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 Zombies. That's how everyone thought the world would end. Movies and television shows taught us that the dead would rise from the grave, or that hell was overflowing and the decaying flesh would spill upon the Earth. It would be the end of days in biblical proportions, endless waves of the undead ravaging the planet and leaving humanity down to a final few survivors who'd have to work together to make it out. 

All in all, that's a bunch of bull. 

"Take your clothes off and let me suck your cock, handsome." 

Maybe once, a long time ago, I would have obliged. She was a looker, and had some of the biggest tits I'd ever seen before. And after all, how often do you get some big-breasted babe coming up to you and asking to give you a blowjob? A man could be tempted in that situation, especially when it's been a while since the last time. I couldn't let her convince me, though. There were certain rules to surviving the apocalypse, and it was times like this where you couldn't just ignore them. 

Rule one: Always know the exit. 

The electricity had been the first thing to go after the end of the world. The new occupants didn't have much of a mind for all that technical stuff, so every town went dark along the east coast within a matter of days. As a result, those automatic doors that convenience stores often had were the worst. Precious seconds could be wasted trying to open those things, so it's always wise to look around first before prying it open. After that, never close them again. 

Rule two: Always have a backup escape plan. 

One door isn't enough. 

They can come from anywhere, like Ms. Dirty Mouth right here in front of me. If you aren't aware of your surroundings, then you're as good as dead, I figure. I didn't survive because I was lucky. I knew how to handle myself in any situation. 

The rear of the convenience store had a door — unlocked, last time I checked. 

"Like, you want to fuck my big tits, mister? It's been so long since I had a cock between them. Stick it in there and give me a fresh load of cream." 

What about you, Jim? 

The store's only clerk was lying face-up, sprawled on the floor next to the fountain drink machines. The hole in his head and the nametag on his shirt was enough to tell the story, as well as the two massive breasts that had ripped apart three buttons. 

Cleanup on aisle two. 

Whatever gun he had used to blow his brains out was long gone. 

"My pussy's so wet for your dick, baby. Like, you wanna take your clothes off and fuck me right here? I promise I'll make you come." 

"Just a moment," I told the gal, reaching into my pack. "Before we get down to business, I have a little gift for you. I heard you like dicks." 

"Oh yeah," she giggled, licking her lips. 

"Here. Saved it just for you." 

Humanity struggled in the first days. You see, no one had any idea how to fight back against the bimbos when it all started. You could grab a shovel or a pickaxe and hope to make it past twenty or thirty of them before one kisses you and it's all over. 

Or, there's always the gun route, but you can just as easily run into the same problem. The way I see it, nothing is worth it if there's at least twenty bimbos surrounding a hot item. 

You might as well blow your brains out like poor Jim here. 

But, I had something else in my hand: a six-inch dildo. 

"You like cocks, right?" I joked to the bimbo. 

"Yes. Like, I do love them!" 

"Fetch!" 

She scampered like a dog after a fresh bone, running back around the opposite side of the aisle. 

There was something about the way their brains were wired now, I reckon. The image of something phallic and cock-shaped had their attention, at least until they found out it wasn't real. Hell, I'd even tricked a few in the dark with bananas. It sent them chasing after it, eager to wrap their lips around what they believed to be a real penis. Blondie, here, was just like the rest of them, big-titted and horny, with only one thing on her mind. 

Rule seven: Don't get distracted. 

As harmless as they seemed, bimbos were dangerous, and I couldn't let myself become preoccupied with the logistics of it all while in the middle of a hot situation. Blondie had ran off, giving me some breathing room, so it was time to raid the snacks. 

That was one thing that the movies and television shows were wrong about. 

There was plenty  of food left for the survivors. When more than ninety-nine percent of the population were cock-hungry bimbos with no appetite, then the rest of us were as far as possible from starvation. Still, Thompson was always telling me to never count my chickens before they hatch, or whatever. The man was more paranoid than I was, except he didn't have rules to live by before I met him. 

I swept my arm across the shelf, guiding the bags of chips and crackers into my pack. And I couldn't forget Spam. Spam was any survivor's lifesaver. It came in abundance and lasted for several years before expiring, and it was delicious on top of that. When the world went to shit, Spam was like that high-priced restaurant where all the appetizers cost more than twenty dollars, only now it was all free. 

Thompson honked outside, and I knew that I was wasting time. 

More snacks went into the pack until they were spilling all over the floor. On the other side of the store, Blondie had seen through my trick. 

"I want a real cock," she pouted. "Like, drop your pants so I can suck you dry, cutie. I bet you got a nice hard-on under there. Won't you let me touch it?" 

"Maybe another day," 

I promised, jogging towards the sliding doors and slipping through the crack between. I closed them just in time for Blondie to appear at the window, pounding her fists lightly against the glass. I kissed my hand and waved it in the air. "It was a pleasure!" 

"Give it to me. Give it to me." Thompson was rubbing his hands together as if he was coaxing a pair of dice to land on lucky seven. 

I hopped into the passenger side of his black 4x4 and tossed the full pack between us. Bags of barbeque-flavored chips spilled down to the floor. "Oh baby!" 

"Rule seventeen," I reminded him as he dug through the prizes from my supply run. 

"Yeah, I know. Always make sure the coast is clear around the escape path. What are you, my mother? Oh shit, a Twinkie!  Thank you God!" I rolled my eyes. 

Sometimes, I wished that the bimbo apocalypse was worse than it actual was. 

Survivors like Thompson were easily distracted, emotionally unstable at times, and very unaware of their surroundings. Yet, bimbos were slow, talkative, and rather obvious when everything else was dead and silent. It allowed people like him to survive. 

"Meet any cute ladies in there?" Thompson asked while chewing. 

I shrugged my shoulders. "I don't want to talk about it." 

He slapped my arm. "Was she mean to you? You can talk to me about it, man to man, okay? That's what I'm here for. I'm your wingman. Now, what did she look like?" 

"Blonde," I recited plainly. "Big tits. Wanted to suck my dick." 

Thompson whistled. "Man, you should've taken her up on that offer. Ain't too often you find a girl like that around here, right? Now now, were they nice and firm, those ones high up and bolted on?" He held his hands up on his chest. "Or did they have a sag to them, you know?" 

He liked to joke. 

Everyone needed a way to survive the bimbo apocalypse, and that was his method, just like my rules. I had to plan and obsessively observe my surroundings, while he preferred to poke fun at all the new big-titted strippers that now walked the Earth, eager to suck dick. 

Something ahead moved in the darkness. "Rule seventeen," I mumbled. 

"So, what does that mean? Firm or saggy? I can't keep up with all your rules anymore." 

I motioned my head forward. 

Thompson turned to look through the windshield. 

"Oh, I see. We got some friendly gals that want to join in on the fun." 

When he cranked the lights, the road ahead was suddenly swarming with dozens of bimbos, all walking towards the front of his 4x4. 

Like all the rest, each one was blonde and had big tits. Some had retained their clothes, while others — particularly the former males — were completely topless. Whatever they were before, it didn't matter now. They all strolled towards us, a hunger in their eyes. Their mouths moved, but we couldn't hear them inside the cab. 

