is a little… hard to believe.” Pleasure coursed through Jack’s body as Molly brought the tip of his member to her lips.

Jack was surprised by how vivid the pleasure still was, even after his tryst with Eve earlier in the day. He ran his hand through Molly’s long blond hair and slowly guided her mouth up and down on his prick.

That’s still part of it, too. I have to do the same thing with Eve that I’m doing with Molly, and with any other young, fertile women. It doesn’t stop here, not the jealousy, the emotion, or the confusion.

Molly slurped on his cock with a youthful eagerness that made Jack almost feel like she could read his mind, and was preemptively trying to hold his attention. She suddenly pulled back, her naked body gleaming in the pale moonlight.

There was a cute, feminine sneeze from somewhere outside of his lean-to. Jack realized that his mom was still awake, and instantly his thoughts were filled with her, even as Molly positioned herself over his erect, throbbing member.

My mother is just another woman. I can create all the boundaries in my head that I want, feel embarrassed and ashamed about it, but I see what anyone would see when I look at her gorgeous body.

Molly dropped down, and Jack felt his cock zeroing in on the entrance of her pussy. Even though she was already wet, it took a second of easing for her to accept the tip of his dick inside of her.

“Oh wow…. Jack.” She twisted her hips slightly as she lowered herself down a little further, and pleasure surged through Jack’s body.

“Shhh…” The idea of his mom being so nearby, and potentially hearing them, was still disconcerting to him in a deeply conditioned, puritanical way.

He brought his hands up to Molly’s breasts and ran them across. He couldn’t see her nipples in the darkness, but even just the touching the soft nubs was enough to excite him. She shivered and ran one of her hands through the air, the vibration reverberating through Jack’s cock and adding another layer to the sensation.

“Oh god!” She collapsed forward on top of him, wiggling as she accepted his shaft up to the halfway point.

Jack thought about what she’d said about where they would be in the old world, and the age difference between them, and felt the thrill of the intercourse increase.

She’s right. I’m 18, turning 19 this year, and she’s a cute, blonde, 26 year old rocket science. We used to live in different worlds.

Molly bobbed her pussy up and down on his cock and cupped Jack’s cheeks in her hands.

“Look at me, Jack,” she whispered. “My eyes…”

He blinked himself out of sexual reverie and caught Molly’s gaze. It was impossible to see much of anything in the dark, but her point and her emotion were both abundantly clear.

She’s falling in love with me. How do I feel about her?

Jack felt his primal instincts pushing in, crowding out all thought. He gripped Molly’s waist tightly and began to pull her further down on his cock. He could hear her muffled moans and cries of ecstasy leaking out, and they were like an aphrodisiac for his ears.

He heard something else and realized with a start that a figure was climbing out of the other lean-to. His cock throbbed with sinful intensity for the briefest of moments, until he realized that his mom was headed for the river, and not for them.

“Jack!” Molly had seen it too and became less restrained with the added privacy. She set her hands down on Jack’s chest and pushed and pulled herself up and down, using Jack’s cock the way nature intended.

“Molly…” Jack leaned his head up and kissed her as he pumped his cock up faster. The noise of their bodies slapping together was hot on the air, and he wondered if his mom could still overhear it.

Do I want her to, or not?

Molly shivered and fell forward onto him. Jack pushed his cock into her wet, warm cunt again, and again, feeling it stroking off his shaft like it was trying to bring it to a polish. He rolled the two of them over, climbing on top of her and pumping from above for the last few thrusts.

Molly!

Jack felt his orgasm explode out of him, with even more force than it had earlier in the day. He sprayed every drop of his seed deep into Molly’s pussy, wondering if it would be the time that would lead to the start of their end goal.

“That was nice…” whispered Molly. Jack kissed her softly on the cheek, and then slipped over to his side of the floor.

“Yeah,” he said. “It was.”


CHAPTER 33

The morning was cool, surprisingly so for the summer. Jack was the last to climb out of bed, with Molly, his mom, and the early birds already up and active with the rising sun. He pulled his clothes on and crawled out through the lean-to’s opening.

“Good morning, honey,” said Rebecca. “We still have leftovers from last night, so we’re having them for breakfast.”

He nodded and started helping himself to the scraps by the fire.

“Are we all set with our supplies? I want to set out as soon as possible.”

“Molly headed down to the river to fill up the water bottles.” His mom smiled knowingly at him. “She seemed awfully cheery this morning. Did the two of you have a nice night?”

Jack scratched his head and awkwardly looked back towards the lean-to.

She’s back to being my mother, the one that used to tease me about finding a girlfriend and tell me to treat girls with respect.

“We did.” Jack turned back to face her and looked into her eyes as he spoke the words. An electric pulse was on the air, and he had no idea what to expect out of her reaction. Rebecca slowly licked her lips and then surprised Jack by stepping in closer to him.

“I’m glad,” she said. “A girl like Molly is exactly what you need.”

Her words were full of love but tinged with a hollowness that caught Jack a little off guard. She reached her hand up to his cheek and softly caressed it.

“Thanks, mom.”

The tension was so thick on the air that a butter knife could have cut through it. Jack felt his body, still excited from the morning, reacting to the situation in a way that was totally inappropriate. He forced himself to step back and turn away.

“I should probably double check the bags,” he said. “Do we still have the fire starting kit? And is the tent still holding up?”

“It should be fine, as long as the three of us don’t mind sharing.” Rebecca was wearing a tight pair of shorts that she’d cut from a pair of jeans that had ripped on a rock a couple of days earlier. She wore a t-shirt over them that was a little too small for her, resulting in frequent flashes of her belly button and lower back. He did his best to ignore her as she bent over and rifled through one of the bags.

“Good morning, Jack!” Molly appeared from the trees, smiling and humming a tune as she carried a couple of water bottles into the camp. She walked up to him and planted a quick peck on his lips, shining with the aura of a satisfied woman.

“Alright, perfect timing,” he said. “We’re doing the last check through of our stuff.”

Molly nodded, and then looked up at the sky.

“I can’t believe we’re going back up there,” she said. “To the surface. It’s so barren and empty. I hope it’s not too depressing for us to head back into.”

“I’m sure it’ll be fine,” said Jack.

Am I sure? We’ve spent more time down here did we did traveling after the impact. It could be a lot worse than I remember.

“We’ll be together,” said Rebecca. “And we don’t have to go far if we don’t want to. This is a trip that we’re taking for the sake of the land. If it looks bad up there, we just have to remember that it’s why we’re up there, to plant seeds and make it, eventually, less bad.”

The bushes on the other side of the camp rustled slightly. Jack turned in time to see Eve walking towards them with careful, controlled slides, the bare pads of her feet parting blades of grass as though she was following a path of her own creation.

“Eve.” Jack glanced at Molly, who looked a little caught off guard by the sudden appearance of the beautiful native. “We’re heading up to the surface for a few days. We’re taking your advice.”

Jack pulled the seed bag out of his pocket and then gestured to the top of the cliffs. Eve’s face lit up, and her lips deepened into a gorgeous smile. She skipped forward and wrapped Jack in a tight hug.

“Oh, wow,” he muttered. “Uh, don’t worry, we’ll be back.”

He could tell that Molly was glaring at him without even looking.

Where is this jealousy coming from? A week ago, she was the one telling me to do my utmost to impregnate anyone with a womb…

Eve let go of him after a second and took a step back. She held his hand and stared at him, and Jack could see the gears turning in her head.

“What is it?” he asked.

Eve walked over to a patch of dirt in the midst of the grass and crouched down in front of it. Using her finger, she began scratching a design into the ground. Jack set his hands on his knees and stood over her, watching.

“Is that a map?” asked his mom.

It was, as Jack soon realized. Eve was tracing out a simple recreation of the gorge, complete with a thin line running through the middle that Jack took to be the river. She drew a small arrow on one side and then pointed her finger in the same direction, giving it proper orientation.

“We seriously need to find better ways of communicating.” Jack furrowed his brow. “This is just silly.”

Eve looked back down at the map. She paced something out towards the northwest and then drew an X at one of the spots.

“What is she trying to tell us?” asked Molly. Jack shrugged his shoulders.

“If I had any idea, I would be-“

Eve grabbed his hand suddenly and pulled it down to the map. She placed it over the X and then stared into Jack’s eyes, imploring him of something with her gaze.

“Eve, what’s out that way?” he asked.

The native girl didn’t say anything. After another couple of seconds, she brought her finger back to the gorge and drew a circle around it. She drew another circle around that one, except bigger the second time around.

“I’ve never been this confused in my entire life,” said Jack. “I think there’s something to the northwest of here, but what it is, or why it’s important, who knows?”

Eve knows. And if she could tell us, we could potentially save a lot of time.

After a couple of seconds of watching and waiting for them to understand, Eve stood up. She waited for Jack to brush his hands off and climb to his feet, and then closed the distance between her and him.

“Hey!” Molly set her hands on her hips and glared at them from across the camp. Before anyone could say anything, Eve leaned in and kissed Jack softly on the lips. He kissed her back, more out of reflex that response. Even pulled away after a second and then skipped away, pushing through the forest’s curtain and out of sight.

“Well…” Jack was smiling and blushing, but he did his best to temper the expression on his face as he turned to face his mom and Molly. “I think we should head northwest.”

“You’re going to trust a crude sketch in the dirt with our destination?” asked Molly.

“No. I’m going to trust Eve.”

The group was silent for a moment. Jack stood up and walked over to the backpacks, picking his up and pulling it onto his shoulders.

“We should head south and see if there is an easier way for us to get back up to the surface,” he said. “Otherwise we’ll be climbing the steep cliffs we came down on and then doubling back around.”

“That sounds like a good idea, honey.” Rebecca walked over and set an arm on her son’s shoulder.

Molly stood with her arms crossed for another few seconds before sighing and shaking her head.

“Taking off on an adventure across the wasteland, on a whim.” She frowned, but followed Jack’s lead and began putting on her bag. “I’m stating on the record right now that I think this is a terrible idea.”

“The world has ended, Molly,” said Jack. “There is no record.”

The three of them took a couple of minutes to double check the camp, making absolutely sure that they had everything that they needed. Jack wore his survival knife on his belt and had hooked a single wooden javelin diagonally through one of the straps of his backpack.

Hopefully, we don’t encounter anything or anyone that requires it.

“Ready?” He turned to the two women, trying not to seem as excited as he felt, for Molly’s sake.

“We’re ready,” said his mom. “We have four days of food, maybe five or six if we drag it out. Let’s plan on heading back before we get down to half of it.”

“Of course.”

Jack began leading the group south through the gorge. They’d explored a good portion of what was nearby, but most of the easily gatherable food began to dry up within a mile or two of their camp. That was where the landscape of the crevice shifted from the light, easily traversable forest into a much denser, much less fertile wall of woods.

He paused as they reached the relatively open plain that served as the boundary between the two areas. His mom and Molly were on either side of him, and he took a second to appreciate their presence.

I love both of them, and they both love me. I better not get anyone killed on this expedition.

“Are you okay, Jack?” Molly stepped in a little closer to him and hooked her arm through his. “I’m sure the camp will be fine while we’re gone. I’m not exactly trusting of Eve yet, but she doesn’t seem like the type to run off with what little we have.”

“No, it’s not that,” said Jack. “Just…”

He paused and caught both of the women’s gaze for a second.

“Let’s all come back here together. This is our home now.”

Both of them nodded, and Jack pulled them all in for a brief group hug. He stepped forward, the first real, committed step of a new journey.


CHAPTER 34

The gorge thinned out as Jack, his mom, and Molly continued deeper to the south. The thicket of trees was harder to pass through than he had expected, with brambles and fierce vegetation forcing him to clear a path as he went.

Luckily, the area cleared up again after a half mile. Instead of being the rich, fertile paradise that Jack and the women had become accustomed to, it slowly began to transition into wasteland.

The ground is sloping up, enough to have exposed the trees and plants here to the chaos of the impact.

He began to notice grim reminders of the carnage that had destroyed most of the world. A couple of the taller trees had singed tops, bare of leaves and branches. As they went further in, the contrast became much more stark.

It was clear that the atmospheric fires in the aftermath of the impact had reached down to a uniform line. In the gorge, it was easy to see. Above a certain point, nothing was left alive. The slope that Jack and the women were walking on sloped up a little more steeply, and ahead of them he could see where the division was.

“It’s almost like looking at the tree line on a mountain,” whispered Rebecca. “At least we know that this path will take us all the way up to the surface.”

The walls of the gorge converged on either side and the path the three of them were on led directly up the crease. Jack expected that the river would end in a lake or possibly even just dry to a trickle, but it continued into a cave-like opening at the bottom of the southern cliff.

“Once we get to the surface, we’ll still have to loop around, but it won’t be as bad as it would have if we’d tried to climb straight up.” Jack shielded his eyes and looked up at the sun, which was climbing high in the sky.

“Well, there’s no use wasting time,” said Molly. “Come on, let’s keep moving.”

IT took a surprising amount of courage for Jack to lead the group further up the slope, passing across the point where all life came to an end. His heart began to beat a little faster, and the air tasted different.

Am I imagining things, or is there that much of a difference between Eden and the rest of the world?

Reaching the top of the slope provided the answer to his question. There was a tiny ridge that Jack had to pull himself over to reach ground level, and what Jack saw once he’d made it up made him wince with regret.

“Oh wow…” He stared out across a barren landscape, ash, dust, and charred dirt as far as the eye could see. “I forgot that it was this bad…”

Molly and his mom joined him, and the three pulled a little closer into each other. Even though the horizon was empty, and even though it would be possible to see anything coming from miles away, a strong sense of danger permeated the air.

“We can always head back down,” whispered Molly. “Plant some of the seeds right up here and then just wait.”

“We will plant some of the seeds here, but we have to keep going,” he said. “I want to see whatever it was that Eve was trying to tell us about. It could be another hidden paradise, another area left unscathed by the fires.”

Jack took the seed bag out of his pocket. Despite its small size, the seeds within it were tiny enough for hundreds to be held safely. He didn’t have the slightest idea of what any of them were, but it didn’t matter. He crouched down and made a tiny hole in the earth under the ash with his fingers and then dropped one in.

“People will tell stories about you, one day.” Rebecca reached over and fussed his hair. “My son, a modern-day Johnny Appleseed.”

Jack blushed and fought the urge to snap at her.

“I think it’s more than that,” said Molly. “He’s not planting apple seeds in the wilderness. He’s planting life in a wasteland.”

Jack stood up and dusted his hands off.

Whatever I’m doing, let’s just hope that it will be enough. That goes for planting seeds, protecting my loved ones, making sacrifices for the future, and doing things that I shouldn’t.

“Let’s keep moving.”

The gorge ran through the area to the northwest, and so the walked alongside its northern edge on their way forward. It was a surreal experience, with the thriving nature preserve of Eden contrasting in a uniquely sharp manner against the desolate terrain on the surface.

The only upside to being up above was that the actual walking was much, much easier. Without any trees or bushes to have to cut through, the three of them were able to move forward at a fast walk, almost the speed of a job. After about an hour, they reached the other end of Eden and left it behind them as they continued to the northwest.

“I don’t want to have to be away for too long,” said Molly. “Let’s hope Eve’s map was to scale, and we can find this mystery location and get back.”

Jack nodded.

We would never have survived if we hadn’t found Eden to begin with. Whatever we’re looking for might be just as essential.

Behind them, their footsteps stretched off into the distance, little trails in the ash that reminded Jack of the markings felt behind upon walking through fresh snow. He traced a small line in the ash with his free foot and thought of something.

“What’s going to happen when winter comes?” He glanced at his mom, and then at Molly, wondering which of the two was better qualified to answer the question.

“That’s… a really good question.” Molly folded one of her arms up to her chin as she walked alongside him.

“The oceans are higher now,” said Rebecca. “But they must also be warmer, right? The fires would have affected them as well.”

“Yes, it’s interesting.” Molly peered from side to side, as though the answer to Jack’s question might lie on the horizon. “I wouldn’t be entirely surprised if there were no winter this year, at least not one as severe as what we’re used to at this latitude.”

“That would be convenient,” said Jack. “But it’s just a guess, isn’t it?”

“You got anything better?”

Jack smiled and shook his head.

Ahead of them, the ground was filled with tiny fractures, reminiscent of the ones Jack had seen on his first trip out from the emergency shelter. As they pushed forward, the cracks expanded and became more of a threat.

“Here, let’s stay close for this stretch.” Rebecca pushed herself against Jack, linking her arms through his, and Molly did the same on the other side. Jack felt like an A-list celebrity walking down the red carpet with a gorgeous woman on either side, or at least about as much as he could, given the circumstances.

There were a few cracks that the three of them hopped over as a group, but nothing that posed too much of a risk. Jack pulled a little ahead of the formation as they went over the last of the big fissures, and the side of his mom’s breast rubbed against his shoulder when he stopped short.

“There we go,” said Jack. “We can take it easy from here.”

The day dragged on, and the three of them marched forward. Jack carried with him the paper map from the old emergency shelter, but it was essentially useless against the new landscape. The sun began to dip in the sky as the afternoon passed, and noting the direction of its drop was a lot more useful than any amount of looking at the map.

“Look at that.” Molly had been walking a little in front of Jack, and she suddenly froze in place. She pointed to a large mound on the horizon. Jack squinted at it and tried to see what she was talking about.

“Is that… smoke?”

Molly nodded.

“Smoke and something else,” she said. “Can you see the thin orange tendril on the left side of it? That’s lava.”

Jack couldn’t quite make out that much detail, but even without seeing it, he was worried.

“A volcano, and it’s almost in our backyard,” said Jack. “I guess it’s a good thing that we know about it now.”

“We’ll be fine at the distance we’re at, sweetie.” His mom rubbed his shoulder affectionately.

“Well, unless it has a major eruption,” said Molly. “But in that case, we’d be in trouble, anyway. It would just take longer for us to know it.”

The three of them continued forward for a while longer, sticking to their northwest line and passing the mountainous volcano with a wide birth. The sun began to set over the horizon, and Jack finally gave into his exhaustion.

“We should set up camp here,” he said. “No use killing ourselves.”

“I was thinking the exact same thing.” Molly winced and unshouldered her pack in a single, swift movement. “My body is killing me.”

Each of them began packing a section of what they would need for the night, with Jack working on the tent and Molly and his mother getting out the food. Jack had remembered the fire kit, but now that he was back on the surface, even the mere thought of trying to put it to use seemed ridiculous.

What are we going to burn? Our backpacks? There’s no wood left, nothing.

He had just slipped the last of the flexible rods into the pop tent when his mom called out to him.

“Alright, dinner is served,” she said. “It’s nothing fancy, but it will keep us going.”

Jack wiped ash from his hands and accepted an assortment of dried fruit and energy bars from her. He much preferred the fruit, but they’d been running low on the original supplies they’d taken from the shelter, which gave the bars a certain prestige.

“I hope we get there tomorrow,” said Molly. “The ash is making me miss our simple little camp and the river.”

She dusted her hands off on each other and leaned forward.

“Whether it’s tomorrow or the next day, we’ll eventually head back,” said Rebecca. “But we came out here for a reason.”

Jack nodded. He stood up and took out the seed pouch. Every mile or so along the way, he’d been stopping to plant a couple of them. It was a little discouraging, given the landscape. The thought of one of the seeds becoming anything other than lost in the ash was almost too fantastic to believe.

If they aren’t planted, they’ll never even get a chance at growing.

Jack cleared a small patch of ash to the left of their campsite and dug a few holes for the seeds. He dropped them in, refilled them, and then poured a couple of drops of water from his bottle over them. His mom came up to him from the side and draped one of her arms around his shoulder.

“It’s a good thing that you’re doing, sweetie,” she whispered. “Even if it’s hard, and even if you have doubts about it. It’s what the world needs right now.”

Jack stood up and faced her, the distance between them being more than a little underneath what was typically appropriate for a mother and son.

What else does the world need? How hard will it be for me, for us, to accept and do those things?

There was still enough light being scattered on the horizon for Jack to see the motherly affection in Rebecca’s face. There was something else mixed with it, however. Something uncontrolled, a forbidden yearning that was all but suppressed.

“We should turn in for the night,” said Molly. “The wind is starting to pick up.”

True to her words, ash began swirling around the campsite, slowly filling the air and making the surface increasingly inhospitable. Jack and his mom hurried over to the tent, which Molly was already inside of, and climbed into it.

“Oh, jeez!” Jack felt his mom’s elbow bang into his back as he accidentally fell forward onto Molly. “I forgot how close of a fit this thing is with all three of us.”

“Yes. It’s going to be a very tight sleeping arrangement for tonight.” Rebecca sounded far off as she answered him. She zippered up the door and then settled in.

“Our clothes are completely covered in ash,” said Molly. “I… hate to have to suggest this, but maybe we should take them off?”

Her words made the entire tent feel a little hotter than it already was. Jack tried to slide forward and ended up sandwiching himself in between the two women, his cock hardening as he realized that there was no open space for him to move to.

“As long as we are careful about it, it should be okay.” Rebecca reached down and pulled her t-shirt up and over her head. “No funny business, young man.”

None of this is funny. None of what happened before, none of the lines we crossed, were funny. But it did happen.

Jack pulled his own shirt off, along with his jeans, and set them into the pile they had set up by the tent’s door. He kept on only his boxers, and the women stopped at their bra and panties. The tent suddenly felt even more cramped, now that it was impossible to ignore even the tiniest bit of skin to skin contact.

“Maybe I should be in the middle, instead of you, Jack?” Molly’s question was laden with suspicious undertones, and Jack fully understood where she was coming from.

The last time the three of us shared this tent, a lot of things happened that probably shouldn’t have.

“I’m not sure if I can switch without messing up the bedroll,” said Jack. “I think we should just try to find a comfortable way to lie down, and get some sleep.”

It was much easier said than done, as Jack soon realized. The sleeping bags were tricky to slip into, and after a couple of failed attempts that pushed at the outer skin of the tent, the three of them gave up. Instead of each being inside one, they unzipped them and used them as individual blankets.

“There we go,” whispered Rebecca. “Good night, Jack. Good night, Molly.”

Jack could feel his mom’s breath against his neck, hot and illicit. Her lips were so close to touching his skin that he had to focus on being still to keep it from happening.

