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Introduction

This series began as a simple, grotesque take on the Little Red Riding Hood story for one of my members on Patreon. It was a classic adult upgrade of a beautiful Red encountering a “grandma” werewolf that wanted to do more than just eat her. My patron enjoyed this standalone mini so much that they wanted to explore an entire setting of erotic horror. They came up with the idea of a cataclysmic event that turned London into a realm of nightmares. Gruesome creatures hungered for the pleasures of beautiful women.

Red’s mini story didn’t quite fit into this collection, but the other stories that I created with my patron fleshed out a hellish version of London. The twisted stories brought out the most ghoulish side of my writing. Horrifying monsters in a historic setting, brave beautiful women determined to survive, and lots of filthy erotic encounters in which fear becomes pleasure.

Understandably, this collection of shorts won’t be for everyone. Monsters mating with women has a limited appeal to begin with, and these monsters are no orcs and goblins. These are truly vile, disgusting creatures. Slime-covered amphibians, bloated zombie-like shamblers, and even stranger monstrosities like massive voracious serpents, and tentacle-wielding lust barnacles. It requires a bit of bravery in addition to morbid curiosity from the reader to make it through these lusty tales of horror.

But to me, that is the purpose of good erotic horror! To be titillated by the stuff of nightmares! Dracula can be handsome and seductive, but sometimes he can turn into a wolf man and grab Lucy in his hairy arms.

That grotesque lust, raw and strange to our human sensibilities, only makes him more exciting.  

XOXOXO

Amanda Clover

2024
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Charlotte’s Grimm Fairytale

Charlotte Van Hesse’s brow furrowed, and she mopped at the hint of sweat on her forehead with a lacy kerchief. The moon was out and the graveyard behind St. Marten’s Church seemed almost as bright as morning. What was there to be afraid of? Those wild stories out of London about monsters prowling the back alleys and strange things happening to the dead were just that: stories to frighten young ladies like Charlotte.

She could still hear Emma taunting her about being afraid of the graveyard at night. Emma, so blonde and perfect, and her chum Agnes, thick as a pear, with her big body overstuffed into her corset and always laughing at whatever Emma said.

“I’ll show them,” said Charlotte, grasping the clay knife in her hand. “I’m not afraid of any old curse.”

She pushed open the cemetery gate and winced at the loud creak of the hinges. There was still a light burning in the caretaker’s shack and she did not want to be caught. All the same, seeing that lantern glowing in the greasy window gave her some small comfort. At least there was someone who might hear her if something happened and she were to scream.

“Nothing is going to happen, Charlotte,” she reminded herself.

She saw Emma in her mind again, jabbing a finger into Charlotte’s bodice and mocking her, “You’ve always been afraid of anything. Always phantoms and portents with you! I bet you would never even set foot in the graveyard at night.”

“I am not afraid of old graves,” Charlotte had claimed, although she most definitely was afraid of graves, tombs, and all the rest.

“Prove it,” Agnes had said.

“Yes, prove it,” Emma had insisted. “Take that clay knife and go and stick it in Old Man Grimm’s grave. The one with the tilted headstone. And tomorrow, before classes, if the knife is stuck into the earth, then I will believe you.”

Charlotte had agreed. Damn Emma and her pretty blue eyes and that perfect smile. Damn Agnes and her overflowing bodice.

Charlotte gripped the knife tighter in her hand, feeling the cold grave mist caressing her stockinged legs and reaching up to her bloomers like cold, spectral fingers. She shivered and searched through the stone crosses and moldy headstones. She spotted the leaning obelisk of Grimm’s grave. A simple stone with just his name. Dead some ten years at the age of nearly sixty. No wife. No children. Just an old man tending to graves, given a potter’s plot as his reward.

“Sorry, old man,” said Charlotte, fighting back a shiver and kneeling beside his grave. “I do not mean anything against you by this. I must prove something to my so-called friends.”

The silver of the knife’s blade reflected in Charlotte’s green eyes as she placed the tip against the damp, grassy mound of the grave. She took a deep breath and drove the knife into the soil.

“There,” she said, smiling with relief. She released the handle and began to rise.

The earth of the grave suddenly broke open and a rotten greenish hand shot from the dirt and grabbed the front of Charlotte’s frilly dress. She cried out as the fingers tightened in the lacy fabric and tore. Her bodice and corset ripped open, revealing her pert breasts and chill-stiffened nipples in her silky slip.

“Ahhhh!” she cried, stumbling back and falling on her bum.

The grave churned open wider and another hand reached out, broken nails and fingertips biting into the earth as a musty figure clawed his way out of the dirt. Grimm had no eyes, just black pits in his face, a nose that was partially eaten away, and a jaw that hung open on one side. She stared at his crooked, rotting teeth and watched in horror as a glistening, reddish-black tongue reached out of his mouth more than twice the length of any man’s tongue Charlotte had ever seen.

“Wh-what do you want?” she cried.

The voice that came from Grimm’s mouth seemed to issue up from the grave itself. A single, rasping word that brought with it a stinking green miasma that glowed faintly in the moonlight.

“Youuuu,” he snarled and his bony hands grabbed Charlotte by her boots.

Oh, the poor young lady fought back. She kicked his head and twisted desperately on the cold grass. But Grimm’s fingers were like iron, and they tore away her boots, ripped at her stockings, and tore ribbons from Charlotte’s blue floral skirt. He got his bony hands on her slip and tore it away, exposing her pale, pert breasts and small pink nipples. She squealed and fought as he climbed atop her. His rotting flesh cold and soft like wax.

But there was something that was not so soft protruding through the tattered remains of Grimm’s trousers. Something beneath his bloated belly. A massive cock that was abnormally thick and ropy with veins like the roots of an overgrown tree. It was black and gray and green and the bollocks hanging beneath it sloshed with unthinkably vile fluid. The head of this disgusting member seemed to reach for Charlotte as Grimm grabbed hold of her slender legs and began to lever them apart.

“No! Please! Get off me! I didn’t mean anything by it! Only a prank!”

“Youuuu,” rasped Grimm, pushing Charlotte down into the grass and reaching a hand to the soft perfection of one of her breasts. He squeezed her roughly, his fingers pinching at her nipple as he leaned his ghastly face above her. “Youuuuu arrrreeee minnnne.”

“Noooo!” screamed Charlotte, giving Grimm’s rotting body a last, hopeless kick before he forced her legs wide apart and climbed between her thighs. Her next scream was silenced by Grimm’s rotten kiss. His foul tongue thrust between her pristine lips and his rancid saliva, black and congealing, gushed into her mouth. She nearly retched as she felt the slimy weight of his disgusting cock press against her knickers.

“Mmmmmmm!” she cried, choking, against his tongue. The vise of his hand closed on one breast, squeezing hard as his other hand tore away Charlotte’s frilly small clothes.

It was then, with a cold jolt of terror, that Charlotte knew she was doomed. She felt Grimm’s foul cock at her entrance, forcing aside her fuzzy cuntlips, pushing into her nearly virginal channel. Filling her with the sort of huge, gristly cock that no woman should ever be forced to endure.

There was no resisting Grimm’s strength. Nor that mighty, slimy cock. Nor, as she soon realized, the venomous kiss of that blackened tongue. It plunged deeper into her mouth and down her throat and poor Charlotte was forced to swallow Grimm’s unutterable slime again and again just to breathe. The more she swallowed, the stranger she felt, and the less she struggled against him.

Charlotte’s feet stuck up in the air to either side of the deathless gravedigger as he rutted into her cozy cunny. His foul cock stretched her folds and he planted his malevolent member down to its root in her hot honeypot. Each thrust sent her pert breasts shaking. Each kiss made her gurgle helplessly. His bollocks seemed to swell and engorge with the sloshing load of accursed spunk. His churning load readying to claim Charlotte’s tender young body.

Grimm suddenly drew his cock out of her cunt, leaving her pink folds gaping and smeared with his filth. He grabbed a handful of her brown hair and thrust his cock into her mouth, forcing her jaw wide as his loathsome length bulled at her throat. Tears tracked down her pale cheeks, now smeared with dirt and the sludge of the grave. She gurgled as he slapped the fat sack of his balls against her chin. He fucked in and out of her mouth, seeming to savor the living warmth of her body.

Charlotte, helpless, her mind nearly undone, sucked at his cock. She knew not what else to do. One small hand even reached up to feel the sloshing weight of his sack as it slapped against her chin.

“MINE,” snarled Grimm, drawing his cock from her mouth trailing mucus and filth. He shoved her back down to the ground and roughly turned her over. His hands grasped her slender hips and his rotting fingers dimpled and caressed the round bubbles of her bum. He squeezed. Spread. Spat. Wet, oily spittle greasing her crack and dripping from her cunny.

“No more,” whimpered Charlotte, but her tongue and lips were numb from kissing Grimm’s rotten mouth and the words came out as barely a sound.

He thrust his cock into her cunt from behind with the rutting force of a beast eager to breed. The gravedigger hunched over the fragile young beauty, slamming into her plush bottom and widening her already well-worked cunt.

He let out an unholy groan that tore at the moonlit night and he unleashed his seed into the depths of Charlotte’s cunt. She felt the thick oily gushes drenching her womb. A strange heat blossomed within her. A sickness implanted by the pulsating pleasure of the deathless man pounding into her pussy.

With a last grunt, Grimm unsheathed his cock from Charlotte’s quivering pink pussy and seemed to watch her with his eyeless sockets as his filthy yellow spunk bubbled up from her cunt. She moaned, her face down and her round ass raised. She was so defenseless that she did not even resist Grimm as he reached down and snapped a collar shut around her slender neck. The collar had a tag that read simply, “mine.”

“Huh?” She looked back up at him as his bony hand attached a leash to the collar.

“Mine,” he assured her, rising to his feet, his dripping cock still hanging out of his trousers. He gave the leash a yank and led Charlotte on her hands and knees into the night.

Shambling Through London

The collar chafed Charlotte’s slender neck. She scratched beneath it, wondering how she would ever manage to unlock it and escape from her captor. Grimm had taken her far from her village and she had seen what London had become. A miserable ruin haunted by nightmares. They traveled by day and at nights Grimm inflicted himself upon her. She wiped tears from her eyes when she thought of how many times she had been taken by that loathsome rotting old gravedigger. Sometimes she even wished the sickness would come to claim her, yet she never seemed to grow ill from their constant contact. She even forced herself to eat the scraps of food he would scavenge for her.

Grimm brought her other things. The soiled remnants of the lives of others. A pink dress with specks of blood on the skirt. A rubber raincoat for when it rained. And even a pair of slightly bent sun shades that she wore because it made it harder for her to see the ugliness of the world. She knew he brought her these things as tokens of his perverse affection. She accepted them, but only because she had nothing else left to enjoy.

“Mine,” rasped Grimm, petting her head, and running his hand down from her breasts to the bulge of her abdomen just above her mound. His ragged fingers pressed there, and she gasped, knowing what he meant by the gesture. He seemed obsessed with breeding her with his corrupted seed. 

Each night, Grimm found somewhere they could shelter from the most violent and dangerous shamblers that wandered during the dark hours. Grimm kept them away from Charlotte by growling at them or fighting with them like animals clawing for territory. Once they arrived at such a sanctuary, Grimm would drag pillows, cushions, bedding, or old clothes into a pile to make a sort of nest for them.

Charlotte knew that it was time to undress. She stripped off her clothes for Grimm because he would tear her clothes of is she didn’t. He would follow suit, revealing his grotesque body to her. It had once disgusted her to the point of horror, now she didn’t even bother to look away from his decaying bloated flesh. He would climb on top of her and Charlotte had learned to accept his beastly rutting and his long, slobbery kisses during which he spat thick black slime into her mouth.

The ooze he slobbered into her mouth acted as a stimulant that filled Charlotte’s body with tingling warmth. It made her more receptive for his lust. She even enjoyed it somewhat after those vile kisses. Then he would drink from her breasts. His thirst drained them completely before he stopped sucking. His body would slide lower sometimes and there he would feast upon Charlotte’s holes. His tongue like an eel, working between her cunt and her ass, causing her to buck until she cried out with ecstasy.

Then he would slide back atop her and push that slimy eel of his tongue into her mouth again. She accepted his kiss then and his body pressed down between her creamy thighs. She felt his vile cock pressing at her slick entrance and she knew it was time again for to be taken. Her once innocent petals yielded to his cock and he thrust deep inside her.

“Mmmmmmmm!” she cried out against the raunchy tongue invading her mouth. Her feet were in the air as he rutted into her. Each thrust of his huge, foul cock seemed to change her body, causing it to conform to his desire. Pleasure pulsated through her. She felt his slimy bollocks beating against her ass with each thrust. The force of his lust making her pert breasts jiggle with his movements.

Her body had taken over all control for her mind. She kissed Grimm back and wrapped her legs as best she could around him, drawing him deeper as his thrusts intensified. Her pleasure built with his swelling ecstasy. She moaned softly, almost pitifully, beneath his rotting kiss.

“Yessss, oh, yes, Grimm,” her gasps shuddered out of her. Charlotte’s traitorous pleasure made her forget everything about her nightmarish predicament. Her arms caressed him and she kissed him deeply back, her tongue slithering against his as ecstasy overcame fear and revulsion. Her cunt gripped him and rippled around him. Waves of intense pleasure bursting from her core.

“Minnnnneeeee!” howled Grimm, throwing back his head as his vile cock pumped inside her. She felt the gushing of his copious seed. Her cunt milking him as he overflowed her pussy and drenched Charlotte’s quivering asshole in his muck.

After their blasphemous embrace, the two lay together in the nest Grimm had made. His body heavily atop hers, his mouth latching to her breast to suckle fresh drops of her milk.

Charlotte, still catching her breath, did not mind. She even cradled his head as he sucked from her tits. Her mind was elsewhere, staring up at the crack in the roof of the house they had claimed as their shelter for the night. She stroked Grimm’s head with one hand and the slight swell in her abdomen with the other. Whatever she held in her womb was beginning to grow.

There were no clouds in the night sky. No smog or pollution anymore. She could see the stars winking in the dark tapestry above. Distant howls of shamblers and other even more terrifying things sounded in the dead city of London. One day, thought Charlotte, she would escape from beneath Grimm. She would be free again.

She would escape… with whatever was growing inside her.


2

Annabel’s Strange Protector

Annabel Barker listened to the distant peal of church bells. The slim, middle-aged blonde was relieved that the clamor briefly silenced the groaning voices of the restless corpses that prowled the streets of Wightsbridge. Someone else was alive out there. The London neighborhood was a dismal maze of tenements and tawdry public houses before the Deadening. Things had only grown more dilapidated and desperate since the dead began to rise and attack the living.

Those who could get out of Wightsbridge had gotten out. Those who hadn’t gotten out, well, Annabel was afraid they were all dead in her building. She’d heard the last screams of Miss Oxley a few days before. The nasty old bat had never said a kind word to Annabel, but that didn’t mean Annabel was glad to have her gone.

Annabel would have given up, slit her wrists or stabbed out her brain with a hat pin, if it weren’t for two things: her little boy Tom, only eighteen months, the light of her life, and the hope that her husband Morgan might return to her. He was a soldier, after all. If anyone could fight his way through the dead prowling the streets and return to his wife and young son, it would be Morgan.

She did have one other lifeline. She didn’t like to think about him very much, but there was also her landlord. Mr. Tusk. Horace Tusk had been an unpleasant and ugly man in life. Since falling ill with the plague of death, he had only become more loathsome. But even as he slowly rotted on his feet, the waddling old man had maintained some vestiges of his humanity.

Twice every week, Mr. Tusk brought supplies to Annabel and her boy. At first, he had asked for nothing in return. But then, as his condition worsened, as his tongue turned black and his skin yellowed, as his eyes sunk into his skull, he began to stare at Annabel’s breasts. She knew he had always had a desire for her held at bay by the ring she wore on her finger. But this was something different. Something to do with her milk-heavy tits that she used to nurse her baby boy.

“What is it?” she had asked him. “What do you want from me, Mr. Tusk?”

“Hard to think,” he had rasped, running his black tongue over his swollen lips. “Hungry. For flesh. Might… keep my mind… straight. To have… milk.”

His mouth had hung open as he stared at Annabel’s slowly heaving bosoms. She had covered them protectively with one arm. She had known all too well that Mr. Tusk was on his way to transforming into a shambler, what the handbills pasted up in the streets called the “walking dead.” But those hungry corpses rarely spoke at all. Mr. Tusk had clung to his humanity and continued to provide for Annabel.

She had wondered if it was purely his desire for her body? For her flesh? Or was he driven by some remnant of honor to look out for Annabel and her son?

She had asked herself if it really would be so bad to repay him with some of her milk? After all, her breasts were producing far more than Tom could ever drink.

“Al-alright,” she had said to him and from that moment forward their arrangement became something a little more complicated.

Each time Horace Tusk came thumping up the stairs to Annabel’s apartment, she put Tom in his crib and locked the door to his room. Then, looking through the peephole to be sure it was Mr. Tusk, she would open the door and welcome him in. He would mumble and drool and unload the sacks of goods he had recovered from the city. Potted meat and tinned fish, jam, stale bread, cured sausages, cheese, and even old books and yarn and bits and bobs that Mr. Tusk seemed to think Annabel might like.

Once the tins were in the cabinets and the other bits were put away, she would bring Mr. Tusk into the sitting room with the dark stove and the covered windows. The stinking, grunting old man would sit down on the overstuffed chair and she would sit upon his lap. She would untie the laces of her bodice and bare her laden breasts to him. Then, most times, she would close her eyes as she felt that black tongue against her straining nipples. That awful, rotten mouth closing on a breast and sucking the gushing cream from her nipple. Each moaning slurp producing a thrill of pleasure through her body. A shameful heat in her face.

Sometimes, when she looked, he was gazing back at her with those sunken eyes. Black pits that stared up at her and into her soul. Something stirred in his trousers. Something big. But he never took it out. Even when some part of her wanted him to, just to get it over with. All that sucking and slurping on her tits. It was unbearable and it made her feel so ashamed. What would Morgan do if he fought his way home and found her sat upon Mr. Tusk’s lap with her breasts in his face? The thought turned her stomach worse than the dreadful stink coming off the yellowing old man.