"Relax, man," 

Thompson said as I tensed up in the seat. "We can get out of this." 

Thompson's truck had been outfitted with all the modifications to survive the bimbo apocalypse, including lifted suspension, roll bar and additional high-intensity lights on top of the cab, off-road tires, and a heavy-duty brush guard. You couldn't be too careful when the rest of the world was out trying to get you, and the brush guard made sure that bimbos caught in the path of the truck would have a lesser chance of damaging the front of the vehicle, or potentially the engine. 

I heard a maniacal laugh of a man getting on a bucking bronco. 

"Here were go, partner! Buckle up and hold on tight!" 

And the sea of bimbos in front of us seemed to disappear, but not without the jarring bump of the truck's tires crushing every single one that went underneath the vehicle. In their faces was no fear at all, no recognition of the brutal death that was waiting only seconds away. 

They were all lined up as if they wanted to be ran over. 

One thump of them hitting the brush guard before each one was yanked underneath. A few seconds later, we saw clear road ahead. 

"Take that you big- breasted bitches!" Thompson yelled out through his window. "Oh man, did that give you a rush, too? My heart's pumping. That had to be a dozen of 'em. We're a regular bimbo-killing team, aren't we?" 

Ninety-nine percent of the world was gone in two months. The first wave of bimbos started up north somewhere. No one could actually pinpoint the source of the outbreak. 

One week later and the entire northeast was under quarantine, but little that did. 

Bimbos started sprouting up in the west, and by the end of the first month the United States was on its own. Communication had died early on, so no one had any idea what the rest of the world was like. 

My ninety-nine percent calculation was generous, to put it lightly. I figured the United States was worse than average, so I used lesser contamination rates when I ended up with that figure. Still, that left seventy million people around the world who had yet to be touched by the bimbo virus, but that didn't sound right. As I looked around at empty streets, department stores swarming with bimbos, and stoplight intersections at a standstill because of abandoned vehicles, I had to ask myself: where were those seventy million at? I sure as hell didn't see any. 

"Not too much farther until our salvation," 

Thompson said. "Once we get that boat, we'll be home free." 

The only reason I chose to stay with Thompson was because he had a plan, and out here in the bimbo-infested world it was best to have a partner. 

Rule five: Never go alone if you can help it. 

Thompson explained that he had an uncle that lived on the east coast who owned a small boat, and that there were islands not too many miles off shore. Of course, that all depended on several variables about whether or not the boat was still there or not. His uncle could have already taken it, or some other survivor could have stolen it in search for land elsewhere. We surely weren't the first idiots to think of taking a boat, I told him many times. 

"The boat will be there," Thompson said once. 

"I know it will. It's all we got. What else you want to do? Stay here with all these sluts and try not to get your cock sucked?" 

It was a plan, anyway. I had nothing else better. 

We'd find it at Virginia Beach, hopefully, just east of Norfolk. I tried not to get excited about the possibility, for I knew better than to hope for any way to get out of this mess. This was our destiny now, to live in a world infested with bimbos who want nothing else than to make out with you. In some way, it was all a cruel joke. 

Nobody knew much of anything about the bimbo virus. It started in the brain, I knew, like some kind of disease that spread through the contact of bodily fluids. 

After that, it depended on the person. I'd heard of people turning in only half-an-hour, while others took several days to fully transform. 

They'd start to think like bimbos at first, wanting to have sex and suck dicks, and then the bodies would actually start to change. Man or woman, it didn't matter. In the end, everyone was heavy in the chest and one-hundred percent a woman from top to bottom. 

And there was something else, too. It was only a rumor, but I never forgot it. Supposedly, a handful of the population was immune to it, but they still carried the disease. Any contact with them could still —

"Hey champ, look up here. What does that look like to you?" 

I was half-awake with a belly full of sour cream and onion flavored chips when I felt the truck began to slow and saw it through the windshield. Up ahead was an overturned bus with at least fifty bimbos surrounding the crash scene. Standing on top of the wrecked vehicle were two women, already waving at us by the time my eyes fully opened. 

"More survivors," I mumbled. 

"Yeah. How about that? What rule is it? Eleven?" 

"Fourteen," I reminded him. 

Rule fourteen: Don't pick up strangers. 

"Well, I wish them the best of luck." 

The rumble of the engine caught the attention of some of the bimbos as we threaded our way around the parked vehicles. 

Up close, we could hear the screams of the two women urging us to help them, but Thompson kept his eyes ahead and his foot on the throttle until the wreck was in our rearview mirror. 

"We should help them," I heard myself mumble. 

"Whoa, now. Let's start that over, because either I'm going deaf, or you said something really  stupid just a moment ago." 

I explained it to him. 

"The world has gone to shit. If we are going to an island off the coast, then we should create some kind of society. What if we need to repopulate the planet?" 

Thompson erupted into laughter. "Now that's the lamest excuse I've ever heard to wanting some pussy." 

"What? I'm serious. The future of the human race is in the survivors' hands. We have a duty to ourselves to keep mankind from going extinct." 

"Oh, a duty, he says," 

Thompson replied. "What about your rules?" 

"So what? Let me make a new rule. Twenty-three. Help repopulate the human race whenever possible." 

"But that conflicts with other rules. You got too many rules, you know that?" 

"Newer rules supersede older ones. They're like amendments." 

"Amendments to the Constitution of so-help-me-or-I'm-going-to-shove-my-foot-so-far-up-your-ass." 

I braced myself as the rear tires skidded against the pavement, sending the 4x4 into a half-spin. Thompson already had his foot on the throttle by the time we were pointed the other direction, and amidst squealing and smoke we headed for the overturned bus. 

You don't need a large group to survive the apocalypse. It gets complicated when everyone has their own opinion on how to handle situations. That's how the survivors end up as cock-craving nymphos with brains the size of peanuts. 

Stupidity is likelier in larger numbers. 

"If you get grabbed, I'm not going to try and save you," Thompson said. 

Rule nine: Don't risk your own life to help someone in danger. 

Wait, maybe that one needs an amendment, too. 

"Of course," I blurted. 

"As long as we keep our heads on our shoulders, we'll be fine. They're just dumb bimbos after all. Just don't do anything stupid." 

"Stupid," he repeated, laughing. "Yeah, don't do anything stupid alright. I don't know why I'm even listening to you." 

The two girls were still there when we neared the intersection, along with an entire crowd of bimbos lazily reaching into the sky around the wreck site. A handful of them closest to us heard the roar of the engine and turned towards the 4x4 as Thompson did a u-turn and started backing up to the bus. 

 THUMP. CRACK. 

 PWHHOOOMP.  Those were the all too familiar sounds of bimbos getting crushed beneath the tires. He reversed until the tailgate was against the bus. 

"One of us should be smart enough and stay inside," he told me while grabbing his shotgun. It was a pump-action Remington, Thompson's pride and joy. He said he found it in the wreckage of a crashed military convoy. All of the other weapons had been picked up, but this one was laying under the seat, just waiting for him. He called her Betty. 

"Let me help. We have a better chance of rescuing everyone if there's the two of us back there." 