“Goodnight,” he whispered.

“Goodnight.”

The air was still, but Jack’s excitement raged on the inside. He could feel every movement that either of the two women made, the speed of their breathing, and the heat of their bodies. It was too much information, and his cock hardened and ached as dirty ideas raced through his head.

He slowly rolled over to one side, not realizing until too late that it would push his crotch into close contact with his mom instead of Molly.

It doesn’t matter. Nothing can happen with all three of us in the tent together, right? Not anymore, with the new boundaries drawn.

Rebecca inhaled sharply but said nothing as Jack’s hard on probed against her soft, panty clad butt. Jack was in heaven, the sensation of feeling his mother’s soft flesh on his rod overwhelming his mind with off limits pleasure.

Jack let one of his arms drape over her, pulling her in a little more closely and merging the heat of their bodies underneath the sleeping bags. He wasn’t sure if Molly had already fallen asleep, or if she was just holding back her frustration.

I’m not doing anything wrong. Mom is here, and so is Molly. I’ll probably cuddle with both of them before the night is through.

Jack slowly moved his face in towards his mom’s neck. She smelled nice, like dried flowers, or tea leaves. His hips moved forward against her of their own volition, grinding his hard cock against her butt and thighs.

Rebecca’s hand reached back and squeezed his leg. Jack knew exactly what it meant.

She’s telling me to stop. Just like she did a week ago, and I did stop. And I will this time too, in just a minute…

Jack felt like he was dipping a toe into a realm of forbidden pleasure that he had almost forgotten about. His mom’s body was soft and perfect, everything he could want in a woman. He slid the hand he had draped over her across her side and stomach until it was cupping the bottom of one of her breasts.

Molly moved on the other side of him, and Jack froze. His heart pounded in the silence, and he began to feel a strange guilt in the pit of his stomach.

I feel guilty because I’m doing something wrong, both to Molly and to my mom.

Jack’s hips moved forward again. The motion caused his cock to pop out through the flap or his boxers and glide against the bare flesh of one of his mom’s exposed legs. She tensed up again, and Jack thought that he felt her push back.

And just like that, it was as though a starting pistol for a race had gone off. Jack groped at his mom’s breasts and began dry humping her, completely forgetting about Molly on the other side of him. His dick was achingly hard, and the only thing he wanted to do with it was ram it inside of her.

Rebecca was clearly awake. She moved to create space in between her son’s cock and her butt, but Jack immediately moved forward and closed the gap. He kissed her on the neck and let one of his hands slide her panties aside, positioning his cock against his mom’s hot, moist, entrance.

“Honey, stop it.” Rebecca’s voice was the merest of whispers, but she might as well have been reprimanding him with shouts. “I’m your mother, for god’s sake. We aren’t doing things like this anymore.”

“Mom…” Jack felt emotion quiver into his voice and tried to stop grinding his cockhead against her pussy. “It’s really hard. I’m not sure if I can stop…”

Rebecca was sure. She sat up, breaking from the illicit embrace and messing with the equilibrium of the tent. She crawled over to the tent’s flap, unzipped it, and slipped outside. Jack felt shame wash over him as he leaned back onto elbows.

That was really, really, dumb…

“What…” Molly was stirring from her sleep. Jack rolled over in the tent to face her, realizing that it was what he should have done in the first place.

“Hey, sorry,” he whispered. “My mom had to, uh, go to the bathroom.”

“The ash storm has died down?”

Jack sighed.

“Yeah, I think so.”

His cock was still rock hard, but even the thought of having Molly help him out, with his mother so close by, made Jack feel uncomfortable. He rolled over onto his stomach, trapping the source of his problems flat against his stomach, and closed his eyes.

I need to stay in control, for everyone’s sake.


CHAPTER 35

The morning arrived without any fanfare. Jack was the first to wake up, and he could both hear and feel Molly and his mom sleeping on either side of him. His cock was just as hard as it had been the night before, if not even more so. He was sure that he’d been dreaming about sex, but the details of the situation and the woman escaped him.

I should get up now, and give them some extra time to sleep in.

He sat up in the tent and slipped over to the door, grabbing his clothes from where they were piled as he did. Jack’s cock bounced around comically as he stood up outside the tent, mocking both him and his horniness. He smiled and quickly began getting dressed.

The sky was overcast. There was a grayish, blackish color to it that made Jack wonder if the volcano they’d seen the day before wasn’t somehow affecting the weather. Along with the surrounding wasteland, it gave the morning a rather unsettling overtone.

Jack walked over to his mom’s backpack and began digging out some food. There was enough left for several more days of traveling, but he was still careful with rationing the portions he took out. Not being especially hungry himself, he gave Molly and his mom slightly bigger shares.

“Good morning…” Molly was the next to wake up, and she came out of the tent in her underwear just as Jack had. She smiled at him as she noticed his leering gaze and did a quick pirouette.

“Do you like what you see, sailor?” she asked, straightening her long blonde hair with her fingers. Her breasts were threatening to pop out of her bra, and it was all that Jack could think about.

“I do,” he said. “I really, really do.”

He set breakfast down and closed the distance between the two of him. Molly pushed into his arms, and for a moment all was forgotten as they kissed and groped at each other’s bodies like horny teenagers.

I am a horny teenager. Maybe I'm too hard on myself.

“Hey.” Rebecca came out of the tent at the worst possible time, already dressed in the clothes she’d worn the day before. “Oh, sorry to interrupt.”

Molly pulled away, letting her breath tickle Jack’s ear as she whispered a single word in his ear for only him to hear.

“Later…” Molly then turned to Rebecca and smiled at her warmly. “Good morning, Rebecca. Did you sleep well?”

Rebecca looked over at Jack, glancing at the bulge poking out against his pants before catching his gaze and frowning.

“Well enough, given the circumstances,” she said. Jack felt shame throb in the back of his head.

I need to get a hold of myself. This is not okay.

“Here, I uh…” He scooped up the food he’d taken out and passed it out to the women. “Breakfast.”

“Thanks!” Molly immediately started digging into her portion, some nutrient rich survival bread and carrots.

“We should get moving as soon as we have everything packed up,” said Rebecca. “I think it would be best for us all if we find whatever it is we’re looking for and get headed back to Eden.”

“Yeah, you’re right, mom,” said Jack.

This trip was my idea. I’m responsible for whatever we find, along with my own disgusting actions.

Jack packed up the sleeping bags and the tent while Molly and his mom ate breakfast. It gave him a chance to be on the outside of the conversation and he listened to them chatting about the food they’d brought, their lives before the impact, and what they could do to spruce up their camp back in Eden. He did his best to not feel like the elephant in the room as he shouldered his pack and walked over to them.

“Almost ready to get going?”

Molly nodded enthusiastically to him, and his mom smiled.

“Great.” Jack double checked to make sure he had everything, fingering the seeds in his pocket and reminding himself to keep an eye out for spots to plant them. The women pulled on their bags, and the three of them continued across the wasteland.

It was an odd feeling. The remains of their campsite were the only sign of anything being disturbed in the sea of ash, as far as Jack could see. It reminded him of the images he’d seen of the moon landings, where the footprints and traces of humans stuck out on what was clearly an untouched landscape.

“Maybe that’s what Eve was trying to tell us about?” Molly was walking beside him, and she tugged on his arm, pulling him from his thoughts.

“What?”

“Can you see it on the horizon?” asked Molly. “That mountain up ahead.”

Jack saw what she was talking about and narrowed his eyes into a squint.

“Huh? We’ve passed a couple of mountains, what makes this one any different?”

“Look at the channels heading up to the top of it.” Rebecca pointed her finger towards the mound in the distance. “And also, something looks off at the base of it.”

It took Jack a second to see what she was talking about.

The ash… It’s been disturbed.

“That’s got to be it,” said Molly. “And even if it isn’t, my curiosity has officially been piqued.”

“Alright. It’s northwest of here, and that’s where we’re headed, anyway. Let’s check it out.”

With a destination in sight, the traveling became even easier than it had been before. Jack felt almost like he had when he’d been on hikes during the summers of his teenage years, when he and his friends would pick out landmarks and see if they could make the trip out to them in a day.

As they drew closer, more irregularities began to stand out on and around the mountain. The ash had clearly been disturbed. With only about a half mile left in between, Jack could see what he thought was a trail of footsteps, leading around the other side of the mountain and then looping back in.

“Let’s be careful,” he said. “After Dimitri, there is no real telling what might await us if…”

He trailed off, but Molly and his mom nodded, understanding what he was getting at.

Even if they don’t mean us harm, discovering other humans would change everything. We can’t be too careful.

They approached with slow, cautious steps. Jack took the lead and crouched over slightly, mimicking the sneaking posture he’d seen action heroes adopt in movies and video games.

This is ridiculous. We could very well be the only ones around for-

“That’s far enough.”

A new voice, deep, masculine, and aged, cut through the air. Jack flinched with surprise and began scanning the area around them. There were a couple of large boulders scattered around the bottom edge of the mountain. A balding man stepped out from behind them, wearing ash stained military fatigues and carrying an assault rifle.

“Who are you?” Jack glanced over at Molly and his mom and saw that they were having similarly cautious reactions.

“Take the knife off your belt, and that silly spear off your back, son.” The man lowered the rifle and began walking towards them. “I don’t mean you any harm. Quite the opposite, really.”

Jack felt his mom squeeze his arm tightly. He glanced over at her, unsure of the message she was trying to send to him.

“I don’t trust him,” she whispered. “But he has a gun. We can’t risk doing anything stupid.”

“Sir, my name is Dr. Molly Campos. I served as a Mission Specialist for NASA on the ISS.” Molly gave a formal salute, and the man responded in kind. “This is Rebecca, and her son Jack. They are survivors from the impact that assisted me during my return flight to Earth.”

“Well, I’ll be damned.” His face softened slightly, though his grip on the rifle held firm. “I’m Colonel Robert Taylor of the United States Army. And this…”

He gestured to the mountain behind him.

“Is JENSEV, the James Erwin National Security Emergency Vault.”

Jack blinked blankly at the man.

I don’t see anything other than a mountain covered in ash…

The Colonel flashed a gummy smile and adjusted the shoulder strap on his rifle. He turned to Molly and nodded.

“Now, if you would be so kind as to disarm your companion and bring me his weapons, I can show you the inside.”

Molly looked more than a little conflicted as she turned towards Jack. She shrugged and turned her palms up, frowning slightly.

“I don’t think we have any other choice,” she whispered. “I can’t say I trust him, just yet, but if he’s telling the truth, this might change everything.”

Jack sighed.

The last thing I want to do is gamble our survival on someone else’s goodwill, but in this case, it might end up paying off.

He slowly took the knife off his belt and the spear off his back and handed them to Molly.

“Good, good, good,” said the Colonel. “From the looks of it, the three of you have been outside for a while. Where did you find the wood to make that thing, anyway?”

Jack felt his mom begin to respond automatically and squeezed her hand before she could get a word out.

“I found it buried under a rock,” said Jack. “Quite the lucky score.”

“I know you’re lying, kid, but I’d probably do the same thing if I were you.” The Colonel took the weapons from Molly as she reached him, slipping the knife into his own belt and holding the spear. “If I really wanted to know where the three of you came from, I could just follow your trail back from here. It’s one of the few conveniences of this god damned ash.”

“You could, if it weren’t for the ash storms,” said Rebecca. “There isn’t much of a trail beyond where we last set up camp.”

“True enough,” said the Colonel. He gestured for Jack and Rebecca to approach and began pulling something out of his pocket while he waited for them to make their way over. It wasn’t until Jack was a few feet away that he realized that it was a pack of cigarettes. The Colonel held them out, offering one to the group.

“Anyone? I’m sure it’s been a while since you’ve had access to such vices.”

Jack considered taking one out of novelty’s sake, but his mom shot him a reprimanding glance.

“No, we’re fine,” said Jack. He and the women waited while the Colonel lit the stick up and began inhaling, letting loose a deep smoker’s cough into the crook of his elbow after a few puffs. He snuffed out the end and then tucked the half smoked cigarette back into the pack.

“Alright,” he said. “Before we head inside, let me make one thing clear.”

He spoke to all of them, but his eyes lingered on Jack, as though emphasizing that the words were mainly for his benefit.

“Don’t get any ideas. This is my house, and if you fuck around inside of it, I won’t hesitate to kill you. I’ve killed people before in the name of my country, and I won’t hesitate to do it for the future of the human race, either. Are we clear?”

Jack didn’t say respond, but Molly and his mother nodded, and it appeared as though that was enough for Colonel Taylor.

“Alright, good.” He began leading them around the boulders, walking backward and keeping them in his view at all times. Jack gasped as they rounded the corner, noticing a gigantic scorched, metal, door that had been hidden by the rocks.

“Welcome to JENSEV,” said Colonel Taylor.


CHAPTER 36

Jack stared at the doors blankly. It was surreal, and the similarity to the door that he and his mother had hidden behind in their own shelter made the feeling even more intense. JENSEV was a bigger operation, and it gave off a much more industrial, official aura.

“Jesus…” whispered Rebecca. “This looks like the entrance to some kind of fortress or something.”

“In a manner of speaking.” The Colonel smiled at her, and then pulled something off his belt. It wasn’t until he’d squeezed a button on it and a familiar crackling came out of it that Jack realized that it was a radio. “Private, do you read me? I’m outside, open up.”

There was a muffled response, and then the Colonel turned away from the door and to his guests.

“It was never widely publicized, but the United States government has been funding border defense facilities, such as this one, for the past decade.” The Colonel chuckled to himself. “The political debate on whether or not we should erect a border fence was a complete farce, political pandering of the highest degree. This facility, and others like it, were designed to be hidden bases full of soldiers who could react to any international intruders, regardless of their threat level.”

“How large of a facility are we talking about?” asked Jack. The Colonel dusted his hands off, and a loud creaking noise began to come from the door.

“You’ll see soon enough,” he said. “Follow me.”

Colonel Taylor waited until the door had opened far enough for them to pass through, and then led them inside. Motion activated lights flicked on as they walked down a long, oversized hallway, and Jack was reminded of the setup of his family’s own emergency shelter.

The door behind them began to close as soon as the group was a couple feet within the facility. Jack glanced at his mom and Molly, seeing nervousness expressions on their faces that mirrored what he was feeling inside.

“There’s nothing we can do now, even if we wanted to,” said Rebecca. “There wasn’t anything we could have done outside, either. He could have shot us if he wanted to.”

Let’s hope he doesn’t have anything worse than that planned for us, now.

“Private Bradford, we’re in front of the inner door.” Colonel Taylor spoke into his radio again as they reached a blocked off passageway that matched the one that led in from the outside. Slowly, the door began to creak open, with lights flashing on the frame and a klaxon blaring on the other side.

“This is the main operations room of JENSEV,” said the Colonel. “This little room is where most of the action happens.”

Calling it a little room was a bit of an understatement. The ceiling was high, and the space was big enough to have fit Jack’s family’s old house into if the rooms were jumbled around.

There were dozens of computer desks, each sporting what had been the latest in computer and monitor hardware on them. In the center of the room was a raised strategy stage, with more desks and computers on it and surprisingly, a single woman dressed in army fatigues.

“Sir!” The woman stood up and saluted. Even in modest military attire, Jack couldn’t help but notice how beautiful she was. She looked to be in her late twenties, with blondish red hair, large breasts, and a trim waist.

“At ease, Private,” said the Colonel. “We’ve found survivors, at last. It’s time to pop open one of those bottles we’ve been saving.”

It was only then that Jack realized that the woman was grinning, and so was the Colonel. He couldn’t resist smiling himself, and felt a powerful feeling of good will begin to fill the room.

We found them just as much as they found us. Another man, and another woman. This changes everything.

“Come on, let me give you the grand tour,” said the Colonel. “This is just the tip of the iceberg.”

“Uh, Colonel…” The red haired woman was waiting sheepishly at her desk.

“Oh, where are my manners. Private Bradford, this is Rebecca, her son Jack, and Dr. Molly Campos of NASA.”

He turned to Jack, his mom, and Molly.

“Private Bradford, Jessica, was the only one of my garrison to forgo their leave allowance in the days leading up to the asteroid strike. Her loyalty and work ethic is a big part of what’s going to save the human race.”

“Er, my family was just on vacation,” said Jessica, quietly. “But it’s true, I was here after everyone else had left.”

“At ease, Private,” said the Colonel. Jessica skipped down the steps from the strategy stage and over to the group. The Colonel began leading them forward, walking with a slight limp in his right leg.

“The JENSEV facility has everything needed for a temporarily self-sustaining emergency outpost, as you’ll soon see.” Colonel Taylor turned the wheel handle of a door ahead of them and creaked it open. “It was originally designed to support a resident population of fifty soldiers. What that means is that we won’t have to worry about finding you a bunk, or rationing food.”

“Good to know,” replied Jack.

The five of them walked down another long hallway and then passed through another heavy metal door.

“This is the main bunkroom,” said the Colonel. “It was originally coed, but since the impact, it’s just been Molly sleeping in here.”

There were rows upon rows of bunk beds, and a number of them looked to have been occupied up until recently, with personal possessions and intimate pictures scattered about.

“I’ll let you two girls pick out a bunk in here,” said the Colonel. “Jack, you’ll be sleeping in the old staff sergeant’s private room.”

A private room? I’d almost forgotten that those existed…

“Uh, thanks,” said Jack. “Yeah, that sounds good.”

“Through this door are the showers.” The Colonel pulled open a heavy door on the far side of the barracks and led them through it. “There are a couple of private baths in the back. We never used them back before, but what with all the ash now, they’ve proved their usefulness.”

“Um…” Molly scratched her head and looked as though a question was on the tip of her tongue. “Would there happen to be hot water in these showers and baths?”

“Oh yeah.” Jessica answered with a smile, weaving through the group over to Molly. “We’re currently running on battery power, but we have several kerosene generators in the basement, along with solar cells to put out once we’re sure that things have settled down.”

Both Molly and Jack’s mother looked as though they were about to burst into song. Jack smiled.

“Let’s continue on,” said the Colonel. “We have a lot of things to cover.”

He led them back out into the main operations room, through a door on the other side of it, and then down another hallway. At the end of it was another sealed door, which the Colonel pulled open after letting out a rough smoker’s cough into the hallway’s corner.

“And this…” He stepped beyond the door’s threshold and gestured around. “Is our mess hall.”

There were as many seats at the four huge tables in the room to match how many desks there had been in the main operations room. A motion activated light switched on, and Jack saw what looked a bit like a cafeteria in the back, complete with a food line with a kitchen behind it.

“We haven’t been using it to its full potential since we arrived here, but if we find more people it will come in handy.” The Colonel limped further in, gesturing for the group to follow.

“How are your food supplies holding up?” asked Jack.

“Fantastically, especially if you don’t mind eating MREs.”

Jack glanced over at Jessica, who was rolling her eyes.

“Meal, ready to eat,” she said. “Military rations. They’re kind of disgusting, but we have enough to live off of for literally months.”

“They’re not disgusting!” The Colonel coughed into his hand and waved a finger at the Private. “You should have gotten a taste of the ones we had back in my day. You should be grateful!”

Jack had to work in order to hold back his laughter. His mom walked over to him and hugged him from the side. One look into her eyes confirmed what he’d already been thinking.

These are good people. And this is a better discovery than we could have hoped for, especially going off Eve’s crude directions.

“Come on, we have a couple more stops to make,” said the Colonel.

He led them to rooms on either side of the mess hall. Through one door was a large recreation room equipped with a number of video game consoles, soft bean bag chairs, couches, a pool table, and air hockey.

The other door led to a large library. Colonel Taylor grinned as he waved a hand at the seemingly endless shelves of books. Jack watched and smiled as his mom’s eyes went wide with wonder, making a mental note to check out the selection himself when he had time.

“That just about covers it,” said the Colonel. “The three of you will essentially have open access to the facility, as long as you play by my rules.”

“What’s behind the third door in the main operations room?” asked Jack. “The one in the back.”

“That’s classified.” Colonel Taylor smiled wryly. “The armory is back there, along with the stairs to the basement, mechanical equipment, and a couple of other mission essential things.”

“And just what was your mission, back when the world made sense?” Rebecca asked her question in a tone of voice that refused to shy away from the facts at hand. Colonel Taylor sighed, and then ran a hand through his balding hair.

“My mission was to guard the border,” he said. “At least on paper. My real mission, the real reason behind this multimillion dollar underground facility, was to be prepared.”

To be prepared?

The Colonel began leading them back into the main operations room. He pulled the half-finished cigarette out of his pack and began chewing on the filter, not lighting it.

“My mission was to wait for something like this to happen, and make myself and my personnel as useful as I could in the meantime.” Colonel Taylor shrugged his shoulders. “You can see how that worked out in the end. My troops always joked that I was too strict, too adherent to the old system. Too reluctant to give them time off.”

He winced slightly.

“I really wished that I had put more effort into ignoring them, instead of caving in, and letting them all head out into the world, and off to their deaths.”

“Sir, you couldn’t have known this was going to happen!” Jessica was at his side, but Colonel Taylor waved her away.

“Yes, yes, of course not,” he said. “Come on. You people are filthy with ash. Let me show you how the showers work and let you get yourselves cleaned up.”

He led them back through the main operations room, and into the bunkroom. The Colonel stopped for a moment outside of the showers to whisper something into Jessica’s ear and then motioned for the group to follow him in.

“With such a small amount of us here, we don’t have to worry about hot water restrictions.” He laughed. “Something tells me that’s the best bit of news the three of you have heard in a long time.”

Jack couldn’t resist smiling.

After all that hiking, the climbing, and the ash storms, it’s more than I could have hoped for.

“The shower knobs work pretty much as you’d expect them to,” said Jessica. “The only unusual thing about it, from a civilian's perspective, is that we don’t have any partitions between stalls.”

“You all can take turns,” said the Colonel. “Or not. It’s up to you.”

He nodded to Jessica.

“We’ll leave you to it, then.”

The two military personnel closed the heavy door behind them on their way out. Jack scratched his head and looked over at Molly and his mom, waiting for them to comment on the situation.

“We should all shower together, for now.” It was Molly who spoke up first, a slightly embarrassed smile sneaking onto her face.