After sucking Annabel’s milk, leaving her tits smeared with black goo, a curious transformation would come over Mr. Tusk. He would sit up a bit more. There would be an almost human color to his face. He would speak in almost complete sentences instead of a few words here and there. And, for Annabel, it was good to have someone to talk to besides her little son.

Mr. Tusk never stayed long after he’d drank his fill. He would take his empty sack and waddle back out into the hall. Sometimes Annabel stared at the unseemly bulge in his trousers and tried not to wonder what might happen if she unbuttoned his pants to see what was inside. She was a married woman after all, and it wasn’t right to become so out of breath and flushed from simply sharing her milk with a friend.

So it went for several weeks. As London was overrun with the dead, Annabel and Tom were safe in their tenement flat. Mr. Tusk stopped by two or three times a week to bring them supplies. He would have his milk, say a few curious words, and depart again.

It was a strange arrangement, yes, but one that gave Annabel hope that she might endure the depraved world around her. If she just stayed strong, watched out for Tom, and waited for Morgan to return. Everything might be alright.

The Visitors

Trouble came when Annabel was preparing dinner. Wee Tom was in his highchair and ready for his supper. Tinned beef, soft and stringy, along with carrots so salty they tasted almost pickled. Annabel was just spooning the food onto Tom’s plate when the knock came, dreadful and heavy.

BOOM. BOOM. BOOM.

Annabel’s heart began to race. She lifted Tom out of his highchair and sent him to his tiny bedroom. She shut the door just as the knock sounded again.

BOOM. BOOM. BOOM.

Impatient. Not like Mr. Tusk to be impatient. Especially since he had just paid her a visit the day before. But Annabel would take any visit from the disgusting old man and his black-tongued mouth so eager to suck her milk. She had come to enjoy the feel of his loathsome mouth latching to her tits almost as much as the food he brought. She had taken to touching herself after his visits just to finish what his pawing hands and hungry mouth had started.

“Coming,” she called, reaching for the lock. “My, you are certainly back soon after your—”

Her words died as she opened the door enough to see two pairs of bloodshot eyes staring back at her. Men in shabby, dirty overcoats and holding cleavers stained with blood. One was gray-haired, tall, and skinny. The other was poxy and fat, with eyes that were dripping with sickness like he had been weeping. They shoved their way into the house, battering it open and pushing Annabel back against the table.

“Look at this, Billy!” said the fat one, grabbing at the pot of beef and carrots. “She’s got a feast she has! Aw! Still warm! Mmmm!”

The slob dragged the kerchief covering his mouth and began shoveling Annabel and Tom’s supper into his rotten mouth.

“Save some for me, Percy,” said Billy, his attention fixed on Annabel as he held his blade to her throat. “I’ve got somethin’ more interestin’.”

“Right, right,” laughed Percy, food dropping down his chin as he ate in a rush. “Bet she got more in the cupboard! Save some o’ her for me!”

“Maybe,” growled Billy, pushing Annabel back towards her bed. “Maybe I’ll use her all up.”

Percy hooted and drooled as he began to fill a coal sack up with the tins from Annabel’s cupboard. Annabel moaned in terror. Her blue eyes crossed as she stared down upon the blade of the knife prodding her neck. She stumbled back and fell upon the bed and Billy was upon her in a moment. He tore at her bodice until her breasts were freed. Soft and large for such an otherwise slender woman. He laughed as he gave them a squeeze.

Milk gushed out in a fine spray that pattered against his overcoat.

“Wot’s this?” He gave her other teat a squeeze with his grubby hand and laughed as more milk fountained from her pink nipple. “Her fat udders is bursting with milk. Oh, give us a taste, love. Give us… mmmmm… oh, that’s the stuff!”

Billy latched his scruffy mouth to her tit and sucked at her breast. He kept his lips on her nipple, drawing out her heavy milk as he thrust one hand between her legs. He yanked her skirt up her stocking and to her knickers. Rough, grimy fingers pawed at her cunt through her linen short clothes.

“Nnnnoooo,” moaned Annabel, desperate to stop what was about to happen.

She could feel the fabric being torn aside to expose her untamed snatch. She beat her hands on Billy’s shoulders, but it was no use. His body was wiry and tough like rawhide. He laughed around her nipple, his tongue working at her spurting bud.

Suddenly, there was a crash from the door in the kitchen. A curse was followed by a hoarse scream that was silenced by a sharp cracking sound. Something thumped heavily to the floor. Plodding footsteps approached and a big hand grabbed hold of Billy’s coat and yanked him off the bed.

“Morgan?” cried Annabel, tears falling from her eyes as she saw her husband, now bearded and soot-stained, yank Billy off the bed and to his feet. Billy saw who had grabbed him and uttered a scream that was cut off as Morgan lunged forward and bit the man’s throat. He tore away a huge, bloody hunk and Billy fell to the ground with blood spurting from the wound.

“M… Morgan?” gasped Annabel, staring in disbelief at her husband with the bloody beard and the gore-smeared army coat standing over the gurgling, dying Billy. Morgan looked at her slowly, his jaw working back and forth with wet, fleshy sounds as he chewed the meat he had torn from Billy’s throat.

Just like that, Morgan was gone, and in his place stood Horace Tusk. The fat old shambler was wearing a bloody vest and bowtie and holding a huge burlap sack stuffed with goods.

“Oh, Mr. Tusk,” cried Annabel, rising from the bed and trying to rearrange her torn clothes. “Th-thank you for saving me. I…”

Crying from the other room interrupted her. Tom was wailing with fear and beating his little fists against the door trying to be let out.

“Um, let me… let me see to Tom,” she said, trembling in horror at the sight of Mr. Tusk, bloody-mouthed and still chewing the chunk of flesh. She turned away from him and ran to the bedroom. She kept Tom from running out and caught him in her arms. She carried him back to his crib and shushed him and kissed his head. He was crying inconsolably. “Be quiet now, dear. Be quiet. Oh, please. Don’t agitate Mr. Tusk.”

Thump. Thump. Thump. The big landlord waddled up behind her. She froze, horrified by the sight of him. Tom stopped crying and stared up uncertainly. Mr. Tusk dropped his bag of loot at his feet, rummaged inside, and pulled out a fine tin soldier. He passed it to Tom.

“Good,” he grunted. “Good Tom.”

Tom looked at the toy, at Tusk, at him mum, and smiled happily. He sat back in the crib and began to play with it. Annabel pushed Tusk out of the room and shut the door to Tom’s nursery behind her. Tusk turned to Annabel and she turned to him, reaching to her torn bodice and preparing to offer her breasts to the hideous shambler in payment for his timely visit.

“Give,” said Tusk and instead of reaching for Annabel’s breasts, he took hold of her hand and held it up. He awkwardly slid a golden ring onto her finger, right next to her old wedding ring. It took her a moment to realize what Tusk was doing.

“All this time,” she whispered. “Been waiting for Morgan. But he isn’t coming back, is he? He’s a ghost. A dead man. And it was you that was here for me and Tom. Seeing us through. Saving us from the dangers.”

“You… nnn… you like?” asked Mr. Tusk.

“Yes, I do,” said Annabel, blushing as she took the cold, flabby hand of Mr. Tusk. “I fear I have been dreadfully ungenerous with you, Horace. It’s time… time for me to remedy that.”

Tom was cooing happily with his toy in hand as she closed the door on him and led Mr. Tusk back to her bed. She stepped over Billy’s bloodied corpse and guided Tusk onto the bed. His sunken, lifeless eyes stared at her unblinking as she unbuckled his belt and unfastened his pants.

“God bless, look at that,” she murmured, wrapping her hand around the throbbing, warty length of his cock. His huge bollocks swelled and deflated like a gasping lung, pulsating with the rhythm of some unwholesome lust. His cock was covered in oozing warts and dripping with black goo. The smell was frightful, but that didn’t matter to Annabel.

She smiled sweetly at Tusk as she climbed onto the bed beside him. One hand gripped his warty cock tightly as her other hand gathered and lifted her skirt. She bared her fuzzy cunt to him. She swung one leg over his lap and knelt astride him. His cockhead rubbed against her soft cuntlips as she looked down at him, her milky tits hanging free of her torn bodice.

The landlord’s hideous, ragged mouth curled into a smile. His big hands rose to grasp Annabel by her shapely hips. Fingers squeezing her round ass, gentling urging her downward. She jerked her hips, rubbing her cunny against his rancid cock.

“Ohhhh, Horace,” she moaned. “I’ve been… been thinking about this longer than you know. I promise to take good care of you. Just alike I know you’ll take care… ooohhhh… of me.”

“Good care,” agreed Mr. Tusk, squeezing her ass and pulling her down onto his cock.

Annabel’s breath escaped her in a heated hiss, her tight cunt stretching wide around the slimy head of Tusk’s lumpy cock. His hands dragged her down, impaling her deeper and deeper with each passing moment.

“OOOoohhhhh!” she cried, breasts heaving and hands grasping Tusk’s slumping shoulders. She rode her pussy all the way down to his pulsating root. The strange, cursed throbbing was exciting. Like a drumbeat of blasphemous pleasure within her body.

Poor, sweet Annabel was no harlot. She was a good girl. She had only given herself to one man. This was something else. Something raw and cursed and wonderful. She began to move atop Tusk’s massive cock with the pure desire of her body. Her breasts began to drag against his face and across his open, drooling mouth. He stuck out his black tongue and licked and kissed and smeared his filth upon her tits. His hands guided the motion of her hips, but it was Annabel’s motion to be sure. Riding his huge, throbbing cock. Her bum slapping against his lap as she took him to the root again and again.

Her gasps and sighs of pleasure rising like the steam escaping a hot kettle.

“Horace,” she gasped. “Oh, Horace, it’s amazing. It’s so big. I can’t… can’t stop. I’m going to… ohhhh… going to…”

“Cum!” belched Horace Tusk, squeezing her ass and hips so tight that it hurt.

Annabel Barker wailed with ecstasy, surrendering her body to the pleasure of this disgusting old shambler. Her cunt clutching around him in perfect rhythm to the throbbing of his swollen root. His cock jerking and twitching in perverse pleasure to match her own. His savage, almost beastly cry vibrating through her body as he began to cum inside her.

Gush after gush of lukewarm spunk, pumping straight into Annabel’s wanton womb. Her body belonged to the foul seed. Milking spurt after spurt from his pulsating bollocks. Feeling it gush into her womb. Contaminating and marking her as his wife as surely as the ring he had placed upon her finger.

“Yes, oh… oh Horace, my love,” gasped Annabel, leaning heavily against him. Though it was enough, she could feel his unflagging desire still twitching within her fouled fuckhole. A lust to possess her as completely with his cock as he might have if he simply devoured her flesh.

She knew that the sick pleasures of her honeymoon had only just begun.

Seven Months Later

Tom was asleep again. Milk from mummy and cookies thanks to papa’s latest foraging. The bloated shambler sat naked in the overstuffed chair. The fire crackled in the fireplace, lighting his pox-blistered body in golden warmth. Annabel shed her night gown from her body, the fabric catching on her stiff, dripping nipples and dragging over the fat expanse of her pregnant abdomen.

Horace smiled a rotten smile, his mouth hanging open and drooling black onto his gut. His loathsome cock sticking up like some rotten serpent from his loins. Twitching with need as Annabel straddled his lap and slid her swollen cunt down upon his length. Horace moaned and opened his mouth wide, tongue reaching as Annabel leaned forward and fed one breast into his mouth. He sucked hungrily as her pussy engulfed him. Her prematurely white hair hanging in her face. Her body pale and sickly as the thing inside her began to curdle her life force.

She smiled all the same, kissing Horace’s forehead. Bouncing her luscious ass in her husband’s lap. All thought of the life she had known, forgotten and twisted into this strange parody of domestic bliss. Their firelit shadows on the wall as she rode her husband’s cock. Faster and faster, harder and harder, feverish and sweating and panting with her need. To please Horace. To drain his massive, throbbing bollocks.

To serve the undying cock of her husband.

To preserve the happiness of her doomed family for as long as it could last. Her filthy cunt frothed with Horace’s fresh spurts of cum. Foul, stinking spunk dripped from her stretched folds and ran down her legs. She kept moving, faster and faster, moaning as her milk gushed into her husband’s hungry mouth.

Laughing madly with her rising pleasure. At peace with the end of the world.
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Lady Windham’s Wings of Desire

The young Lady Mary Windham tripped on the long skirt of her mourning dress and let out a muffled cry as she fell to her knees in the mud. The morning quiet was shattered by the screaming of the mourners as the shamblers set upon them with brutal ferocity. More than two dozen men and women of the house, including servants and even a trio of guards, were being overrun by the corpsefolk staggering out of the crypt. It was an ambush. As if the shamblers had known there was to be a burial and had crowded into the crypt to wait.

Mary searched frantically for her mother and father. She saw her father, the duke, battling with one of the shamblers. She started towards him, but he was dragged down by two more. One, a ghastly woman with dark eyes and stringy black hair, tore the duke’s trousers down and wrapped her prehensile black tongue around the duke’s cock. This obscene act did not stop the male shambler from clamping its jaws on the duke’s neck and biting deeply. Mary stifled a scream as red blood gushed from her father’s nose and mouth.

She pulled herself up on a headstone just as a ragged little imp of a shambler leapt at her. She managed to swing her handbag at his head and knocked him aside. She picked up one of the caretaker’s shovels and dashed his rancid head upon the base of the gravestone. More shamblers were filling the graveyard. They outnumbered the living. The church bells were ringing, signaling the attack, but far too late to summon the militia.

The graveyard was in chaos. Mary glimpsed skirts torn from bare bottoms, a housemaid on her knees being fondled by a trio of disgusting shamblers, and her late uncle’s plump wife sprawled atop a tomb as a gaunt shamble spread her thick thighs and plundered her with his cock. Where the shamblers were not taking their carnal pleasure, there was blood. Red handprints upon gray stone. Smears of scarlet on torn bodices. A severed finger resting atop a headstone like a gravedigger’s discarded cigar.

It was all true. A nightmare come to life. The gore-spattered shovel dropped from Mary’s hands as she staggered away from the horror. She could not see her mother nor reach her father. Her cousins and family servants were being swarmed by shamblers and torn to pieces by the vicious corpsefolk.

Her only choice was to flee from the graveyard into the nearby estates. These were crowded rows of old brick houses and narrow alleyways, many of them barricaded with debris or walled off by the militia. It was a maze of partial ruins that echoed with the screams of the dying and the lascivious snarls of the shamblers. Some of those snarls were pursuing her, but the tangle of alleyways and crumbling estate houses made it difficult to judge the direction.

Hands reached from a boarded doorway and tore at Mary’s veil, revealing her pale face and stricken green eyes. Her long, reddish-brown braid bounced against her slender back as she ran. Planks broke free of a covered window and more hands groped for her and ripped at her bodice. One of Mary’s large breasts fell free of her ripped bodice and slip and she cried out and covered her soft, creamy flesh and small, pink nipple with one hand.

She spun away from the reaching arms and staggered down a dead-end alley. A quartet of pustule-covered shamblers pursued her. Two of them were already ripping down their dirt-smeared trousers. Another was reaching for her. She could smell their fetid breath and see the undying need to reproduce in their cloudy eyes.

“Give fuck,” grunted one of the shamblers.

“Cunt,” snarled another, running his long, black tongue around the sore-covered rim of his mouth.

“No,” moaned Mary, clutching her hands to her chest. “Please, God, save me.”

A dark shadow swept across the alleyway. A dark, winged thing as big as a horse landed between Mary and the shamblers. For a moment she saw a towering angel and then, it opened its massive beak, and plucked the nearest shambler’s head from its shoulders. There was a terrible crunch as it devoured the corpse’s head. The other shamblers stopped and stared, as surprised as Mary by the sudden appearance of the giant, monstrous, humanoid vulture.

“A carcassok,” gasped Mary, recognizing the carrion-eating monsters that sometimes circled over massacres in the fallen city. She had never seen one up close.

Another snap of the carcassok’s beak beheaded another shambler and sent the other two walkers, not quite mindless, fleeing in the other direction. Then the hideous vulture turned to face Mary, blood dripping from its massive beak, its body featherless, pink, and bloated with its many meals. A massive pink cock jutted beneath this fuzzy abdomen, the shaft climbed by obscene veins and two huge bollocks hanging in their pouch from the root.

Mary looked from this obscene appendage and into its red, pitiless eyes, certain that the next thing she was about to see would be the creature’s gullet. Instead, the carcassok lunged forward, caught her under the arms, and lifted her into the air. With three great flaps of the carcassok’s enormous wings, they rose past the surrounding rooftops and into the misty morning sky.

“Noooooo!” wailed Mary, her black skirt torn away from her white shift by the vulture’s claws, her legs in their black lace stockings kicking as she lost one black slipper and then the other. She felt the obscene heat of the vulture’s body against her back. The weight of its cock pressed to her bottom and lower back. The motion of the carnyx’s flapping wings caused this vile appendage to rub against Mary’s bum.

The pair soared over London, past corpse pyres and over barricades, above the rooftops with their makeshift gardens and sandbagged lookouts. Despite her fear, she was beginning to recognize where she was when a dark shadow engulfed everything. Turning her head, she saw the massive dome of St. Paul’s cathedral. That is where the bird was taking her.

Her heart pounded with terror in her chest and she clutched her hands tightly against her bare breasts. Was she the carcassok’s breakfast… or something worse?

The carcassok circled around the dome several times, letting out a loud screech that sounded like, “Carnyx! Carnyx! Carnyx!” On the very top of the dome sat a large nest that had been assembled of branches and debris. The bird dropped her at the center of the nest and landed itself at the far edge.

Mary drew her knees against her chest and retreated as far as she could within the nest. She was certain the creature was about to devour her as it curved its long neck and looked down at her with its beady red eyes. It spread its great wings and that hideous cock wobbled and its pendulous bollocks swung. The creature hopped closer to her, its wings threatening to fold around her. She toppled back on her rear and realized she was at the very edge of the nest. The huge wings folded around her, drawing her close as the carcassok’s beak descended and ripped at her gown. It stripped her clothing from her body with several forceful tears. She gasped as her knickers pulled taut against her mound for a moment and were then torn free like a piece of sinew for the feasting vulture’s beak. It tossed most of the scraps of Mary’s clothing over the side. She suspected it was no accident that the silky panties that had been wedged against her cunt were hung on one side of the nest like a trophy.