Thompson gave me that glare again, that look from me saying something unintelligent. "Fine. Go on, be the boy scout. Help your women in distress. It was your idea." 

The 4x4 had a sliding window on the rear of the cab, so getting to the bed was the easy part. Outside, we were both confronted with the swarm of hungry bimbos bumping against the rear of the truck, grasping at air. 

"Hey pretty boy, you got a nice cock for me?" one asked. 

"I can give it a good suckin' if you'd like. Just step a little closer," another said. 

"I haven't had a good piece of meat in so long, baby," a third. 

It was startling how easy you could get used to it. 

At one point, they were human beings like you, me, and everyone else on the planet. Some were old. Some were young. 

Now, they were all women in their mid-twenties with not much on their mind. It was fascinating how a little disease could do that. Just a little touch through bodily fluids and your identity was completely erased. Could the original people still be in there, alive but behind a mask of someone else? I doubted that anyone in the world had taken the time to study them like that. 

"You got a good prize between your legs, stud?" asked a blonde with a sweatshirt ripped around a staggering amount of cleavage. 

"You hear that, Betty?" Thompson asked, steadying the gun against his shoulder and aiming the barrel. "She wants to know if I have something hard and long for her, isn't that right?" 

"Like, totally." 

"Here you go, sugar." 

 BAM. The woman's head exploded like a watermelon, brains and skull shooting in every direction. The lifeless body immediately slumped to the ground. The rest of the bimbos seemed to be unfazed by it, even the ones that received a healthy dose of still-warm blood and little pieces of broken bone. "Betty says that that wasn't nice. I already have a girl of my own." 

"Please! Help us! We're trapped up here!" one of the girls on the bus screamed. 

"Alright, keep your panties on, girls," Thompson replied, whacking another bimbo in the side of the head with Betty's barrel. Her falling body took down two other ones like bowling pins. 

"I brought a young man with me to save the day." 

It was odd to see a woman with dark hair. 

Everywhere you look, girls were blonde all the way to the roots. You see it for so long that you just don't question it anymore. You have to accept it to survive. The world is ravaged by bimbos, and wishing it was different isn't going to change anything. 

The other girl was blonde, but not like the dozens surrounding the truck. Her roots were darker. 

"Thank you! Thank you so much!" The darker-haired girl was in tears when I helped her down. The drop from the bus down to the bed was a few feet. "I thought we were dead up there!" 

"We have to help him!" the other girl was saying. "We can't just leave him behind!" 

"Let him go!" the dark-haired one replied. 

"No! We can't leave Brad!" 

"Who's Brad?" I asked. 

"My boyfriend!" 

I followed the wailing girl's eyes down to the ground, to the crowd of bimbos. Is that you, Brad? He still had his head by the looks of it, but his chest had already exploded into a great big pair of tits. And the rest of his body wasn't far behind, either, judging by the rips in his pants that came with his enlarging hips, or the lighter tips of his hair. Poor Brad. 

Looks like he had taken the one way ticket on the bimbo train, and he wasn't going to be coming back home. 

"Well well, a newbie." 

Thompson had heard the whole conversation. "Step aside everyone. Brad's going to be wishing that this was all over." He aimed the shotgun at the changed man. 

"No!" The second woman came leaping off the bus so fast that I lost my footing. I looked up just in time to see her bowl into Thompson's shoulder just as his finger pulled the trigger. 

The blast missed Brad, and instead took half the face off of a fully-changed bimbo right next to him. 

"Are you stupid?" 

Thompson asked when he regained his balance. "You could have hurt one of us!" 

"My boyfriend!" 

"Listen, darling. You see those bazookas on his chest? He's gotta be needin' a F-cup bra by now. I don't think he's your boyfriend anymore. Face it, honey. He's craving for cock just like the rest of them." 

The blonde girl fell to her knees, crying. I couldn't blame her. When you lose the ones you know out here, then what else do you have? This new world is cruel and unforgiving, and Brad had been sucked into it like millions of others. Did he even remember being his old self? I'd ask him if I could, but I have a feeling he wouldn't answer any of my questions. 

The dark-haired girl interrupted my thoughts by hugging me. "I'm so glad to see someone else. We were up there for the entire day. A swarm of them just came out of nowhere, and we had no place else to go." 

"Well, uh, you're lucky to be alive." 

"I'm Hope, by the way, and that's Ashley." 

She gestured to the other girl on her knees. "Please take us with you. Just get us away from this place." 

As it turned out, Ashley and Hope had been farther up north and seen the nastiest of it. 

The both of them were from Vermont, and supposedly everything up there was even worse than it was down here. 

"Whole towns have been burned down," she explained once we were on the road again and heading east. "They tried to stop the spread with fire, but ... it didn't do anything. A lot of people up there had a misconception about it ... about it only being spread through intimate contact. But, just a kiss can give it to the next person. And then it's over." 

"Is that how Brad got it?" I looked up towards the front passenger seat, but Ashley was still asleep. 

Losing her boyfriend to the bimbo virus and staying alive on top of that bus had taken a lot out of her. 

"I think so," Hope said. "I didn't see it myself, but then I heard Ashley screaming, and that's when I saw him. He turned ... but not how I expected. I always thought the body would change first, but instead Brad went on about nonsense, and then he was trying to take Ashley's clothes off without her permission. We tried to ask him questions about his life, but all he went on about was wanting to see Ashley's ... well, between her legs, I mean. His mind was no different than mush." 

"You have any family left?" 

Hope didn't say anything right away. A little, glistening tear streamed down her cheek, but she was quick to wipe it away. "No. I mean, I don't know, actually. They live on the west coast, and we were trying to get south just to find a way out of this mess. But everywhere we go, it's the same." 

"We're going for a boat," I told her. "It's up in Virginia Beach." 

"A boat?" Her eyes lit up. "You think that'll work? Where would we go?" 

"An island," Thompson spoke up from the driver's seat. 

"Some little spot off the coast, a few miles maybe. The plan is that we set up camp there, away from all of this. We make supply runs every once in a while, keep the place stocked. Bimbos are too dumb to use boats, so we'd be safe there. We could restart." 

"Restart?" Hope's face went pale then, as white as milk. "Oh God, I never thought about it like that. The whole world ... is it really that bad? It's not just us?" 

I nodded. There was no reason to expect anything better across the waters. 

News was all over the stations that the first case of the bimbo virus had been quarantined in Europe just before the television went off permanently, and I was willing to bet that one had rapidly become most of the country over the past several weeks. Optimism was not something you had in this new world, not when you needed to survive. There was no one else out there who was going to help us. The four of us were on our own. 

"Hey, sleepyhead, wakey wakey." 

I awoke to see Thompson staring at me with that stupid grin of his. The right side of my face was numb from sleeping against the window, and the bench rear seats hadn't been too kind on my back. 

Outside the front window was complete darkness. Hope's head was motionless on my left shoulder. 

"Where are we?" I whispered. 

"Norfolk, or whatever's left of it. Found an empty street and took a rest." 