“Molly, we haven’t had any privacy in days,” said Rebecca. “Maybe for now, we can-“

“No.” Molly cut her off, surprising both Jack and his mom. “I think they’re good people. And I trust them, even. But we need to get into the habit of being totally safe and not assuming anything.”

Showering with Molly and my mom? Even after all we’ve been through, the prospect is still exciting.

“…Alright.” Rebecca smiled softly, and then without another word, walked over to the corner of the room, where lockers lined the wall. She glanced back at Jack and Molly once before beginning to pull her shirt up and over her head, ash dusting off into the air as she did.

Molly noticed Jack watching her and frowned.

“Hey, don’t get any ideas,” she said. “We’re showering together. That doesn’t mean that anything else has changed.”

She’s right. And I’m a pervert.

Jack nodded and forced himself to look away.

“Sorry…” he said. “Let’s just get this over with.”

There was another changing area on the other side of the shower room, and Jack walked over to it and began getting undressed. It was impossible to keep his eyes from wandering. He glanced over almost out of reflex, his body responding excitedly to the sight of Molly and his mom undoing their bras and pulling down their panties.

This was a terrible idea.

“Honey, just use one of the showers over on that side.” His mom called out to him, her voice echoing strangely off the tiled floors and walls. “And we’ll use the ones over on this side. It’s no big deal.”

Jack nodded and forced a smile onto his face.

Of course not. No big deal. Except for the fact that I’m not sure if I’ve ever felt this horny in my entire life.

He heard the sound of the showers starting up on the other side of the locker room, and Molly and his mom giggling as they adjusted the temperature of the water. Jack slowly walked over and found a spot under a shower head, walking in a bit of a crouch in a hopeless attempt to downplay his growing erection.

He played around with the temperature knobs for a minute, only stepping under when he’d gotten the water just right. Instantly, the stream began to wash away not just the ash on his skin, but also his fatigue. Jack had forgotten just how relaxing a shower could be.

There was a bar of soap on a small shower stand against the wall, and he picked it up and began washing himself. His aches and pains melted away, along with most of his worries.

This is the modern convenience that I missed the most, I just never realized it.

Absent-mindedly, Jack glanced across the shower room at his mom and Molly. They were both turned away from him, but even from the back their naked bodies offered enough eye candy to bring his cock to full attention. Jack shook his head and tried to force dark, hedonistic thoughts out of his head as he continued soaping up.

His hand lingered on his cock for a long moment as he cleaned off his crotch. An evil voice in his head was whispering, imploring him to come up with an excuse to cross the room and shower closer to the women.

“Jack? Your hair is still full of ash…” His mom had snuck up behind him, and Jack flinched a little uneasily when he heard her voice in his ear. “Do you want me to wash it for you?”

Rebecca had one arm across her breasts, and the other cupped over her pussy. Jack felt embarrassed looking at her, a feeling that would have likely been even more intense if not for her attempt at modesty.

“Uh…”

I should say no! I need to tell her no! This is ridiculous!

“Sure, mom,” he said. Jack glanced around the shower for Molly, and found that she was nowhere to be seen.

“Molly decided to check out one of the bathtubs,” whispered his mom. “You can head over and check it out yourself, as soon as I get you clean.”

Jack nodded slowly. His mom let her hands drop from her body for the briefest of moments, taking Jack by the shoulders and positioning him around so that he was facing the wall. The steam kept him from seeing more than a glimpse of her perfect, naked body, but he still felt as though he was on the verge of cumming on the spot.

“Here,” whispered his mother. “Just lean forward. I found some shampoo if you can believe it. I’d almost forgotten that the stuff existed.”

Jack felt his mom’s hands begin to run through his hair. It felt good, in a way that would have almost been innocent, if it weren't for how turned on he was and the events for the past few days.

“What do you think of our hosts?” whispered Rebecca. Jack shrugged his shoulders as he leaned back slightly and felt his mom’s hot nipples press against his back.

“Jessica, er, Private Bradford, seems nice enough.” Jack felt his heart beating as he struggled to relax his achingly hard cock.

“And the Colonel?”

“He’s not a bad guy,” said Jack. “But it’s pretty clear that he’s used to other people doing things his way. We might want to keep our guard up, for now.”

Rebecca gently leaned Jack forward into the stream of water. Her felt the shampoo washing out of his hair, along with something else. One of his mom’s hands had come around to the front of him, and slowly slid down his chest, tracing his pecs and stomach muscles in a manner that made him flush with pleasure.

Her hand is right above my cock…

He felt her breath on his neck, and even in the shower, with the water and the steam, it still felt hot.

“Come check this out!” Molly’s voice suddenly cut in from around the corner. Rebecca flinched, and then gave her son a quick peck on the cheek before pulling back.

“I’ll meet up with you after sweetie,” she said. “Be sure to finish washing up completely.”

Jack turned back towards her. She was covering herself again, and Jack almost felt like he should be too. His cock poked out of his crotch like some kind of hilarious comedy prop. He saw his mom glance down at it and then look away, and bit his lip as a wave of shame swept over him.

“Bye, honey,” said Rebecca.

“I’ll see you after mom. Thanks.”

Rebecca headed across the showers over to where towels were folded in the corner, and Jack stepped back under the hot stream of water, hoping that the droplets would wash away his guilt.
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Jack only spent a minute rinsing off. He could hear the sound of Molly laughing in one of the bathtubs in the other section of the washroom, and it finally became too much for him to bare. He was still naked as he made his way over, and his cock was still stubbornly hard.

“Hey there, sailor,” Molly turned towards him as he approached, her naked breasts popping out above the surface of the water and into his view. “Oh wow, you look ready to go.”

Jack shrugged and looked away from her.

I can’t admit that it was my mom that put me in this state, even if it’s true.

“Come on, climb in!” Molly splashed water his way from the tub. It was sunken into the floor, like a mixture between a pool and a small hot tub. Jack made his way over to it and slowly lowered himself down.

“Oh wow, it’s really hot.” He smiled at her. “Did you get sick of the cold temperature of the river water?”

“It was impossible to get fully clean in the river, especially without any soap,” said Molly. “You’ve never seen me all dolled up before, Jack. You’re in for a treat.”

Jack was about to make a smart remark back, but before he could, Molly crawled through the water towards him. Her naked body was against his in a second, and he gasped in surprise.

“Molly…”

“I bet that feels good, doesn’t it?” Molly smiled at him and squeezed his hard cock in between her thighs. “It’s a little different when we don’t have to worry about tasting the ash on each other’s bodies, or rolling around on dirty sleeping bags on the ground.”

Jack nodded. Molly bobbed up and down in the water, caressing his cock with her body and pushing her breasts even further up into his face.

“This place might not solve all of our problems, but I have to admit, this is really nice.” Molly leaned forward, kissing Jack and letting the head of his cock slide easily into her warm pussy.

“Oh, wow…” All Jack could do was moan. The water’s warmth compounded with the pleasure Molly’s body was giving him, tipping him over the edge. He gripped her buttocks with his hands and slowly began to bounce her up and down.

“That’s it,” whispered Molly. “It’s all going to be so much simpler for us, now. We can relax here, and have all the sex we want.”

Jack felt it hard to focus on much other than how good it felt to have his cock inside of her.

I hope she’s right.

“Yeah, that’s it, Jack,” she whispered. “Fuck me. Fuck me senseless. I want you to cum inside of me. I don’t have to be afraid, or worry about what would happen after, here.”

Jack groped at one of her breasts and began spearing forward with his tool. He felt like a horny animal, pushed up and over the line and ready to let loose with sexual fury. Molly moaned with each of his thrusts, occasionally running one of her hands through her wet blonde hair to keep it out of her face.

“Yes, that’s it,” she whispered. “Jack, don’t stop.”

I couldn’t even if I wanted to.

Jack spun her around, pressing her body up against the edge of the tub and positioning himself behind her. His cock popped loose, but he quickly found her tight hole and reinserted it, feeling Molly’s strong vaginal muscles squeezing him like a trap.

He began fucking her from behind, slamming forward and pressing his crotch against her butt with each thrust. Molly leaned her head back and arched her back like a cat in heat, and Jack took the opportunity to run his fingers over her breasts and pinch her nipples.

“Oh god!” Molly let out an unbridled, sexual cry. Jack was ramming into her like a wild man, unable to control his own strength. Water splashed up from the tub each time he closed the space in between them. He didn’t notice, and everything other than her gorgeous, naked body faded into the background.

“Molly!” Jack took her by the waist and began banging her even faster. “I’m about to…”

“Yes, Jack!” she cried. “Don’t stop!”

The both came together in hot, overwhelming ecstasy. Molly leaned back up against Jack, running one hand across his cheek and using the other to keep his cock nestled perfectly inside of her as he shot the last of his load.

She’s serious about getting pregnant, about having one of my babies.

“That was perfect,” she whispered. Jack nodded, and then leaned around and kissed her. Molly’s lips moved back against his passionately for a moment, and then she pulled away, as though a little frightened by the intimacy.

“Jack…” Molly turned around in the tub and looked at him, her eyes quivering with emotion. “We can’t forget the situation that we’re in. Or let our feelings get in the way of it.”

Jack shook his head.

“Of course not,” he said. “We’re in a better spot now than ever, with this fortress over our heads. Right?”

Molly sighed, and her mouth pulled up into a sad smile.

“It’s not just that,” she said. “There’s also the Colonel, and Jessica.”

Jack stared at her blankly, still a little too fatigued from the orgasm to instantly connect the dots.

She’s talking about bringing them into the mix, isn’t she?

“Wait, what do you mean?”

Molly shook her head and then stood up in the tub, water dripping off her seductive body as she climbed out.

“You know what I mean, Jack,” she said. “We have to be objective about things again. Our emotions don’t matter in the grand scheme of things.”

“Molly, hold on.” Jack started to follow after her but slipped on the bottom of the tub and painfully knocked his knee against one of its walls.

“We can talk more after,” said Molly. “But please, don’t make too big of a deal out of this. Out of what we might have to do. It isn’t about us, and how we feel.”

She lingered for a second, as though waiting for her words to have an effect on him, and also herself. Then, she walked back towards the lockers and disappeared around the corner.

I can’t imagine Molly with Colonel Taylor. Or worse, what if it ends up being him and mom?

A hot flash of jealousy pushed into Jack’s heart, spreading through the rest of his body and making him anxious with contemplation. He splashed some of the warm tub water onto his face and took a deep breath. His heart was still beating faster than it needed to, and he was tired.

After drying off by the lockers, Jack looked for his clothes in front of the locker where he’d left them. Surprisingly, they were no longer there. He glanced around the room and tried not to feel overly suspicious about the Colonel or Jessica dipping in while they were bathing.

There were some clothes left in the corner of the room, on one of the long, industrial, polished wood benches. They were standard military attire, but a bit more casual than what the Colonel had been wearing.

Jack pulled on the underwear and socks, feeling a little restricted by how closely both of them fit. The pants weren’t jeans, but rather, thick, rugged, tan cotton slacks. He pulled them on, along with the plain gray t-shirt that was on top of them.

Even his shoes had been removed from the room, replaced with a medium sized pair of durable army boots. Jack laced them up and then walked out into the bunkroom slowly, feeling a little bit ridiculous and unwieldy in his new outfit.

He found his mom, Molly, and the two military personnel in the main operations room. All four of them were standing up on the raised staging area, peering into one of the computer screens.

“Ah, about time you arrived, youngin.” The Colonel smiled at him and gestured for him to come over. “I’m showing these two a video of the last thing our outdoor surveillance system picked up before it went offline.”

Jack nodded and then wordlessly climbed the steps to join the group. His mom and Molly were both wearing matching outfits, the same military fatigue pants that he had on, but with tank tops on over them that clung tightly to their large, well-formed breasts.

“I’ve scanned these recordings myself, many times.” Jessica was the one sitting in the chair in front of the screen. She tapped something out on the keyboard, and then glanced back at him, smiling.

“Fast forward up to ten seconds before the impact,” said the Colonel.

Jessica nodded and clicked around with her mouse. The landscape shown on the screen was totally unrecognizable to Jack. It was dark, but he could still make out what was there, grass, roads, people, and houses. It served as a solemn reminder of how total the damage had been, for Jack to have not seen even a hint of any of it on his way through.

“Wait for it… wait for it…” The Colonel pointed right at the screen right as the perspective began to shake. “There. This is, I assume, right after the asteroid hit.”

The amount of shaking was enough to make it impossible to tell what was going on. Something crumbled from above, and for a moment, the camera’s view was blocked by dirt. The shaking continued, and it cleared up again, a little blurrier than it had been before.

“My god,” whispered Rebecca.

There was nothing left on the screen. The houses that had been visible on the horizon were little more than collapsed ruins. The grass was still on the ground, cracks had formed in the roads, and it looked as though a medium sized avalanche had buried an area on the edge of the mountain.

“Fast forward to the fire,” said the Colonel. Jessica nodded and began working the computer again.

The video returned to normal speed, and a couple of uneventful seconds passed by. Jack could see what was happening right as it began. Streaks of fire began to crisscross against the night sky, lighting up the land and creating a spectacle similar to a fireworks show, except magnitudes of order greater.

“It’s the ejection debris,” whispered Molly. “I saw it from up in the station, but… it wasn’t like this.”

The air itself looked as though it was changing color, turning orange, and then red. The grass ignited, the roads looked like they were on the verge of melting, and the houses in the distance became raging bonfires, trash pushed into an atmospheric incinerator. And then the image cut out.

Colonel Taylor let out a sigh and then turned back towards the group.

“That video represents the full extent of what we know is going on in the outside world.” He smiled at Jack and the women. “Part of the reason why I’ve welcomed the three of you down here is to get a sense of what you know, and what you’ve seen.”

“We haven’t seen much,” said Jack. “Or rather… there isn’t much left to see.”

Colonel Taylor smiled mournfully.

“Yes… hmmm, well, I figured that might be the case.” He shook his head as though forcing away intruding thoughts, and then glanced down at his wristwatch. “It’s getting late. Private Bradford, where are we at on supper preparations?”

Jessica stood up and saluted the old commander.

“Sir! I prepared some of the fresh food we have, as requested. We can eat as soon as you say the word.”

“The word!” Colonel Taylor instantly broke out into laughter at his own joke. He seemed to be in good spirits as he stepped down from the staging area and began leading them into the mess hall.

The smell of the food reached Jack’s nose as soon as the heavy door to the dining area had swung open. The table in the center of the room was filled with plates of steak, vegetables, potatoes, rice, and two delicious looking pies.

“Oh my god…” Jack stood gaping at the arrangement. He looked over at his mom and Molly and saw that they were similarly awestruck.

“We have a couple of fridges devoted to storing fresh food for the personnel on base.” The Colonel was smiling, clearly pleased by the reactions of his guests. “There’s only so much that Private Bradford and myself can eat per day, and we don’t want it to go to waste. And every refrigerator we can unplug improves our energy efficiency.”

“Thank you,” said Rebecca. “This means a lot to us, Colonel Taylor.”

The Colonel was beaming.

“But of course, my dear. Tending to your needs is part of my extended mission.”

The group found their way over to the table and everyone took a seat. Colonel Taylor positioned himself right across from Jack, with Jessica at his side. Molly and his mom sat on either of Jack’s arms.

Jack felt stupid picking up the knife and fork. It had been just long enough since he’d used one of either for the process to begin to feel a little unwieldy and ridiculous. He stabbed into the steak with the fork, watching as juice and steam vented out of it, and then slowly began cutting.

“Why are you being so kind to use?” Molly’s question surprised Jack, coming just as he was popping a delicious piece of steak, full of flavor and cooked to perfection, into his mouth.

The Colonel shrugged his shoulders. He leaned over to Jessica and whispered something into her ear, and the Private stood up and left the table.

“Would you believe that it’s all out of the kindness of my heart?”

Molly looked to Jack and his mom for support. Rebecca was frowning, and digging into her plate with tiny, efficient bites.

“I think Molly is just a little surprised,” said Jack. “We all are. We weren’t expecting anything like this to be waiting for us. It’s a little hard to believe.”

“Just take it at face value,” said the Colonel. “Sometimes, things are just what they seem.”

“Is this really one of those times, Colonel?” Rebecca asked the question with a more authoritative and accusatory tone than either Jack or Molly had been able to manage. “We’ve met other people before in our time on the outside. Not everyone’s mentality is geared for the greater good.”

Colonel Taylor’s posture was eerily still, and he had the tiniest hint of a patronizing smile on his face. Jack was still waiting for him to answer his mom’s question when Jessica arrived back at the table.

“Would anybody care for some wine?” She held the bottle in one hand and wiggled it back and forth triumphantly. The discussion at the table was put aside as Molly and Rebecca eagerly nodded their heads.

“Jack?” Jessica turned to him next, smiling so cheerfully that it was hard not to picture her as a waitress in a previous life. “Wine?”

Jack glanced at his mom. Rebecca frowned, but shrugged her shoulders after a second.

“The world has ended,” she said. “It would be a little cruel of me to keep you from having a glass of wine at the dinner table.”

Jack grinned, and Jessica passed him a wine glass that was filled a little bit more than he was expecting. The conversation shifted into lighter territory as the group continued the meal, and the reminisced about the past, TV shows, music, and irony.

After about an hour and another two glasses of wine, dinner began to wind down. Jack was laughing at a joke Molly had told about astronaut body odor up on the space station when Colonel Taylor stood up and folded his arms behind his back.

“It’s time for us to wind down for tonight,” he said. “I will show you to your rooms. And, about what we talked about before…”

Colonel Taylor waited until all of them had stood up from the table. His face shifted, and he suddenly looked a lot less like an accommodating host, and more like the military commander he was at heart.

“Everything I do is the sake of humanity, for the sake of preserving the future. The real reason I brought the three of you into my base is because you’re the only three people I’ve seen in over a week, other than Private Bradford. Saving you and protecting you is one part of keeping humanity going.”

Jack didn’t say anything.

“That’s very sweet of you, Colonel,” said Rebecca. “We understand where you’re coming from.”

He smiled, and his persona softened a little.

“Follow me.”

The group’s first stop was across the main operations room, back in the bunk hall. Colonel Taylor turned to face them after he’d gone through the last heavy door and gestured to the bunks.

“Molly and Rebecca, you may pick whichever beds you like,” he said. “They are nothing special, but-“

“Compared to what we’ve been sleeping on for the past few days, uh, yes, yes they are.” Molly was rubbing her hands together with childlike excitement.

“There should be a couple that were unclaimed even back when the base was filled with soldiers down at the end,” said Jessica. “Come on, I’ll show you where they are.”

As they moved to head down to the other end of the room, Colonel Taylor set a hand on Jack’s shoulder.

“You’ll be in the Staff Sergeant’s room, Jack. For the sake of giving the women a bit of privacy.”

Privacy. Another one of those things that I used to take for granted.

Molly and his mom walked over to him.

“Night, Jack,” said Molly. She leaned in and gave him a quick peck on the lips, and then winked. “Sleep tight.”

“Goodnight, sweetie.” His mom was next, and she pulled him into a tight, bosomy hug. Jack felt his body instantly reacting to her being against him, especially with her wearing the thin, military tank top.

“Goodnight,” said Jack. His body was a little excited when he finally did pull away, but what was even stranger to him was the way Colonel Taylor watched them. He was smiling slightly, and something behind his eyes looked like it was analyzing, and calculating.

“Goodnight, Jack,” said Jessica. “It was nice meeting you!”

“Come on then,” said the Colonel. “Let me show you to your room, Jack.”

Jack followed behind him, suddenly feeling a little drunk from the wine he’d had at dinner. He smiled to himself.

I know I should be used to sudden change by now, but this is still unreal.


CHAPTER 38

Colonel Taylor opened another heavy metal door at the end of the hall and then stepped in through it. A medium sized room lay behind it and a quick glance at the posters on the wall and the pictures on the table was enough to tell Jack that someone had lived in it up until a short time ago.

“All of the personal effects belong, or rather, belonged, to Sergeant Dolan.” Colonel Taylor let out a tired sigh. “He was a good man. But he enjoyed taking his leave, just like all the rest.”

“Do you want me to leave his stuff, or-“

“No.” Colonel Taylor shook his head. “No. You can do whatever you want with it.”

Jack nodded. He wasn’t sure what to say. Colonel Taylor was staring at one of the walls in the room, and he looked like he was a million miles away.

“Uh, thank you, Colonel Taylor,” said Jack. “You’ve done so much for us. I just want you to know that we really, really appreciate it.”

“Sit down, Jack.”

There was a double sided desk in the room with two chairs on either end of it. Jack sat down in one of them, and Colonel Taylor took the other, directly across from him. The Colonel set his elbows on the table and connected his fingers into a steeple.

“What do you think of the world that we live in?”

What do I think… of the world we live in?

“I guess…” Jack chewed on his bottom lip. “I haven’t thought much about it. It’s terrible, and harsh, and barren. The only thing I’ve thought about is surviving, and protecting the people close to me.”

“Would you be willing to make sacrifices in the name of making it better?”

Where the hell is he going with these questions?

“Yeah, of course,” said Jack. “I’ve already talked about this with my stepmom and Molly.”

The word ‘stepmom’ slipped out of his mouth before he could stop it. The gleam that passed across one of the Colonel’s eyes made Jack’s stomach twist.

“Stepmom? So you and Rebecca… the two of you aren’t related by blood?”

“She’s the only mother I’ve ever known, Colonel,” said Jack. “Technically, we aren’t related by blood, but-“

“Jack, you’re a smart boy. I know you can see just as easily as I can that the world is now a pretty fucked up place. It’s barren, just as you said, of all human life. “

He’s been thinking about this from the exact same angle as us.

“I am also barren,” said the Colonel. “Sterile. Ineffective. Defunct in the erectile sense.”

What the hell?

“Jack, I’m not going to press you on any of this tonight,” said the Colonel. “You’re here now, in a safe place. And you have managed to survive in a world that’s killed everyone else.”

“Colonel, you don’t have to be coy,” said Jack. “I know what you’re getting at.”

“I don’t think you do.” The Colonel smiled mournfully. “A new society is going to form in the wake of this destruction. The two questions at hand are how long it will be before it does, and what kind of people will seed it.”

The Colonel paused, and gave Jack a stern, serious look.