“Please, no,” gasped Mary. “Don’t do this! Don’t do—AHHHHH!”

The carcassok’s huge body pressed atop her, drove her against the edge of the nest, and she was in the dark enclosure of its wings. There was no escape from this place. No running or fighting as its massive pink cock rubbed against her naked flesh. Her thighs apart. Her trembling cunt against the heat of its monstrous member.

“Please,” she whimpered, but there was no mercy for her. The carcassok was in full mating rut and could not hear her last, pitiful pleas.

Lady Mary Windham howled in shock as the carcassok thrust forward and the blunt head of its cock invaded her body.

“CARRRRNYYYXXX!” shrieked the carcassok, throwing back its head as it felt the yielding warmth of Mary’s cunt clutching around its cock.

Mary was no virgin. There had been suitors, even a fiancé who died with the militia, but the carcassok might as well have been her first for how its massive cock stretched her and impaled her cunt. She felt the slap of its bollocks against her bottom. The straining hugeness of its warm, fleshy pillar. It rutted into her with forceful strokes, its wings enclosed around her to keep her from falling out of the nest. Each thrust stole her breath. Each slap of those bollocks a reminder of her pitiful fate there in the carnivorous monster’s nest.

The carcassok howled again and this time Mary felt the hot rush of its seed. It came in pulsating spasms that flooded into her and overflowed Mary’s cunt. The bollocks twitched and sent more and more gushing into her depths and spurting out around its cock. A great flood of cum that drowned the last of her hope.

“CARRRNNYYYYXXXX!” howled the carcassok and it was answered by the exultant moan of a shambler from a nearby warehouse. As if two creatures of the fallen world were sharing their triumph over the empire of mankind.

After the carnal deed was done, the carcassok released Mary from its wings and she flopped to the bottom of the nest. The only clothing she still wore were her black lace stockings. Pungent yellowish cum drooled from her gaping cunt. With a chill, she realized that the sun had gone down. She whimpered and trembled in the growing cold. Her cunt tightened and more of the filthy cum drooled out of her freshly fucked folds. 

A cold rain had begun to patter down around Mary. She shivered and her breath began to steam in the air. The vulture, perched on the far side of the nest, spread its huge wings above Mary and shielded her from the rain. She looked up at him, at that bestial visage and that monstrous cock still dripping with its seed. Its featherless, bloated underbelly leaned over her and its bollocks hung against Mary’s feet. She could feel the warmth radiating from the carcassok’s body. The promise of heat if only she surrendered to its desire.

“You’ve taken what you wanted,” she moaned bitterly, her breath gusting from her words. “Isn’t that enough?”

“Carnyx,” squawked the carcassok.

“Is that your name? Carnyx? The beast who defiled me. Who plucked me from one hell to another.” She moaned and buried her face in the nest. She wept as she laughed, “Carnyx and Mary. Mary and Carnyx.”

“Mary,” squawked Carnyx and that only made Mary sob harder.

Despite their first encounter, Carnyx revealed himself to be a very attentive lover for Mary. He brought her scraps of meat to fill her belly and would pour water from his beak into her mouth to make sure she did not become dehydrated. He brought her blankets and other scraps of cloth and even allowed her to make a fire in an iron pot to cook some of the meat he brought for her.

Mary’s gratitude slowly replaced her fears of being devoured and her hopes for a return to her life in the city. As London slowly decayed around them, Mary surrendered herself to the carcassok’s nightly desires. When he spread his wings wide, she no longer retreated. She crawled closer and let his wings fold around her. His warmth stirred a heat within her loins and she began to offer herself willingly each night. Her fingers sometimes even guiding his cock to the slick furrow of her womanhood.

“Yesssss,” she hissed, bucking her hips beneath him and taking that massive monstrous cock deep into her cove. Her breasts bounced and slapped against her ribcage as Carnyx plunder her quim. She fondled his bollocks and he kissed her with his beak, his long tongue thrusting into her mouth. Pain had long since given way to pleasure. She came for her monstrous lover. Came for him eagerly. She called his name as her cunt gripped him and she buried her face against his fuzzy belly as his seed spurted into her depths. 

One Year Later

Mary crawled on her hands and knees across the nest and to the woolen blankets arranged around the quartet of fist-sized eggs. She pressed her soft tits atop them and hugged her body against the eggs. She still recalled the day it happened. When Carnyx came home to find Mary sweaty and quivering and their nest full of the eggs. She remembered the loving pride in his red eyes. The way his tongue had tasted the slime on the eggs as if confirming that marry had laid them herself. The warmth of her body excited the chicks within the eggs. They shook and twisted within the shells.

“Won’t be long now,” she said, though she wasn’t sure how she knew. Her milk had come in and the pressure of it swelling in her breasts forced her to milk herself every night. She was eager to let the chicks have their first taste.

She heard the familiar flap of her approaching mate. He settled onto the rim of the nest and dropped a lump of meat and fur down beside her. Mary quickly wrapped it in a cloth and set it aside. She crawled to her mate, between his scaly legs, and nuzzled against the fat hose of his cock. His warm wings wrapped around her and she pressed against his belly.

“Oh, Carnyx,” she moaned, pressing kisses to the head of his cock. “It’s almost time for them to hatch.”

“Mary,” he squawked. “Mary! Mary! Carnyx!”

“That’s right,” she gasped, running her hands up and down his shaft and rubbing her cheek against his oozing cockhead. “Mary and Carnyx.”

She took him into her mouth, but only briefly. The comforting warmth of his body enveloped her as she turned and offered her raised hips to him. He rubbed at her entrance and pressed his cock into her hot folds. Carnyx squawked with pleasure as his straining hardness plunged deep into the familiar warmth of her cunt. His rut was forceful, but not rough. Each thrust driving to Mary’s womb and sending her milk-laden tits swinging beneath her ribcage. Drips of white spattered the nest beneath her. Her pussy tightened around his thrusting cock as their mutual pleasure built.

“Yesss,” she gasped. “Oh, Carnyx. Fill me again. Give me more of your seed.”

“Mary!” squawked Carnyx, spanking her clit with his swinging bollocks. “CARNYX!”

“YES! My love! I will give you a flock! Fill me!” She wailed with ecstasy as she felt the familiar, powerful throbbing of the carcassok’s cock. Jets of hot, monstrous cum spurted to her womb and drowned any lingering hope of a normal life. She was fertilized by the winged creature. An incubator for his eggs. A milky maid for his nest.

And they would soon need a bigger nest.
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Maeve’s Catch of a Lifetime

Maeve Hargrove worked hard to get by in the sodden marshland of the Thames estuary. Her labor shaped her body. She was strong and fit, her ample bust restrained by her green shirt, her feet bare, and her long, strong legs draped in a ragged gray skirt. She never allowed her dark blonde hair to grow past her shoulders to keep loose hair from falling into her catch. She had a pretty face with full lips and serious green eyes, but no cause to receive compliments about her looks.

Each morning, she went out in her wooden dinghy and cast her nets into the muddy waters to bring up eels and sprats and the occasional sole or cod. It was eels, mostly. Black and slimy masses of them filled her nets on a good day.

From her boat, she could see the towers of London through the mists that had settled upon the distant city like a smothering veil. A grim epoch had begun in Britain, but for a woman like Maeve, living alone and outside the city, life had not changed much. She’d not had many visitors before this dark time. There were almost none now. Even some of the locals had fled farther into the countryside.

She had to deal with the occasional shambler, as they were called. Horrible things that had been men or women. Rotten and reaching for her as they struggled in the deep mud. She’d tried to talk to the first she’d met, even offering to help it out of the mud. When it had tried to bite her, she had realized that this rotten thing was hardly a man. She dispatched that and all the others she met with a good thwack on the head with the side of her oar or a quick jab of her knife through their eye.

That didn’t bother her much. It was like finishing off a fish. Stop them moving and give the shambler a push and it disappeared into the mud. For a while, the eels even seemed to enjoy the shamblers. They were better fed than usual. But after weeks of bountiful catches, Maeve noticed the numbers of the eels seemed to be in decline. The few other fishermen she encountered reported much the same and began to give up on the Thames estuary as a source of fish.

Maeve could not abandon her home so easily. She continued to work the waters, casting for longer hours and working harder to fill her catch baskets. The eels she caught were beginning to show signs of predation. Many had strange, sucker-like marks on their bodies or large bites taken out of their flesh. Those that had escaped injury were still small and underfed, as though they were not only vulnerable to attack but competing with something for food.

Still, the young fisherwoman did not give up. She worked before dawn and into the night each morning. She took what she could from the marshland and caught just enough for herself to make eel stew or eel pies when the provisioner in her village had some flour and butter to sell. All the same, she was not certain how much longer the dwindling catches would keep her fed and she began to worry that she would have to leave or dare to go scavenging in London.

But Maeve Hargrove’s luck was about to change. She was about to make the catch of a lifetime.

It was an early morning as grim as any other in recent memory. Dreary and gray and with rain misting down from the bruised skies. The terrain of reeds and cattails parted before the prow of Maeve’s dinghy as she paddled slowly through the waters. She left a few catch traps each night and hauled them in first thing in the morning. She approached the cork bobber of the first and immediately saw that the cork was bobbing urgently in the water.

“Got something big,” she whispered, excitement swelling in her breast as she climbed out of the dinghy and into the waist-deep water.

She could feel whatever was in the net moving and thrashing under the water. It thumped against her shins so hard she almost fell over. A catfish? If it was, it was a monster!

“Easy now, big fella,” said Maeve, grinning as she reached down into the water and caught the lead ropes of the trap. She hauled with all her strength, amazed at the resistance of something huge fighting against the motion. She dragged the net to a nearby mud bar, but could not get the thrashing net out of the water and up the slope. She tried twice, but it was just too heavy, and whatever was caught in her trap was becoming increasingly agitated.

“Bastard,” grunted the fisherwoman. “Don’t want to cut my trap, but I may have to.”

She reached for her knife tied around her waist. Just as her hand touched the handle, the thing caught in her net made a sudden lunge. The netted bulk of it leapt out of the water and slammed into her, knocking her up the slope and rolling atop her legs as she fought with its weight. It must have been nearly three hundred pounds. She felt a body that was slimy and thick with mucus. Something terrifyingly strong. She managed to get out from under the thrashing, dark mass within the net and finally drew her knife from its sheath.

She stood back and saw a big, sucker-like mouth lined with teeth, red bulging eyes, sharp spines down a back that must have been seven feet in length, and whiskers like a catfish. Its long, powerful tail thrashed back and forth. Her only option was to kill the creature, but she didn’t want to damage her net. She untied it just enough to get it open and aimed her knife at the thing’s neck.

“Hold still now,” she murmured as if trying to calm the beast. She jabbed her knife forward to finish it off and something wrapped around her wrist. It took Maeve a full second to realize the slimy black thing holding her wrist was a hand. A clawed, webbed hand. Then it wrenched her arm to the side and she cried out in pain and dropped her blade.

Immediately, it thrashed again in the net, knocking Maeve to the muddy ground as it rolled over onto her. She saw the inhuman face of the creature. Something between catfish and monster. Those bulging red eyes were filled with the anger of intelligence. This was no fish, this creature. Still mostly trapped in Maeve’s net, the marsh monster began to grapple with her.

She was no match for its size nor strength. She bucked and fought as its clawed hands tore at her shirt and popped open the buttons. She cried out as she felt cool, slimy scales drag against her bare tits. Her soft breasts mashed against the thing’s black body. Hands gripping her and wrestling with her as she fought to escape. The creature had suction cups on its fingers not unlike the suckered oval of its mouth and these made it impossible to dislodge her limbs from its grasp.

Maeve was drawn into the net with it as she fought. The creature’s sharp spines caught in her skirt, ripping it and tearing it away, until she was naked against it. The bare thatch of dirty blonde hair between Maeve’s legs was rubbing against the creature’s muddy underside. Pleasure mingled with her fear. A fear that grew more desperate as she glimpsed its strange, red penis jutting from its underside. A moment later, she felt that ridged, red cock against her thigh. It pressed between their bodies. It rubbed between her legs as she struggled.

The creature’s cock was a big thing and growing bigger. Elongating with its arousal. Oddly warm when every other part of the creature was cold as the marsh water.

The realization that this monstrosity was becoming sexual excited filled Maeve with a fresh surge of horrified energy. She fought like a demon against it, biting its hand, kneeing its abdomen, and trying to find her knife with her fumbling fingers.

The creature let out an angry gurgle and suddenly its hand wrapped around Maeve’s slender neck. It lifted her off the muddy bank and slammed her down again, knocking the air from her lungs and the fight from her body.

She gasped for breath and looked up at the thing with disgust as it thrashed its tail and pressed between her legs. With no legs, it relied upon its weight and muscular body for leverage, working from side to side until its ridged red cock found the entrance to Maeve’s body.

“Bas… bastard,” gasped Maeve, bringing up her hands, but unable to dislodge the creature from atop her body.

“Grrrraaaaaaaa,” it gurgled triumphantly and thrust forward.

Maeve’s eyes went wide as the creature’s enormous cock plunged into her tight folds. She was not a virgin, but was not much experienced either, and never could have experienced anything like this anyway. The creature’s cock was twice the length and at least twice the girth of any man she had ever seen aroused. It rocked its body atop her with rippling thrusts and she growled and grunted in pain as the creature’s hard-ridged penis seemed to rearrange her insides.

Mucus slathered Maeve’s breasts and a salty, fishy taste of this constant slime brushed her lips and seeped into her mouth. The creature was relentless, slapping and sliding atop her, fucking in and out of her cove with bestial enthusiasm.

The pain slowly receded, washed away by the strange, cool, tingling sensation that slathered her skin and the growing heat within her womanly depths. She began to coo with each stroke of the creature’s cock. Her legs lifted and wrapped lazily around its muscular body. Her heels pulling it deeper. Her arms sliding around it. Her hands caressing it.

She guided its head down and her lips met the round, suckered mouth of the creature. It was a lover’s kiss. Her tongue tasting its marshy mouth and its long, slender tongue slipping past Maeve’s lips. The song of insects and the slosh of water was joined by the wet sounds of kissing and slurping tongues. Moans and deep sighs. And the steady, rhythmic slap of the creature’s flesh against Maeve’s naked human body.

The coldblooded rut of the marsh creature intensified and stoked the heat of its thrusting appendage. It plunged in and out of Maeve’s molten cunt and her nectar, mingled with its prodigious slime, overflowed her fluttering cunt and drooled down the crack of her ass.

“Mmmmnnnnnn! Yesssss!” she gasped, her lips wantonly kissing the creature. “Oh, yes, make me yours!”

Maeve had no way of knowing that the more mucus that slathered her body, the more she would crave the creature’s attentions. Seduced by its secretions, and the intensifying pleasure of its throbbing cock, the fisherwoman howled with ecstasy. Her tits splashing against her ribcage, brown nipples glistening with slime, and her body shaking with the force of her orgasm.

It was a pleasure that took hold of the marsh creature in that same moment. It threw back its spined head and let out a gurgling, inhuman bellow of release. The hot surge of its climax pumped its seed into Maeve’s fertile depths. She felt the pulsating flood of its cum and her ecstasy ascended to an even higher peak. Her pussy contracted and squeezed around the spurting length of the marsh creature’s cock and her womb seemed to drink its cum.

The marsh creature had only begun its plundering of Maeve’s willing body. It turned her over with its powerful arms and pressed her tits against the net, some flesh squeezing through as her pretty, mud-smeared face was gridded with ropes. It held her arms behind her back and worked its huge cock up her virgin ass.

“OOOoooohhhh!” she cried, eyes going wide at having her ass violated by such a massive member. But she was in the throes of addiction to the marsh creature’s slime and she rocked back against its rutting cock. Her bottom slapped against the creature’s scaly underside as it hunched over her and pressed her face and tits into the net. It was not long before this frantic rutting brought the creature to another climax. It clamped its sucker mouth to Maeve’s shoulder and released a massive flood of its seed into her bowels. She whimpered and moaned as her ass was filled with monstrous spunk.

Still, it was not satisfied, for it turned her over again, pressing atop her and smothering her face beneath its body. It invaded her mouth and filled her throat with its hot red cock. It bucked atop her, gurgling happily and fucking her throat. Maeve whimpered beneath it, stroking its legless hips and urging it to take her. To use her. To fill her stomach with a warm, nourishing flood of its seed. Sucking the creature’s cock as it thrust into her mouth and poured its liquid lust into her belly.

After this, Maeve lay panting and coughing slightly in the mud. She was mud-covered and flushed, her lips chapped from kissing and sucking, her holes sore and leaking with spunk. The marsh creature had claimed her thoroughly. She looked adoringly at its inhuman face, into those bulging red eyes, and she caressed him with love.

“Thank you,” she rasped, still fighting the urge to retch up her bellyful of monstrous cum. She reached out and caressed the flaccid finger of the creature’s red cock slowly shrinking back into its sheath. She touched its ridged and trailed her fingertips through the orgasmic slime still oozing from its tip. The creature placed its cool, webbed hand against her slime-slicked tummy and emitted a gurgling hiss. Its red eyes blinked and Maeve got the sense that it was telling her something.

“You’ve… you’ve bred me?” she asked.

The creature gurgled again, but after that it was done talking. It slithered out of the net and quickly cinched it over Maeve’s head. She cried out in surprise, if not anger, and before she could try to escape it gave the net a tug and dragged her into the water.

The marsh creature swam through the shallow muck, pulling the fisherwoman behind it as it swam towards its lair. Far from struggling, Maeve was resigned to her fate as she was dragged through the mud.

She was content to become the marsh creature’s mate.

The Fate of Maeve Hargrove

Some days after Maeve’s encounter with the marsh creature, her dinghy was found adrift in the estuary. A fisherman named Jode brought it back to shore with him. Other than odd smears of slime and a few exceptionally large, black scales, there was no indication of what had become of Maeve Hargrove. Most assumed she drowned or was taken by a shambler. But a curse descended on the tiny fishing village. Other women began to disappear from along the shore or while taking boats. It was said that no woman was safe within sight of the marshes and women became afraid to even go near the streams that fed into the Thames.