 Norfolk.  That meant that we weren't that far away from the coast. "The boat's just a little ways—" 

"Now, hold your horses Davy Crockett. I ain't about to drive to the coast and launch a boat in the middle of the night. We've made it this far. I ain't gonna do something stupid at the last second. We'll bunk in town for the night and head that way in the morning." 

He had a point, but still I couldn't believe it. It was like one of those movie plots that always turns out bad, but yet here we were, not more than thirty minutes away from the coast if the roads were clear. By sunrise, we'd be on our way to safety, or so I hoped. However, even in the face of potential freedom from this madness, I still couldn't ignore the rules. 

It was necessary that I keep my head on my shoulders until we set foot on the island. 

"You excited, kid? Maybe in twelve hours, we'll be on the Black Mary with it rockin' beneath us. An empty island ahead all for ourselves. Maybe, if it's got enough trees, we can make ourselves a log cabin out there. It'd probably take the rest of the summer, but it'd be nice. We'll sleep in tents, or something, until then. We can finally sleep without having to worry about those damn bimbos ever again." 

Thompson was serious. Even with the possibility of a safe haven just off the shore, he still liked to joke that we'd arrive to find it inhabited with bimbos, or all the boats would be gone, or something would happen that'd prevent us from making it. Now, there was a little glint in his eye. 

Night in Norfolk was ... well, dark, to say the least. 

Without any streetlights on, the downtown skyline was just a dark silhouette against the star-filled sky. Great feats of engineering were now lifeless and empty, a shade that only reminded me of how the world once was. 

Thompson drove for a bit, circling around city blocks and surveying the area. He stayed under fifteen miles-per-hour to minimize noise. We saw a few bimbos here and there, walking the streets with no direction as if they were zombies. Then, we'd zoom on by and they'd be chasing after us at a mildly fast walk, saying something about wanting to suck our dicks. In other words, it was a typical, dead city. 

Hope woke a moment later and rubbed her eyes. She noticed that she had left a dried spot of drool on my shoulder and apologized, but I didn't mind. It had been four days since I showered anyway and my shirt was already dirty and stained. A little spot of drool was the least of my worries. 

"Are we there?" she asked quietly. 

"Close, sweetheart," 

Thompson replied. "Just checking out the damage. Looks like Virginia didn't get it as bad as other places. Streets are mostly empty. Maybe people had a chance to get out in time before it hit here." 

 Only to get infected somewhere else. "Holy shit." 

The truck rolled to a stop. My heart caught in my throat after hearing Thompson's voice. Was it a swarm of bimbos he saw, blocking the road? Was it more survivors? There were only a handful of things to cause his voice to come out like that, and none of them were good. 

"Would you look at that. Never thought the place would still be here." 

I leaned over Hope to get a look out of the driver-side windows. It appeared to be an old amusement park, dark and deserted just like the rest of the city. 

Just before a large, empty parking lot were letters hanging over an archway entrance. 

"FunLand?" 

Thompson laughed. 

"Yep. My Uncle used to take me all the time. Never got tired of this place." He turned back to me and raised an eyebrow. "It's where I kissed my first girl." 

"That's sweet," I replied sarcastically. "I never knew you were young once." 

"And I never knew you were a whiny bitch." 

Oh, FunLand. What a silly name for an amusement park. With the world infested with cock-hungry bimbos, how much fun do you have anymore? Without lights, it looked like some set out of a horror movie, where I'd idiotically run into if I had a slow-moving serial killer chasing after me. It was the final showdown scene, where the masked man would somehow get lured onto a ride and suffer some brutal, gory death to the audience's satisfaction, even though he should have outsmarted his prey long ago — and moved at a faster pace than a slow walk. 

Thompson drove us underneath the archway and into the parking lot. I spotted a small Ferris wheel, a mini-golf course, rows of carnival games, and the conventional beverage and snack stands where one could get a hot, cheesy pretzel if the place was still open. My stomach suddenly growled. 

"We're stopping here?" Ashley asked. I didn't know when she had woken up. 

"Yeah," Thompson said calmly. "Why not? The day before we set sail, it feels good to ... reminisce a bit. Take one last step through our old lives." 

"Oddly poetic," I said. 

Thompson replied with a middle finger. 

The best thing about the parking lot was that it was open and surrounded by a chain-link fence. 

Rule number one? The exit was the entrance we had just driven through, accommodable enough for four cars side-by-side. Rule number two? The chain-link fence, the great common barrier between private properties. It would be no match for Thompson's truck if things got into a bind. 

We could drive through if need be, though the place seemed rather empty. Even the occasional walking bimbo was nowhere to be found. 

Thompson carried Betty in his hand and hurdled the ticket gates, a pack of supplies slung over one shoulder. "Just like old times," he joked. 

"Hasn't changed a bit. I'd come on Saturdays when it was packed. Have to wait in line all day just to play some mini-golf, and you could never get in to play the arcade machines. Damn lines went halfway around the property." 

Ashley and Hope stayed in the middle, while I followed in the rear. There had to be someone to watch the rear flanks, and the two girls didn't seem to be as experienced as me and Thompson. My trusty melee weapon of choice was a baseball bat. There was no sense in being too over-the-top when encountering bimbos on foot. A sharp, quick blow was enough to knock one off her feet. If there was a whole horde of them, then it was best to just run and make a path. 

"Hang on a second." 

Thompson stopped and kicked in the door to an old maintenance shed. He disappeared into the darkness, right before I heard the whine of a gasoline-powered engine and saw the whole park become illuminated. 

He came out with a stupid grin on his face. 

"Backup generators. Just the right thing for an apocalypse." 

"Yeah, and half the city is going to see those lights." 

He slapped me on the shoulder. "Relax, man. When have we ever been in danger? Like you said, stupid bimbos are no match for people like us, as long as we stay on our toes. Like this one right here." 

He pointed to the third hole of the mini-golf course. "Now ain't she a beauty." 

Well, the place wasn't completely empty. Our newest guest was wearing a drab maintenance uniform, and was probably once an employee of the place. Now, she was stumbling along the fake grass with her naked tits swinging left and right, drool oozing from the corner of her mouth. 

"Ya'll got a nice cock I can suck? Like, I'm starving for one." 

"I got a big fat one right here," Thompson replied, grabbing his crotch. 

"Oh, can I, like, see it, sugar? I wanna taste it. I wanna have that warm cum go into my mouth." 

Thompson was already at work, grabbing a putter and a golf ball from the nearby rack. "I was a good shot back in my day. What would you give me if I stuck this ball right between her tits? They're firm enough that I bet it'd stick there." 

I rolled my eyes. "I don't know. Twenty bucks." 

He lined up for the swing. "Twenty? I can do twenty." 

Bimbo Barbie over there never saw it coming. 

There was a white blur, and a thwack on the face. Next thing I knew, she was face-down in the dirt, wiggling like some animal caught in a snare. 

"Hmmm." Thompson scratched his scalp. "It has been a while. A little too much power on it. Gotta work on that." 

The woman was slow to her feet, and by then we saw what the damage was. 

Two of her front teeth were missing, and a line of blood had decorated her smooth chin. Still, she staggered toward us, almost tripping several times on the green. 

"You like blowjobs?" her voice whistled. "Like, can I suck some dick?" 