“Are you a good person, Jack? Are your mother, and your friend Molly, good people? Is… Private Bradford a good person?”

Jack just stared back at him, his jaw hanging open. The Colonel smiled and then stood up from the desk.

“Goodnight, Jack,” he said as he walked out of the room. “Think about what we just talked about.”

The metal door closed heavily, and Jack heard the handle spin on the other side.

Just what the hell did we talk about?

Jack took a minute to look around the room before settling in. There was a small door in the back that led to a private bathroom, sans shower and bathtub. The dresser was filled with clothes, most of them standard military issue, but with some casual stuff mixed in. Most of it was about the right size for him, too, and Jack wondered if it would be inappropriate for him to wear some of it.

On the bed stand next to the bunk, there was a picture of a rather attractive woman, smiling. Jack picked it up and carried it over to the dresser, looking at it for a moment before tucking it away into one of the drawers.

This was somebody’s room, somebody with a life, loved ones, and a purpose.

He sighed, and walked over to the entrance of the room to turn the light off, pulling his shoes off as he went. Jack was a lot more tired than he’d realized, and after stripping off his shirt and pants, he climbed under the sheets of the bed and closed his eyes.

“Honey? Are you still awake?”

Jack stirred in his sleep. He felt groggy and still a little drunk from the wine. He wasn’t sure at first if he was dreaming or not. A dim light shined into his room from the cracked open door, and he could make out the figure of his mom slipping into the room.

“Yeah,” said Jack. “I’m awake.”

Rebecca closed the door behind her as gently as she could, the sound of the heavy metal latch catching still making a decent amount of noise. Jack reached over to the bed stand and fumbled for the light. It gave off only the barest amount of illumination, but it was enough for him to see that his mom had changed out of her military clothes and into a small, one piece nightie.

“Where’d you get that?” he asked. “The nightgown.”

Rebecca giggled.

“Jessica helped us find some clothes,” she said, softly. “There were a couple of other female soldiers in the unit. They had some casual stuff mixed in with the uniforms they’d been issued.”

Jack nodded. A tense silence hung in the air as his mom made her way over to his bed and sat down on the edge of it.

“Jack…” Her voice was little more than an emotion tinged whisper. “I wanted to talk to you about this. I don’t know what to make of it, to be honest. Jessica seems nice, but the Colonel… I can’t help but feel like he’s hiding his true intentions.”

As Jack leaned up a little in his bed, he realized that he was sporting an intense erection in between his legs. He shifted the sheets in an attempt to downplay it, though he was sure that his mom had already seen it.

“I talked to him for a couple of minutes, right before bed,” said Jack. “I think his plan is, well, a lot like what we were already talking about.”

Rebecca reached her hand over and set it on Jack’s thigh.

“He wants us all to start having babies, then?” Her voice was sharp, and a little judgmental. “It’s different when it’s someone removed from the situation, someone we don’t know, suggesting it.”

“If he has ulterior motives, they aren’t related to that,” said Jack. “He’s sterile, mom. He told me.”

“So he’d putting it all on you, then? He’d have you trading off between Molly and Jessica, loading each of them up until they get pregnant?”

Jack grimaced, feeling appreciative of the way the shadows in the room hid his facial expression.

Should I tell her that I let the fact that she’s only my stepmom slip to the Colonel?

“Jack, I don’t have a good feeling about this…” A familiar tone of worry had entered his mom’s voice. “We don’t have any real say in what’s happening down here.”

“Mom…” Jack felt his cock aching against his boxers. “We still have each other.”

His mom’s hand slipped a little lower, and his hips moved upward automatically, causing her fingers to graze against his cock.

“Jack,” whispered Rebecca. “Easy…”

What am I doing? Why does it feel so compelling, and yet so totally wrong?

“Mom, things have changed so much over the course of the past few days.” Jack slowly pulled the sheets off him as he spoke, feeling his cock throbbing with anticipation. “In the world, and between us.”

“I know they have, sweetie,” she whispered. “But some things have stayed the same…”

Jack took her hand in his and slowly guided it down to his boxer covered bulge. Guilt swept over him as her fingers made contact, along with overwhelming, intoxicating pleasure.

“Honey, we don’t need to do things like this anymore,” she whispered. “This is wrong. I’m your mother, and-“

“What about before?” asked Jack. “Mom, what if that was the right thing for us to be doing?”

What the hell am I saying?

He watched as his mom’s silhouetted head slowly shook back and forth.

“It was wrong then, and it’s wrong now.” Rebecca started to pull her hand away, but Jack moved it back into place on his cock.

“Mom, I love you,” whispered Jack. “I just want us to be close, to have time to be with each other.”

“Jack…” Rebecca pulled her hand back again, and this time, Jack didn’t stop her. Instead of standing up from the bed, however, she pulled her legs up onto it and lied down next to him. “Let’s just lie here with each other for a few minutes, then. I understand.”

Mom, I don’t think you do…

Jack slowly reached out, pulling his mom’s body in closer to him. His cock was rock hard, and he knew that there was no way that she couldn’t feel it pressing into her thighs. She smelled clean and a little fruity, as though she’d used a scented perfume to wash her hair.

Neither of them said anything. The sound of their breathing was almost a conversation of its own. Rebecca’s gown was tiny, and Jack could tell from the way her breasts pushed against his chest that she didn’t have anything on underneath it.

She’s my mom, and I love her. Is this wrong?

Jack’s hips began to move of their own accord, along with his hands. He let his cock grind against his mom, and one of his hands massaged just underneath her breast. He leaned forward to kiss her out of instinct, but Rebecca turned her face away at the last second, letting it land on her cheek instead of her lips.

“Jack, honey.” Her voice was somehow calm and urgent at the same time. Jack redoubled his efforts, pulling her in even closer and letting his cock slip out of his boxers. It pushed against the bare flesh of her thighs like a red hot poker, and Jack realized that his mom also wasn’t wearing any panties.

It was like a dance, or a game, in which the two of them were moving towards different goals. Rebecca squirmed, trying to keep the two of them in a safe, familial cuddle. Jack groped and grinded, feeling his excitement grow as he realized the situation at hand.

I could have sex with her, right here, right now. I could fuck my mom, and we would both scream out in ecstasy together.

“Jack!”

He didn’t hear her. His cock was already taking shots on goal, though Rebecca did her best to keep her thighs tightly shut. He pushed up past the guard of her legs and felt the head of his member slide against her velvety lips.

“Oh wow, mom,” whispered Jack. “God, mom.”

He squeezed one of her breasts and began kissing her neck. Jack knew, deep down inside, just how wrong what he was doing was. It was reflected in his mom’s every movement. But he found himself not caring, ignoring the truth in favor of the release that waited on the other side of the forbidden line.

Jack’s cock found an angle that brought him even closer to what he wanted, and he pushed forward. At the last second, his mom closed her thighs, softly trapping his cock in between them.

“Jack, please…”              

Jack began thrusting, his head with lust and obsession. He wasn’t inside of his mom, but the grip she had around his dick with her legs was sexual in its own way. Rebecca was leaning back away from him, but Jack continued to pull her back in.

What am I doing? I need to stop this!

“Let’s just cuddle, honey,” whispered his mom. “This isn’t right.”

Jack heard her, but her voice sounded far off. He grabbed her butt with one of his hands and tried to position his cock up into his mom’s pussy. The reality of what he was doing made him feel a little sick, but he couldn’t stop himself. His entire body craved what she had to offer, his throbbing cock most of all.

“I’m your mother, Jack!”

There was something in the sternness of her voice that set him off, pushing him far beyond his limit. Jack thrust forward, feeling his cock slide into his mom’s cunt for one brief, beautiful second. She pushed him back instantly, rolling off the bed right as her son’s cock began to erupt in sinful, forbidden glory.

“Mom!” Jack was completely blissed out, but he still managed to sit up on the bed and face her. Rebecca stared at him for a moment, and then slapped him across the face.

“I love you, Jack.” Her voice sounded shaky, as though she was battling temptation of her own. “But we can’t. You can’t ever do that to me. I’m your mother.”

Rebecca turned and left the room. Jack gritted his teeth together and pulled the dirty sheet off the bed. He flung it across the room angrily and then buried his face in a pillow.

What the fuck is wrong with me?


CHAPTER 39

Jack awoke to the sound of knocking on the heavy metal door to his room. He pulled himself up slowly, feeling as though it was hard to remember ever having felt so well rested before.

Even back in the emergency shelter, I wasn’t getting this kind of quality sleep.

“Just a second.” He rifled through the Sergeant’s dresser, pulling out a pair of clean and casual jeans to wear and putting them on. They fit perfectly, and he made his way over to the door feeling satisfied with his new lot in life.

Behind the door was his mother, and seeing her face made reality come crashing down on him in a wave of shame and emotion. She was wearing a pink cotton summer dress, and her lips were turned down into a frown.

“Jack…” Her voice was quiet but authoritative. “I wanted to talk to you about last night.”

Jack set one of his hands on his head and leaned against the door frame.

I don’t even want to think about what happened, let alone talk about it.

“Mom, I think I had a bit too much wine,” he said. “I’m sorry for anything that I did that might have-“

“Jack…” Rebecca stepped forward, bringing her body into close contact with his. She shut the door to his room closed behind her as she stepped inside. For an instant, Jack thought she was going to kiss him, and continue the illicit interaction that he had started the night before. Instead, she shook her head.

“Look, things are different now,” she said. “You have to forget about what happened between us before. The situation wasn’t the same. We were still in shock at the state of the world. I’m your mother, Jack, and you’re my son. I need you to start acting like it.”

Jack gaped at her, feeling her rebuke sting his pride.

“Mom, I know that I’m your son! I love you, more than anyone. It’s just…”

I think I love you a little too much.

“Then we’re on the same page,” said Rebecca. “Just let it go, sweetie. I know you’re a teenager, and your hormones are… powerful. But there are other women here. There’s Molly, and there’s Jessica, and back in Eden, there is Eve.”

“Mom…” Jack’s heart ached, though he didn’t quite understand why.

“They’re closer to your age, and they aren’t…” Rebecca took a deep breath before continuing. “They aren’t family. I’m family, Jack. And I love you more than anyone.”

She took his hand into hers and looked at him with soft, motherly eyes.

“I don’t want us to lose what we have over these urges,” she whispered. “Let’s just go back to the way things were, back when we lived in a real house, in a civilized world.”

Jack didn’t say anything. He wanted to agree with her. He wanted to laugh off the intensity and ridiculousness of what had happened the night before. But despite himself, he couldn’t, and images of his mom’s gorgeous body and the way her breasts and butt looked in the tiny nightgown lingered in his mind’s eye.

“We’re having breakfast in the mess hall,” said Rebecca. “I’ll meet you in there, honey.”

She leaned forward and planted a soft kiss on his cheek, and then turned and left through the door. Jack walked over to his bed and sat down on it, only noticing that his mother’s presence, alone in the room with him, had been enough to give him a hard on.

This is so fucked up. But then again, everything in the world is pretty fucked up now.

He spent a minute or two picking out a t-shirt, finally settling on one that was plain, black, and in his size. Jack pulled on socks and his boots and then headed out into the bunk room.

Everyone else had apparently already headed off to breakfast. He walked quickly down the hall, across the main operations room, and then into the mess hall.

“There he is!” The Colonel was at the head of the table, looking and sounding very pleased with himself. “Last but not least! Come, have a seat, Jack. Jessica already fixed you a plate.”

There was an open seat to the right of Private Bradford with a plate of food sitting on it. Jessica smiled at him and patted the stool, and Jack walked over and sat down on it.

“Thanks,” he said. “I’m off to a slow start this morning. The bed was almost too comfortable for me to get out of.”

Molly giggled from across the table and shot him a look.

“I know exactly what you mean,” she said. “Having an actual bed again is going to take a little getting used to. Just the right amount of cushioning for all of our needs.”

She winked obviously at Jack, and Jessica giggled next to him. He turned his attention down to his food, feeling a little too out of sorts to flirt properly.

“This looks amazing,” he said. “Jessica, did you cook all of this?”

“The waffles were frozen, and the fruit on top is canned.” Jessica looked a little sheepish, as though she hadn’t intended to give up her secret so easily.

“Well it tastes amazing,” said Jack.

“Oh, thank you.” Jessica reached over under the table and rubbed Jack’s knee. She had a smile on her face that drew his attention to her figure.

He’d noticed before that she was rather attractive, especially for an enlisted woman, but she’d changed out of her military uniform and into a much more casual blouse and jeans combo. Her soft, reddish blonde hair also looked straighter and softer than it had the day before. A spark flickered between the two of them as Jack stared into her eyes, each of them sizing the other up.

The Colonel cleared his throat at the head of the table, drawing in the group’s attention.

“So, I wanted to talk with all of you about what the situation inside of JENSEV.” The Colonel scanned the table, letting his gaze linger on each of them for a moment before continuing. “The three of you are, of course, my guests, but running a facility of this size has been difficult with just myself and Private Bradford on staff.”

“We understand completely,” said Rebecca. “The least we can do is offer to pull our weight.”

“Yeah, of course,” added Molly. “We already had to struggle to get by on the surface. We don’t mind working for our keep.”

Colonel Taylor smiled. There was something in his expression that made Jack feel a little wary, but he pushed it out of mind as the military commander continued.

“Excellent.” He scratched his head and looked up at the ceiling. “Private Bradford, would you mind finding some cleaning and maintenance work for Molly and Rebecca to take care of? Come see me once they’ve been given tasks and can be left on their own.”

“Yes, sir!” Jessica’s hand, which had been lingering on Jack’s knee for just a little longer than a platonically correct length of time, shot up to her brow as she saluted.

“What about me?” asked Jack.

“Jack, I’m going to have you help me out with a different task,” said Colonel. “It’s a little repetitive, but I assure you that you’ll take to it in good time.”

That’s a little vague, isn’t it?

Jack nodded, feeling his curiosity outweighing his suspicion.

“Alright, sure.” He finished the last of his waffles and pushed the plate out from in front of him. Everyone else had also finished breakfast, and the Colonel slowly pulled himself to his feet at the head of the table.

“You can decide when to take a break for lunch for your group, Private Bradford, and I’ll do the same for myself and Jack.” He nodded to the three women. “Alright, let’s not waste any time. There is a lot to do, and not enough hours in the day to do it in.”

Jack watched as Jessica led his mom and Molly out of the mess hall and into the main operations room. They both waved back to him, and Jack felt a strange twinge of sadness tug at his heartstrings.

They’re just working in a different section of the facility. No big deal.

“Come on Jack,” said the Colonel. “We’re headed into one of the sections of the facility that you still haven’t seen yet.”

“Alright.” Jack waited for the old man to hobble over him. His limp looked a little bit more pronounced than it had the day before.

“Keep your hands to yourself and don’t touch anything,” said the Colonel. “This base is a military installation, despite what’s happened to the outside world. If you fool around, we could all very easily end up dead from you being a dummy and hitting the wrong button.”

“Of course.” Jack smiled. “Do I have to call you ‘sir’ and salute like Private Bradford does?”

He’d meant the quip as a joke, but the Colonel did not look amused.

“Just do what I say,” said the Colonel. “We have important work to do, you and I.”

Jack followed him to the north end of the operations room. The door in the back had been the only one they hadn’t been through on their tour. The Colonel walked over to a panel next to it and punched a long string of numbers into the keypad. There was a click in the doorframe, and when the old man went to open it, it swung forward easily.

“Welcome to the special operations wing, Jack.”

Immediately after stepping beyond the threshold of the door, it became clear to Jack why this section of the facility was behind a locked door. An open door to his immediate left inside the new hallway revealed a well-stocked armory, full of shotguns, assault rifles, and larger weapons that Jack couldn’t guess at the purpose of. Colonel Taylor was watching him with a smile as he admired the arsenal.

“Yes, that’s our munitions center,” he said. “Nothing in there is loaded, and the ammo is kept secure in a vault in another room. Just so you know.”

They continued forward. There was a second computer room, this one with fewer terminals, but many more monitors per each one. Beyond that was a staircase that led down to a hatch in the floor, presumably to the basement that the Colonel had mentioned the day before.

“Here we are.” Colonel Taylor stopped in front of a door that was closed, punching more numbers into another panel before pushing it open. “Come on in, Jack.”

Jack stepped through the door before the Colonel and heard the door click shut behind him. The room was relatively empty, save for a single monitor on one of the walls, a couple of chairs next to a table, and a larger chair that was tipped back at an angle, almost like a mixture between an operating table and a dentist’s seat.

“What are we in here for?”

The Colonel sighed. He walked over to a cupboard in the wall and began digging through it. Jack couldn’t see his hands, but when he pulled them out, they were holding two glasses and a bottle of whiskey.

“Jack, I hate to do this, but we need to talk some more about what I brought up last night.” The Colonel set the alcohol down on the table and poured them each a glass. “And I thought a bit of whiskey might help make the conversation go a little easier. This is from my private stash, mind you.”

Jack furrowed his brow as the Colonel passed him a glass.

“You do know that I’m only 18, right?”

“Oh, shut up, kid.” The Colonel smiled at him. “Age doesn’t matter in the world, anymore.”

Jack took a sip of the whiskey. It tasted bitter and acrid, much more than the wine had the night before. He coughed into his hand, and the Colonel chuckled.

“Yeah, that’s some strong stuff,” said the Colonel. “Why don’t you take a seat over there?”

Jack stepped backward over to one of the chairs tucked up against the table. He could already feel the alcohol affecting him, making each step feel like an act of faith.

Am I really this much of a lightweight? I didn’t handle the wine too badly…

He took another sip, trying to man up and push through the discomfort. The Colonel had a strange look on his face and was watching him intently.

“So what was it you wanted to talk to me about?” asked Jack.

The Colonel smiled.

“What lengths would you, personally, go to in order to save the world, Jack?”

“…What?”

Something isn’t right here…

“I thought this was all a bad dream, all the way through the night of the impact until the next morning.” The Colonel sighed and shook his head. “It’s not a bad dream, though, Jack. It’s reality.”

Jack started to answer, but it was suddenly hard to find the words he wanted to say.

“How are you feeling?” The Colonel leaned his face in close to Jack’s over the table, smiling broadly. Jack glanced over at the table where the other man had set his glass and noticed that he hadn’t taken a sip.

I walked right into this. Fuck.

“Just relax, Jack,” said the Colonel. “We’re going to save the world together.”

Jack tried to stand up, but only managed to tip himself out of his chair and onto the ground. He lifted his head up as far as he could and stared at Colonel Taylor.

“…Why?” The word was only just audible, but it was all that Jack could manage.

“Because if I left this to chance, I don’t think things would end well,” said the Colonel. “I’m used to micromanaging.”

What the…?

Jack tried to yell, to call for help, to warn Molly and his mother. But nothing came out when he opened his mouth. He felt his eyes closing shut like window shades released from their catch, and the room faded to black.


CHAPTER 40

“He’s waking up.”

A deep, throbbing pain pulsed through Jack’s head. His felt heavy, and hard to open. He could just barely make out the voices of Jessica and Colonel Taylor conversing.

“Was this really necessary?”

“He wouldn’t have gone along with it, not in a way that would have kept emotions out. And we had no guarantee that they would stay down here.”

“We can’t exactly hold all of them hostage indefinitely.”

“Yes, well, if my plan works, we won’t have to. Give me a minute to talk with him alone.”

“What should I tell his mom? She’s starting to ask questions.”

“Tell her the truth: That her son is helping out with something paramount to saving the human race.”

Jack slowly stirred. He opened his eyes, which burned at the intensity of the harsh fluorescent lights, and looked around.

He was still in the small examination room that Colonel Taylor had drugged him in. The Colonel himself was over by the table, leaning forward on it and not looking at Jack. It wasn’t until Jack tried to move that he realized that he was restrained, strapped securely into the examination chair that he’d noted upon first entering the room.

I had no idea that it was for me.

“Ah, perfect,” said the Colonel. “I had hoped you’d be waking up right about now. How are you feeling?”

Jack groaned.

“What the hell…?”

He broke into a harsh cough. It hurt to talk, and his throat felt dry, worse than it ever had before, even in the ash storms.

The Colonel walked over to the table and picked up a bottle of water. He closed the distance to the chair and held the lip of it up to Jack’s mouth. Jack turned his head away.

“Oh, come on, boy,” said Colonel Taylor. “I already have you where I want you. There’s no point in drugging you again. I’m just trying to be accommodating.”

Jack didn’t want to, but his thirst was painful. He gave in and sucked down some of the water, swallowing gulps large enough to make his throat hurt.

“Why?” He pushed the question out as soon as he’d caught his breath after drinking. “Why are you doing this?”

The Colonel slowly walked over to one of the chairs at the table. He pulled it out and spun it around so that he could sit on it backward, with the backrest pushing against his chest.

“I already told you why, Jack. This world is a disaster zone. This isn’t any different from declaring martial law, or seizing public assets in the name of the greater good.”

“That doesn’t make any sense!” Jack shouted, both out of anger and a miniscule hope that some of the sound would reach Molly and his mom in the other sections of the facility. “Repopulating the planet, right? That’s your end goal?”

“Of course.”

“We’ve already talked about it! Molly and I, and even…”

He trailed off, squirming in his restraints rather than finishing the sentence the way he’d intended.

I even talked about it with my mom.

Colonel Taylor shook one of his fingers at Jack, smiling.

“See, this is exactly what I mean, Jack,” he said. “You can’t even say it out loud. It’s too dirty for you, too icky. Even though it’s a necessary part of what needs to fucking happen!”

“She’s my-“

“She’s your stepmom. You admitted that much to me yourself, remember?” The Colonel stood up and swept his chair aside, letting it crash to the floor across the room for effect. A chill went down Jack’s spine.

“I would do a lot more than what I’m doing here to save the human race, Jack.” The Colonel sighed. “You might not understand why you’re there, and you might not like what I’m saying, but just try to remember that it is for a good cause.”

“There are other ways,” said Jack. “This is crazy. You could have just sat all of us down, and talked this out. We still can!”

The Colonel shook his head.

“Not yet. You aren’t ready yet.”

“How the hell do you know?”

“Jack, there are cameras all over the facility. Even in such inconspicuous, private places such as the showers, and the bunkroom. I’ve seen all of your interactions with Molly and your mother over the past day.”

He’s been watching us?