Before long, the village was all but abandoned. Derelict houses and shuttered shops became just another place for random refugees to squat or monsters to take up residence.

In the lair of the marsh creature, things had never been better. In a slime-filled pit, more than a dozen women of every age and description writhed with lust. Their bodies were drenched in the marsh creature’s cum and they pumped their fingers into their swollen cunts. Their breasts were heavy with dripping milk and bellies fat with pregnancy. But no ordinary pregnancy, for these women had been fertilized by the marsh creature and every few months would birth out great masses of tiny, squirming offspring. These tadpoles spread into the marsh waters and into the Thames itself. Soon, the shores of London would be climbed by the hybrid offspring of the marsh creature and its many brides.

It loved all of its cooing mates, but none more so than Maeve. She was always eager when it slithered into the breeding pit and forced its way between her muck-drenched thighs. She wrapped her legs around it and kissed it passionately. The marsh creature kissed her back, but not for long, for it delighted in latching its suckered mouth to her milky tits and drinking her creamy nectar. Her cries of ecstasy haunted the night. The hot, red cock of the marsh creature throbbed and spurted and filled her again and again to overflowing.

She was in slimy heaven, surrounded by a writhing harem. Her humanity surrendered, but her life more satisfying than she ever could have imagined as the marsh creature’s mate.
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Captain Ashborn and the Hunger Beneath the Tower

When London fell to the Deadening, many made the mistake of retreating to the Tower of London for sanctuary. Stout Commander Stonepike let in those he could and turned back those who seemed too sick or demented to be allowed past the gate. At first, refugees filed into the castle courtyard and were protected by the soldiers manning the gates and the outer walls.

The Royal Guard were besieged day and night, though especially at night, by monstrosities of all description. Flying things plucked men from the castle walls, crawling things scaled the stones and dragged men into the foggy doom at the foot of the castle, and the shambling dead were everywhere. They crowded around outside at night and prevented any new refugees from entering.

As refugees piled into the castle courtyard, they brought their problems with them. Prisoners escaped from the tower and hid among the refugees. When refugees succumbed to sickness they arose as shamblers and attacked the other refugees. In this way, and one horrific night after another, the castle’s outer walls fell. When the gates were finally breeched, the surviving refugees were swarmed by the shamblers.

The royal guard, retreating into the Tower, held the doors as an orgy of perversity and violence fell upon the unlucky survivors.

The remaining guardsmen who had fought to hold back the tide of monsters, could do nothing then but listen to the howls of monstrous pleasure in the courtyard as they sheltered within the tower. The screams of men being ripped apart and the wails of helpless terror echoed into the tower as women were set upon by the lusty dead. To look out through any window was to glimpse depravity that could drive a man mad as the bloated, rot-jawed corpse creatures licked and suckled and rutted into living human women.

For a time, the shamblers were satisfied with this carnal feast, but even the last bastion of the tower could not hold for long. Doors were battered down. Windows were invaded. The tower fell in bits and pieces, barricades hastily erected as new sections of the former prison succumbed to the onslaught of the insatiable shamblers.

Untold horrors crept, slithered, and crawled through the corridors. Riots broke out among the last refugees, but those only made matters worse for them as they were smothered beneath the dead that arrived to plunder the living. The grounds of the Tower of London became an orgy of violence and demented pleasures.

One that Captain Peter Ashborn knew he had to escape with his beautiful fiancé Lucy Bryton. Peter knew the tower and the secret tunnels beneath it better than almost anyone. His men had died, deserted, or descended into madness. But not Peter. He had the weapons and the skill to fight his way through whatever he might find in those depths. It was better than facing the rapacious horde outside the tower.

“Are you ready, my love?” asked Peter, taking Lucy’s hand, and kissing her delicate fingers.

Her large green eyes sparkled, and she swept a shoulder-length lock of scarlet hair from her face. She was a beautiful girl, with a soft smile, tan skin, long legs in white stockings, and a fine, corseted bust that swelled against the yellow fringe of her neckline.

“I will always be ready with you by my side, Peter,” she said, embracing him and kissing his cheeks. Peter held her tightly, feeling the first stirrings of an arousal he suspected was part of the sickness that had spread over London. He knew to resist such urges and he held his lovely bride-to-be away from his crimson uniform.

“Then we go, now, while the night has the creatures on the surface aroused,” he said, shouldering a pack and picking up his musket and pike. He lit two torches and passed one to Lucy. “Be ready to hear and see things to equal any of the horrors we have experienced in the tower. And stay close to me.”

“Always,” she said, hugging against him as they descended beneath the White Tower and into the tunnels.

The snarling, wailing, rutting sounds on the surface receded as Peter closed the final hatch and they climbed down a ladder into the true depths of the secret passages. There were miles of tunnels extending into London, some intersecting storm drains and long-forgotten bunkers of supplies and equipment.

But if Peter had hoped for a respite from the horrors on the surface, he was soon disappointed, for every new turn presented new horrors. There were lunatics that had to be dealt with brutally. Screaming men that would only be quieted by Peter’s pike. There were lewd women, doxies perhaps, their bellies swollen and their clothes in tatters. They beckoned and moaned as they touched themselves in repulsive ways that nevertheless excited a sickening lust in Peter. But he refused such entreaties and threatened the demented women until they retreated.

There were shamblers and the victims of shamblers. The crawling dead inflicted themselves upon the living, gnawing on the flesh of the fallen men or taking carnal pleasures with the women. After dispatching several of these monstrosities, Peter became convinced that it was better to hurry past them while they were distracted. He could offer no help to those he saved, for they were always clearly infected or badly injured.

Lucy was quiet, her eyes wide and her face stricken by what she had seen. Peter kept his musket and pike crossed against his back. He held Lucy’s hand tightly as he carried his torch in his other hand.

They crossed a slimy bridge over a churning drainage river choked with the bloated bodies of the dead. They ducked into a crawlspace that echoed with the moans of a woman, somewhere in the darkness beyond their torches, who seemed to be either locked in carnal pleasure or being slowly devoured.

Lucy shook with fear but followed behind Peter as he led her out of the crawlspace. They came across three young prison nurses, their hands bound, and their bare bottoms raised, blushing cunts and arseholes dripping with yellowish spunk, and hips marked with scratches. The women, their white uniforms caked in filth, did not even cry out for help. Peter saw the madness in their wide eyes and knew he could offer them none.

“Come on, Lucy,” he whispered, tugging her away from the obscene sight of the three nurses.

“Y-yes, of course,” she murmured and stumbled along behind him.

But Peter was not without hope. Though they encountered many horrors beneath London, he knew from his years in the guard that they were halfway to freedom. A few more miles of tunnel and they would emerge near Gravesend. There was a guard outpost there and a small military debarkation point for supply ships on the Thames. They could escape London entirely. He had family in the country north of Ipswich. Surely the deadening had not spread that far…

Peter allowed himself to imagine the bucolic scene of his family’s estate, the meadow there, and Lucy there with him, her scarlet hair fluttering in the warm, summery breeze and the smile on her face betraying no memory of the horrors beneath London. They would be married by a country vicar and Peter would build a cottage on his family’s ancestral land. He pictured matrimony and family and a future that seemed so far away.

He was so distracted, so consumed by distant hope, that he almost walked into the burly figure looming out of the darkness. Already too close for Peter’s pike.

He tossed his torch aside and drew his musket. He brought it towards his shoulder, but stopped when he recognized the corpulent figure and his pale face crawling with a jaundiced patch of yellow and sickly mass of blue capillaries.

“Pe-ter,” murmured Commander Stonepike of the Royal Guard. “Never thought… I would see you again.”

Peter got a better look at his commanding officer. Stonepike’s crimson uniform badly stained and partially unbuttoned over his belly. The once-fastidious officer’s hands were caked with grime and his trouser legs were nearly in tatters. He stood at the entrance to a small room, some sort of minor pump works beneath the city, and his filthy hand rested on the pommel of his saber.

“Sir!” Peter lowered the aim of his musket. “Forgive me, I thought you had died. Lucy, my fiancée, and I are making our way to Gravesend.”

Stonepike began to speak, but instead let out a long, hacking cough that left flecks of blood and bile on his white collar. He straightened his uniform and offered Peter a smile that was smeared with blood. Peter grimaced, for it was clear that Stonepike was in the advanced stages of becoming a shambler. A lesser man would have succumbed to the infection days ago.

“Can’t let you do that, old boy,” said Stonepike. “I’m afraid it’s a quarantine. Orders, you understand.”

Stonepike’s bloodshot eyes focused on Lucy standing close behind Peter.

“Of course, exceptions could be made,” said Stonepike, wetting his lips and adjusting the bulge in his uniform trousers. “Leave Lucy with me for an examination. Thorough examination. Yes, that’s it. I’ll take good care of her. You can go on, Peter. Look, I take good care of girls, you see.”

Stonepike stepped aside almost as if he were proud to show off what lay in the room behind him. Peter was shocked to see a filthy girl huddled in the corner, whimpering so softly that Peter had not heard her before. She looked up for a moment, her blue eyes bright amid the filth caked on her face. Tears streaming. Words whispered on her dirty lips.

The sight of the poor girl filled Peter with rage.

“If you think for a moment I am leaving Lucy with you then you are truly lost,” said Peter, raising his musket to aim at his former commander.

Before either Peter or Stonepike could attack, the girl suddenly jumped to her feet and threw herself past them both. She went running and screaming down the hall behind Peter, disappearing quickly into the darkness beyond the torchlight.

“You blackguard!” shouted Stonepike and he shoved Peter roughly aside and went staggering after the girl. Peter watched the sick old man waddle off into the darkness after his unfortunate pet. He turned back to reassure Lucy and froze. Lucy was gone. Fled in the opposite direction past the pumping room.

Or taken by someone or something…

No, Peter told himself, he could not succumb to fear or panic. She had taken her torch, so he should be able to find her. He set off in that direction, forcing himself to ignore strange sounds and side passages until he spotted the distant glow of Lucy’s torch. The light from it was not moving and he soon discovered it guttering on the floor, discarded but still burning. He picked up the torch and looked around the hall. He realized he did not recognize this part of the tunnel system beneath the castle. It looked very old, with ancient bricks perhaps even dating back to the Roman founding of London.

It was then that Peter heard it. A sigh. Lucy’s sigh. It was all he needed. He moved confidently towards it with his torch in one arm and his musket at the ready in the other. As he moved towards the sound, he became aware of another sound, a strange, wet noise almost like the churning of a spoon stirring pudding. Something about that sound, and a note of almost pleasure in the next sigh he heard, turned the blood in Peter’s veins to ice.

“Lucy,” he whispered, hastening towards the noise.

There was something in the air. A thick, unpleasant, musky scent that he took in with every breath. It congealed in his mind and seemed to arouse something in his trousers. He fought to ignore the rising sensation of vertigo and hurried on towards the source of the sound.

The musk was so thick in the air that he almost fell against the heavy wooden door. He wanted to fall to his knees and tear open his trousers. Was this sickness? Some sort of gas? He coughed it away and held his sleeve to his nose and mouth, tucking his musket under his other arm and struggling to open the handle on the door.

The door moved on its own and he realized it was slightly ajar. He pushed it open wider with the barrel of his musket.

He was greeted first by an overpowering waft of that musky aroma. Bestial and revolting and yet also maddeningly arousing. He saw motion in the darkness. Wet pink flesh and something moving rhythmically. He held up his torch and as the light spilled into the room Peter nearly screamed and fell back.

It was Lucy. His Lucy. Her dress pulled down beneath her breasts and up over her bottom as she rode astride the coils of a massive serpent. No, not even a serpent, for it was something far more horrible than that. Its body was segmented like a worm or insect, but bulged with glistening wet pink flesh at each joint so that it looked like bands of chitin worn over a glistening wet sausage. Wriggling legs moved at each segment. Hundreds of pairs of them. Its head was huge, as big as Lucy’s body, and more like a worm than a snake. It was topped with a row of tiny red eyes set above a wet, fleshy mouth that opened to reveal rows of small, hooked teeth and a pair of mandibles like an insect. A tentacle-like black tongue reached out of its yawning mouth and slithered over Lucy’s jiggling breasts, smearing slime over her suntanned mounds, creamier hidden flesh, and stiff, pink nipples.

To see his beloved bride being licked by this thing was horror enough, but the most horrific detail of all, the one that nearly drove Peter to madness, was what Lucy was sitting atop. For she was not merely riding the coils of the hideous creature, a mad look of pleasure on her face as she bounced rhythmically atop its writhing length.

No, not merely its length, for there were two hideous cocks protruding from the twisted underbelly of the creature. These were much larger than the phalluses of a man, reddish-pink, and glistening with slime. One was plunging into Lucy’s red-thatched cunt and the other, seemingly even larger, was violating the heavenly roundness of her bottom. Skewering into her pink knot and squelching out slime as her hips worked and she rode atop the creature’s monstrous length. She was not merely being taken by the creature, which would have been horror enough, but she was riding enthusiastically atop it as if in the embrace of her true lover.

“Lucy?” whispered Peter, his aim lowering as despair flooded his mind.

“Ohhhhhhhhh,” moaned Lucy, bucking her hips fervently, her luscious bottom bouncing as the creature’s monstrous cocks invaded her willing body.

The serpent’s body undulated in a perfect rhythm with her motions, rolling and rippling and occasionally jerking to thrust into her with sudden force. These sudden thrusts produced an excess of slime, which spurted out from Lucy’s stretched back passage and the dripping folds of her stuffed cunt. Every loathsome movement was cast upon the wall in silhouette by the light of the torch. 

Lucy seemed to be in a trance. Her lips parted and her eyes staring unblinking into the row of red eyes above the monstrous creature’s mouth.

Peter was not entirely ignorant of this creature. Though he had never encountered one, he had read reports from the south of London of something emerging from the sewers that fed upon men and entranced women to mate with them and reproduce. These creatures had been described as “incubus eels” and “defilers,” described similarly to the creature now violating Lucy, but much smaller. They were said to swarm and be no bigger than a man’s leg.

But one report from an artilleryman of a convent overrun by the defilers stuck out in Peter’s memory. “The women were too far gone to worry about casualties. We dispatched the mass of defilers with cannister shot from our 12-pounders aimed directly into the convent. The shot had little effect on their bodies, but the head is vulnerable.”

“The head is vulnerable,” said Peter, raising his musket to his shoulder again and taking aim. His finger trembled on the trigger. Sweat stung his eyes.

“Ohhhhhhhh, yesssss,” moaned Lucy, bucking atop the Defiler. She tossed her scarlet hair and Peter hesitated, watching his beautiful bride move urgently atop the hideous creature. He might hit her with his shot. He had to wait for just the right moment.

But Peter’s moment had passed. He heard a terrible, angry hiss from the creature and realized that it was staring directly at him with its row of red eyes. It bucked its length and pumped its cocks into Lucy’s heaving body. Its tongue flicked out, seeming to taunt Peter. She fell against its slimy length, clinging to it as it plundered her glistening holes. The defiler increased its thrusting, making her hindquarters jiggle and her cunt drip heavily with slime. Her arms wrapped around the creature and her soft breasts, squeezed against its bulging flesh, were clasped by two pairs of spindly legs.

Peter realized the defiler was stealing his fiancée before his very eyes and seeming to mock him for it.

Snapping to his senses, Peter once again raised his gun to shoot. But before he could even squeeze the trigger, the defiler spat a wad of jellylike slime right at Peter, hitting him square in the face. Stinging goo stuffed his nose and mouth, and he spat with disgust. Peter felt his entire body go numb. His musket slipped from his hand, and he toppled backwards, completely paralyzed by the gooey venom dripping from his face.

The defiler continued to fuck Lucy as it crawled its upper body and head towards Peter lying helpless on the floor. Its mouth opened wide, revealing a huge pink funnel of a gullet lined with teeth. Peter shuddered with terror, but it was the most he could move as his beautiful fiancée rode atop the defiler’s cock and the creature’s huge, yawning mouth approached him.

“Ohhhh, yesss,” moaned Lucy, her voice distant and detached from the reality of what was happening. She bucked intently atop the hideous insectoid worm like she was atop nothing more sinister than a carnival ride. Her breasts bounced. Her plush bottom collided with the defiler’s slimy flesh. Her cunt and arsehole were stretched wide by the monstrous cocks of the defiler.

Peter could voice no warning nor make any cry for help as the wide mouth of the defiler began to engulf his boots. The hot, slimy walls of its mouth pulled him deeper into its gullet, down to his knees, as the rows of hooked teeth tore at his clothing and prickled his flesh. It gurgled and swallowed him deeper as he watched his beloved Lucy riding more and more fervently upon the monster’s cock.

“Oh, yes, I want… want to be bred,” moaned Lucy, her head falling back as she arched atop the creature.

Peter looked into the pitiless red eyes of the defiler as it gulped him down to his waist. He felt the warm wetness of its mouth rub against his cock as its saliva saturated his pants. Despite the pain of the prickling teeth, he felt a sickening pleasure and realized he was fully engorged. Being devoured, watching his beloved Lucy beg to be bred, and he was aroused.

“Oh, Peter, isn’t it wonderful?” cried Lucy, looking back at him over her shoulder. “My body for the beast! My womb for its spawn! We will finally have the children we’ve always wanted! And you… you will be with me! Inside him!”

Peter screamed in despair.

“Nnnnnnhhhhhhhh,” was the only sound that escaped his slack jaw along with a trickle of drool as the defiler slid his legs and hips into its gullet and its hideous mouth engulfed him to his armpits. The monster swallowed again and Peter’s arms were forced up over his head as face met with the scratching teeth of its mouth. They pricked at his flesh, but it was nothing compared to the burning sensation he was feeling on his legs. Up his thighs.

Engulfing his cock.

He was slurped into the gullet of the defiler and darkness closed over him. Peter Ashborn slid into the hot darkness of the defiler’s stomach. Moaning wordlessly as he began to slowly dissolve into the digestive fluids of the monster. His cock twitching as he heard Lucy crying out above him. Muffled by the gurgling walls of the monster.

“I’m cumming! Oh, yes, fill me! Pump me full of your seed!”