"Just a minute, honey," Thompson said, grabbing another golf ball. 

This one was lower, and sure enough, the ball landed right between her tits, causing them both to jiggle excessively. Thompson pumped his fist into the air, cheering ecstatically. "You see that? Right on the mark, baby! Papa here hasn't lost his touch." He gestured for the cash with his hand. 

"What are you going to do with that money, anyway?" 

"Gloat." 

Here's the thing about bimbos. They're determined, just like zombies, and they won't stop until they have absolutely no way of moving. 

Bimbo Barbie here didn't seem to recognize pain, not even when Thompson hit her in the eye with another golf ball. It splattered, leaving a pinkish, clumpy residue oozing down the side of her face. 

From our arsenal of dildos, he chose one of the thickest and lured her closer with it. "Choke on this!" he shouted, right before shoving it into her mouth. The absurdly-sized sex toy made an obscene lump in her throat, and Thompson knocked her off her feet by kicking her in the shin. 

Bimbo Barbie squirmed as he stepped on her abdomen and gently placed the next golf ball on the backside of the dildo in her mouth. The concave surface made a great tee to hold it still. 

"He's going for a birdie here. The crowd watches on, silent. It's a tough shot. No one's ever done it before in so few strokes." 

Bimbo Barbie had a friend. The newest member on the golf course was just like the first, blonde and big-titted, although she was wearing a dress of sorts, or what was left of one. The pink material wasn't designed for so much volume in the chest, so her tits had broke through. 

Thompson was focused, like a tiger watching its prey from the tall grass. 

He swung the putter with such precision that the motion of it seemed to whisper. The ball went into flight. 

"Can I see your —" 

 Right in the mouth. 

Little red ribbons went down her lips from where her teeth were shattered. 

Still, the bimbo swallowed, ball, blood, teeth, and all, and I watched as the spherical lump went down her throat. The impact had caused her to miss her footing, but otherwise she continued toward us, operating on the only thought process that bimbos had. 

"Why don't you take a shot?" Thompson asked, handing the putter to me. "It's a little out of whack. Might need to hit it on something to straighten it back out." 

That could be taken care of. With a firm grip, I took a step up to our newest member of the group and swung as hard as I could. I must've closed my eyes, because I never saw the impact, but I sure as hell felt it when the end of the putter slammed the woman in the side of the head. When I saw her next, she was limp in the grass, a great gash opened on her cheek. 

"Yeah!  That's what I'm talking about, big boy! She ain't gonna be bothering anyone else after that hit." 

It felt good. The last one I personally took down was more than a week ago. 

We tried to avoid them whenever we could, but sometimes it just wasn't possible. In this world, you had to adapt, and fleeing was an important aspect of surviving. 

Thompson dug into his pack. "Drinks or snacks, ladies?" 

"I'll take one of each," 

Hope said, receiving a bottle of water and a bag of chips. 

"Fine," Ashley sniffled. "My stomach hasn't seen anything other than beef jerky for two days." 

While the girls were eating, Thompson discussed some vital information with them. "Now, I don't want to interrupt meal time, but do you both know how to fight? I mean, life or death situations here. The real shit. I need to know if I can count on your if things get serious." 

Hope was the first to reply. "Had a pistol until the ammo ran out. Been using whatever we find on the road. Pieces of wood, crowbars, broken glass bottles, you name it." 

Oh Spam, where have you been all my life? There is nothing quite like it after you've been eating expired potato chips and melted candy bars. It was the true delicacy of the post-apocalyptic world. And I got treated to a show while eating it. Thompson wanted to make sure the two girls could stand their ground, so he had them fighting some of the straggling bimbos that came wandering onto the golf course. Hope was fierce with the golf club, and displayed no remorse when it came to laying down the enemy. After seven or eight — I lost count because of the electric fireworks in my mouth — the end of the golf club was absolutely coated in red. 

Ashley, as well, utilized my baseball bat to knock some heads in, though the bimbos she beat down took three or four shots before they stayed on the ground. Nevertheless, the mini-golf course was littered with dead or incapacitated bodies by the time the lesson was over. 

"Hit hard," Thompson was saying. "If you have time to think about it, then you shouldn't be thinking. Eye your target and swing. If there's too many of them, then run." 

It was time for the big leagues. 

Thompson was crouched behind me, hidden in darkness. I could hear his rapid breath. "Listen man," he said under a whisper. "I'm gonna need you to take point on this one. I think it was all those sweets. Look fast and hit 'em hard. Don't wait around for me." 

You weren't supposed to do this. Thompson was always the first one into battle. I was just a wingman, an inexperienced rookie who followed orders. Out there in front, I didn't have the slightest clue what to do when the bimbos were around me. 

"You better be right behind me," I said back. 

"Don't you worry about me," he said. "I got Betty here to keep me some company. Ain't that right, girl?" His kissed the barrel and petted the pump underneath. "That's right. Daddy's got ya nice and tight." 

The deafening buzzer came all too soon. I was trained for it, because my body was already in motion before I even commanded myself to stand up straight. 

 There they were. Half a dozen bimbos stood in front of me. 

The darkness had confused them, but now they knew their target. I couldn't let them have that chance. 

The business end of my baseball bat came up so fast that it was a streak of color, cracking the first bimbo's jaw and sending her somersaulting to the floor. 

The second took a hit to the gut, and a blow to the skull after she had fallen down on her backside. Deep breath. 

Thompson's shotgun was so loud that it disoriented me, but I couldn't let my concentration waver. Our survival depended on this, and I would need all of my skills to get out of this. The third bimbo came rushing towards me as if she was asking for her face to get crushed in. Instead, I kicked her in the knee and did a half-turn, finishing with a crunching blow to her spine. 

She wasn't getting up after that. The fourth received a blow to the chest, and then a hit to the side of the face that sent her spinning to the ground. 

"Can't back down now!" Thompson yelled over the sound of Betty delivering pain. 

I agreed. 

Sweat was pouring into my eyes, my arm ached, and the floor was hidden underneath lifeless bodies. A fifth bimbo met her end when I took the bat under her jaw and pulled as hard as I could from behind, while the last breath entered her body. She whimpered as her lips formed incomprehensible words. 

After she slipped from my grasp, I swung the bat around as hard as my tired muscles would allow. Crack!  Bone and brain gave way under the blow, and the sixth bimbo staggered senselessly until I hit her in the side of the head to end her days for good. 

When the chaos had subsided, we counted up the bodies. Together, Thompson and I had racked up twelve kills, an even six for the both of us. On the other end of the laser tag arena, Ashley and Hope appeared, both as sweaty as we were. Hope had retained her golf club, while Ashley had chosen an iron pipe for the competition. 

"How many?" 

Thompson asked. 

"Five, I think. We got five," Hope said. 

"You know what that means? We're the champions!" Thompson lifted me up and spun around, for a second or two anyway, before he dropped me and complained of his back. 

"I say it's an unfair victory," I said. "A more even match would be one guy and one girl per team." 

"Maybe another time," Thompson laughed. 

"I'm going to enjoy this victory first and pretend you didn't say that." 