Jack shook his head.

“What could you have possibly seen that would call for this?” He shook his arms against the restraints to emphasize his point.

The Colonel walked over to him slowly, standing close in front of him.

“Your relationships with them are a mess. Your mom is a walking contradiction of puritanical shame, and Molly… well, she’s in love with you.”

Jack shook his head.

“What does that have to do with anything?”

“If she’s in love with you, what happens when it’s time for you and Private Bradford to do what needs to be done?” The Colonel stared at him for a moment, and then looked as though he’d remembered something. “Ah, speaking of which…”

He walked over to the door and knocked on it three times. A second later, it opened, and Jessica stepped through.

“Is it time, Colonel?” Jessica wasn’t wearing her military uniform. In fact, all she had on was an insubstantial lingerie set, a bra and a pair of panties that were both tantalizingly tiny. Jessica had gone to great lengths to show off her body in all of its seductive glory.

“Yes, it’s time,” said Colonel Taylor. Jack was shaking his head on the chair.

“I’m not doing it,” he said. “You can’t make me.”

“I didn’t just dose you to knock you out before, Jack.” The Colonel smiled. “We had a scientist on base a while back who was testing a long lasting aphrodisiac. He called it an ‘experimental sexual interrogation tool’. I thought it was ridiculous, but he left a few samples with us after he left.”

What? It can’t be?

It was only then that Jack realized just how unnaturally alluring Jessica looked in her outfit. She slowly walked over to where he was on the chair, her boobs bouncing with every step and her hips swaying from side to side.

“Don’t take his restraints off, no matter what he says.” Colonel Taylor walked over to the side of Jack’s chair and pressed a switch. Just like a dentist’s hot seat, it tipped back until it was horizontal with the ground.

“I won’t,” said Jessica. “Don’t worry Jack, this will be fun for both of us. Just relax and let yourself enjoy it.”

She unzipped his pants and pulled them down to his ankles. Jack’s cock was harder than it had ever been in his life, and the room temperature air felt painful against it. Jessica ran one of her fingers up his leg, and he shivered with intense, body wracking pleasure. She giggled.

“Wow, it really does work. Isn’t that something?” Jessica glanced up at the Colonel. “Does it work for men, and women?”

The Colonel nodded.

“Let me know if you feel like you need some.” He turned and started walking towards the door. “I’ll be waiting outside. Just give a knock when you’re finished.”

“Colonel! Wait!” Jack shouted and struggled against his restraints ever as Jessica began to move closer into position. “This is insane!”

The Colonel didn’t break stride or turn back.

“Just relax, Jack,” whispered Jessica. “I’m going to take such good care of you.”

This is so fucked up.

The Colonel opened the door and stepped out through it, taking one look back at Jack before shutting it behind him. Jack looked up at Jessica with desperate eyes, though he wasn’t entirely sure just what they were desperate for.

“…It’s been a while.” Jessica spoke in a quiet voice. “For me, since I’ve been with a man.”

The tension in the room had been ratcheted up to a level beyond what Jack was used to, even in first-time sexual encounters.

“Well, I’m sure you must feel like the luckiest-“

Jack gasped in mid-sentence as Jessica wrapped one of her hands around his cock. It felt unbelievably good, and he hated himself for thinking so.

“You’re pretty big,” whispered Jessica. “And your cock, it’s so hard.”

She slowly ran her fingers up and down it, teasing it more than stroking it. Jack twisted against the restraints as his body tried to dance with pleasure.

“Jesus!” he moaned. “Oh god, Jessica!”

She laughed.

“This might be even easier than I thought. Does it really feel that good?”

Yes! It feels way, way too good!

“Please…” whispered Jack. “Undo my restraints.”

Jessica shook her head.

“You know I can’t do that,” she said. “But I can do this…”

She leaned her head in close to Jack’s cock, pushing her red hair over to one side so that he still had a view of what was going on. Jessica pursed her lips and planted a big, fat kiss right on the tip of his cock. Jack felt a jolt of intense sexual bliss blast through him.

“Oh, man…” He suddenly found himself not wanting to escape for the sake of escaping, but so he could skip ahead of the foreplay, and fuck Jessica senseless.

Focus! I need to focus!

“Everything the Colonel said is true, Jack,” whispered Jessica. “I don’t want to spoil what little of a mood we have here, but I have to say it. His methods are unorthodox, but he’s right.”

“Then let’s start with you,” said Jack. “Take my restraints off, and give me a chance to do this properly.”

“I think we’ll manage just fine with them on.” Jessica brought her face in close to Jack’s and planted a kiss on her lips. She kept kissing, slowly working her way down his body, across his chest and stomach, until she reached his cock.

Instead of kissing that again, Jessica opened her mouth as wide as she could and slowly brought it down over his cock. Jack squirmed, feeling little bursts of pleasure as he made his cock graze the sides of her cheek and tongue. It was nothing compared to what Jessica did next.

Once her mouth was completely over his cock, she closed it and began sucking him off with ferocity. Jack let out a pleasured moan as she bobbed her head up and down, swirling her tongue and rubbing her hand across his abs in a matching pattern.

“Oh, fuck!”

Jessica pushed far forward, letting his cock probe into her throat, and then pulled all the way back, taking it out of her mouth with a pop.

“See, Jack?” She smiled at him. “You could have this, and so much more. If we work through this, all of the women here will be just as willing and just as eager as I am. Think about how incredible this would feel if it was Molly’s lips, or maybe… your mother’s.”

I don’t want her to say things like that.

Jack shook his head.

“You have me strapped into a fucking chair, and locked in a room!”

Jessica nodded and began unhooking the clasp of her bra.

“Yes, we do.”

The bra dropped to the ground. Her breasts were even better than Jack had imagined, and he felt a strange urge to grab at them, to lick and suck on the nipples.

“I hope you don’t mind Jack, but I’m getting really, really horny.” Jessica bent over to the side of the chair, pushing her butt out in front of Jack’s face as she slowly slipped her panties down to the ground.

“Jessica…” Jack wasn’t sure if he was objecting to what was happening, or urging her on. Jessica climbed onto the chair, positioning her crotch a couple inches over his throbbing cock. She had a neatly trimmed landing strip of red hair, and Jack couldn’t stop himself from wondering how it would feel.

“Just say the word, Jack…” She brought herself down a little further, letting his cock make contact with her folds. “And I’ll stop.”

Jack opened his mouth, and instead of the words he had been expecting, a blissful groan came out. Jessica began rubbing her pussy up and down the length of his shaft, teasing the head of his cock with her tight, wet entrance hole without letting him inside.

I can’t hold out any longer.

“…Fine.” Jack said the word in a whispered, defeated voice. He was far hornier than he’d ever been in his life, and pleasure and satisfaction dangled just out of reach.

Jessica smiled at him and pushed her breasts together. She brought them in front of his face, pushing one of the nipples into his mouth.

“That’s right, Jack,” she whispered. “Oh god, I’ve been waiting for this ever since you first walked into JENSEV.”

She lowered herself down slightly, and Jack’s cock slid a half inch into her pussy. Jack cried out in ecstasy and thrust his hips up. From the look on Jessica’s face, it was clear that she hadn’t been expecting him to do that.

“Oh, whoa there, cowboy,” she said, in between deep, lusty breaths. “I’m the one taking you for a ride.”

She began dropping lower, slowly and steadily engulfing Jack’s cock inside her tight, warm vagina. It was absolute torture for him, and his cock was throbbing in pain as though sex had become his addiction, and he needed his fix.

“Fuck, Jessica!” Jack squirmed his right hand against the restraint, and suddenly it slipped out. Jessica’s jaw dropped open and she started to stand up on the chair. Before she could, Jack had grabbed onto her waist and pulled her deep down onto his dick.

Yes! Yes!

“Oh, no!” Jessica’s face had turned bright red, and she was biting her lower lip. “You, you need to keep those on.”

Even with just one hand free, Jack was able to take more control of the encounter. He pushed his hips up as he pulled Jessica down, moving his body in rhythm with hers and fucking her with all his strength.

“Oh god, Jack!” moaned Jessica. She had apparently set her objection to his freedom aside. She put both of her hands on his chest and began rocking her pussy back and forth in time with Jack’s thrusts.

The sound of their bodies slapping together echoed off the walls of the examination room. Jack could pick out the familiar smells of sweat and sex. Jessica’s red hair bounced wildly around her head, and every few seconds she would run one of her hands through it.

If I’m supposed to fuck her, to cum inside her, that’s fine by me. I’ll fuck her senseless.

“Oh, Jack!” Jessica cried out, her words turning into unintelligible screams of passion. Jack reached up with his free hand and tweaked one of her nipples. Jessica’s body went tense, and she almost pulled herself off his cock for a moment before dropping all the way back down, sheathing his entire length in her cunt.

Their pace, along with Jessica’s moans, intensified. Jack had never known that sex could be like this. It was like a sport, or like art. There was something about it that transcended the moment, and when combined with the mind-blowing pleasure coursing through his cock, it was almost a spiritual experience.

“Jessica!” Jack cried out and thrust up one final time into her as he reached his limit. “Fuck!”

He gasped as his cock began to explode, blasting semen deep into the young military woman’s pussy. Jessica shuddered and collapsed on top of him, deep in the throes of her orgasm. Their bodies were coated in a thin layer of sweat, and it took several minutes for each of them to catch their breaths and recover from the mind-numbing pleasure.

“Well, then…” Jessica was thinking more clearly than Jack and managed to get his hand back into the restraint before he could stop her. “That was… interesting.”

“Jessica…” Jack felt as though he was coming back to reality after a temporary case of insanity. “You have to stop this. It’s insane, you’re holding me hostage.”

“Jack…” Surprisingly, Jessica looked almost like she found his words convincing. “I’ll talk to the Colonel. You’d have to show him that you could cooperate, and really make it clear that we’re all on the same page.”

Jack nodded. Jessica pulled up his pants and then put her lingerie back on before starting for the door.

“Thanks,” she said. “That was nice. Even if it wasn’t your choice, in the beginning.”

Jack didn’t say anything.

What has this world come to?


CHAPTER 41

Only a couple of minutes had gone by before Colonel Taylor returned to the examination room. Jack glared at him as he walked in, but only for a second as he quickly recognized who was with him.

“Mom!”

“Oh my god, sweetie!” Rebecca rushed across the room over to him, and the Colonel shut the door and leaned back against it.

“Mom, don’t!” Jack shook his head and struggled against his restraints. “Try to run, try to make a break for it.”

“It’s no use,” said the Colonel. “I’ve already dosed her with the aphrodisiac.”

Mom has been dosed with that drug?

Rebecca hugged Jack as tightly as she could with him still secure in the chair, and then looked back at the Colonel with a stunned expression on her face.

“You… you what?” The question left her mouth wrapped in incredulity.

“It was in the water I gave you to drink.” The Colonel held up both of his hands, a little defensively. “Relax, It’s just a harmless way of making sure both of you go along with what has to happen.”

“What in god’s name are you talking about?” Rebecca shook her head, looking from Jack, to the Colonel, back to Jack. “What are you planning to do to us?”

“I’m not planning on doing anything,” said the Colonel. “The stage has been set. The two of you will go along with the script eagerly.”

“Jack, what is he talking about?” Rebecca’s voice was a little panicked. Jack stared at her in the short summer dress she’d found to wear, and despite himself, he began to feel the drug pushing him into arousal.

“He wants us to have sex, mom.” It was hard for Jack to dance around the point, and there was no real reason to. “He already brought Jessica in here, and she…”

“Honestly, you should both be glad that I’ve taken the initiative.” Colonel Taylor shrugged his shoulders. “I’ve seen how you act around each other. You want both this, but you’re still too hung up on the way things used to be.”

“He’s my son!” Rebecca’s face was a little flushed, but she stubbornly crossed her arms over her chest. “You have no idea what it is we want!”

“Sure, sure,” said the Colonel. “You both hate me, and you both hate being manipulated. I get it, I really do. But let me tell you something.”

He took a hobbled step in closer to them. Jack began to wish that his mom had undone his restraints, and he could make a move to free them.

“The two of you, along with Jessica, and that other girl you brought with you, are the most valuable people on this entire planet. The VIPs of an entire world. The people that will breed the next generation of humanity, the essential survivors. I’d rather kill myself than risk harming a hair on anyone of your heads. Hell, I’d let you kill me if it came down to it.”

The Colonel had an intense look in his eyes that screamed of truth. Jack tried to push the man’s words out of his head, but a voice nagged at him in the back of his head.

What if he’s right? His methods are insane, but what if he’s right?

“Alright, if the discussion’s over, I’ll leave you to it then.” The Colonel opened the door and began to slip out of it before either Jack or his mom had time to react. “The drug should be kicking in for you pretty soon, Rebecca. Judging by your son’s condition, he should be coming up on peak intensity, too.”

Rebecca made a dash for the door, but Colonel Taylor had shut it securely and locked it by the time she reached it. She twisted at the handle, but it was useless.

“That jerk.” Rebecca shook her head and walked back over to Jack. “I can’t believe that he thinks that there would be any way we’d go along with this, with or without drugs.”

I’m not sure I can control myself right now. My cock is in complete control of me.

“Mom.” Jack shook his head as Rebecca began to undo his restraints. “You… might want to leave those on.”

“What? Don’t be ridiculous.” His mom ran her hand through his hair. “I feel fine. We’ve been through this before, Jack. We can both control ourselves.”

She continued removing the straps without waiting for Jack to argue his point further. The second he was able to move his arms and legs again, Jack turned away from her, trying to keep his gaze off her body.

I’ve never seen her look this hot and alluring before. She’s my mother, I can’t!

“Jack, are you okay?” Rebecca walked up behind Jack and set her hands on his shoulders. She gently began rubbing them, and Jack felt his cock throb against the confines of his jeans.

“Mom… I’m serious,” said Jack. He pushed his way over into the corner of his room. Even back during the roughest, most hormonal years of puberty, Jack had never felt so horny. He had to make an effort to keep his hands away from his cock, fearing that further stimulation might reduce his willpower to nothing.

“Oh, I’m starting to feel a little…” Rebecca’s voice was shaky and heated. “Jack, I feel really funny.”

“It’s just the drug, mom,” said Jack. “It makes you a lot more sensitive to…”

To what? Sex, stimulation, the idea of fucking a family member?

“We need to see if we can find a way out,” he said. “Maybe there is a way to get the door open from the inside? Or we could, we could…”

It was becoming hard for him to think clearly. Images of naked women, some of whom looked a suspicious amount like his mom, flashed through his mind. He finally turned back towards her, resolving that just looking at her wasn’t enough to cross a line.

“Does it feel hot in here, honey?” Rebecca was breathing quickly, and her hands were roaming across the outside of her dress, feeling her breasts and inner thighs. “I feel really hot.”

“It’s just the drug, mom.” Jack took a step towards her. It felt as though his cock was pulling him forward, pulling him into a forbidden trap that he’d never be able to escape from.

Keep it together. Mom isn’t stupid, she won’t let me take things that far, even if I try.

“I think I need to cool off.” Rebecca slowly began to pull the summer dress up and over her head. Jack’s cock throbbed as he stared at the skin that was slowly revealed by the motion, savoring the sight of his mom in her white lace bra and panties.

“Jeez, mom,” said Jack. “Listen, you have to try to fight it. It’s just a drug. We’re still the ones in control.”

“I, I know, sweetie,” said Rebecca. “You’re right, of course.”

Her face was bright red, and it looked as though she was trying to keep one of her hands from sliding down to her crotch.

Take your clothes off. It is really hot in here, and your mom already did, after all.

Jack knew that the voice in his head wasn’t one of logic or reason, but he went along with it anyway, pulling off his t-shirt and jeans and leaving on only his boxers. His cock was visibly tenting them, and when he glanced over at his mom, she was staring directly at it.

“Is there any other way out of this room?” asked Rebecca. Jack shook his head and took a step towards her that made the room feel even hotter.

“I… I don’t think so.”

“And there is no way that we can get the door open?” Rebecca’s voice was lusty, and her cadence expressed what was on both of their minds perfectly.

“No, I don’t think we can,” said Jack. “We’re locked in here, together, and…”

And we’re both unbelievably horny…

“It’s going to be okay,” said Rebecca. Jack stared at her, his mother, the woman who had raised him, and realized that he’d never seen her like this before. She was horny, but it was clear that there was an immense amount of love for him mixed in with it. The two emotions were almost impossible to separate out in his fogged state of mind.

“We’ll be fine, mom.” Jack walked over to her, his heart racing out of his chest.

“Sweetie…” Rebecca opened her arms and pulled him into a hug. Jack felt his erection pushing against his stomach. He started grinding it against her, his guilt and shame weighing heavily on him.

I can’t stop myself. She feels so good…

“Mom, let’s just…” Jack’s voice was just a whisper. “Let’s pretend. He has a camera in here. If we can fool him, we can get out.”

“Ok,” she whispered, her hot breath tickling his ear. “We can just… pretend.”

Jack’s hands instantly began running down the soft skin of his mom’s back, coming to rest on top of her pantie covered butt. He pushed his cock against her harder, feeling her soft tits mash into his chest.

It’s just pretend. It’s just pretend.

Rebecca gripped his cock through his boxers and gave it a soft, loving squeeze. One of her legs lifted up slightly, and she moved it so that Jack’s member had easier access to her crotch.

“Do you think that’s enough for him?” she whispered.

“No.” Jack brought his lips to his mom’s neck and began planting soft kisses on it. “We have to take it further.”

As he moved to kiss his mom on the lips, she pulled back slightly.

“Honey, I don’t know…”

“We have to make it seem real,” whispered Jack. “But it’s just pretend.”

He leaned forward again and brought his mouth to hers. The second his lips touched hers, the two began kissing with weeks of pent up passion and lust.

“Oh god!” Rebecca let out an erotic sigh as Jack began groping at one of her breasts. He maneuvered her over to the nearby table and sat her down on it.

I’m pretending to fuck my own mother. I’m just pretending.

In their new position, his cock was now level with his mom’s face. Before he could say or even hint at anything, she leaned forward and gave the tip of it a soft, wet, tantalizing lick.

“Jesus!” Jack had to put his hand on her shoulder to steady himself. Rebecca giggled and glanced up at him.

“Did that feel good, honey?” She nuzzled her cheek against his dick head as she asked the question, letting a bit of his precum dribble onto her face.

Jack nodded. His mom licked her lips, and then took the tip of his penis into her mouth.

“Oh, fuck….”

Nothing, real or pretend, has ever felt this good before. I almost want to cry.

Rebecca bobbed her head back and forth, pressing her hands on to her son’s thighs as she enthusiastically sucked him off. Jack like every passing second of pleasure was going to be the one to push him over the edge and into cumming, but somehow, he continued to hold out.

She popped her mouth off his cock for a brief second and licked it several times before glancing back up at him.

“Is it working?” she whispered. “Do you think he’s watching?”

Jack had forgotten that what they were doing had been part of a plan.

“Maybe… if we keep going, mom,” he said, feeling ashamed and overwhelmed with horniness.”

Rebecca stroked his cock with her hand a couple of times and then began planting soft kisses on it. She started at the very base of his shaft and continued kissing all the way up to the tip, each one imparting a bit of motherly affection and perverse sexual pleasure.

Jack stopped her as she started to suck again. He pushed her back on the table, lying her underwear-clad body down on top of it and climbing onto her.

“Oh god, honey.” Rebecca had a lusty expression on her face, but Jack could tell from the way that she was shaking her head that her logic and morals were holding strong. “We really have to just pretend for this, okay? Even though…”

Even though it would feel insanely good. Even though both of our bodies want it and need it.

Jack nodded his head and then leaned in close.

“We can make it look real without actually taking it too far mom,” he whispered. “Trust me.”

Jack’s cock was achingly hard and painfully swollen, but he still tried to keep himself restrained as he moved into position between his mother’s legs. The look on her face was a fusion of the mom he knew and loved, and a sex-starved vixen, desperate for action.

“I’m just going to push forward, a little.” Jack pulled his boxers down, somewhat contradicting his own nonchalant words as he brought his body into contact with hers. The silken fabric of her bra made her breasts feel like soft pillows, and his cock grazed against the same fabric on her panties and practically screamed for more stimulation.

“Honey…” Rebecca stared up at him, her eyes drinking in the sight of the boy she had raised and the man who was on top of her. She slowly wrapped her legs around him almost involuntarily, trapping him against her.

“I have to make it look realistic, mom.” Jack slowly began to grind his dick against her, grabbing onto her waist and grunting as he played pretend. It was different from the blowjob, much less flippant, and much more primal. It wasn’t something that either of them could brush off easily, and it was about as close to fucking as two people could get without actual penetration.

“Faster, sweetie.” Rebecca pulled his head in close to her shoulder and whispered the words into his ear. The sent fire racing through his body, and Jack felt himself losing control.

I need more than that. It needs to look even more real.

His mind was fogged over, and the shameful, sickening logic spurred on Jack’s next action. He reached one of his hands down to his mom’s panties and gently pulled them aside.

“Jack…” whispered his mom. “What are you-“

The word was cut off as Jack pushed forward, slipping the head of his cock into her tight, wet pussy. Both of them let out cries of pleasure, and Jack felt something snap inside of him.

He started pumping into his mom, not like a man making love to his wife or longtime girlfriend, but like someone having real, passionate, lust-crazed sex for the first time. His mom was screaming, and he wasn’t sure if it was words or just cries of ecstasy. Jack’s only focus was on thrusting into her, using every muscle in his body to push every inch of his cock in deep.

“Fuck mom!” He cried. “Oh god, oh god yes!”

This is it. This is what I’ve been waiting for, for so long.

The demon had been summoned. Jack reached up and pawed at his mom’s bra. She didn’t stop him, but immediately after he’d pulled it down and exposed her beautiful nipples to the open air, she pulled it back up.

“Oh god, Jack!” Rebecca was arching her hips up in time with his thrusts, but the look on her face was one of intense conflict. Jack leaned in to kiss her and she held a hand up to his lips, caressing his hair like a child instead.

I’m the one losing it. She’s still mom. I’m the one out of control.

The thought wasn’t enough to keep Jack from fucking his mother’s tight pussy. It made the sex he’d had with Jessica seem like a handjob, in comparison. His mom was better in every way, and she’d always been there for him.