With those words from his beloved, Peter began to cum against the slick inner walls of the defiler’s stomach. His cum spurted uselessly into its digestive enzymes as it continued to melt his body down. As darkness closed around the doomed guardsman, Lucy continued to moan and buck atop the defiler’s monstrous cock.

“Yes! Oh, yes! Peter, it feels so good! So much better than yours! Ohhhhh, Peter, he’s cumming! He’s cumming inside me! AAHHH!” Lucy wailed with ecstatic abandon as the defiler pumped its virulent seed into her fertile womb. Spurt after spurt pumping into her, overflowing her cunt, and guaranteeing her future as nothing more than a breeder for more monsters.

Peter could give her no answer. His mind was already receding into darkness as his body melted away within the defiler.

Eventually the hypnotism of the defiler would wear off and Lucy might realize what she had done, but by then it would be far too late. For her fate was sealed and her beloved Peter Ashborn was nothing more than a cuckolded meal for the monster.
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Oliver’s High Price for Safety

With a last heave of effort on the ropes, Oliver Tooney felt the wall give and begin to topple down.

“Watch yourselves, lads!” called the slender Tooney as he and the other workmen danced out of the way of the tumbling bricks. Oliver turned to survey the opened tenement and saw rooms revealed like a view into some dilapidated beehive. The workmen rushed in through the dust of the fallen wall with wheelbarrows to begin clearing the debris.

Oliver doffed his cap and mopped a kerchief at the sweat gathering in his short red hair and beginning to trickle down his forehead. It was a hot day in London and while the city twitched in its death throes, life continued in Rottenham.

All thanks to Sabrina Calloway.

She had plans for their community and it was Oliver’s devotion to the beautiful leader of Rottenham that had him supervising the razing of the tenement. Once it was cleared they would pour in good soil and start raising crops to feed the burgeoning community. If they couldn’t get good enough soil for crops, they could at least grow grass for livestock. Goats and chickens could still be had if you knew where to look, even since the Deadening.

Rottenham wasn’t a paradise by any stretch. The people within its walled borders still struggled every day. But things were surely improving while the rest of London decayed and festered like the rotting corpse of a fallen giant.

Oh, yes, Sabrina had many plans for Rottenham. Oliver had known her since they were children growing up just a few doors apart. She had been a skinny little brown-haired girl with pigtails and he had been a lanky, freckle-faced boy with perpetually skinned knees. They’d hated each other for exactly one day and then an older boy had tried to pick on Sabrina. Oliver had given him a proper drubbing and her and Sabrina had been inseparable friends ever since.

They had known each other through the best and brightest days of their youth and they had known each other through the darkest days of what had befallen London. Thanks to Sabrina, it seemed though those darkest days were behind them. Though the darkness lingered in Oliver’s heart.

He looked across the commons at where Sabrina was assisting in clearing the rubble from another tenement. Even in work gloves and a dusty smock, her long, dark brown hair braided down her back, she was beautiful. She had grown from a scrawny girl often mistaken for a boy into a well-developed woman. He marveled at her firm, long legs, her slender neck, and how her body had filled out. Particularly her bust, which strained at her corseted bodice and threatened the straps of her work smock. Crouched over, using a hand spade to scoop up rocks, her bum looked rather lovely as well.

Oliver realized Sabrina was looking back at him and he waved sheepishly. She smiled and walked across the common towards him. His heart beat a little faster as she approached.

“Sun is almost down today, but we’ll have this one down tomorrow,” he said, hooking a thumb towards the tenement his crew were still bringing down.

“Aye, the demolition is going well, Oliver,” she said, looking at the wheelbarrows of brick being carted off. “We’ll have much more room for farming and raising stock once we’re finished. With all these survivors coming, we’ve too many mouths to feed for scavenging alone.”

“If we can get decent soil, I’ve no doubt we’ll have a bumper crop,” said Oliver, smiling proudly as he looked about the common.

“Whew, the soil is the hard part,” agreed Sabrina. “Not a proper clod to be found in London. But I’ve heard there is prime soil in the countryside. Walk with me, Oliver. It’s almost dark fall. Let Clemmons take over.”

“Sure, I’d be glad to walk with you, Sabrina,” said Oliver. He called out to Clemmons as Sabrina was taking off her work gloves and untying her smock. She looked even lovelier in just her corseted brown bodice and green skirt.

They set off together through the streets of the district. Huge, improvised defensive walls loomed behind the houses, shops, and apartments, but there was no need for anyone to man the ramparts. The shamblers watched over Rottenham, the dead protected the gates, all thanks to Sabrina and her sacrifice.

Oliver tried not to dwell on Sabrina’s marriage to Gregor. Not when he could enjoy the lovely woman’s company instead. Shops were closing along Wormford Road. Scrap sellers and handcraft stalls were lowering their curtains. The elderly street sweepers were coming out to tidy up just before dark fall. They nodded and looked respectfully at Sabrina.

“We’re really doing it, Oliver,” she said. “There are no survivors in Rottenham. No refugees. Not the perverse nightmares like in Gravesend. We are living full and happy lives.”

Oliver thought the way she said the last part sounded almost like she was trying to convince herself of that. But when she looked at him, she smiled.

“Yes,” he agreed, smiling back. “But we have all… given up so much.”

As shadows lengthened and the russet tones darkened to blues, children were still playing football in a freshly laid pitch. Dozens of people were crowding around the Hearth and the Headstone, Rottenham’s beloved pub, for a drink and a laugh.

“We have to find something new in this,” said Sabrina and for a moment Oliver felt disturbingly like Sabrina was pitying him.

It shouldn’t be that way. He loved Sabrina, had since they were children, but he was only waiting for her marriage to Gregor to end. She was the one who had given up her freedom – her body – to that thing. That rotting green jelly bellied pustule. The thought of that dead-eyed monstrosity waiting for Sabrina in her home soured Oliver’s expression.

The thought that she had given birth to a son with the lord of the shamblers made Oliver want to retch. Sweet Sabrina, leader of their community, savior of Rottenham, was fucking the living dead for protection.

“Well, this is me,” said Sabrina, stopping outside her old Victorian style house.

“Ah, yes,” said Oliver, smiling despite the cold pit that had just opened up in his stomach. “And that’s me next door.”

He nodded towards his modest apartment building which faced Sabrina’s house across a narrow alleyway. He looked back at Sabrina and she seemed to glow with the last traces of fiery light in the evening sky. Untouched by the end of the world, her eyes twinkled with boundless joy. The gentle breeze lazily blew a loose strand of hair from her forehead. 

“You’re staring, Oliver,” she giggled softly, a little color in her cheeks.

“Am I?” He straightened up. “Oh, forgive me, just a long day. I thought I was looking at an angel.”

“Oh, Oliver,” she sighed, leaning up and giving him a peck on the cheek. But when her lips left his cheek, she was all business again. “We’ll finish clearing those tenements tomorrow, Oliver. Come next week, we’ll have green sprouts in the common.”

“I’ve never doubted your plan, Sabrina,” he lied.

She knew it too. A little darkness came over her as she stepped back towards the porch of her house, then turned with a swish of her skirt and left him there in the street. Oliver watched the door close behind her. He did not have to imagine the horrors awaiting Sabrina inside her house.

He knew exactly what she endured each night. Because each night, Oliver forced himself to watch.

Oliver walked casually to the door of his apartment building in case Sabrina happened to look out her front windows and then he quickly doubled back to the side of her house. He had her evening schedule memorized. He crept to his usual hiding spot by the back parlor window.

He arrived just in time to see Sabrina enter the room carrying an oil lamp. She approached a crib that sat in the center of the room and set the oil lamp onto a table beside it. Her beautiful face was lit with the flickering golden light as she began to unbutton her blouse. Oliver’s breath caught as he was treated to a full view of Sabrina’s left breast. Heavy and laden with her mother’s milk, it dangled over the corset of her bodice, her thick nipple stiff and pink.

He marveled at the beauty of her and yet his ardor turned to ashes as she lifted the thing from the crib and held it to her bare breast. The creature was her son, “Pat,” only a few months old, but already growing plump. She nursed it while murmuring a lullaby and stroking the discolored green flesh of its head. Oliver shuddered when he caught a glimpse of its half-closed eyes as it contentedly suckled.

Those were the eyes of its father. The yellow, hungering eyes of a shambler.

Sabrina said something to the creature, kissed its head, and eased it back into its crib. Oliver’s jaw clenched tightly. That should have been his son drinking the sweet milk of Sabrina’s bosom. Instead, it was this horrible monster, the spawn of an unholy union between Sabrina and Gregor.

Sabrina tucked her breast back into her blouse, but left her shirt unbuttoned as she climbed the stairs to attend to her husband. Oliver climbed into the tree that faced the bedroom upstairs. She was just arriving in the room and lighting a lantern. The first glow of the flame revealed the gruesome, bloated shape that seemed to overflow the high-backed chair in the corner of the bedroom.

Greagor’s flesh was a dark, splotchy green, fuzzed with plentiful hair. He had long, greasy white hair that was balding on top and a long, thick white beard. His left eye was missing, leaving his socket hollow, but his right eye revealed a milky yellow color identical to the eyes of his son. His shoulders were wide, his limbs thick, and he had a grotesquely protruding belly. The foul stench of Gregor reached Oliver in his perch and he had to fight back the urge to be sick.

How could Sabrina marry this creature? How could she love it?

Then Oliver’s gaze fell upon the huge, sheathed cock dangling between Gregor’s naked thighs. It was as thick as Oliver’s wrist and as long as his forearm. A greasy, black head bulging like a worm from the fleshy green sheath. Putrid yellowish precum had trailed out of the tip and stained the chair down to the floor.

Oliver’s grip on the branches tightened with anger as Sabrina, lantern in hand, turned to her vile husband and roused him from his daytime slumber. His one yellow eye slowly lifted and Gregor lazily reached out to Sabrina.

Oliver heard muffled laughter as Sabrina allowed herself to be pulled into Gregor’s embrace. She set the lantern on the table beside him and caressed Gregor’s cheeks and shoulders. Then she kissed the shambler. Her tongue visible working against his. The shambler’s tongue swollen and slimy. It was a messy, blasphemous kiss that spilled drool down Sabrina’s fair chin and into the heaving flush of her bosoms.

She broke the kiss, scolding Gregor with a finger. She pinched her nose and took his hand and got up from his lap. He walked behind her at an awkward waddle, his belly jiggling and his nearly erect cock sticking out from beneath it as he followed her into the adjoining bathroom.

Oliver climbed to the neighboring branch for a better view as Sabrina began to draw a steaming hot bath into the oversized porcelain tub. She helped Gregor into the water, his cock sticking up obscenely like a rotting pole, and a contented smile seemed to spread on his face. Then Sabrina disrobed beside the tub, revealing the magnificent swell of both breasts capped with the plump, pink nipples of a nursing mother. She was healthy and clean, with a slender waist, a lovely roundness to her hips, and dark thatch of brown atop her cunny.

Oliver could not help but rub at the bulge in his trousers at the sight of her naked loveliness. She swung one leg over the side of the tub and climbed into the water to join her husband. She dipped her breasts into the water and began to lather her chest with a bar of soap. Then she leaned in against Gregor, washing his rotting carcass with her sudsy peaks. Pressing her tits into his face, dragging them over his chest, and letting the weight of them smear soap across his cock.

Gregor brought up two huge hands and stroked Sabrina’s glistening body. He guided her back up again and pressed his face into the weight of her dangling breasts. His foul tongue reached out to slide like an eel over her tits. Between them. Stroking her nipples until Sabrina’s cry of pleasure was audible through the window. Then the bloated shambler began to suckle from her tits. Drinking the milk she made for her son. Her pure cream overflowing the monster’s green lips and dripping down his cheeks. His throat working as he drank greedily.

The tree shook slightly as Oliver adjusted his stance and freed his cock from the confines of his trousers. His stiff prick was nothing compared to that mighty, rotten meatpole rising from the water. That horrible totem that twitched and drooled as Gregor pawed at Sabrina’s body and sucked her mother’s milk.

Drinking the milk from Sabrina’s breasts seemed to restore vitality to the corpulent Gregor. He began to fondle Sabrina with increasing lust, sitting upright and pressing her towards the pillar of his cock. He even talked a bit in his gurgling, hideous voice, though Oliver was quite glad that he could not hear what the dead thing was saying.

Whatever it said seemed to delight Sabrina as she lifted from Gregor’s body with a laugh and turned herself towards the window. Oliver ducked behind the branches as best he could, but he could not escape from his perch without being noticed. Only a few feet away, through a single pane of glass, the woman he loved bent over, her plush bottom raised from the water, and hung her wet, soapy tits over the side of the tub.

Gregor rose behind her like some swamp monster of folklore. His rotten hands stroked her ass. Spread it. Smacked it and made Sabrina laugh with delight. She wiggled her hips as if to entice the bloated creature and Gregor leaned down and ran his long, black tongue over her pussy and into her crack.

Though his position was precarious, Oliver could not resist flogging his cock with one hand as he watched the shambler tonguing Sabrina’s soapy holes. That foul tongue plunged into her pussy, then her ass, making Sabrina moan with pleasure and arch her back.

Then the beast rose up again and its huge cock was aimed at the softness of Sabrina’s cunt. Her eyes went wide as Gregor plowed his massive member into Sabrina’s tight pussy. The look of shock, pain, and pleasure warred on her face for a moment before she began to move in the tub. Her ass wobbled with each impact of Gregor’s bloated hips and the wet slap of his rotting flesh against her pristine cheeks was audible through the window.

“Ohhhhh, yes, fuck me,” cried Sabrina. “Your cock is so big, Gregor.”

Oliver felt his own meager cock beginning to strain with his impending orgasm. He stroked himself faster, matching the savage pace of Gregor fucking Sabrina. The bloated green monster leaned his belly against her ass and pounded his cock into her pussy. Sabrina sloshed back and forth in the tub, her tits swinging over the side and dripping milk from her swollen nipples. Her face twisting in ecstasy.

Her eyes locking onto Oliver. Mirth seeming to dance in those eyes. Could she see him? Oliver’s heart froze in his throat, but his hand continued to pump on his pre-slicked cock. He couldn’t stop. It felt too good. He was too close.

Gregor’s huge hands held Sabrina’s slender waist as the shambler plowed furiously into her pussy. His wet green hips spanked loudly against Sabrina’s ass and his huge balls churned the water as he thrust into her. Sabrina gripped the edge of the tub, pushing back with all her strength and staring right at Oliver as she cried, “I’m cumming, Gregor! Ohhhh, yes, your cock is incredible! I’m cumming on it!”

The shambler roared with his own pleasure, his head thrown back and his one eye rolling as he hilted in Sabrina’s cunt and unleashed a torrent of his vile seed. Yellowish spunk overflowed Sabrina’s pussy, spurting into her and sloshing out with each thrust of Gregor’s pulsating black cock. The putrid spunk dripped down Sabrina’s legs and swirled in the bathwater as she bucked back against Gregor. Her hazel eyes alight with ecstasy.

Oliver came in that shameful moment. Not just beaten, but humiliated in what might as well have been plain view of his beloved Sabrina. His cum spurted out in meager pumps, no match for the gushing river of unholy sperm being basted into Sabrina’s womb.

When Oliver could bear to look again, Sabrina was flushed, panting, her head down as she clung to the edge of the tub, but her gaze looking up. Looking right at Oliver.

Accusing him of intruding on her private moment with her husband. Laughing at him with her eyes alone for being a pitiful, peeping cuckold.

With a moan of despair, Oliver let himself drop from the tree branch and he landed heavily in the nearby bushes, his lap covered in his slimy cum. His heart aching with humiliation.

This was the price Oliver had to pay for safety.
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Charlotte’s Grimm Escape

Charlotte Van Hesse staggered with the uncertain gait of a shambler. Her long, brown hair was tangled and dirty. Her green eyes rimmed with dark circles. Her bright pink dress was flecked with brown dried blood and her white stockings were torn and smeared with dirt. At least she had good walking shoes after her many days wandering the streets of the dead city. Everything she wore was a gift from Grimm.

London loomed around her, buildings dark as tombs, monuments silent or defiled. The streets echoed with the growling of the dead, but the screams of the living were distant and rare now. The heart of the city, where Charlotte still wandered, had been lost to the shamblers for weeks.

And she lived among them thanks to Grimm. The bloated shambler walked along beside her. His lips pulled back from his yellow teeth. The loathsome black appendage of his tongue occasionally sliding out to lick at the rim of his mouth. His rotting face no longer disgusted her. It was simply the face of her lover. Her mate.

She unconsciously pressed a hand to her abdomen. Once slender, now bulging with the unwholesome product of her frequent rutting with Grimm.

“Raaaaa,” growled Grimm and lifted a decaying hand to point a bony finger towards a partially collapsed tenement. He began to shuffle towards it and Charlotte followed. Inside, in the rain-rotted remains of a nursery, they made a small camp.

And Grimm made a mistake. His gift that night was a small file like a woman might use on her nails. Charlotte’s fingernails were chipped and ragged and it was a thoughtful gift for a shambler. But she knew that Grimm was clever despite his minimal speech. He had noticed the scratches on her arms and legs from her jagged nails.

“Oh, thank you,” she said to Grimm. “That will be most helpful for… yes… I know…”

He was impatient. He pressed against her and demanded a kiss. His rotting hands began to undress her as his tongue slithered into her mouth. She spread her legs for him. She felt his loathsome, swollen cock rubbing between her thighs. Her moans echoed faintly in the night as he took her in the dilapidated nursery. Her stockinged legs in the air and her head thrown back as she cried with hopeless pleasure.

But as Grimm rutted her slick cunt, as he growled and licked and fucked her, Charlotte’s mind was partially elsewhere. Thinking of that file. A weapon? Perhaps, in desperation, but she felt the collar around her slender neck and she imagined freeing herself. Escaping her lover. Making her way out of London to the countryside. Surely there were humans left alive out there.

“Come,” snarled Grimm and he hilted in Charlotte’s tight cunny. His black bollocks throbbed and she felt the oily rush of his seed into her depths. Pumping again and again into her until the silky trickle of his cum could be felt pulsing down the crack of her arse.

“Ohhhhh, yes,” she moaned. “Oh, my love, fill me.”