We were all tired after that. As it turned out, killing bimbos was exhausting, though I doubted any of us would sleep for long, not with what laid ahead tomorrow. 

The two girls might get some rest tonight, but I had a feeling that Thompson and I would be wide awake most of the way until sunrise. 

That's the way we came out of the laser tag arena, dragging our feet and our thoughts dwelling on more pleasant prospects, when Thompson zipped in front of the group and held his arm out, urging us to stop at once. 

"Please.  I need help ... I saw the lights and ... and I've been ..." 

Thompson grabbed Betty and steadied her, though he kept it aimed at the ground in front of him. "Easy does it there champ. Don't come any closer." 

It was another survivor, a man around the age of thirty. 

However, how long he'd remain a survivor was a mystery. 

He stopped in his tracks when he saw the shotgun, cheeks glistening. 

"I have to ... stop  it. I can't change. I don't want to change." 

Thompson puckered his lips. "That's all fine and dandy, mister, but have you seen the world around you lately? You say you've been infected, have you? There ain't no coming back from that." 

The man fell to his knees, sobbing. 

"Now, I have a way I can end your suffering. She's a bit noisy, and there'll be quite a big mess in the end, but it's real simple. You don't have to go through with this." 

What was the value of life against irreversible change? Here, a man kneeled, begging for the powers that be to eradicate the disease taking over his body, but even the belief in the divine couldn't do a damn thing about it. Those that were left behind had yet to develop a cure, and I doubted there would be one anytime soon. 

Knowing that you would turn into something completely different made the end of that barrel look real tempting. 

Would you live behind the face of something horrible,  or die with the knowledge that you never turned into one of those things? 

"Just say the word," 

Thompson whispered with everyone else huddled behind him. 

The stranger raised his hand. "No. I want to live, please. I can resist it. I can be strong enough. It'll never take me over." 

Thompson laughed. 

"Trust me, mister. No one's coming back from this. We've been around and seen quite a lot of awful things out there. This infection ... it'll take you over from the inside out. You won't even remember who you were when it's finished." 

The stranger looked up. There was a hint of a smile on the corner of his lips. "If I come at you, wanting to suck your dick, then you have my permission to blow my brains out." 

Thompson had a pair of handcuffs, so we tied him to one of the metal barricades that surrounded the Ferris wheel. He didn't put up a fight. 

"What's your name?" 

"Alex," he mumbled. 

A fit of coughing caused his gut to roll and ripple, right before he wiped his mouth. 

He was filthy from head to toe, balding and covered in spots of dirt and grime. Based on the smell coming from his body, he hadn't seen a shower in more than a week. 

We sat across from him, ten feet away. The girls remained quiet, but Thompson and I seemed to be the most interested in the matter. I had never watched a man actually change before, so my curiosity was piqued. 

"How did it happen?" 

"Just a block from here," he whimpered. 

"They're usually chatty ... saying things ... They're easy to notice from yards away. This one had something in her mouth ... a dildo I think. Never noticed her until she was right on me." 

Thompson and I looked at each other. 

"It's just sex, isn't it? I mean, all she did was lick my face. I'll be okay, then, won't I? I probably don't even have it!" 

"Settle down there, partner," Thompson said. 

Betty was laid across his lap. 

"Even a kiss can spread it. We're not going to take that chance." 

Alex's head fell. "I suppose you're right." 

He was a man at his end, accepting what was about to come. How did everyone else out there react? 

Was it fright that came to them at the very end? Did they even realize they were infected before the changes started, like Alex? 

Surely they'd know. Like any other sickness, you know when something's off. What was it like? Was it a queasiness in the belly, or a tickling in the brain? Was it painful at all? 

Alex didn't seem to be hurting. 

"You feel anything?" I asked suddenly. 

Alex shrugged his shoulders. "Tired I guess. Whole body is sore. I don't want this." 

But when he looked back at me, I saw something in his eyes. Was it a glint, or was there something else in there? He stared at me silently, his chest rising and falling at a slow rate. Did he even see me there? What was happening underneath that skin of his? 

"Just tell me to do it," 

Thompson said. "It'll be over in the blink of an eye. You won't even know what happened." 

"Give me a chance. I want to know if I can resist it first." 

Thompson laughed and averted his attention to the nighttime sky. 

"Resist, he says. We'll find that out soon enough. The way I see it, it's either now or later." 

His bald spot didn't seem so obvious anymore. 

Alex, was that blonde hair you were growing? 

It was rather fascinating how fast it worked. Perhaps the bimbo virus contained a cure for male-pattern baldness, but of course the other side effects made it undesirable. Caution, high risk of breast enlargement and widening of the hips. Oh, and your penis might disappear, too. Hope you always wanted a vagina. 

At the bottom would be the fine print. You might grow a uterus and crave cock. 

"I think it's happening," he panted, a cool sweat glistening on his forehead. "It's trying ... to dig into me. I'm thinking of ... things." 

Thompson tightened his grip on Betty, but he kept it in his lap for now. Maybe he was as interested as I was. 

"The first cock you see in your head, let us know. Or that pulling sensation in your groin. I can give you the dignity of going out as a man, still." 

Alex's face was looking slimmer overall, his skin smooth around the jaw where there had once been a little sprinkling of facial hair, but not anymore. His nose was smaller, and were his eyebrows a little higher up? 

The changes were happening fast enough to notice, but still slow enough to where I couldn't quite recognize all the little things that were different. Under his shirt, was that the beginning of breasts, or was it just some coincidental shadow? His gut didn't seem as big, either. 

"Get out of my head," he groaned. "Stop it." 

"Alex? If you look at me with those hungry eyes, then I'll take that as a signal." 

Poor Alex. If the bimbo virus had taught me anything, it was that every single person had a busty, blonde woman hidden inside of them. You didn't know she existed until it was too late, and the only thing on her mind was something you never dared to think about. 

Our new friend's head was looking awfully full of hair by now, and even his voice was a little higher. His inner woman was struggling to come out and show herself, and I doubted that Alex had the strength to fully suppress her. 

No man could resist once he was infected. 

"Alex?" Thompson asked. 

He knew as well as I did that we were far beyond that nonexistent point of no return. Alex would have been better off as Alexis now, with that budding chest under his increasingly baggy shirt, the smooth, grime-covered arms, and a tightened pair of pants around the hips. His eyes remained closed, and every once in a while he'd grunt and grit his teeth together as if he was in a constant battle with himself, although he appeared to be losing. 

In the span of a few hours, or minutes, depending on the person, the bimbo virus would erase everything about your identity. The result wasn't much different than a zombie, I saw that now. Like zombies, these new bimbos only craved one thing, and everything about them was designed to reach that goal. They talked with the voice of some pornstar, presented a body taken straight out of a nudie magazine, and strutted along as if they were out to seduce someone. When Alex opened his eyes, it wasn't the same person anymore. 

"Hey buddy, you still in there?" Thompson asked. 

Based on the grip he had around Betty, I already knew what the answer was. 

Alex was somewhere halfway in between now, a hybrid of man and woman with the former becoming less and less. When he looked at us, I saw it in his eyes. Our temporary friend was already gone. 