“It’s just…” Rebecca was biting her lip, and her cheeks were bright red as she forced the words out. “It’s just pretend, Jack.”

He heard her, though it was hard to make sense of her words. Their bodies were slapping together like a percussion instrument of flesh. Jack realized that he was moaning out loud even louder than she was.

His pace intensified, and he could tell from the look on his mom’s face that it wasn’t what she wanted. She shook her head slightly, and then pointed towards the door. Vaguely, Jack could hear footsteps approaching.

Rebecca twisted underneath him suddenly, and before he could move his cock back into her, she had slipped away. Jack watched as she quickly crossed her legs and instead brought her mouth down to his cock, sucking him off instead of letting him fuck her any further. It didn’t feel quite as good, but it didn’t matter. He ran his hand through his mom’s hair as he felt himself reach his limit.

“Fuck!” Jack pulled his mom’s head forward as he blasted his load into her mouth. Rebecca moved his hand and interlaced her fingers with his own, staring up at him with motherly eyes.

What… what just happened?

The door on the other side of the room opened. Colonel Taylor was standing behind it with his arms folded, looking displeased.

“That wasn’t what I wanted, but it will have to do.” He shrugged his shoulders. “I can only hope that this experience will be enough for the both of you to move past your petty hang-ups. I’ll be waiting outside, knock on the door once you’ve put your clothes on.”

Jack barely heard him. He was lying flat on the table, totally exhausted, and overwhelmed by guilt.

“It was the drug, Jack.” His mom was quicker to recover, and she stood next to him in her underwear, gently caressing his hair. “That’s all it was, just a drug.”

“Mom, I…”

I still want to fuck you, even now. More than I ever have before in my life.

“I don’t blame you, Jack,” whispered his mom. “And we’ve essentially gone this far before. We can still step back from here, and go back to normal.”

Can we? Can we really?


CHAPTER 42

Jack avoided his mom’s gaze as he pulled his clothes on. The air in the room felt weighty, almost as though it was filled with water, sounds dampened, and movements slowed. Jack waited until his mom had her dress back on before walking over to the metal door and knocking on it three times. It immediately opened.

“Well, now that we’ve got that out of the way, why don’t the two of you-“

Jack flung his fist into the Colonel’s face, cutting him off in midsentence. The military man crumpled to the ground, and Jack moved forward to continue his onslaught.

“You bastard!”

“Jack, no!” Rebecca pulled his arm back, and he felt the fight slowly drain out of him. Colonel Taylor coughed as he picked himself back up and then spat on the ground.

“There is a very good chance that I deserved that,” he said. “But there’s also a good chance that what I just did increased humanity’s chance of survival ten times over.”

“You drugged us, locked us in a room together and have the audacity to claim that you were helping humanity?” Jack glared at him and shook his head. “You’re just a demented pervert with a god complex.”

“Look at what’s going on, Jack!” The Colonel shouted back him, gesturing with his hand at the walls of the hallway. “Look where we are right now, and then stop and think!”

Rebecca stepped in closer to her son and grabbed onto one of his arms softly.

“Jack, this is probably it. I’m not stupid, and neither are you.” The Colonel turned away from the wall of the hallway and then leaned his back against it. “JENSEV, this fortress that we’re in, is probably going to end up being nothing more than a fancy, metal tomb.”

“Why?” Jack asked the question through tightly clenched teeth. “Why would you say that now, of all times?”

“Because it’s the fucking truth,” said the Colonel. “Sure, there might be other humans left. Maybe a couple scattered per ever thousand square miles or so. Unfortunately, it’s not going to be enough on its own. We’re an endangered species now, Jack.”

Jack and Rebecca were silent. The Colonel shook his head and then pulled out his pack of cigarettes. He put one in his mouth and slowly began chewing on the filter.

“Do you know the one thing all endangered species have in common?” The Colonel waited for a moment, long enough for Jack to wonder if his question was rhetorical. “The one thing they have in common is that the same habits and hang-ups that may once have helped them survive are usually what condemn them to extinction.”

“That’s what you have to say? After what you’ve done?” Jack was still angry, and he didn’t bother trying to conceal the emotion in his voice. “That’s your justification for why it’s fine for you to push us into doing what we did?”

Doing what we did. I can’t even say it out loud.

The Colonel shook his head and pointed his finger at Jack sharply.

“No!” He spoke with more vehemence than Jack had been expecting. “What I did, what I had to do, was for the two of you as much as it was for humanity, or for me, or the future.”

Jack looked over at his mom. She was listening to what the Colonel was saying and waiting for him to go on.

“You have something that most people never experience in their life, at least not in any more than the most fleeting, brief moments. I see the way you look at each other, the way you care for each other! It’s complicated, and heavy, and unorthodox, but it’s love, and passion.”

This is sick. Why is he saying this?

“She’s your mother, and you’re her son, and the both of you are fucking idiots.” The Colonel chuckled and shook his head. “There is no society out there to judge you. There are no upstanding citizens or concerned neighbors for you to displease. There is only you, and her, and a bunch of silly rules that you still hold as sacrosanct in your head.”

The Colonel turned and started walking away from them. Jack couldn’t look over at his mom. The words of the old man still echoed in his head, like a church sermon that hit a little too close to home.

“Hey.” Rebecca spoke quietly in his ear, bringing her head in close enough to let Jack smell her soft, sweet scent. “Let’s go find Molly, and try to…”

Try to forget about this? Try to move on? Can we do that, at this point?

Jack nodded and swallowed doubt.

The door at the end of the hallway was open, and nobody stopped Jack and Rebecca as they stepped out into the main operations room. The entire facility had a different ambiance to it. Jack wasn’t sure if he could go back to seeing it as the slice of underground salvation that it had been to him at first.

Jessica was standing on the staging platform in the main room. When Jack looked up at her and caught her eye, she blushed slightly, and then cleared her throat.

“Uh, hey.” Her voice was laden with nerves and uncertainty. “Jack, I’m sorry. I went along with the Colonel’s plan, and I know how betrayed you must feel.”

Jack shrugged.

It’s not like she’s to blame, here. At least not entirely.

“He ordered you,” said Jack. “Your his subordinate, it’s not like you could have refused.”

“Jack, that’s not it.” Jessica turned her eyes up to the ceiling for a moment before looking back at him. “I went along with it because I genuinely thought that it was the right thing to do. And I still do.”

Jack didn’t say anything. Rebecca watched him expectantly, as though waiting for an outburst or concession.

“I don’t know what to say to that,” he finally managed. “I didn’t have a choice in it, Jessica. Neither did my mom.”

“None of us had a choice in any of this,” she replied. “We’re all just doing the best we can, even if sometimes it means treading water in the mud.”

She stepped down from the platform and nodded towards the mess hall.

“Come on. Your friend is waiting for you. I prepared an early dinner. Maybe you’ll feel better after you eat?”

Jack brought his fingers to his head and softly rubbed his temples.

“She’s right, Jack,” whispered Rebecca. “About dinner, at least. We still have to eat.”

True enough.

Molly was sitting at the end of one of the tables in the mess hall, an untouched plate of food sitting in front of her. When she saw Jack and Rebecca walking over she immediately stood up and ran to them.

“Are you both okay?” She pulled them both into a tight group hug. “They told me that you were both working on an important project, but they refused to let me go see you!”

“We’re fine,” said Rebecca. “No harm done.”

Molly pulled back and examined both of their faces. Jack wasn’t sure what she saw in them, but it was apparently enough to kindle anger in her own expression.

“We need to get out of here!” Molly’s voice was a hissing whisper. “As soon as we can! We need to make a break for it and get back to-“

“What’s done is done,” said Jack. “The Colonel… Yes, he did have us do something for him. Something that we wouldn’t have done normally. But…”

But what?

“Jack’s right,” said Rebecca. “I’m not opposed to heading back to Eden, but I don’t think we have to be concerned for our safety here. Despite what’s happened.”

Molly looked as though it was taking all of her effort to hold herself back from asking more. She slowly nodded and then turned back towards the table.

“Okay,” she said. “I trust both of you. For now, let’s just eat, and wait for things to-“

A low rumbling began in the ground underneath them. Jack looked around and saw a stack of plates on the counter across the mess hall begin to shake and inch towards the edge. The stack fell just as the shaking began to intensify, most of the plates smashing to pieces on the tile floor.

“What the hell?” asked Jack. “Another earthquake?”

Jessica came up behind the group. She was smiling and looked totally unconcerned.

“It’s fine, don’t worry,” she said. “JENSEV is practically invulnerable to natural disasters. We’ve experienced worse than this over the past few weeks and made it through just fine.”

She walked over to the kitchen area while the other three sat down at the table, the ground still dancing subtly underneath their feet. A moment later, Jessica returned with a full plate in each hand and set one down in front of Jack and his mom.

“Thank you,” said Rebecca. Jack nodded to the Private, still unable to completely forgive her for what had happened.

“No problem,” said Jessica. “I’ll be right back, I’m just going to get my own plate.”

She started making her way across the mess hall, and a sudden crackle from the radio strapped to her waist caused her to stop mid-step. She pulled it out and spoke into it quietly, alternating between sending messages and holding the speaker up to her ear.

“What is it?” asked Jack. “Should we be concerned?”

Jessica bit her lip slightly, and then smiled and shook her head.

“It’s nothing,” she said. “The Colonel is taking care of it.”

She disappeared into the kitchen, and Jack, Molly, and Rebecca shared nervous glances.

A couple of seconds went by, stacking together until Jessica had been out of the room for at least a minute.

Something isn’t right…

Jack stood up, shaking his head and looking at his mom and Molly seriously.

“We need to see what’s going on,” he said. “I have a bad feeling about this…”


CHAPTER 43

“Wait!”

Jessica came running out of the kitchen just as Jack began to reach his hand out for the door’s handle. Her face was pale and worried, and she held up her arms as though trying to soothe a group of frightened livestock.

“Please, just hold on,” she said. “We’re having a little bit of a situation, but everything is fine.”

“Either you explain to us what’s going on, or we’re getting the fuck out of here,” replied Jack.

“There is a small fire in the engine room.” Jessica’s voice was calm, and a little forced. “We have a fire suppression system in place that should be able to take care of it, however.”

“We need to get outside!” Molly was shaking her head. “Jessica, think about the smoke! We’ll suffocate if we don’t start moving soon.”

“It should be fine,” said Jessica. “We have a ventilation system, and… and…”

Jessica’s radio crackled to life, and this time the voice on the other end was loud enough for Jack to hear clearly.

“Private Bradford, the fire is spreading through the electrical system.” Colonel Taylor’s voice sounded more dire and serious than Jack had ever heard before. “I repeat, the fire is spreading through the electrical system.”

Jessica fumbled with the button on her radio.

“What about the fire suppression system? Shouldn’t that be-“

“It’s down. We turned it off without realizing it when we went through the emergency energy rationing protocols.”

Nobody said a thing.

This is very bad…

“Wherever you are, keep all of the guests there,” said the Colonel. “The hallway leading to the outside has caught fire. Unless we can fight this fire, we’re trapped.”

Jessica didn’t respond. She was shaking her head softly from side to side, in disbelief. Jack reached over and pulled the radio out of her hand.

“Colonel, this is Jack. I take it you have a plan?”

The radio was silent for a moment, and then Jack heard the Colonel sigh on the other end.

“I do. We can switch the system over to manual, but it’s going to take a bit of finesse.”

“Just tell me what to do,” said Jack.

“You’re not going to do anything. Private Bradford?”

Jessica looked shaky as she leaned over to Jack and spoke into the radio.

“…Sir?”

“Trigger the fire alarm in the mess hall, along with the one in the dormitories. The main operations room is partially inflamed, but if you stay low to the ground, you should be able to make it across.”

Jessica’s face was a mask of terror. She slowly nodded and then answered her commanding officer.

“O-okay.”

“I’m heading down into the engine room as we speak,” he said. “Once I’ve switched the system over, the fire alarms should be enough to put out this blaze.”

“Colonel Taylor.” Jack brought the radio to his mouth and spoke into solemnly. “I know what kind of plan this is.”

“Then we don’t need to rehash it over the radio, do we?”

“No… I guess we don’t.” Jack forced a smile through his sadness. “Thank you. I won’t forget what you said.”

“Alright. Private Bradford, get moving!”

The radio went silent. Jack took one look at Jessica, along with his mom and Molly, and then shook his head.

“Stay here,” he said, slipping the radio into his pocket. “I can do this.”

“What?” Jessica took a step forward, her shoulders shaking visibly. “These are my orders. I can-“

“No, you can’t.” Jack rolled up his sleeves and turned started turning the handle on the door. “Your hands are shaking. Besides, there are some customs from the old world that I think we should hang onto. Chivalry, bravery, and a couple of others.”

Molly and his mom both approached behind him, hugging him tightly, as though they were sure it would be for the last time.

“Please, honey, don’t do this,” said Rebecca. “Just let Jessica.”

“I can’t.”

His mom kissed him softly on the forehead and then held his face against her breast for a moment. Molly poked him in the ribs and glared at him.

“Come back alive, Jack,” she said. “I know it’s cliché to say this, but don’t do anything stupid.”

Jack grinned at her. He took a deep breath and prepared to open the door.

“Don’t panic if it takes me longer than it should. I don’t know what the situation is like out there.” Jack looked them each seriously in the eyes. “Just stay put. The second I get on the other side of this door, pull the fire alarm in here. If the Colonel does his part, it should help clear the flames on this side of the facility.”

All of the women nodded. Jack steeled his nerves, and without saying another goodbye, he pulled the heavy metal door open and slipped out through it.

The main operations room was on fire. The flames had reached the staging platform and pushed all the way into the exit hallway, essentially cutting the room in half. Smoke stung Jack’s eyes, and he suppressed a coughing fit as he crouched low and pushed forward.

Trial by fire it is, then.

He cut across the room, feeling the heat of the fire long before he actually got close to it. The desks and computers served as the fuel that helped the flames spread, and Jack watched as a lucky ember landed on an untouched workstation near him and transformed it into an inferno.

“I can do this,” whispered Jack. “I just need to move fast.”

He stared at the orange, menacing wall of fire in front of him and felt his heart begin to beat out of his chest. There was a single opening in it, right where the stairs leading up to the staging platform provided a tiny gap in the flames.

“I can do this!” Jack let out an animalistic roar as he tensed up his muscles.

This is going to hurt, but I don’t have a choice!

He charged forward. The heat from the fire felt like a warning, trying to turn him away before he passed the point of ignition. Jack ignored his fear and pressed on. Right as he reached the stairs, he launched up into a jump, diving over the waist high railing.

Flames licked at his legs as he passed over the fire. Smoke made it hard for him to see the ground on the other side, and his landing was messy. Jack was screaming even before he’d looked down at his leg and seen the flames crawling up it.

“Fuck!” He rolled on the floor like a madman and managed to put the blaze out after a second or two that dragged on for an eternity. His leg hurt, but he could still stand, and still move around on it.

That’s all that matters.

“Private Bradford? Come on, Private Bradford. Do you copy?”

Jack hurried forward down the hallway into the bunkroom as he pulled the radio out of his pocket.

“Colonel, it’s me,” said Jack. “Private Bradford was indisposed, so I took her orders on.”

“You fucking moron.” The Colonel let out a frustrated growl. “Get to the fire alarm immediately, and then…”

He sounds defeated…

“And then what, Colonel?”

Jack heard the sound of half the sprinklers in the main room coming online. The flames were dying down behind him, but only on the side of the room closest to the mess hall.

“And then get out of here,” said the Colonel. “The fuel is on fire, along with the engines. The fuse has been lit. JENSEV is a ticking time bomb.”

What…?

Jack saw the fire alarm directly ahead of him as he stepped through the door of the bunk room. He rushed over to it, feeling his burned leg crying out in pain, and pulled it down forcefully.

“Colonel, can you make it back up to the main operations-“

“Get out of here Jack! Take Jessica and your loved ones with you and get the fuck out!”

“Colonel!”

There was no response on the other end, and Jack didn’t have time to wait for one. He sprinted back out into the main operations room. The fire was still active, but it was contained enough to allow for him to maneuver around it. Molly, Jessica, and Rebecca were already on the way down the hall when he reached the other side.

“Come on!” yelled Jack. “We have to get out of here!”

Jessica shook her head.

“Wait, what about-“

“There’s no time!”

Jack took up the rear of the group, pushing them forward and down the entrance hallway. Smoke was still thick in the air, and the floor felt hot on his feet, even through his shoes. When they finally reached the door to the outside, Jack moved to the front and began pushing it open.

“What… the fuck?” He pushed again, feeling the door refusing to give on its hinges. “It’s stuck!”

“The earthquake must have warped the frame!” yelled Jessica.

“Come on, everybody push with me!” Jack leaned into the door, feeling the women lending their strength on either side. Behind them, the flames had started building up again, and the fire suppression system had dwindled to a trickle.

“It’s not working!” cried Molly

“It has to!”

The four of them continued to push. A loud crash sounded far off behind them, and hot smoke began to fill the hallway, spilling in from the main operations room behind them.

Is this really the end?

The door began to give, slowly at first, and then to the point where the women could potentially begin to get through. Surprisingly, a face that Jack recognized peered in from the other side.

“Eve!”

The lithe, tanned woman was pulling on the handle with all her strength. The door slipped open another inch, and that was all they needed.

“Go, go!” Jack screamed the words and then broke into a fit of coughing as the smoke wrenched its way into his lungs.

Molly slipped through, followed by Jessica and his mother. Jack was the last out, and his ribcage caught in the tiny gap of the doorframe, both refusing to give way.

“Come on Jack, hurry!” yelled Rebecca.

Another loud crash came from the inside of JENSEV, much closer this time. Jack let out a scream and forced himself forward.

I can’t die! Not yet!

He forced himself out through the crack just as the explosions began to thicken on the air, shaking the ground and the door. Jack rushed forward to join the women, getting clear of the final blast just in time. The outer door to the facility was blown off its hinges and flew through the air just over his head.

“Jesus Christ…”

The group stood a few hundred feet away from the underground fortress, in the middle of the barren wasteland that Jack had almost managed to forget about. Flames were licking their way out of the entrance to JENSEV, and a trail of smoke disappeared up into the sky, like a beacon announcing the destruction that had taken place.

“It’s over,” said Jessica. Jack shook his head.

“It’s not over,” he said. “It’s just time for us to go home.”


CHAPTER 44

“Pass me the thicker one. Second from the left.”

Jack watched as Eve walked over to the pile of cut branches and thin tree trunks and slowly ran her hand across it. She watched his eyes carefully, but Jack did his best to not make it too easy for her. Her fingers wrapped around the branch he’d indicated, and he couldn’t resist smiling.

She might not speak English, but at least now we’re starting to get on the same wavelength.

She brought the piece of wood over to him, and Jack tied it to the rest of the ones he’d carefully leaned up against the cliff wall, forming the roof of yet another lean-to. It was the first additional structure he’d built since they’d arrived back in Eden three days prior.

“We’ll have to eventually get around to filling the gaps in the roof with mud and leaves, but it will do for now.” He smiled at Eve. “Even when it rains here, it’s still a paradise.”

She smiled back at him.

We’ve been seeing a lot more of her, ever since she saved us from the fire.

The native girl had brought a couple of skinned squirrels with her, this time. She walked away from Jack and over to the fire, which she had set them high above on a spit. Jack had been a bit skeptical of eating an animal that, in the old world, had not been regarded as delectable, but he had to admit that the meat smelled good.

“You know, I could build you a lean-to here, if you wanted.” Jack walked over to her and sat down on the log bench by the fire. “It would make a certain amount of sense, wouldn’t it? Us survivors, sticking together?”

This time, the look Eve shot back at him was blank.

It’s as though she only decides to understand what I’m saying when it goes along with what she wants.

He smiled, suppressing a chuckle as she pulled one of the stick spitted squirrels off the fire and held it in front of him.

“Oh, wow, you put that together fast!”

Jessica had wandered into the camp from the south side. She looked at the newly built lean-to with one hand against her chin, admiring Jack’s handiwork.

“Yeah, it’s not too hard once you get the lumber cut,” he replied. “How’s the gathering coming?”

Jessica shrugged and set a small cloth bag down on the log. Jack peeked inside it and saw nothing but blueberries.

“It’s hard for me to tell what’s edible and what’s not,” said Jessica. “These and the apples are almost all I can recognize.”

“That’s fine. Between the four of us, five counting Eve, we have a decent amount of food coming in from our daily foraging.”

Jack thought back to how Jessica had reacted to seeing Eden for the first time. It had been a lot like his own reaction, in retrospect. After being cooped up inside JENSEV for so long, she’d found it hard to believe that an area as lush as their hidden, green gorge could still exist.

“Jack…” Jessica chewed her bottom lip and sat down next to him. “I wanted to talk to you about something. Alone, if that’s okay.”

Jack looked over at Eve. She was checking the knots on the lean-to. Even though he knew that there was still no way that she could overhear, he took a second to wave his hand towards the forest. It was the sign that he and Eve had developed to indicate that they needed a bit more foraged food on hand. He waited until she’d stood up from the bench and headed off before turning his attention to Jessica.

“What’s up?”

I know what’s up, but it’s probably better if she’s the one that starts this conversation.

“I just… Well, I wanted to talk to you about the Colonel.” Jessica let out a deep sigh, and Jack set one of his hands on her shoulder.

“I know how much he meant to you, Jess,” said Jack. “The two of you only had each other for most of the time after the impact. I’m really sorry for your loss.”

Jessica shook her head.

“Thanks, but that’s not why I brought him up.” She stared into Jack’s eyes, commanding his full attention. “He was a good man, Jack. He really was, despite what it might have seemed like to you.”

It was Jack’s turn to struggle with his words. He’d spent a lot of time thinking about what Colonel Taylor had done, both to him and for him.

“He sacrificed himself in the end so that we could escape,” said Jack. “He knew exactly what going into the engine room would mean for him, and he did it anyway.”

“Yeah, he did.” Jessica nodded slowly. “But that’s not all he did, for us. That’s not what I want to talk about, Jack.”

Here it comes. This has been the elephant in the room for far too long.