Grimm liked it when she encouraged him. He growled contentedly and nuzzled against her slender neck, kissing her before slowly sliding his foul cock from her creamy depths and rolling over onto his back. She rolled in the other direction, onto her side, the nail file gripped in her hand. Grimm pulled her close and she pretended to sleep. She used the file to work at the locked mechanism of the collar around her neck.

There was a soft click as it released and Charlotte could not help but let out a soft gasp as the heavy metal band fell away with a thump. She sat up, waiting to see if Grimm reacted. When he continued to gnash his rotting teeth in his sleep, Charlotte got to her feet. Grimm had made something between a wife and a pet out of her, but that was over. Her collar was off and she was free to escape him.

But she lingered. She pressed at the bulge in her otherwise slender abdomen. Five weeks? Six? It was growing fast inside her. But that bulge did not belong to Grimm any more than Charlotte belonged to Grimm. It was in her body. It belonged to her.

“Goodbye, old man,” she whispered and staggered off into the cold London night.

At Carnaby Street, in the old market, Charlotte could see the shamblers scavenging over the destroyed stalls and shops like ragpickers. A few lifted their heads to look at her, but Grimm’s smell clung to her body and she had learned to walk like them. They ignored her as she passed among them. Not far from the market, she came across several shamblers feeding on a relatively fresh kill. The grisly skeleton wore the scraps of a policeman’s uniform and the feasting shamblers wore beards and gloves made from the dead man’s dark red blood.

Charlotte could not help but hurry past the horrific scene. This hurrying betrayed her gait as not that of a shambler to something watching from the nearby ruins.

Charlotte did not see or hear the creature, but she sensed it. An oily menace pouring after her. She quickened her pace until she was running through the streets. Her shoes clopping against the cobblestones as she took a turn and found herself in an alleyway between a cooper smith’s and a burned-out post office. The far end of the alley was blocked with junk as if it had been barricaded at some point.

“No,” gasped Charlotte, her pert breasts heaving as she gulped for breath. She turned and panic widened her green eyes as she saw the shape of the thing coming after her.

It moved almost silently, low to the ground on all fours, its clawed hands, and feet black and covered in greasy snatches of black fur. This fur covered its black body unevenly. Its head was that of a huge wolf but with a head crowned by mismatched horns that curled past its flattened ears. It stared at her with wide, round eyes that flashed silver in the snatches of moonlight shining through the clouds above London. It growled as she faced it, and a long strand of drool spilled from its huge jaws.

She thought of the beast as a werewolf, though the way it moved and looked bore only a partial resemblance to the fairytales of such a creature.

“Oh god, please protect me,” moaned Charlotte, covering her abdomen with one hand.

God, content to merely observe the grisly death of London, did nothing to intervene. The werewolf leapt upon her and tore at her pink dress. Its claws and slavering jaws made short work of her clothing. She twisted and fought against it, but it was far stronger than her, grabbing her slender legs and pulling her back towards it. The beast pressed its lupine nose to her ass and sniffed at her. It licked at her cunt. Her thighs. Its clawed hands gripped her slender hips an it rose behind her. She looked back with a moan of horror and saw the huge black beast positioning itself behind her. Its cock was a red, pulsating thing more beastly than human. Huge. Bigger even than Grimm’s deformed cock, with a flattened head and thick knot at its root.

“No, god, please,” moaned Charlotte.

It hunched over her, clutching her slender neck in its huge, hot jaws. Saliva dripped down her neck and shoulders. Its furry body pressed her down against the cobblestones, but its clawed hands grasped her hips and kept her firm bottom raised. Charlotte trembled as she felt the slimy head of its cock press against the tender folds of her cunt.

“Breeeeed,” growled the beast hotly through teeth that were holding Charlotte by her neck. The head of its cock teased open Charlotte’s folds, and she whimpered with terror. It drew back its hips to bury its length inside her.

“MINE!” roared a familiar, gurgling voice.

The werewolf was suddenly yanked from Charlotte’s back. She turned and scrambled backwards towards the barricade. Two figures, silhouetted in moonlight, battled for her body. Grimm was bigger and seemed stronger. The werewolf was much faster, snapping its jaws and tearing at Grimm as he lifted it off the ground and brought its body down upon his knee. There was a terrible crack as he broke the werewolf’s spine and tossed it aside. He shuffled towards Charlotte, stepping into the moonlight. His face was raked with claw marks and a fresh flap of skin had been torn open on his belly.

“Mine,” repeated Grimm as he reached for Charlotte with his rotten hands.

There was no escape. She was trapped in the alleyway. But Charlotte did not try to run from Grimm. She threw her arms around him and pressed her pale, naked body to the rotten old shambler. She hugged him tightly, kissing the greenish flesh of his cheek and nuzzling against the familiar stench of his body.

“Mine,” he repeated.

“Yours,” agreed Charlotte, tears spilling down her cheeks as she met his probing kiss. His slimy, inhuman tongue invaded her mouth and the familiar heat of his saliva spilled down Charlotte’s throat. She tried to take charge of the moment, to saddle herself atop Grimm and ride him, but the hulking shambler was insistent.

He pushed her back down to the cobblestones as he kissed her with the strange intensity of the dead. His tongue slithering into her throat. His hands pressing apart Charlotte’s thighs. He broke the kiss, his tongue pulling free of her lips with a last smear of his slimy saliva. She licked her lips clean, looking up at him, her heart pounding in her chest. Her pink nipples straining in the moonlight. Her pale body was splayed out before Grimm as he reached down and opened the flap of his trousers.

Charlotte gasped as the thick, bruised-black cock dropped free of Grimm’s pants. It was green around its root and bulged with unhealthy, oozing nodules. The head was as misshapen as a smashed plum. Yet, for perhaps the first time, Charlotte found herself lusting for Grimm. It was more than just the saliva intoxicating her as it often did. This was different.

“It’s real,” she gasped, reaching for his cock. “You… you saved me again, Grimm. Even after I betrayed you.”

“Mine,” he agreed, resting a bony hand on her head and guiding her towards his cock. She tasted it. Revolting, rotten, and dripping with mysterious discharge. She licked it all the same. Beneath the tip. Around it. Parting her lips to take him into her mouth and suckling it as she stretched her lips around his deformed cock.

She pleasured him, bobbing her mouth against him and taking him to the back of her mouth until the sour ooze of his cock smeared against her throat.

“Mmmmm,” she moaned around him. Slurping and sucking him like those whores she had read about in naughty books. The sounds she made echoed in the alleyway. Grimm’s noises of pleasure grew into loud growls of lust.

He yanked Charlotte’s head back and popped his cock free of her lips. His tip wet and glistening with her saliva. He pushed her onto her back and forced apart her legs. Then he was atop her again and she reached down to help him guide his twitching cock to her entrance.

They groaned in mutual pleasure as he sunk his fat shambler cock into Charlotte’s hot, eager cunny. Her folds parting before his thrust. Her slick young channel stretching to accommodate him once more. She wrapped her legs in their torn, white stockings around his bulk, drawing him deeper. Feeling his bollocks against her bum.

“Ohhhhhh, Grimm,” she cried, bucking beneath him. “Yes! Ohhhhh, forgive me for being such a fool!”

“For,” he said, looking down at her. “Give.”

He hammered his cock into her then. It was a rough, intense rutting the likes of which she had never before experienced from Grimm. Her pert breasts bounced against her pale torso. Her breath came in gasps with each stroke. Her legs squeezed around him, encouraging him to fuck her hard and deep. His cock rubbing at her womb with each stroke.

“Ohhhhh! So good! Take me, Grimm!” She cried, her pleasure building and tightening around him. An intense ecstasy somewhere between release and relief. She realized in that pulsating cascade of pleasure that she no longer hated him. That his rotting visage was beautiful to her. That he, of all creatures, was the father of her child. She could not deny her love for him.

“Mine,” he repeated and planted another kiss to her lips. Her tongue met his and twisted with that slimy tentacle deep within her mouth. She held him tight between her trembling thighs, feeling his tension build. His rotten bollocks tightening. His pleasure growling against her lips.

She would have begged for his seed, but she could not get a word out with his tongue thrusting into her mouth. She could only take his cum. Feeling it boil up from his throbbing bollocks. Pumping into her and flooding against the entrance to her womb. Spurt after spurt that filled her until it frothed and churned around his thrusting cock.

He lost his hardness quickly, his rotten cock easing out of her creamy depths as Charlotte lay panting upon the filthy cobblestones. She looked up at her savior and smiled at him. One hand resting atop the bulge in her slender abdomen.

Grimm seemed drained by their encounter. He sagged back against the bricks and raised a bony hand to the flap torn in his belly. A thick, partially congealed black liquid was oozing out of the wound.

“You’ve been hurt,” realized Charlotte, crawling towards him. “Oh, Grimm, it’s my fault. Forgive me.”

She might have escaped him again then. Might have run from the wounded shambler. Instead, she collected scraps from her dress and wrapped it around his midsection. She used her panties to stuff his wound. The blood stopped oozing and Grimm seemed to steady himself.

That was when Charlotte returned to what she had been doing before. Her tongue licking the filthy cock of the rotten old monster. Her lips kissing and opening to his slowly swelling member. She looked up at him. At those sunken eyes. Taking his cock into her mouth.

Tasting him.

Serving him.

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned as her head bobbed with growing fervor. Grimm’s hand cradled her head, only this time, he did not stop her. He growled, his jaw hanging slack as she sucked his cock. His eyes watching her with something like affection.

This deed was more than lust. It was acquiescence, even full acceptance. She was showing Grimm that she no longer had any desire to escape. She was showing him that she did not need a collar to prove she was bound to him.

She was his willing mate from that point forward.

Grimm let out a snarl of pleasure as his cock pulsed in Charlotte’s mouth. She moaned softly as the shambler’s rancid seed gushed to the back of her throat. She winced but kept sucking. Swallowing each spurt of his cum no matter how bad it tasted. Looking up at him through watering eyes as she drank his load.

Serving her mate.
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Misty’s Amphibian Pleasures

The fall of London and its surrounding villages had opened Misty Hartfield’s young eyes to a simple, immutable truth: even when the world was over, there was still washing to be done. The pretty washing girl was only eighteen when the shamblers appeared. Her nineteenth birthday had come in the overfilled basement of a refugee shelter. Weeks had passed since then and the pretty washwoman with the big, blue eyes and the brown hair kept in a tight braid had managed to survive when so many others had not.

Misty had fled the worst of the infection for the industrial areas of London. When those had become overrun, she moved to the London Yard on the Isle of Dogs. The wharfs there had seen the last ships escaping from London on the Thames but lay silent and empty since.

Shamblers wandered into the tin-roofed warehouses, groaning and growling as they searched for prey, but they never found anything, and no horde ever gathered. Half-finished ships rested in the drydocks, their partial hulls like the skeletons of giant beasts. A coal barge lay half-sunk at anchor and the large warehouses were echoing and silent.

There was nothing worthwhile to human or monster. Misty found things. Little things. A bar of soap, a pocketknife, a sack of grain half-rotten but half edible. She lived in the shadows. She slept in the pilot house of the coal barge on a tilting floor and climbed across to the warehouses during daylight when the mists cleared.

She always found something worth scavenging. And when she got dirty, which was always, she could wash her clothes in the Thames. She kept clean as if it would prevent the infection that had claimed so many others. Perhaps Misty Hartfield was the only woman left in London who did not reek of sweat and did not wear filth-caked clothing. Obsessively scrubbing and drying her aprons, work dresses, polishing boots, and rinsing her corsets and bloomers and stockings.

That unlucky day, her soap had run out. She was searching through the empty warehouses more frantically than usual. Desperate to find a new bar before her body took on the smell of the unwashed. Before the stains began to accumulate upon her work clothes.

“I’m not like the others,” she told herself. “Cleanliness is what separates me from the dead. And everyone is dead now. Everyone… dead…”

She climbed into old crates and searched through piles of packing straw. Rats squeaked and fled from her increasingly desperate scavenging. She was so intent on finding soap or wash powder that she failed to notice the setting sun.

Misty was alerted to danger by the howl. Something was with her. Something had her scent and was hunting her. She abandoned her search for soap and began to backtrack towards her shelter on the coal barge. But she had gone too far. Too deep into the sprawl of warehouses and drydocks. Before long, she heard it hunting her. Claws on cobblestones. Sniffing along and growling as it followed the trail left by the smell of her clean body.

Then she saw it as she rounded a corner. It was blocking her way, as big as a man, but on all fours. Its body gaunt and scabrous, its head an elongated skeletal thing with ragged antlers and red-rimmed, bloodshot eyes. A wet, black serpent of a tongue slid out of its mouth and licked its fangs. It was looking right at her, and it rose a little higher on its spindly limbs. Large claws clacking on the stone. Something huge and red and pulsating beneath its abdomen. A beastly cock with fat bollocks swinging beneath it.

A werewolf, thought Misty. She had seen beasts like this hunting before, on the other side of the Thames. Skinny, relentless, and brutal hunters.

“Grrrrraaaaaa?” The creature’s growl seemed to question Misty.

“N-no, god, please,” moaned the washwoman, looking again at the canine redness of its cock. “Please, stay back! Keep that thing away from me!”

She pulled her satchel off her shoulders, feeling the weight of the few cans of tinned eels she had found during her search for soap. She flung the pack at the beast, hitting it in the face. It snarled and flailed for a moment and Misty ran in the other direction.

Misty’s feet propelled her desperately through the tangle of warehouses. She dashed between one and into a drydock. There a tug stood on blocks. Its hull covered in massive barnacles that somehow lived and dripped with slime despite being out of the water for weeks. Questing mollusk tongues reaching out from their shells as if to taste Misty as she ducked beneath them. She shuddered as she felt the rancid slime drizzling her shirt. The stink of them dripping onto her clothing and hair.

She looked back, hearing the tick-tick-tick of the werewolf’s claws on the stones. She emerged from the drydock just as the werewolf entered on the opposite side. She glimpsed it over her shoulder. Head low, growling, a flash of dark, scabby skin and long limbs visible before Misty fled again.

She stole another look back over her shoulder and blundered into something else. Something even worse than the werewolf.

The gulper was some horrid combination of amphibian and human. Its flesh was yellow and slimy and covered in oozing boils. It stood on squat back legs as thick as tree trunks, webbed feet ending in hooked claws, and its huge, bloated body hunched forward to balance its weight on its long forelimbs. Its face bore little resemblance to a human’s features. The eyes were bulging and red, each wet orb as big as Misty’s fist, and its mouth was as wide as the lip of a wheelbarrow.

Misty stared up at the creature. A giant compared to her. Its nostrils flared atop this bulbous face. There was a sickening pop as its lower jaw dislocated, and the monster’s huge mouth flopped and sagged open like the sac of a pelican. A massive tongue slid out and dragged across Misty’s face, smearing her with slime and the foul, amphibian stink of its mouth.

It let out a hungry groan and Misty saw the depths of its gullet. Big enough to swallow her whole. She could imagine herself squeezing down that wet, pink passage and into its bloated belly. Stretching its gut as she digested inside it.

“God… save me…”

She took a step back, her face dripping with the gulper’s fetid slime. That was when she saw the thing beneath the gulper’s belly. Worse than even the werewolf’s cock. It was thicker and just as long, covered in wartlike nodules that dripped with slime. Even bigger bollocks, heavy with cum, dragging to the ground as its cock stiffened and twitched. A strand of pre dripped from its rounded tip.

Misty took another fearful step back. The gulper lunged forward with speed belying its bloated bulk. Its clawed, webbed fingers suddenly grasped her by her slender shoulders. Its tongue stretched out, impossibly long, dragging pink and wet and slimy over her face, down her bodice, and bursting her corset and apron open. She gasped as her plump breasts were exposed. Pink nipples puffy at the areolas and stiff at their summits. The huge tongue slithered and slid over her breasts, covering them in more slime.

Misty did not fight it. She was beyond terror, her mind and body frozen in the sort of helpless paralysis of trapped prey.

The mouth of the gulper opened wider, hanging agape as the beast lifted her off her feet and its tongue peeled her clothes away with forceful tugs. Her boots were plucked from her feet, knickers and stockings torn away, her cunt, thick with brown hair, dragged and licked and tasted by the beast’s huge tongue.

“GGGggggrrgggll,” it growled, deep in its throat, and it drew her towards its sagging mouth.

Misty finally began to struggle, pushing and writhing at the gulper’s tongue as it dragged her into its gaping mouth. She felt the slimy warmth of it, suggesting it was not quite an amphibian. But her mind could hardly register such details as she was pulled head-first into its mouth. Fleshy pink becoming darkness. The foul-smelling flesh stretching around her as her breasts dragged over its soft lips. Her abdomen. Her hips. Her entire body sliding into its hideous mouth, stretching it around her as she fought and kicked until her feet were slurped into its toothless maw.

In muffled darkness, Misty found a new and terrible acceptance. She stopped fighting, her breath filling the gulper’s mouth with hot, smothering air. Its tongue curled around her and pulled her to the back of its throat. Her feet first this time, bound by its inner muscles, drawn down into its esophagus. She moaned prayers to an absent god as she was swallowed whole and alive down the monster’s throat. Its slimy walls constricted her. She felt a valve, soft and wet against her toes, and then this opened, and she was pushed deeper. Into a hot, damp chamber that stretched around her like warm, wet cloth.

This is where I die, thought Misty, knees against her bare breasts. Her body drenched in slime. This dark, stinking pit is where I suffocate or melt away.

The gulper swallowed a mouthful of air, pushing it down into the sac with Misty. The stench was unpleasant, but she could breathe better. But why? Why would it want her alive? As the beast began to move and jostle around her, she could think of only unpleasant answers to these questions.

The gulper’s lair was a dugout concealed in a scrapyard. The area surrounding its burrow was strewn with the regurgitated bones of its victims. Human skulls and limbs, bare save for slime, attracted swarms of the fat black flies that had feasted upon the carcass of London for weeks. The gulper hopped past them, its distended belly swaying with its most recent meal as it went sloshing down into its dugout.

There, it nestled in a warm, dark chamber beneath the ground. It squatted down, bracing its forelimbs on the soft earth, and it began to heave. Inner muscles working and mucus spewing out as it began to regurgitate its last meal.