"Hey mister," the handcuffed creature said to us. "You got a nice cock I can suck? Like, I'll make it feel good." 

No one said a thing. 

Even Thompson, who was always the first to crack a joke, kept his lips sealed. 

Quietly, he stood up and aimed Betty at the creature that Alex had turned into. A few seconds later, the echo of the gunshot was all over the  amusement park. 

Goodbye, Alex. 

We holed up in a hotel for the night, just across the street from the park. After turning off the generator, the place was dark and quiet again, just as it had been when we first came on it. We each had our own room on the third floor. 

Bimbos have problems ascending stairs and taking elevators, so it only seemed the logical choice after making sure the floor was clear of them. 

I was lying on my bed when someone came through the door. It was Ashley, as the battery-powered lantern beside me clearly displayed. 

"You mind if I come in?" 

Her voice was soft, and I found myself shaking my head before any words came from my lips. "You doing alright?" 

"Yeah. This whole apocalypse thing is giving me a migraine, and I got tired of being alone in my room." 

Ashley was the one that never talked much. I had come to know Hope well enough since meeting her on top of that bus, but Ashley was the one that stayed in the back, minding her own business. I could count on my fingers how many times I'd heard her speak since rescuing her. 

She was slim overall, her hair dyed blonde. The white tank top she wore was unflattering and baggy, but decent enough. She came around to the side of the bed and sat down. 

"Is there something you want to talk about?" 

Ashley shrugged and pulled a strand of hair from her eyes. "It's creepy, isn't it? This whole bimbo thing, I mean. Who would've thought that the downfall of society would be an invasion of mindless sluts with big tits? Who predicted that?" 

"They're basically zombies," I reasoned. "Arguably dead on the inside. Instead of raw flesh, they crave for cock and pussy. It's not too much different." 

I tensed up when she placed a hand on my leg. It was an unexpected response, and immediately my mind dwelled on the rules. 

Rule eight: Don't get intimately involved with anyone. 

When the world went to shit, there was inevitably less of both sexes around. If you hadn't done it in a while, then that might've been one positive aspect about the post-apocalyptic Earth. Less competition, right? However, the brain does something weird when you get intimately involved. Its defenses are lowered, giving the body vulnerability to surprise attacks. It's a weakness of the human body, and one that I couldn't let —

"Don't say anything," she spoke in a whisper. "I don't want anything serious. So much has been going on lately, and I just need a way to relax." 

Her greedy fingers found my zipper, and I didn't stop her. I knew then that I should have, but I never quite found the energy to. My manhood was quick to swell when I realized what was happening, as any man's would have. By the time my pants were undone, I had a proper tent going on down there. 

What was I afraid of? 

We were safe inside the building, and tomorrow we'd be setting foot on fresh soil and starting over. It was reasonable to think that this would be happening a great deal more once we made it to the island. Hope and Ashley were both at the ripe age for reproduction, and it seemed only natural that we got to know each other a little better. 

She kneaded that bulge with her fingertips, grasping it slowly and carefully. The anxiety in my muscles gradually faltered, and my head went down into the pillow. It felt wonderful to be touched down there. With Thompson and I usually on the road and sleeping together, there was never an opportunity. A man could easily forget what it was like to be fully relaxed and one-hundred percent peaceful. 

"Does that feel good?" she whispered to me. 

I nodded that it did. 

She was rather quick to get over her boyfriend, I thought, but it didn't concern me enough to speak up against it. 

That was her issue, and if she had already gotten over the accident then that was fine with me. 

When I was at full-mast, Ashley slowly worked the briefs off my member, allowing it to dangle freely. I took in a sharp breath when her fingers returned, for how sensitive I was down there. 

You forget how good it feels with a woman when there aren't many women out there. 

Time for intimacy was a luxury in this world, something any of us rarely had the opportunity for. 

It was heavenly, to say the least. I didn't want to move or say a single word. 

Her hands went up and down with a rhythmic massage, twisting and turning around my maleness. 

She'd tweak it in a way that'd make me tense up all over and make it feel like my loins were about to burst. The edge would come, and then she'd let go, allowing me to relax again. 

And when her mouth replaced her fingers, I thought that it couldn't get any better. 

It was so hard, and I wasn't going to last very long if the tightness inside of my groin was any indication. Ashley used her lips and tongue to do amazing things to my manhood, using techniques that I had never experienced firsthand before. 

I didn't want any of it to end. 

Morning came quick. 

I awoke to a warm body next to me and a hand down between my legs. I must've been recharged, for I was hard again down there. 

Memories of last night flooded into my head right away. You don't realize how much you miss sex until you have it again. The pleasurable company of a woman isn't a top priority in this new world, and the carnal side of the male mind remains dormant until you have one wrapped up in your arms. 

We both smelled like we had been baking in the Georgia sun for a week straight, wearing the same clothes without one stick of deodorant or a hot shower. 

But underneath that, the scent of her was still there, enough to cause my skin to tingle and my member to enlarge. 

And I had the strangest dream last night, so vivid yet equally odd enough so that I knew it wasn't real. I was one of them, prowling the dark streets for any meal I could get my hands on. The hunger, as I liked to refer to it as, was more than that. It was a deep pit so far down inside of me that I couldn't sense the bottom of it. I needed a man. 

I needed his hard cock and to bring that delicious seed rushing from his manhood. It was the only thing my body craved for, the only thing my taste buds wanted. The air was dry and stale, but my body would react to the smell of man close by. It'd drive me wild with lust, and cause my nipples to harden and my pussy to—

I must've woken Ashley with how quickly I sat up, for she stirred almost immediately. 

"You sleep well?" she asked innocently. The sheer — and did I mention clean? 

— sheets draped her female body in such a way that caused blood to rush into my manhood. I spotted those fantastic breasts of hers, small yet buoyant and high on her chest. And when she shifted below that thin layer, I traced the outline of her body. She wasn't wearing anything underneath. 

"Just a weird dream," 

I confessed. "Nothing to be worried about." 

She leaned closer and pushed her lips against my ear. "You want another round?" she asked softly. 

"I've been so horny lately. I bet there's time before we go." 

The voice inside of me wanted it so badly. On any other day I would have, but not today. Thompson would be wanting to get to the coast as soon as possible, and he'd be up by now surely. 

He was always the type to get up at the crack of dawn and complain about my laziness. 

Not more than five minutes later there was a knock on the door. Thompson came through without waiting. "Hey, isn't it about time you —" His eyes settled on the girl next to me. "Oh,  uh ... I'll just be ... waiting outside then." 

Ashley and I looked at each other and laughed. 

For everyone, life has a purpose. You have that mortgage to pay off, don't you? Or how about that brand new car? Student loans are piling up. You work two jobs just to make a dent, but the progress is so slow that the end seems so far away. 

Suddenly, most of the world is cock-carving bimbos and you don't have to worry about it anymore. My tax advisor is probably some air-headed blonde now with big tits and a mouthful of cock. It's funny how life's priorities can change just like that. A strange hell has taken over the world and now we're on our way to the coast, hoping to steal a boat and make it to an island miles offshore. 