“I know what you want to talk about, Jess.” His voice came out sounding a little sharper than he’d intended. “And hopefully, you can see things from my perspective, from our perspective, on this. He drugged me and locked me in a room, and took away any sense of agency or free will that I had.”

“It was for the greater good, Jack,” said Jessica. “And it wasn’t just him. I was a part of it, too. That was why I…”

“Jessica, we don’t have to talk about this,” said Jack. “What’s done is done, we’re here now, and-“

“Jack, it’s not done. That’s exactly my point.” Jessica took his hand into hers and squeezed it tightly. “I’m not pregnant yet.”

Jack felt his heart skip a beat.

She’s so blunt. I guess it makes things a little easier, in a way.

“Look,” she continued. “You can think of it as honoring the Colonel’s memory if you want, or you can just think of it as what needs to be done. We’re still alive, he died for our sake, and what he wanted us to do was to keep the human race going.”

“When you put it that way it sounds sooooo hot.”

Jessica punched him lightly on the shoulder.

“Would you be serious? I’m not just talking about me and you, or Molly, or Eve. You know what else he was right about, and you’re going to have to face it sooner or later.”

Jack didn’t say anything. It was suddenly hard for him to meet Jessica’s gaze, so instead, he turned away and stared into the dying fire.

“Jack, I’m not trying to be a bitch about this,” said Jessica. “I just think you should talk to your mom, er, talk to Rebecca.”

“You’re right,” said Jack. “I will.”

Jessica leaned in next to him and kissed his cheek softly.

“I’ll be foraging to the south if you need me. Thanks for listening.”

Jack watched as she stood up from the log and bounded off into the forest. He took a deep breath, and then pushed air out of his lungs.

I haven’t spoken to mom much since we left JENSEV, and none of it has been about anything important. Jessica is right.

Jack stood up and started walking into the forest. He’d spent most of the day before clearing a path along the river, giving them easy access to fresh water without having to push through the bushes. He kept going north instead of following it, breaking off from the trail into the untamed woods.

The four of them had talked about what their plan forward would be once they’d arrived back at Eden. It had been a conversation similar to the one that he and his mom had shared right after the impact, and the one that had led them to seek out Eden in the first place.

The only difference was that this time, nobody had put forth any wild, exciting ideas. The more Jack had seen of the world, the more convinced he became that there was no true safe haven waiting for them, at least not beyond what they could make for themselves.

So he’d suggested that they focus on developing Eden, along with the land directly around it. All of the women had agreed with him, and they’d settled in. The breadth of the task in front of them was immense. They lived in a world where everything would have to be handcrafted, where modern conveniences would have to be foregone, and they were basically starting over from square one.

And yet, there is something oddly satisfying about this way of living. It’s simple and straightforward.

“Hey, my bag is full. Do you mind catching this apple? It’s too perfect for me to drop on the ground…”

It took Jack a second to find the source of the voice. Molly was balanced precariously in an apple tree above him, holding a cloth sack in one hand and anchoring herself against the tree trunk with the other.

“Nice,” said Jack. “Have we already picked the lower branches clean, or are you just in a climbing mood?”

As if to answer his question, Molly grinned and leaned forward, peering down at him through the leaves. She was back to wearing her old astronaut jumpsuit, and she’d unzipped it down to reveal a bit more of her cleavage.

“Ready?” An apple dropped down immediately after she asked the question, and Jack scrambled to catch it, almost dropping it on his initial grab.

“It’s… perfect,” he said, admiring the unblemished, ripened skin of the fruit. Molly nodded and began climbing down.

“It is, isn’t it?” Molly jumped and landed beside him. “I thought of Eden when I saw it.”

“What do you mean?”

She reached out and took the apple out of his hand. Setting her bag down, Molly gestured to the trees around them, along with the walls of the gorge.

“It’s beautiful, and natural, and unassuming.” She smiled at him. “It was up there in the tree, practically hanging right in front of us, but I only found it when I started looking.”

It was growing just out of reach, ready for us to find.

“Anyway, I’d love to use these to make some sort of pie, but I think it might be a bit tricky to get the crust right.” Molly tucked the perfect apple into her pocket and then swung the bag over her shoulder. “We may have to settle for apple sauce, or maybe some cider if I decide to get fancy.”

“Molly, have you seen my mom around anywhere?” asked Jack.

Molly looked at him for a second before answering.

“Yeah, I’ve seen her,” she said. “I think you two should spend some time… talking, with each other.”

Jack shook his head and resisted the urge roll his eyes.

Why is everyone so concerned about what’s going on between me and my mother?

“Jack, she loves you.” Molly smiled and shook her head slightly. “I love you. We all love each other here. Don’t second guess yourself, and just spend some time with her.”

“I wish it were that simple,” said Jack. “A lot has happened between us, Molly.”

“A lot happens between everyone, Jack. I realize that Jessica and the Colonel and even me, at times, have made suggestions about what should happen. But really, you should just listen to your own emotions, and talk it out with her.”

Jack felt a little embarrassed by the conversation, but there was something in Molly’s tone of voice that made him feel strangely comfortable. There was no judgment in the way she spoke, almost like she had already made the leap that he was standing on the edge of.

“Alright, whatever,” said Jack. “Just tell me where she is.”

Molly turned and pointed up the river.

“I’ll see you later,” she said. “And Jack?”

He stopped and looked back at her.

“Thank you. For everything.” Molly brushed a couple of strands of hair out of her face and looked at him seriously. “You’ve done more for this little group of survivors than I think you know.”

Jack smiled.

“It’s just my nature, Molly.”

The trees on either side of the river grew higher than the others around, and it gave the body of water a walled ambiance. It had risen a couple of inches since Jack and the rest had arrived, which seemed as much attributable to a few days of heavy rain as they did a mysterious increase in the output of the underground channel that it split off from.

Still, there was enough room on the sandy banks for a person to relax, and that was exactly what Rebecca was doing when Jack found her. She’d taken to wearing one of the more modest bra and pantie sets that she had as a makeshift swimsuit.

Jack didn’t notice until he got a bit closer that she was lying flat on her stomach on top of the cloth towel for a reason. Her bra was unhooked, and her arms were folded underneath her head.

“Uh… hey, mom.” Jack felt rude intruding on her alone time, but he’d let their relationship stagnate for too long.

“Hey, honey.” She pulled herself up to a sitting position, doing her best to keep her breasts covered in front of her as she looked back at him. “I’m doing a little bit of beach lounging.”

“You’re… trying to get a tan?” Jack stared at, every inch of exposed skin calling out to him in illicit glory. His mom had always been a bombshell at the beach and now was no exception. As she shifted to pull her bra back on, he caught sight of the side of one of her boobs for a fleeting, glorious second.

“No, I just like lying on the sand,” said Rebecca. “I’m in the shade of the trees right now, even. It’s just a relaxing way to lounge.”

Jack nodded. He felt his lower half stirring as he watched her, a goddess in her own right, the matriarch of their little group.

“Do you mind?” Rebecca stood up and wiggled slightly at him. It took Jack a second to realize that she was asking him to clasp her bra.

“Uh, no,” he said. “Sure.”

Just relax, and remember why you’re here. It’s time for us to clear the air.

Jack felt the air growing a little bit hotter with every step that he took over to her. His cock was bulging out against his pants by the time he was within arm’s length. He slowly took hold of either end of her bra strap and fiddled with it until he’d put the hooks through the holes.

“We’ve come so far, since that first day.” His mom slowly turned around so that she’s was facing him. A couple of grains of sand had found their way onto the upper flesh of one of her breasts, and it took all of Jack’s willpower to keep from using it as an excuse to ogle her.

“Yeah,” said Jack. “Back in the emergency shelter, we didn’t really know what was happening.”

“It was the same traveling across the wasteland,” said Rebecca. “Just an endless sea of scorched earth.”

“Mom…” Jack felt his eyes lock onto his body. His entire body was tense, ready to make a move.

Why does she make me feel like this?

“I know what you’re here to talk to me about, Jack,” said his mom. She leaned back on her heels a little bit and pushed her chest forward, smiling at him gently.

“How can you know?”

“It’s why we haven’t talked for the past few days, isn’t it?” Rebecca leaned her face in a little closer to her son. “After what happened in JENSEV, it wasn’t all that easy for us to just go back to normal, was it?”

Why is she making this so hard for me?

“Mom…” Jack bit his lip and tried to organize his thoughts. “A lot did happen, especially, well, between us. We pushed it pretty far, and it wasn’t our choice, but…”

This is supposed to be the part where I admit that the Colonel had a point.

Rebecca shook her head. She took a step back from him and crossed her arms.

“I’m not okay with what happened, Jack,” she said. “Precisely because it wasn’t our choice.”

“The Colonel-“

“Yes, he was a good man, I know,” said Rebecca. “Jessica has gone on about that enough for the past few days. Jack, you can be a good man and still do bad things. You understand that, don’t you?”

Jack nodded, feeling his cheeks begin to heat up.

How was I expecting this conversation would go?

“Was it a bad thing?” The words were pulled from Jack’s mouth before he could stop himself. “Is it a bad thing for us to love each other?”

Rebecca’s eyes shifted, emotions flickering across them that Jack hadn’t seen in a very long time. It was the same look she’d given him as a child, when he’d ask for a treat in the grocery store, or to go to the movies on the weekend.

“Jack…” She stepped forward towards him, and slowly pulled him into a hug.

“Mom, we’re here now,” said Jack. “The situation is what it is. We can’t change the past, and we can’t undo what’s already happened, not when it comes to the world and not when it comes to us.”

His erection was poking into her stomach. Jack’s body felt hot, almost like it had after being dosed with the aphrodisiac drug back in JENSEV. Rebecca reached her hand up and softly cupped his cheek.

“I love you, sweetie.” She smiled at him, and then leaned closer into the hug, her thighs mashing against Jack’s cock.

Does she realize what she’s doing?

His mom’s breath was hot on his neck. The embrace had gone on for too long, and the sensation of holding her soft, half naked body in his arms made nasty thoughts race through Jack’s head.

“You’re right,” she whispered.

“What?” Jack almost couldn’t believe his ears.

“You’re right.” Rebecca let her hand trace its way down his chest, slowly coming to a rest on his hard on. “Jack… I’m not sure we have any alternative anymore, except to keep moving forward.”

Her hand slowly began to massage her son’s cock. It felt amazing, but what turned Jack on even more was the look in her eyes, so sure, and so full of love.

“Ever since the impact, when we were down in that emergency shelter, I’ve been lying to myself,” whispered Rebecca. “Trying to fight off whatever this is. I knew that it was wrong, and sick, and immoral, but it also came from my heart.”

“Mom…” Jack shook his head, his mouth agape as he felt one of her hands stroke his cheek, and the other stroke his cock.

“Honey…” Rebecca slowly brought her face to his and kissed him. Jack’s entire body became even more sensitive and attuned to the situation, and he tasted strawberries on her lips.

“How did that feel?” she asked. “The kiss.”

I’m ashamed of how it felt.

Jack nodded and smiled at her, feeling his cheeks heating up.

“It felt just right, mom.”

“Good…”

Rebecca kissed him again, and this time Jack kissed back. He started grinding his crotch into his mom’s body, running his hands across her naked back and the silken fabric of her panties. He was turned on to a level that felt almost unreal, and began to wonder if some of the effects of the JENSEV drug were still kicking around in his system.

A sound came from the bushes behind them, and Jack froze. He glanced over at the bushes and waited, expecting Molly or Jessica to come bounding out with important, mood killing news.

“Don’t worry,” said his mom. “I don’t care if they know, or if they see, even. This is what we want, Jack.”

She’s saying what I’ve been afraid to think for so long.

“Yeah, it is,” he replied.

Rebecca grabbed the bottom of his t-shirt and slowly pulled it up and over her head. Jack felt his mom planting soft kisses on his chest and stomach before he’d even gotten the garment completely off.

He fumbled at the button of his jeans, and Rebecca stepped in and did it for him, as though he was back to being a toddler and needed help undressing himself. Jack felt a strange mixture of embarrassment and arousal as memories of that time in his life flashed through his head, Rebecca along with them.

His confusion was pushed aside as his mom pulled his jeans down to the ground and began pawing at his hard, aching cock. Jack moaned with pleasure, and Rebecca smiled at him as though that was exactly the reaction she’d been hoping for.

“Do you like that?” she whispered.

Jack nodded, and then almost jumped in surprise as one of her fingers traced along the waistband of his boxers.

“Jack, I’m sure about this,” she whispered. “But if you’re not… if you’re too embarrassed or ashamed, we don’t have to-“

“No,” said Jack, feeling his horniness overwhelming all else. “I’m sure.”

“Good.” His mom slipped her hand completely into his boxers and wrapped it around his hard cock, sending pleasure blazing through him. “Oh wow, you’re so big, and hard.”

Dirty talk… from my own mother?

“Did I do this to you sweetie?” Rebecca smiled at him as she pulled his boxers down over his erection and slowly began to stroke.

“Oh god, mom!” Jack was in sexual ecstasy, completely at the mercy of the gorgeous, off-limits woman that he’d relied on for so much throughout his life.

“Don’t worry, I’ll take care of you, honey,” she whispered. “Oooh yes, just let me take care of you, Jack.”

Jack reached his hands around to his mom’s bra clasp, fumbling with the same mechanism that he’d helped secure only a couple of minutes before. Rebecca laughed, took her hand from his cock, and did it for him, keeping the bra held against her ample bosom and slowly licking her lips.

“Do you want to see my breasts, Jack?” She smiled, and slowly began to pull her bra down. Jack nodded and felt his mouth fall open as her perfect nipples slowly came into view.

He’d seen his mom’s boobs before, but never like this. They were big and hung on her frame just right, and the perky pink nipples dotting the center were works of perfection. This time, however, they were for him. His mom was smiling at him and presenting her chest forward, practically begging for him to touch and caress them.

We’re really doing this. Am I a pervert? Am I broken?

Rebecca closed the distance between them and pulled Jack’s face down into her cleavage. At the same time, she lifted one of her legs up and wrapped it around him, rubbing her panty-covered mound against his hard, sensitive shaft.

“You’re so eager,” whispered his mom. “You’ve always been so eager, Jack.”

Jack kissed her breasts, slowly dropping his lips lower until he was using his mouth and tongue to lick and suckle on her nipples. Rebecca continued grinding against him, letting one of her fingers trace the length of his shaft.

There was an illicit momentum to the encounter, and as Jack leaned forward and kissed his mom again, he felt their bodies locking together, pulled by erotic magnetism. He groped at his mom’s buttocks, pushing his cock even more purposefully against her panties.

The towel was nearby, and the two of them lowered down to it in tandem. Jack felt his entire body pulsing with intense pleasure and excitement. His mind was fogged over with desire, and he ached for the release that he knew his mom could give him.

This is really happening.

Rebecca was underneath him, and she slowly pulled her panties down, putting the entirety of her gorgeous naked body on display for her son.

“Alright, sweetie,” she whispered. “Whenever you’re ready.”

Am I ready? Could I ever be ready for this?

Jack’s horny, needy body responded before his mind could answer its own question. He pressed the tip of his cock against the entrance of her pussy and felt an ecstatic shiver run through his body.

Even locked in JENSEV, drugged with the aphrodisiac, hadn’t felt anything like what was in Jack now. His cock throbbed and he slipped the head of it inside of his mother, feeling her body tense up underneath him.

“Oh god,” moaned Rebecca. “That’s it, Jack. Don’t hold back.”

“Mom!” Jack’s cock was overwhelmed with pleasure, enough to make him feel confused and doubtful about what was happening.

This feels too good. How can it feel this good?

“Just… just go slow, at first,” whispered his mom. “There’s no need to rush… Oh god!”

Jack pushed deeper in as his mom was in midsentence. He wasn’t intentionally ignoring her, it had just become impossible for him to focus on anything other than his throbbing, aching, cock.

Mom has what I need. She’s always had it.

Jack grabbed his mom’s trim waist and tried to slide even deeper in. Her pussy was tight, and Rebecca leaned at an angle as he went that kept him from taking control.

“Easy, sweetie,” she whispered. “Relax…”

She pulled his face forward and kissed him. Jack felt her tongue flick inside his mouth, and he pushed his own out in response, almost mirroring the act of insertion of his cock. As they broke from the kiss, his mom cupped his cheek in her hand and held their faces close together. Jack looked into her eyes and saw true, nonjudgmental, motherly love staring back at him.

“Go ahead, honey,” she whispered. “Fuck me.”

Jack pushed forward. His mom’s pussy was being expanded by his cock, a hot, wet sheath that was just a size too small for his girth. Rebecca gasped as Jack groped at her breasts and went even deeper, continuing forward until he was balls deep inside of her.

“Oh wow, mom,” he moaned. “Jesus…”

Nothing can compare to this. I will never be able to look at sex the same way again.

Jack’s body began to move with a will of its own. It almost reminded him of being a part of a dance performance in which the music was slowly speeding up. He wasn’t in control, his body was, and he was alright with it. The pleasure of the act had made him an addict, and only his mom could give him his fix.

“Jack!” Rebecca stared up at him, her breasts bouncing back and forth with his every thrust. The smell of sex was on the air, erotic and heavy.

Jack had thought about Rebecca once while masturbating, back long before the impact. The thoughts of her had snuck into his mind, and try as he might, he hadn’t been able to push them aside. The orgasm at the end had been unbelievably powerful, only balanced out by the shame and guilt that came with the afterglow.

The situation he found himself in now was like that, except on steroids. His mother was underneath him, and his cock was actually inside of her. All of the boundaries and mental barriers that were designed to prevent such a sick, perverted act from happening had been bypassed. And Jack felt pleasure that couldn’t be compared to anything else.

“Mom, oh mom!” Jack felt her pussy tighten around his cock, stroking him off from within. “You’re so fucking tight!”

“Oh, yeah, sweetie,” moaned Rebecca. “Just like that!”

Her legs wrapped around them, locking them into the sexual embrace completely. Jack could feel his mom’s soft body and big breasts, and knew it was all his. For once, he’d finally taken it.

“Honey, I’m going to…” Rebecca’s voice dropped to a whisper. “You’re going to make me cum.”

The words set Jack’s body on fire. He was slamming his cock into her and brought his enthusiasm up to the next level. They were both moaning and calling out, and he tried not to think about how close the camp was, how easy it would be for the others to overhear.

“Jack!” His mom’s body tensed up, and Jack redoubled his efforts. The pleasure in his cock felt like it couldn’t get any more intense, and then suddenly, it did.

“Mom!” Jack thrust forward hard as his cock reached its limit. He continued thrusting even as it exploded, spraying his horny, eager cum deep into her dripping wet pussy. He kept pushing forward even as the pleasure threatened to drive him insane, and even as he realized that he’d gone to a place that there was no coming back from.

The two of them were still. Jack could hear the sound of the river flowing nearby, along with birds chirping in the trees, and his mom’s soft breathing.

“We’ve come a long way,” she whispered. Jack shifted so that his face with even with hers, and then nodded.

“Yeah,” he said. “We have.”

THE END
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FREE EXCERPT FROM EI: EROTIC INTELLIGENCE


CHAPTER 1

The sun was out, the birds were chirping, and Dan had the distinct feeling that he’d overslept. He slowly sat up in his bed, wiping his tired eyes and letting one last yawn escape into the air, and then reached for his phone.

Dan had planned on meeting his friend Pete for an early morning game of racquetball at the gym. He felt his frustration build slightly as his phone sat unresponsive in his hand, refusing to turn on.

“Damn it,” he said. Dan willed his legs out of his covers and onto the floor, feeling the cool air on his skin. “I’m sure my phone was charged when I set the alarm last night…”

He sighed, and then walked over to the charger connected to the outlet in the corner of his room and plugged it in. The smart phone remained unresponsive, and showed no signs of life. Dan took a deep breath, focused on keeping his emotions under control, and walked over to his dresser.

It was the first Saturday in April, and he’d been looking forward to taking advantage of the nice weather by spending most of the day outside. As a modern day high school senior, it was a pleasure that he shared with few to none of his classmates now that VR headsets were becoming ubiquitous in even the lowest income households.

Dan pulled on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. He again reached over to his phone, and was a little taken aback to still find it acting as though it was dead. He sighed, and then walked over to the touch monitor on the wall, the one that he used almost exclusively for watching movies from his bed in the midst of the night, and tapped on it. Just like his phone, it remained inanimate, not even offering so much as a flicker.

“Weird,” muttered Dan. He pulled on a pair of socks, and figured he’d figure out what time it was, and just how late he was, by heading downstairs and asking Lana.

Dan had never known his birth mother, and the woman he considered to be his “real mom”, Lana, had stepped in to fill the void before he’d finished teething. Dan’s dad was a kind, albeit distant man, and traveled almost to the exclusion of ever being around, leaving Lana as the sole physical parent when it came to raising him.

“Hey mom, is something going on with the power?” Dan asked as he walked down into the living room.

Lana was a petite woman, with the type of body that could make any man do a double take. Dan had wondered, on occasion, about how his dad had managed to end up with a bombshell like her, but the thoughts would quickly lead him into uncomfortable territory, if he let them.

She was wearing a small pink t-shirt and a pair of tight black leggings. She had surprisingly large natural breasts for her frame, well-formed and buoyant, as if they belonged on a woman of 25 instead of 35. Her butt was toned, but it curved outward just far enough to catch the eye without being unwieldy.

“It seems like it, sweetie,” she said. “I haven’t been able to get anything except the lights working since early this morning.”

She was in the middle of a yoga pose, but still turned her gaze towards Dan as he walked into the room, smiling at him. There was something about his mom’s smile that had always made him feel a little excited, as though she had a secret hidden behind it, one that called to him from somewhere off limits.

Dan was a teenage male, and as such, it was hard for him to avoid sneaking a glance at Lana’s body on occasion. No matter how many times he told himself that she was off limits, and not someone that he should objectify like that, his body and especially his cock were unwilling to recognize her as anything other than the gorgeous sex goddess she was.

“Yeah, my phone and my touch screen are both down,” he said. Dan tried to push his indecent thoughts out of his head, but he could feel blood rushing to his dick as his mom shifted into a new pose, one that arched her back up and caused her breasts to push forward into the air. He felt embarrassed, and more than a little ashamed.

“If you’re headed out, would you mind stopping over at the telecom office?” asked Lana. “The electricity is still turned on, it’s as though only the stuff connected to the internet is affected.”