It would give Misty the same chance it gave all human females: breed or be swallowed again. For good this time. So far, no human females had accepted the gulper’s offer, but the monster liked the look of this one. The softness of her bust and the round ampleness of her bottom. She tasted good, yes, but her hips were wide. Her cunt sweet on his tongue. She would make a good meal, but a better mate.

The human slid from its mouth with blinking effort. Slimy and gasping, she plopped onto the ground of its lair. The gulper stood over Misty. It looked down at her with its reddened, bulging eyes. Its huge, warty cock twitched.

Misty, gasping for breath, traumatized anew by being regurgitated, stared up in horror at the gulper’s inhuman eyes and wide, horrible mouth. Her gaze drifted lower. To that massive cock pointed at her naked body.

“Gggggguggggggglll! GGGRRRRAAWWLLL?” The creature seemed to speak, though there were no words in what it said.

Misty understood. This was an offer, and it would make it only once.

“You want… to put that in me?” she gasped, looking at its cock again. Thinking it was too big. Too horrible. But then looking back at its mouth and realizing she would do anything to avoid going back inside the gulper. Anything to not end her life digesting in its belly. “I… please… don’t hurt me. I’ll do it.”

This was what the gulper had longed to hear. So many foolish girls had failed to see reason and had been relegated to being a meal. But this pretty one saw the better answer and she did not fight as he took her in his arms and spread her upon her back upon the floor of his lair. He did not mount her as a beast, but as a man. Spreading her legs wide and rubbing the head of his grotesque cock against her slit. His lips parted and his huge tongue slithered out, lashing across her face, her breasts, and down between her legs.

Misty moaned with horrified pleasure as the gulper tasted her cunt. Each drag of its huge tongue sent another tremor of pleasure through her body. That tongue, so thick and powerful, sliding wetly across her cunt, tasting her again and again. Then it pressed her legs even wider and shifted its huge, bloated body between her thighs. It held her arms above her head as it rubbed its cock against her entrance again and again. The slime oozing from its cock soaking into her pussy and making her throb with need.

“Ohhhh, god, why does it feel so good?” She moaned and writhed beneath the beast.

Its cock invaded her cunt with a sudden, sharp thrust. She howled in agony, her muscles straining as she arched beneath the Gulper. Its warty cock stretching her to her absolute limit, but its slimy secretions numbing the pain and leaving her with the first, pulsating spasms of pleasure.

“Gggggraaaaaaa,” gurgled the gulper and it began to rut into her. Its tongue licking at her breasts and then pushing into her mouth. She moaned around that huge, wet muscle as it began to rut its foul cock harder into her pussy. Misty’s tits bounced, puffy nipples dragging against its slimy body. Pus dripping from its boils onto her once-clean skin.

The depravity and horror of what was happening gave way to pleasure. The ecstasy of being rutted by such a huge cock and by such a powerful beast. She moaned around the tongue in her mouth, tasting its monstrous filth as her abdomen bulged with each thrust of that huge, hideous cock.

Misty’s fear and horror gave way to madness. She began to move beneath the Gulper, rutting up against the swollen cock. Her body eager for each stroke that nearly ruined her. The very size of it a source of pleasure. She began to cum upon the beast’s cock, her inner walls tensing and gripping it as the beast’s gurgling pleasure grew louder.

Her orgasm was like none she had ever experienced with man or with herself. No pitiful human cock could ever match this cunt-stretching, womb-wrecker. This huge cock plowing into her, intoxicating slime drenching her inner walls, huge bollocks throbbing and slapping against her ass.

“Mmmmhmmmm!” she cried with ecstasy, sucking at the huge tongue in her mouth. Savoring it as she felt the gulper tense above her.

When it came, it was like flood-swollen rivers rushing into her womb. An incessant, pulsating flow of cum that drenched her cervix and filled her with thousands of parasitic larvae. Her belly bloating with the rush of hot seed. Her cunt overflowing as the Gulper’s bollocks twitched again and again. The gulper howled triumphantly. Its monstrous, gurgling voice deafening within the confines of its lair.

Later, after its cock had withdrawn from Misty’s gaping cunt, she lay gasping in a pool of its cum. The gulper sat back on its haunches. Watching her. Waiting as she became feverish and endured the infection of its seed.

By dawn, when she still lived, the gulper knew it had chosen wisely. The fever broke and the pregnancy began.

Misty, delirious still after the intensity of her breeding, crawled to the gulper and nuzzled between its flabby thighs. It draped a webbed hand protectively over her naked body and let out a contented croak as Misty began to kiss and caress its flaccid cock.

Its lust began to stir, and it let out another happy gurgle as it felt the human struggling to fit its cock into her mouth. Misty moaned around it that foul member, her body slick with filth and thick with the stench of the monster’s seed. All thoughts of soap long forgotten as she began to suck the gulper’s hideous cock.
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Clara and the Rats in the Clocktower

A loud knock at Clara Huntson’s bedroom door startled her just as she was about to let down her honey blonde hair from its bun and remove her evening dress from supper. She left the hairpin in place and went to the door with a swish of her skirt. She was a beautiful, green-eyed woman of small size but with a medium bust accentuated by her corseted bodice. She opened the door to find the pale, splotchy face and blue uniform of Corporal Weatherby from the militia.

“Miss,” he said, saluting her as most of the men tended to salute the daughter of the Lord Mayor and fiancé of Captain Clarke. “You must leave immediately. A huge crowd of the hungry dead has been pushing at the western barricade and there is a chance that may break through.”

“Oh, heavens,” said Clara. “I’ll just change my clothes and—”

“No time, miss,” said Weatherby. “They’ve already attacked the Tower and there’s been additional sightings of vermen within the barricades. It seems they’re gathering as well.”

The thought of the horrible ratlike vermen gathering in numbers was almost too horrible for Clara to imagine. While they had plagued the militia since the Deadening began, they were always seen alone or in small groups. Scavenging and sometimes kidnapping unwary young women. Shamblers could be intelligent occasionally, but the vermen were always clever. Which made even lone rats dangerous.

“Let me just pack a valise,” said Clara, turning back to her dresser.

Corporal Weatherby wouldn’t have it. He let her take her purse and a shawl and then bundled her out of her bedroom and down to a waiting carriage. She noticed the carriage had two outriders with shotguns in addition to the driver as she was pushed inside.

“Will you tell Captain Clarke I am safe?” gasped Clara, fully realizing the severity of the situation. “I shouldn’t want him to worry.”

“Yes, miss. You’ll be safe,” promised Weatherby. “They’ll take you to Westminster for the night. All this should be cleared up by morning and you can return.”

He shut the door in her face before she could say more. She heard a thump as he signaled for the carriage to move. It set off at a thunderous pace down the cobblestone streets and toward Westminster Palace. It was pouring rain and clouds nearly blotted out the entire sky.

Clara pressed to the armored shutters over the glass and strained to see what was happening outside the carriage. She could hear weary formation songs from marching militia men and could see groups mustering under the glow of streetlamps. The men in their rain cloaks were bidding farewell to wives and children. The marching groups were already headed in the direction of the western barricades. The opposite direction that Clara’s carriage was heading.

The carriage slowed at one intersection to allow a small group of militia men to pass. Clara happened to press to the window on the opposite side which looked out upon a dark service road between buildings. Several pairs of red eyes peered out from the darkness.

“Vermen,” gasped Clara. Before she could warn the driver, the carriage rolled on, leaving the service road behind.

They arrived at the inner barricades of Westminster and guards flagged the carriage down. Clara was helped from the carriage and several men, seemingly on edge, escorted her past sandbags and barbed wire and to the Clocktower. She paused outside to look up at its illuminated dial. Rain sheeted down into her face and she wiped her eyes as she saw it was after ten o’clock.

“Come inside, my lady, please,” said one of the guards, forcing her into the tower. “You will be safest inside.”

He shut the door behind him with an echoing thud and Clara was alone with the loud ticking of the clock high above her head atop the winding staircase. She heard a lock being turned and could hear orders being barked on the other side. Then it was quiet. Just that tick-tock so loud that she could feel it as if she were holding a watch up to her ear. It was almost hypnotic.

Although some light from the clockface spilled down the tower, the chamber at the base of the tower was brightly lit by additional lanterns. She took one from a peg on the wall and began to climb up. She stopped at the third landing and lowered the dimmer of the lantern. She sat down, pushed her back to the wall, and closed her eyes. She was just beginning to drift off to sleep when Big Ben struck eleven.

The toll of the bell was deafening. She covered her ears and screamed as each peal shook her bones within her body. She was still recovering from the toll when she noticed another sound. A commotion outside the door. Men shouting. Weapons thundering and blades clashing. This went on for several minutes, the combat seeming to match the rhythm of the ticking clock tower. Clara held her breath until the battle fell silent and only the ticking of Big Ben remained.

The relative silence was broken by a scratching, picking sound. Clara jerked in surprise and pressed herself to the railing to peer down the stairs. The lock on the door was jiggling. Someone, or something, was trying to unlock the door.

Shamblers wouldn’t do that.

“Oh, god, the vermen,” gasped Clara.

She watched in horror as the lock turned and clicked. Her blood was ice in her veins and her heart was pounding heavily in her chest. The handle slowly turned, and the door slowly swung open.

Torchlight brightened the entrance and for a long moment a distorted, flickering shadow fell across the floor. Clara wanted to scream. To run.

In stepped the most horrifying creature she had ever seen. She had only ever seen vermen dead or in a cage. This one was bigger, huge even, and very much alive. He stepped into the tower, looked about the ground floor, and then looked up directly at Clara. He walked on two legs, more upright than most of his kind, with a slightly crooked rat like snout, long whiskers, and patchy brown fur. He wore a ridiculous wig of powdered white curls. Long, jagged yellow teeth stuck from his mouth, and he licked his lips with the curl of his long red tongue. His clawed hands grasped a long staff with a crude rat’s head symbol atop it. This was smeared with blood and gore.

He wore a crown. Glittering with diamonds and rubies. Along with heavy, jewel-encrusted necklaces and rings on his clawed fingers. Clara realized with horror that these were the royal jewels. This filthy, vile creature was wearing the royal jewels and making a mockery of the Union Jack by wearing one as a tattered cape.

Then her attention was drawn from the jewels to his nakedness, for something truly foul jutted from beneath his grotesquely swollen belly. The Vermen King’s penis was long and red, with slight knots to it as if it were made from knotted red rope. It glistened wetly, protruding from under the hang of its paunch and two huge, furry bollocks dangled beneath it.

The rat let out a chattering, rasping squeak and seemed to smile at Clara.

That was when she finally broke from her paralysis and let out a shrill scream that echoed up the tower. Clara ran and the Vermen King scurried after her, moving with a speed belied by his bloated belly.

Panting and out of breath, Clara reached the top. She was just behind the clock face. The gears and the pendulums swinging to her right, and the solid face of the Clock Tower to her left. She was bathed in golden light from the great lamp that hung above the clock gears, meant to illuminate the clock face. Below her she could see the city sprawled out like a maze.

She had managed to climb the stairs faster than the fat rat thing, but it did not matter. There was nowhere for her to run.

The Vermen King had slowed his climb. She could hear him wheezing as he ascended the last two floors. His shadow spilled like ink up the stairs. He appeared behind it and gave her that awful smile again. He trundled towards her, breathing heavily, his staff thumping as he leaned against it with each step. His crimson cock glistened wetly in the great lantern’s light.

Clara swallowed hard and backed away. She kept backing until she tripped over her own foot and landed on her soft bum. She was silhouetted against the face of the clocktower for all of London to see. The rat’s silhouette loomed over her as he approached. She backed away from him, crawling on her bum. The larger silhouette leapt with sudden urgency and the smaller silhouette seemed to disappear inside it.

Clara screamed as the king of the rats tore at her bodice. She screamed with all her heart and her screams were drowned out by the deafening peal of Big Ben as it rung midnight.

The rat did not wait for the ringing to stop. He savaged young Clara’s body with his jagged claws, tearing apart her bodice, ripping away her shift, and exposing the pale flesh beneath. His fingers sought the budding pink of her nipples. He pinched and twisted and seemed to relish her cries of pain. His face descended, whiskers hard and prickling, teeth grazing unblemished skin. His hot, wet tongue traveled over Clara’s heaving breasts. She beat her fists against the rat’s head and shoulders, knocking the crown and the wig askew, but otherwise doing nothing to deter the vile creature.

Clara felt the hot tongue slithering over her nipples. Back and forth as though she leaked sweet milk. The rat’s claws ripped at her skirt and tore it apart until her kicking legs were bare save for her stocking and knickers. He left her stockings but tore away her fluffy underclothes. Clara pissed, warm liquid spurting out in fear and shock, but this did nothing to deter the vile rat. He pushed her legs back and offered his rubbing cockhead to that hot stream. The fat brute seemed to relish the last of her fearful expulsion and then shoved his cockhead to her delicate pink folds.

“No! Nooooo!” screamed Clara, but her words were lost to the sounds of the clock. Her body arching with her weight against her shoulders as the rat spread her legs wide and hunched forward. His huge belly pressed down against her and his slimy, vile cock invaded her cunt.

Clara was not a virgin, but she felt like one as that massive, ropy thing invaded her body. The rat squeaked with pleasure as he hilted inside her, his furry bollocks smacking against her round bum as his cock beat against her womb. He stifled her cries with his tongue, leaning over her to thrust it into her mouth. She moaned and tried to turn away, but there was no escaping those thrusts. The horror of them.

The pleasure of them.

Stroke after stroke of the Vermen King’s cock beat against her womb and dragged against her clit. It was pleasure far greater than any she had experienced from the shallow thrusts of her fiancé’s merely human cock. The huge weight of its furry bollocks beat against her ass, promising a foul explosion that would flood her innocent womb.

“Mmmmmmmm!” cried Clara, tears streaming from her eyes as the Vermen King’s tongue seemed to fill her mouth. That vile eel slithered out from her lips trailing saliva and she screamed again. The rat squeaked with amusement, thrusting harder into her stretched cunny and bouncing his bollocks against her bum. Her legs were pressed wide, hips aching, cunt clenching around each savage thrust. The foul reek of the creature seemed to smother Clara. She looked up into its beady eyes, trying to muster the strength to shout defiance at it.

Instead, she began to cum. It struck her in a sudden spasm. A pleasure like none she had ever felt with Captain Clarke. A pulsating, profound ecstasy that made her entire body clench and squeeze around the thrusting cock of the Vermen King.

He felt it too. Letting out a satisfied squeak, he hilted inside her, his scruffy loins rubbing against her delicate mound and his clawed hands on her legs. She felt the warm rush of liquid within her, meeting her pleasure with his as he began to cum. Spurt after spurt of hot, vile seed pumped into Clara’s clutching cunt. Her womb seemed to drink that vile brew and with each spurt she felt herself submitting to the hideous creature.

“My bride! My sweet bride! Mine now! Mine forever!” The rat king’s squeaked words became comprehensible to Clara.

“No,” she cried, but her body refuted the word with trembling jerks of her hips. “Please… not this.”

“You hear me now, human?” The rat laughed, slowing its thrusts within her and letting its cock slowly slide from her cum-drenched cunt. “I have claimed you as my own. A finer prize than any baubles from a queen. You are my queen. Yes. My queen!”

He leaned down and kissed her, his whiskers rubbing against her face and his tongue thrusting once more into her mouth. Clara kissed the Vermen King back. Her tongue moving against his. Her body, shuddering with aftershocks, slowly dripping with the creature’s warm cum.

He took her again then. Slower, but no less urgent. He turned her onto her hands and knees and mounted her from behind. His weight pushed her face down to the floor. His bollocks swung and beat against her clit.

When Clara came again, she thrust back against that cock. She skewered herself on its throbbing length and accepted the waves of vile pleasure that thundered through her body. She took more of the vile seed with pleasure. Hot spurting gushes of rat cum pumped into her trembling depths. Dripping down her thighs. Frothing with each stroke until her cunt felt buttery and slick with his seed.

He pulled out again and stood over her, twitching his whiskers and looked down at her she writhed in a puddle of spunk. She played with herself and spread his stinking seed over her thighs and up her abdomen. She smeared it onto her breasts and licked the salty foulness of it from her fingers.

He hung his dripping cock above her and she sat up and took it into her mouth. She moaned around it and sucked it like she had seen a whore do once to a militia man. She fondled his furry bollocks and bobbed her head upon him.

“My queen,” he growled, cradling her head with one clawed hand.

“My… my king,” she gasped, returning her mouth to him. Her surrender was silhouetted against the face of Big Ben. Her dark figure bobbing its head upon the rat king’s cock. Sucking him until, as the clock struck one with a single, thunderous peal, he erupted again into her mouth.

She drank his seed and felt it spilling down her chin and dripping onto her tits in warm waves. She fell back, gasping, delirious with shame and pleasure. Drunk upon the king’s mighty seed.

At last, exhausted by her exertions, Clara lay nestled in the Rat Kings furry arms, sleeping. Once the Rat King had summoned his own strength, he gathered up his new queen and carried her down the stairs. The sound of the clock carrying on.

The next day, the captain and his guards stormed to the top of the clock tower, only to find the tattered remains of a white dress and a torn corset, and glistening stains upon the wooden floor that gave off a foul animal musk. Of Clara, nothing else remained to be found, and no peace was ever given to her fiancé.
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Jane and the Doctor’s Dark Secrets

The shambler waddled slowly across the street dragging a bloodied doll in one hand as its bulging eyes searched the night. Its rotten jaw hung open and a long, black tongue hung out of its mouth and dripped with slime that had stained streaks down the front of the ridiculous ruffled shirt it was wearing. Although grotesquely swollen, bulging from clothing that was split at the seams, the shambler exhibited sudden dexterity when a cat leapt into its path. The flabby hands only missed the hissing tomcat by inches before the animal fled into a nearby alley.

A flash of light sparkled in that same alley. Something that flickered and caught the dead one’s attention, like a sliver of moonlight reflecting from the face of a watch.

“Hungreeeee,” growled the shamble and it lurched towards the alleyway.

The source of the light disappeared, but the hungry dead thing kept walking towards the darkness. Its nostrils flared and its drooling became more pronounced. It tossed aside the child’s doll and reached out with groping hands in search of the warm flesh it sought.

“Hungreeeee,” it repeated, slime slopping from its dangling jaw and its tongue searching for fresh meat or a warm hole to violate.