She shifted again, and now her butt was poking up into the air, as though she was a female cat in heat, begging for release. Dan blushed, and decided that he should try to get out of the house before he had a visible hard on.

“All the VR headset junkies in the town must be freaking out right now,” said Lana. “I bet it’s pretty jarring for a simulation to just cut off in midstream.”

Dan was just turning to leave, but something about his mom’s comment had struck a chord with him.

“All the VR headset junkies? You mean everyone in town except for us, right?” He frowned as he looked at her. Lana had insisted since the very first release of the most basic headsets a couple of years ago that they were not going to have one in the house. It was a decision that Dan had never agreed with.

“Hey, if everyone decided to jump off a bridge, would you just go along with it?” Lana stood up from her yoga mat and walked over to him. She was sweating a little bit, and Dan could smell the sweet scent of her deodorant as she put her hands on her hips and pushed her chest out towards him.

“I don’t think that’s really a good analogy, mom,” said Dan. “Virtual reality is the new medium. Hell, most of the new games and movies coming out now get their release in the simulation weeks before coming to touch screens.”

Lana’s soft lips pulled up into a gentle, concerned smile. She reached her hands out and put them on her son’s chest. It was meant to be an innocent, motherly gesture, but it sent a shameful amount of excitement pulsing through Dan’s cock. He blushed, but forced himself to meet her eyes.

“Honey, you know my opinion on this,” she said. “I don’t think it’s healthy for people to start substituting real experience for simulation.”

“It’s what people have always done, in some form or another,” said Dan. “What about books, or TV? Old fashioned screen based video games? They all do the same thing!”

It was an argument that the two of them had had many times before. Dan knew there was no reason to reenact it, and that the conclusion would be the same that it always was, but he needed an outlet for his frustration. He didn’t much enjoy feeling like an outsider just because of how deadset against adopting the newest technology his mom was.

“It’s not the same,” said Lana. “The VR simulation goes further than that, and you know it. When you’re reading a book or watching a screen, the real world is still there. With the headsets…”

Dan frowned at her. He knew where his mom was coming from, and he could see the loving, protective look in her eyes. It was impossible for him to stay mad at her, especially over something she believed in.

“Alright mom, whatever,” he finally said. Lana smiled, and then pulled him into a tight hug. Dan could feel her breasts pushing against his chest, and had to resist the illicit urge to let his hands meander down to her butt.

“Thank you, sweetie,” whispered his mom. “I know that I must sound like a luddite to you, but I really worry about what your generation is going to end up like, growing up on the headsets as though they’re totally normal.”

“I know mom, you’ve told me,” said Dan.

“No, really!” Lana was still pushed up against him, and Dan realized, embarrassingly, that his half erect cock was rubbing into her stomach. “Do you know what I’ve heard that some of the teenagers are doing with their simulations?”

“Uh… no mom, what?” Dan felt almost like he wanted to break from the embrace, but his mother felt so good against him. He tried to breathe deep and calm himself down, but he felt his cock slowly getting harder as though to spite his efforts.

“I heard from Cindy that she caught her son, well, using one of the headsets to simulate very inappropriate things!” Lana pulled her face back and cupped Dan’s in her hand. He felt his cheeks heating up as his mom looked at him with an unnerving amount of concern.

“Yeah mom, that’s weird.” There was a strange tension on the air as Dan spoke. He couldn’t hide his erection anymore, and could only hope that he managed to get out of the house before his mom noticed.

“I don’t want you to be one of those boys, sweetie,” whispered Lana. “I want you to know what it’s like to be with a real woman, normally.”

Lana also began to turn red as she spoke. Dan felt uncomfortable, but also oddly turned on. The last thing that he wanted to do was to talk about sex with his mother… wasn’t it?

“Alright mom, I should probably…” Dan tried to take a step back, but his mom’s arm was still draped around his shoulder. She moved with him, and then, complicating the situation even further, he bumped into the arm of the couch and tripped backwards over himself. Lana let out a small squeal as she fell with them, the two ending up tangled in a heap on the couch.

“Oh, jeez,” said Lana. “Carefully, honey!”

The way they had landed left her straddling her son. Dan was underneath her on the couch, and he reached up to grab her by the waist and move her off of him. The action caused his hips, and erection, to push up against her thighs, sending a nasty thrill racing up his cock.

“Mom, can you get off me?” asked Dan.

“Yeah of course, just stop moving, sweetie!”

Lana shifted over to the side, but slipped again as Dan moved underneath her. She fell flat against him, her soft boobs pushed up against his chest. Her thighs squeezed together around Dan’s cock, and for a moment, it felt as though he had stuck is cock into somewhere tight, warm, and almost off limits.

“Do you have something in your pocket, Dan?” asked Lana. He instantly felt mortified, and managed to fight off his illicit urges for long enough to shift his mom off the couch and onto the carpet.

“Sorry, mom!” Dan hunched over as he hopped up and sped across the room towards the front door. “I forgot, I uh, have to go meet Pete!”

Lana stood up fast, her breasts bouncing inside her shirt against the confines of her bra as she did. She smiled at Dan, and then glanced down at his crotch and abruptly turned away.

“Oh, well, you should get going then!” she said. Dan knew that she had seen his hard on, and felt as though he wanted to just disappear. He shook his head, and quickly put on his shoes.

“Okay mom, bye!”

“Bye honey!” answered Lana, waving to him without turning to face him.

Dan stepped out the door and shut it behind him. A warm breeze blew against his face, and he felt tension melt off him in sheets. He silently cursed his hormones for getting him into such a weird situation, and then started walking towards Pete’s.


CHAPTER 2

The trip to Pete’s house was just down the road and around the corner, but Dan took his time. He knew he was already late, and the weather was so nice that he found himself wanting to relax and enjoy it.

The street was surprisingly empty. There were cars parked on either side, which was common in his suburban neighborhood, but Dan didn’t see any other pedestrians. He brushed it off, and felt lucky and smart to be the only one outside, taking advantage of the nice weather.

Dan saw Pete’s car parked in the driveway of his friend’s house, and walked up to the door. He paused for a moment before knocking, preparing his apology in his head. He had flaked on Pete before, but never quite this badly.

He knocked on the door, and then waited. And waited. He knocked again, and looked back towards Pete’s driveway, confirming to himself that his friend definitely was home.

“Pete, come on man, I’m sorry!” Dan called up towards the window on the second floor that he recognized as the one looking out from his friend’s room. “My phone died! You know I have a hard time waking up without my alarm.”

He knocked again, expecting Pete’s mom to come to the door, at the very least. Dan thought about what he could do to make it up to his friend while he waited, drawing blank. Seconds went by, until Dan was sure that he’d been waiting outside for at least a couple of minutes. He knocked one more time, and then reached for the door handle.

“Alright Pete, I’m coming in!” he yelled. “I’m sorry man, it wasn’t my fault!”

The door wasn’t locked, and Dan took his shoes off as he walked into the spacious house of his friend. Pete’s family was affluent, and their abode was probably the largest on the block. They had been one of the first family’s around to really jump into VR simulations, buying the headsets years ago when they were still a novelty. Now everybody had them, with the exception of Dan and his mom.

“Pete? Mrs. Marsh?” Dan walked further into the house, closing the door behind him and feeling a little weird about just entering uninvited. He turned into the living room, and saw something that instantly caught his eye.

Pete’s mom was lying on the couch, a VR headset strapped onto her head. It looked like she had just woken up, and was wearing nothing more than a small silk robe over her big boobs and luscious thighs. Pete’s mom was ever so slightly on the curvy side, but was still more than hot enough to be considered one of the neighborhood MILFs.

“Oh, hey Mrs. Marsh,” said Dan. “Is Pete upstairs?”

She didn’t answer. It wasn’t unusual for someone inside a simulation to be totally immersed in it, essentially disconnected from the outside world, and Dan didn’t make anything out of it. He looked at her for a second longer, feeling his dick begin to get excited at the sight of his friend’s sexy mom, and then started to walk upstairs.

Pete’s room was at the end of the hall, and the door was open. Dan walked in and leaned against the door frame, folding his arms and looking at his friend. Pete had on a VR headset, and was sitting at his desk, transfixed by whatever simulation was running on the inside screen.

“Yo, Pete,” said Dan. “Pete!”

His friend didn’t move. Dan began to get a little irritated. If this was Pete’s way of getting back at him for standing him up that morning, the point was coming through, loud and clear.

“Fine, be that way,” said Dan. “I haven’t eaten breakfast yet, so if you don’t mind, I’m going to help myself to something out of your fridge.”

Dan made his way back downstairs, and walked through the living room, towards the kitchen. As he passed by Mrs. Marsh, he couldn’t resist glancing over one more time, and looking at her gorgeous body.

Pete’s mom was breathing heavily, her chest heaving up and down, and Dan noticed that her robe had opened up slightly, showing off a scandalous amount of cleavage. A small moan escaped her lips, and an electric chill shot through Dan’s loins as he realized that she could only be in one kind of simulation.

“No way…” he whispered. He drew closer to the couch, feeling his cock harden slightly as he watched Mrs. Marsh enjoying herself.

She was in an erotic simulation. By some estimates, eighty percent of the simulations on the VR market were erotic, the publishers raking in money in much the same way as the porn producers had in the late nineties and early twenty first century.

Dan was rock hard as he watched her. She was so caught up in the simulation, and though it made him feel like a bit of a pervert, he couldn’t resist taking things a little further. He reached out and slowly pulled the edge of her gown open a little more, until both of her perfect pink nipples had just barely come into view.

He glanced back towards the stairs. Pete was still in his room, leaving Dan alone with his friend’s gorgeous mom, as she got off to an erotic simulation. His cock ached within the confines of his jeans, and a very evil voice in his head told him that he should take care of it.

Dan started by just rubbing his dick through his pants, staring at Mrs. Marsh as he did. She was a very pretty woman, and on more than one occasion, she’d been the subject of his masturbatory fantasies. She was 35, the same age as Lana, and just like his mom, she had the body of a much younger woman.

His urges began to get more intense as he stared at his friend’s mom. Dan reached his free hand in and pulled her gown a little bit more open. The belt around the waist came loose, and it fell open completely. Dan had only been intending to expose a little more of her chest, but now the entire naked front of Mrs. Marsh’s body, including her perfect pink pussy, was on full display for him.

Dan glanced back up at the stairs. He was a little surprised that Pete still hadn’t realized that he was there, but figured that it might actually be a lucky break for him. He could feel how hard and eager his cock was, and the evil voice began to speak in his head again. He could jerk off quickly, and only take a second, it said to him.

He shook his head, almost in disbelief of what he was about to do, and then unzipped his pants. Touching Mrs. Marsh was totally out of the question, but if she and her son were in another world, there wasn’t any harm in enjoying himself, with himself.

He pulled his cock out through his boxer flap and began to stroke it, slowly at first. Mrs. Marsh let out another moan, and Dan took a closer look at her pussy. She was wet, and he imagined how good it would feel to push his cock up into her soft, slick cunt.

Dan was pumping his member faster. He brought it in close to the entrance of Mrs. Marsh’s pussy, as though he was tempting himself, and seeing how far he would go. He felt embarrassed, and incredibly guilty, but he also got a perverse thrill out of doing something so bad.

Mrs. Marsh suddenly bucked her hips up slightly, causing her pink slit to rub against the head of Dan’s cock. It felt amazing, and he was surprised that she didn’t feel the contact and take the headset off. The simulations, from what he had heard, could be realistic enough at times to fool the senses, even touch.

Dan didn’t want to take it any further, but Mrs. Marsh continued shifting, pushing her crotch up and sliding her cunt across his cock. She twisted her legs, and suddenly Dan realized that the head of his cock had slipped inside her, through no fault of his own.

It felt incredible, better than anything he had ever experienced before, and almost instantly he began to shoot off. Dan had the sense to pull back, but not before he’d already spurted once inside of her. The rest of his cum splattered onto Mrs. Marsh’s stomach, and then into his hand as he pulled back and felt reality crash down on him.

It was worse than anything he had done before, but it wasn’t technically sex, he told himself. He had just been up against her pussy. Mrs. Marsh had clearly been in an erotic simulation, and all he had done was create a fantasy of his own, one that had gone a little further than he’d intended.

Dan pulled her robe back over her, and then cleaned himself up in the bathroom. He splashed some water on his face and stared into the mirror, trying to come to terms with what he’d just done. He wondered if he’d ever be able to look at Mrs. Marsh the same way again.

He walked out of the bathroom with loud footsteps, figuring that it would be for the best if he could finally make them aware of his presence. He ran up the stairs, and walked back into Pete’s room.

“Alright buddy, it’s time for you to take that thing off,” he said. “Come on, we can still go play a game or two of racquetball if we hurry.”

He walked over to where his friend was in the chair and pulled the headset up and off of him. Pete still didn’t move. Dan swiveled the office chair he was sitting in around, and looked at him.

Pete’s eyes stared out blankly, not recognizing or acknowledging anything. Dan waved a hand in front of his face.

“Pete? Hello… anybody home?”

Pete didn’t say anything. Dan put the headset back on him, and then flicked the power switch off along the back of the unit. The little green sensor light that shone to signal that the machine was on didn’t even so much as waver.

Dan scratched his head, and began to feel a little scared. He reached for the cord that attached the unit to the wall and unplugged it. The green light was still on, which didn’t surprise him. The VR headsets had battery backups, and could also charge wirelessly if a house was equipped with remote electricity outlets, which Pete’s house most certainly was.

“What… the fuck?” Dan reached out and began shaking his friend by the shoulders. Nothing happened. He rushed into the upstairs bathroom and came back with a glass of water, which he splashed into Pete’s face and onto his lap. Still, nothing happened.

“Mrs. Marsh!” Dan ran down stairs and over to her. He was a little embarrassed by what he’d done before, but not enough to leave the situation be. He pulled her VR headset off her, and saw that her eyes looked exactly the same as her son’s.

“What the hell is going on?” Dan shook his head, and walked backwards, away from the couch and away from his friend’s mom. He felt his heart beginning to beat out of his chest, and forced himself to stay calm, and to breathe.

He walked back to the door of the house and went outside. There were still no cars driving by, and no pedestrians on the street, and now Dan was beginning to understand why.


CHAPTER 3

“Hello? Can anyone hear me? Hello?”

Dan was jogging down the street, putting more energy in to calling out than into watching the ground underneath him. He tripped over a crack in the sidewalk that jutted up slightly and tumbled to the ground, scraping one of his hands as he stuck it out to break his fall.

It was windy out, and a plastic shopping bag blew in front of him. The sound of it folding and gently skipping across the cement was the only sound he could hear, other than his own heavy, panicked breathing.

“What’s going on? Is anyone out there?” Dan yelled at the top of his lungs, and then let out a desperate cry.

He ran over to the nearest house, one that belonged to an old man whose driveway he used to shovel in the winter, and began knocking frantically on the door. There was no response, and Dan glanced in the window only to see the man sitting in an easy chair, his eyes obscured by a VR headset.

“How can this be happening?” he muttered out loud.

Dan began walking quickly, back towards the family home. He knew that there were no VR headsets under their roof, but somehow it was impossible to completely be free of the fear that something might have happened to his mom. The regular logic of the world, the rules that typically held it all together and kept society running smoothly had been tossed out the window. Anything was possible.

“Mom!” Dan screamed as loud as could as he flung the front door open. “Mom! Are you okay, mom!”

There was no response. A heavy feeling took root in the deepest depths of his stomach, as though he’d been punched squarely in the gut. Dan sprinted up stairs, slipping down one of the steps with rushed, uneasy footing, and threw himself into his parent’s bedroom.

There was nobody inside. He checked, and double checked every square inch of the room. His mom was nowhere to be found. Dan wasn’t sure whether to be relieved or worried as he made his way back downstairs, scanning the living room and kitchen for any sign of her.

“… Dan?” The voice was faint, but he could hear it coming from outside.

“Mom!” Dan rushed out onto the front lawn and saw her running over, still in the casual t-shirt and leggings that she’d had on before.

“Oh my god, sweetie!” She wrapped him into a hug, and Dan squeezed her back so tightly that he was afraid he might be hurting her.

“Mom, everybody with the headsets, all of them, they’ve, they’ve…” Dan was stammering, unable to form a coherent sentence.

“I know, I saw!” said Lana. “I don’t know what’s going on!”

The two of them held onto each other tightly, as though they were afraid that one of the VR headsets would descend from the sky if they let go. Dan couldn’t help but think about how good she felt against him, her soft breasts and supple frame.

“Mom…” he said quietly. “You were right. All this time, you were right.”

Lana didn’t say anything back to him, and instead slowly leaned back, and ran her hand through his hair. She looked into his eyes and kissed him on the cheek, her lips hot and wet against Dan’s skin.

“I’m just so glad that you’re okay, honey,” she said. “I thought… I was so sure that something had happened.”

Dan thought back to his experience at Pete’s house, and what he’d done to Pete’s mom, and then blushed. Something had happened, but he was okay. They were both okay, and that was all that mattered at that moment.

“Have you seen anyone else?” he asked her. “Anyone else like us, who isn’t locked into one of those headsets?”

Lana shook her head, and grabbed onto both of Dan’s hands. He could see the fear in the look she gave him, but even more than that, he could see the love. She was still his mother, and having her there with him made a world of difference.

“Sweetie, I think this might have happened to everyone with their headsets,” said Lana. “I… just don’t understand it.”

“We never joined in and started using the simulations, there must be other people out the who haven’t, either.” Dan spoke the words in hope that they were true. He couldn’t think of a single person off the top of his head in their town, other than him and his mom, that didn’t own a VR headset.

“You’re right, honey,” said Lana. She smiled at him, and then hugged him again. This time, Dan was even more aware of how soft and sexy her body was. After what had happened at Pete’s house, it made him feel ashamed to be getting turned on from something as small as a hug from his own mom.

Dan sat down on the couch, still thinking hard about what they could do, what they should do. Lana wandered into the kitchen and began putting together a simple breakfast as though the habit was so deeply ingrained in her that even the end of the world couldn’t break her out of it.

She made them sausage and egg sandwiches, and the two ate silently, occasionally speaking up to bolster each other’s spirits. Dan felt almost like he was caught inside of a dream, one that was too bizarre and strange to snap himself out of.

“Wait, do you hear that?” Dan had just finished his sandwich and held his hand up, signaling for his mom to listen.

“What…?” asked Lana.

Dan recognized the sound, and bolted out of his seat.

“That’s a car!” he yelled. “That’s a moving car!”

He rushed over towards the door and charged outside. Off in the distance he could make out the shape of a black sedan speeding down the road their house was on. Dan rushed into the street and began waving his arms, not even considering for a moment what would happen if the driver didn’t see him.

The driver did, and slowed to the side of the road in front of the house. Lana had joined Dan outside, and she looked as though she was on the verge of hysteria. Dan ran up to the driver’s side window and peered inside.

A woman in her mid-thirties sat in the front seat, wearing glasses and medium sized hoop earrings. She had big breasts, which were clad in a low cut black blouse with the vaguest hint of a red bra underneath. Over that, she wore a white lab coat, and as she opened the door and stepped out, she straightened out behind her.

“How unexpected,” she said as she looked at Dan and Lana. “Were your VR headsets broken when the message went out this morning?”

Dan stared at her, too surprised to know how to respond.

“Broken?” asked Lana. “No, we never had any.”

The woman gave them a skeptical look, and then let out a small laugh.

“Figures. The only people that survive an AI’s takeover by default are the extreme techno luddites.”

Dan furrowed his brow.

“What are you talking about?” he asked her.

The woman looked as though she hadn’t heard him. She looked at her wristwatch, and old school, analog model, and then glanced up at the sun.

“Is there anything in your house that you’re going to need in the immediate future?” she asked them.

Dan looked over at his mom, who shook her head.

“Then come on, climb in,” said the woman. “I’ll explain as much as I can on the way.”

“On the way where?” asked Lana.

“To safety, or at least as close as we can get, given the circumstances.”

Dan looked at his mom for a long moment. He could tell that she didn’t fully trust the woman, but he could also see that she was worried. She finally nodded, and the woman instantly climbed back into the driver’s seat.

“Get in,” she said.

Lana took the front passenger’s seat, and Dan climbed into the back. The second he had his seatbelt on, the woman slammed her foot down on the gas, rocketing the car forward with more speed than Dan had ever seen a car move with on their sleepy, suburban road.

“My name is Dr. Caitlyn Chase,” said the woman. “You can call me Dr. Caitlyn.”

“It’s nice to meet you,” said Lana. “I’m Lana, and this is my son, Dan.”

“Dan and Lana.” Dr. Caitlyn laughed, and then looked away from the road and towards Dan’s mom. “Under these circumstances, it’s very nice to meet you indeed.”

Dan was still shocked by how empty the road was, and how carelessly Dr. Caitlyn hurtled them down it. The entire town felt as though it had been abandoned, left to its own fate by the people who’d once inhabited it.

“We don’t know what’s going on,” said Lana. “Is there anything you can tell us? Please?”

Dr. Caitlyn slowed the car down. There was a stoplight ahead of them that flashed from yellow to red, and strangely, she stopped for it. She turned at the wheel so that she was looking at both of them, and then sighed.

“Something terrible has happened,” said Dr. Caitlyn. “I’m a researcher, and my focus for the past couple of years has been on AI and its future impact on human society. It’s funny, this entire situation… it’s something that a couple of people in my field have been warning about for a long time. I guess we should have listened.”

“We’ve seen the people with the headsets on,” said Dan. “How is it possible? They’re all blank, as though they were vegetables.”

“The VR headsets only have basic neuro analyzing capabilities,” said Dr. Caitlyn. “Most likely the AI that’s doing this figured out a way to lock people in using visual stimuli.”

“Wait, you’re saying that this is a computer?” asked Lana. “How is that possible?”

The light turned green, and the doctor slammed on the gas again.

“I don’t have answers to all your questions,” said Dr. Caitlyn. “I’ll have a better idea of what’s going on once I get a chance to take a close look at an active headset.”

“Where are we going?” asked Dan.

“To the one place that makes sense to take refuge at in a post-apocalyptic world,” said Dr. Caitlyn, with a smile. “To the mall.”
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