The blade flashed with that same silvery flight, causing the shambler to flinch back. This motion saved its questing tongue from the blade’s descent, but did not spare its reaching hands, which were cut neatly off at the wrists and dropped to the alleyway. The shambler lifted its stumps slowly to look at them as blackened, congealed blood oozed out. It made a sound of disappointment and then the silver blade took off its head.

Even headless, the shambler seemed to live another few seconds, staggering and slowly turning. Then it dropped heavily to the paving stones, its last rotten blood exiting its neck with a gush of black ichor, and it lay still.

Boots clicked as Jane Dowarty stepped out of the darkness. She was a tall woman with dark, braided hair and a more than ample bust swelling atop her tight vest and opened blouse beneath. She was beautiful, but hard, with green eyes that betrayed not a speck of fear and a smile that was more like a grimace. She was dressed in a hodgepodge of scavenged clothing, a royal green jacket of a grenadier and multiple pistol belts and sword scabbards layered upon tight leather pants that accentuated her ample bottom.

She grabbed the tail of the shambler’s jacket and used it to wipe her blade clean. She searched its pockets and found a man’s wallet stuffed with pound notes. These she let flutter from her fingers, but she took out the man’s other papers. One scrap was a doctor’s license that listed an address in the nouveau riche neighborhood of Belgravia.

“Well, well, Doctor Falcrest,” said Jane, reading the man’s name, “perhaps I’ll pay your house a visit and see if there’s anything worth taking.”

She searched the headless shambler’s other pockets and found a set of keys. One was clearly a house key, but another was strange and long, like a skeleton key but recently made.

“What’s this? A stash of medical supplies for me to loot?” Jane patted the shambler’s chest affectionately. “Why thank you, doctor. Don’t mind if I do.”

Jane could hear other shamblers approaching, likely drawn by the scent of even one of their own kind being slain.

As the city emptied of fresh meals, Jane had witnessed more and more of the monsters turning on each other. The shambling dead tended not to attack one another when their prey was still walking, but if one of their kind perished or became somehow trapped, the others would devour their kin without hesitation. She had once observed a shamble pinned under a fallen wall being slowly eaten by its comrades over a period of two days. The vile thing did not even perish, for its comrades could not reach its head or chest and simply ate off its limbs. Once its comrades had departed, their bellies swollen with rotten flesh, Jane had delivered a coup de grâce with a cavalry saber to silence its moaning.  

The shuffling footsteps of three of the shamblers drew nearer. Weeks of surviving in crawling London had left Jane fearless of all but the biggest packs of shamblers. Still, she did not want to spend her time dealing with the creatures, which might eventually accumulate in burdensome numbers.

No time for such culling if she was to investigate the doctor’s home in Belgravia before sunrise. She finished her search of the shambler’s pockets and retrieved her sturdy leather valise containing her scavenging for the night. Not much. A tin of fish and a bottle of tonic water along with a few rounds of ammunition for a weapon she was not even carrying.

She slipped out of the alleyway, her boots clicking softly on the cobblestones as she made for Belgravia. It was a neighborhood of mansions and townhouses squeezed into rows. New palaces of gilded white plaster that had once held the promise of a burgeoning upper class of commoners.

Belgravia had been one of the first neighborhoods engulfed in mists and overrun with the dead. The houses there had been looted early in the Deadening, their windows smashed, and many burned, but a doctor’s house promised hidden treasures. Particularly with that key she had discovered. If his house had a cellar, he might have an entire laboratory within, which meant chemicals she could use or trade with other survivors.

There were packs of gaunt shamblers picking over the ruins of the townhouses in Belgravia. Some skeletal winged thing watching from a rooftop, its red eyes glowering down at Jane but the creature deciding she was too dangerous to be worth the effort. She saluted the creature with a pistol. The creature took to wing, circling once over the neighborhood before flapping off into the dense fog banks frothing from the Thames. A shambler spotted Jane and she dispatched it with a single parry of its reaching claws and a stab of her saber through its eye.

She moved on, seeking the address of the doctor’s house. Fortunately, it was not one of the houses that had been burned to a blackened skeleton. She made her way up the stairs and into a darkened entryway. Once, a butler might have answered the door, but now there was only a soft moan of the night wind through broken windows and a carpet of bloodied footprints on the tiles, turned black with time.

There was a strange, foul odor in the house. A worse stench than merely decay. It put her on edge as she crept through the ransacked house. Broken glass and shattered ceramics crunched under Jane’s boots. She was on her way to the kitchen, passing through the dark stairwell to the second and third floors, when her boot encountered something that squished and thumped. She looked down and saw a human jawbone that had been turned an odd shade of green. It glistened with damp slime.

“What’s this now?” she wondered, crouching down to nudge it with her saber. There were more bones glistening in the darkness. Many more. Whole ribcages and green-stained legbones still connected by traces of sinew. There were enough bones strewn and heaped to make several humans. For the first time in a few days, Jane felt fear. She stood and something warm and wet splashed against her shoulder.

She looked up as the Pustuloth struck. Its grotesque fleshy body, like some diseased barnacle, was clinging to the underside of the archway supporting the staircase. Its toothless maw, so repulsively like a sphincter, yawned open, dripping with slime and its “tongue” shot out from this and wrapped around Jane’s slender neck. It was a tentacle, not a tongue, and one long enough to wrap around Jane’s body several times as it lifted her off her feet.

“GGGkkkktthh!” she cried, losing her saber and kicking as she grabbed at the tentacle, fighting to free it from her body. But this only brought her bare hands in contact with the slippery tentacle and exposed her to its stinging cells. Not designed to kill or even paralyze, these cells inflicted a different sort of horror upon Jane.

As the Pustuloth dragged her towards its gaping mouth, she became calm. She even relaxed. Her fingers slipping away from the tentacle. Her arms dangling from her sides as she was drawn head-first into the Pustuloth.

Her last view was of that awful pink stomach stretching to accommodate her. A horrible warmth covering her in more of the Pustuloth’s calming secretions as she was drawing completely inside its stomach and the mouth sphincter slurped her feet inside. The large tentacle released her and she fell back with a grunt against the yielding walls. Her head was spinning. Warmth and calm threatening to smother her.

In the pitch-black interior of the creature, she felt smaller tentacles beginning to wriggle and reach for her body from the inner lining of its stomach. These were much softer and gentler than the tentacle that had captured her, but these small tendrils were insistent. They plucked at her clothing. They unburdened her of gun belts and scabbards. Collecting them at her feet before excreting him back out of the mouth to drop heavily atop the bone pile. Her boots the Pustuloth kept. It could digest those eventually.

Tentacles wriggled into her sleeves and slithered down into her cleavage. They stroked her face and tasted her neck. They dragged hotly across her nipples. They teased against her lips.

“Ohhhhhh,” she moaned softly as she felt them squirming into the waist of her trousers. A tentacle worked its way into her mouth, and she tasted sour slime against her tongue. Her lower half had their fullest attention. Peeling and plucking at her pants. Wriggling into her thong. Between her buttocks. Over the fuzzy thatch of her quim. The slime relaxing her. Imparting, even, a terrible sort of pleasure.

“No, not like this,” she moaned, her words muffled by the tentacle wriggling against her tongue. She felt every scrap of her clothing being stripped away like the peel of a fruit. The tentacles even took her wool stockings.

Dreamily pleasured by the stroking tentacles, Jane offered little resistance. Some dim survival instinct warned her that it would begin digesting her soon. That she would end up like those green-stained skeletons she had stepped on below.

The pleasure of the tentacles writhing and squeezing Jane’s ample curves and the copious amounts of venom her body had absorbed kept her from struggling. She whimpered and squirmed against the tentacles. Feeling them brush against her anus. Her soft folds. Tentacles slowly invaded her and stung her from within, exploring her tender holes and building pleasure into a bubbling stewpot of ecstasy.

“Mmmmmm ohhhhhh,” she moaned, writhing just enough that she tipped forward and fell head down and bum up in the creature’s stomach. The tentacles took full advantage. A bouquet of wriggling lust pushing into her spread ass and bared cunt. Pleasuring her in ways she had never even conceived. She was wracked with one climax and then another. Her inner walls clutching at the thrusting tentacles as she submitted to this lewd demise.

She was not dead yet. Even through the waves of ecstasy amid the obscene slurping sounds of her body being violated, the upside-down position afforded Jane a lifeline of escape. A slim hope even as ecstasy throttled her mind. Her fingers brushed against her leather trousers, already beginning to digest up against the wall of the stomach. She felt the lip of a pocket and something within. The metal handle of a dagger. A weapon of last resort if she was ever pinned beneath a shambler.

Or swallowed alive and stripped by a Pustuloth.

Her fingers closed on the dagger’s handle. Another wave of ecstasy wracked her body, slime flowing into her ass and her tentacle-stuffed cunt. Pleasure that beckoned her towards a doom that would be far better than living in Fallen London. Why not give in? Why not let herself melt into ecstasy and nourish this creature? Her own voice told her to let go of the dagger and surrender to the pleasure.

Her muscle memory was stronger. Her grip tightened on the dagger even as a fresh wave of ecstasy crashed through her tentacle-stuffed cunt. She was beginning to feel a burning sensation on the soles of her feet. A tingling that suggested she was on course to be digested.

That simply wouldn’t do.

Adrenaline surged through Jane and she lashed out, severing tentacles with the dagger and falling forward completely as the others released her. She stabbed the inner lining of the Pustuloth and black blood gushed into the chamber. The creature gurgled angrily, its sphincter-like lips opening as it dropped her from the ceiling down to the floor. She landed heavily atop her weapons and the slime-eaten bones. She rolled over onto her back, her glistening breasts spreading on her ribcage as she looked up at the Pustuloth.

Its maw hung open, dripping with blood, and it let out a gurgling hiss and flung its tentacle at her. Only it was different. The tip had peeled back to reveal a bony harpoon and this it aimed at Jane’s bare chest. The foul barnacle clearly preferred live prey and playing with its food, but it would take her dead if need be.

Jane had scarcely a moment to react to deflect its first strike, sending the bony harpoon skittering off her dagger. Her weapon was too small to reliably protect herself from that appendage. She fumbled for something else. Something more substantial.

Her fingers closed on a two-pounder grenadier’s charge. She pulled the pin, and it hissed and flared with fire. The Pustuloth struck again and wrapped its tentacle around the grenade, drawing it up into its hungry body. Smoke gushed out from its sealing sphincter.

“Oh, bloody hell,” muttered Jane, realizing her peril and rolling aside and covering her head.

The Pustuloth detonated with half a pound of gunpowder inside the hollow cannonball. Its soft, fleshy body was reduced to a ruin and its innards painted across the walls and floor. Shrapnel scythed downward, but fortunately missed Jane. Only the shell-like foot of the creature remained atop the ceiling, a rim of chitin that hung with gory ribbons of flesh.

Her ears ringing, and her body still throbbing with envenomed haze, Jane got to her feet. She collected what she could of her clothing and equipment and staggered into the kitchen. That boom would attract things, probably worse than the Pustuloth, but she wasn’t coming all this way to give up. She fished the doctor’s key out of her pocket and unlocked the kitchen door down into the cellar.

Her first shock came as electric lights switched on as she descended the staircase. She shut and barred the door behind her and entered a tiled medical gallery. A dissected shambler lay secured with straps upon a cart. Its muscles twitched and its eyes rolled in its head as it saw Jane. She dropped her clothing and weapons and walked over to it, prodding its decaying, yet still living innards with a finger.

“Been down here since the start?” she asked, and the creature gurgled helplessly. “Bet you’re starving, eh? Tough break.”

The shelves of Doctor Falcrest’s were laden with various medical chemicals and implements, as well as pickled samples of various creatures that had appeared with the Deadening. Some of these still moved about in the pickling solution, their sucker mouths pressing to the jars as if they could sense Jane.

She turned to the darkened end of the gallery and stopped, her breath catching in her throat. A huge humanoid shape loomed in the shadows. It was seated, twice the size or more of any man. She switched on a light and gasped as the sight of the creature. A muscular assembly of human parts and those of a beast like a mangy bear. Its beastly muzzle contrasted with human eyes that stared, dead and glassy, straight ahead. Its chest was a great, hairy barrel. Its thighs like tree trunks. And between its legs hung the graying hose of a cock the resembled something between human and horse.

“Doctor, what have you been up to?” muttered Jane, padding cautiously closer, her feet bare on the cold tiles. She circled slowly around the creature, its limbs clearly sewn together, and its body mismatched and yet almost symmetrical. The huge, muscular back of the creature was wedded to a brass plate supporting six glass cylinders of luminous green liquid. There was a switch near the bottom of the plate and a simple label that read, “Chemical Activator.”

Jane could not hope to explain to herself why she curiously flipped the switch, but it would be a decision that she regretted almost immediately and for the remainder of her life. The green liquid pumped from the cylinders into the motley ogre’s body. Its muscles began to twitch, and it groaned as Jane backed away. Jane retreated from it and saw its eyes beginning to focus. It was looking at her as it rose from the chair and its bearlike muzzle opened and closed.

“BREED,” snarled the creature through clenched teeth.

“Oh, Christ, that was a bloody mistake,” said Jane, backing towards her weapons.

Falcrest’s monster charged at Jane as she backed towards the stairs. His shoulder caught her midsection, knocking the air from her lungs as he bore her through a curtain and into an adjoining room. They landed in Doctor Falcrest’s subterranean study. Electric light pulsating to the faint hum of a generator and illuminating a messy desk and walls tacked with grotesque anatomical diagrams. Jane collided hard with a table, knocking aside books and ink pots as she struggled with the brute.

The motley ogre snarled and snapped his ursine jaws. His eyes narrowed with hatred, but he did not rend or pummel Jane. He pinned her wrists above her head with one huge hand as he growled and let his other hand explore the heaving lusciousness of her breasts. Cold fingers dragged over soft flesh. Pinched at stiffened nipples. Roamed lower, down her firm abdomen to the untamed tuft of hair atop her mound.

“You… you bastard,” she gasped as the hulking dead thing explored Jane’s secret heat with his probing fingers. He growled above her, drool dripping from his bestial jaws onto her tits as he slid two fingers into her cunt.

“Breed,” he growled, intense and quiet in the shambles of the study.

He spread her legs wide and she could not resist. The venom of the Pustuloth was still working on her body, warming and relaxing her as the huge patchwork monster bent her legs back into a press and positioned its oversized body atop her. Its growling intensified as the fat, flattened head of its cock rubbed at Jane’s slick entrance. Greased by the Pustuloth, lubricated with relaxing slime, her folds parted easily to the ogre’s tip. She cried out as it thrust deeper, hilting its massive member inside her and spanking her ass with the swinging weight of its bollocks.

The cool, undead flesh of the ogre was beginning to warm. Revitalized by the doctor’s chemicals that Jane had foolishly injected into the monster’s body. His muscles stood out against stitched flesh. His body hunching over Jane as the massive, throbbing pillar of its lust plunged in and out of her cunt. Its enormous bollocks spanking harder against her. Jane’s big, soft breasts shuddering with each plunging impact of its cock.

“OOOoooohhhh blooooody helllll,” gasped Jane, her head bouncing and the whole table shaking beneath them. Her body was contorted by the brute’s lust. Her abdomen bulged with each stroke, and she could feel the ogre’s massive cock rearranging her insides for his pleasure.

Her first orgasm was a stunning betrayal of her body. Her second was a revelation, her pussy clutching at the thrusting pillar of flesh and feeling every pulsating, inhuman vein and ridge. The lewd sounds of the beast’s rut grew louder. He snarled and gnashed his teeth as his cock stretched out Jane’s tight cunt.

The ogre’s thrusts grew to a brutal intensity. Jane’s body was squeezed beneath the beast, her hips bent upwards, and her bum almost pointed at the ceiling. Her shoulders and neck were bearing most of her weight. The beast threw back his head and let out a bloodcurdling howl of pleasure that shook the corkboard walls of the study.

“Gooooodddddddd! Save me! AHHHHH!” Jane felt as if she might rip in half as another orgasm throttled the beast’s plunging cock. Her intense spasms gripped him but could not arrest his ferocious thrusts.

“BREEEEEEED!” roared the ogre, smacking his hairy hips against her and engulfing her in his foul, deathly stench. His inhuman bollocks tightened and Jane cried out as she felt the first pulsating spasm of his release. Hot cum gushed into her depths. Spurt after spurt of monstrous seed drenched her womb and overflowed the pulsating piston of the ogre’s cock.

He emptied his bollocks into Jane’s receptive body, his cock slowly going limp as his thrusts slowed. The motley ogre eased his reddened pillar from Jane’s creamy cunt. His blunt tip finally fell free with a wet slurp and Jane gasped as the brute’s cum poured out of her onto the table. She looked up, stunned and panting, as the ogre released her and slowly let her slide flat onto her back.

Her thighs quivered with aftershocks of her overtaxed pleasure. Her flushed face was stricken with the violence of her carnal ecstasy.

“Mine now,” rumbled the beast. He turned her over with a flip of one huge hand and aimed his massive cock at her plush bottom.

“What are you…. What...AHhhhhh!”

She cried as warm liquid splashed against her buttocks and poured down her thighs. Hot, stinking fluid emptied from the ogre’s cock and marked Jane’s body as his territory. He finished relieving himself upon her and let her slide from her table and to her knees in his puddled filth. She looked up at him, trembling, defeated, and slowly wrapped her arms around one huge leg.

“Good,” said the ogre, his bestial smile revealing his huge, sharp fangs. One hand cradled Jane’s head and he guided her to his dripping cock.

Without thought or hesitation, Jane began to kiss and lick the ogre’s cock. Since the Deadening, she had learned to adapt to the difficult circumstances. This was but another change in the circumstances.

She adapted with a moan, stretching her mouth around the ogre’s huge cock and beginning to suck. The beast let out a satisfied growl and stroked Jane’s braided hair with his huge hand. He would protect her. He would take care of her.

After all, he had every reason.

She was his mate.

OEBPS/image_rsrcT7.jpg
LONC Rl





cover.jpeg
LONDON

zmn N\ ﬁm"u

uu/ . &

04 Ny
/

»
. 4’»‘2 )

SATE .. SR EEW





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