Two months ago, I would've figured I'd be sleeping in at this point, a stomach full of Cheetos and wearing nothing but boxer shorts while laying halfway off my own bed back home. Those were the days. 

And when I turned on the television? Nobody would be reporting about the bimbo apocalypse. CNN would be on top of the latest debt crisis, or babbling on about how the stocks went down. There'd be commercials about the latest pills to make you perform in the bedroom, or some new dating website to match up men and women from the most obscure religious background. And it'd be totally normal. 

Thompson snapped his fingers from the driver's seat. "How you doing back there, champ? You lookin' a little pale in the face. You shouldn't worry about it. Ol' Black Mary will still be tied up at the dock, waiting for us. And if it isn't, we'll just steal another boat. We'll paddle our way out there if we have to. Ain't nobody stopping us today. Hell, we'll swim if we have to." 

That made me laugh. 

"Except, I can't swim." 

He turned around and looked at me. "You kidding me? Ah hell, we might just have to leave you behind, then." 

I closed my eyes, and it happened again. I was one of them, a mindless two-legged creature stalking in the night, looking for a delicious treat. It was still me inside, but that voice ... that sweet, sweet voice made me complacent. 

I couldn't help but listen as a woman spoke to me, telling me how great a man would taste. 

I'd have to find one first, to get him to take off his pants and let me wrap my lips around it. I couldn't help but imagine it. 

Oh how glorious it was,  throbbing and so hard that I wanted to wrap my fingers around it and never let it go. 

But the taste was what I was after, that deliciousness of a man's release and the creamy warmth of his abundant seed. 

My stomach rumbled at the thought of it. 

Thompson, do you have a big cock? I'd never seen it before, but that didn't stop me from imagining it. I'd have to convince him first; he wasn't about to take off his pants for me, but oh I'd do anything to see it, to caress it in my palms. Poor little thing. 

When was the last time you got some attention? Like, how long as your owner neglected you? Come here,  sweet thing.  Let me give you all the lovin' you need. 

"Are you alright?" 

Someone was shaking my shoulder. I turned to see Ashley tugging on my shirt. 

"Are you sick?" 

Even with the air conditioning on, it was stuffy in the car. I wiped my brow, but still the perspiration continued. My skin was on fire. My clothes were itchy. 

And the worst part, I couldn't look at anyone without feeling absolutely uncomfortable. 

"I think I'm fine. I just need some fresh air when we get there," I managed. 

"He just can't wait until we have our own little island to ourselves," 

Thompson said. "Just give him a bag for when we get on the water. Don't want him puking all over the boat." 

I didn't know how long it took before we got there. Was it thirty minutes or three hours? Watching the trees and houses go by put my stomach in a knot. Then, all I could see was endless water. 

Where the blue sky and ocean touched was a solid, straight line. 

Next thing I knew, Thompson was screaming for joy, but his loud voice made my head hurt. We parked next to a dock and, sure enough, the Black Mary  was out there bobbing up and down on the small waves. 

There were plenty of other boats as well. I wasn't sure if that was a good sign or a bad one. 

"What'd I tell ya? Huh? That baby is still here, all spotless and ready to go! God, I've never seen anything so beautiful in my life! Look at her!" 

From the way Thompson was talking, I half-expected a luxury cruise ship tied to the dock. Instead, it was an old pontoon boat somewhere between twenty and twenty-five feet long, white with black stripes along the sides. It was actually real. 

The Black Mary was waiting for us, just as Thompson had promised. 

The sun was scorching. I remember closing my eyes for a bit, and then I was lying down on a padded seat, shadowed by the boat's extendable canopy. 

Thompson was patting my shoulder. 

"Just take it easy for a bit, huh? Relax for a little while until you get some energy back." He handed me a bottle of water. 

It wasn't ice-cold, but it was better than nothing. I took small sips. "You coming down with something? Head's all warm like you got a fever." 

I shrugged my shoulders. "Where would I get it? The only people I've been around is you and the two girls." 

Thompson scratched his chin. "Yeah, one of them girls probably has something. Oh well, right? Just sleep it off and you'll be good to go by night, eh? We can take care of everything." 

Thirty minutes later, we were out on the ocean, heading towards the horizon. Thompson knew of an island less than ten miles away, so that's where we were going. The four of us and a boat full of supplies were heading towards a new beginning, away from the infested land of bimbos. 

My mouth was dry. I drank most of the bottled water, but even it couldn't quench my thirst. So I gulped down more and more until my belly ached from being so full, and still my lips and tongue were like sandpaper. 

Ashley came over to check on me more than once, just to make sure I was still breathing. Of course it was nothing to worry about. 

"Must be some bad luck. Brad was feeling the same way before ... well, you know. I guess I'm just carrying something around and giving it to everyone I come into contact with." 

My mind went back to Alex from the night before. 

How did he feel when it first started? Was he like me, so thirsty, yet even all the water in the entire world could not satisfy him? Did he have a fever? Didn't he speak of a voice inside of his head? No,  you're misremembering it. 

My body craved for something, but I couldn't figure out what. The rocking of the boat was making my head spin, and the more I tried to focus, the more I spiraled into absolute confusion. I rolled to my side just in case I'd hurl in the near future. Yes, there he was. 

Thompson was wearing too many clothes for my taste. I should ask him to take his clothes off.  Maybe he'd whip out that cock of his. With the sun beating down on his body and sweat drenching his clothes, I could smell him. 

Drink it up, nostrils. Inhale that sweet aroma of man. I knew I shouldn't have thought it, but I couldn't help it. If only he'd come over here and stick it in my mouth. 

 Let me suck on it.  I could show you so many great things with only my mouth and tongue. 

Give all of your seed to me if you want. I'm good at cleaning up the messes. 

What did it taste like? 

I had to know. It seemed like a cruel punishment that I had never gotten my fill of hot, salty cum before. I liked to imagine it as an endless fountain that I could wrap my lips around, swallowing and swallowing until my belly ached, and still I'd devour as much as I could until it was simply impossible to take in anymore. In my mind, it had a rich, creamy texture. And the cock it came from? Like, I wanted to lick every inch of it, memorize all the details so I could lay awake at night with a hand between my legs and a mind filled with images of that fantastic cock. Like, why did the world have to be so mean like that? 

 No, wait. Thompson wasn't alone. Why, there were a couple of girls here, too. 

Pussy juice and cum made up a full course meal, like meat and potatoes, only these were so much tastier. Would you let me between your legs, Hope? What about you, Ashley? Girls turn me on just as much as guys, and I know there's an untapped resource just waiting between both of your legs. Let me lap it up until my tongue goes numb. 

It's all I want. 

The both veered to the left, and my head bumped against the seat cushion. My mind snapped out of it just in time to see the island ahead of us. Truthfully, it was a small scrap of land overall, no bigger than a football field from one end of the other. 

Only a few trees grew from it. 

"This is perfect," 

Thompson explained. "High enough so it doesn't get swallowed in the tide, but small enough so we can see all sides. Hey, you feeling better back there?" 

I sat up slowly, still lost in a drunken daze. A sliver of drool escaped my lips. "I think ... I'm feeling a bit better." 

"Good, because we're going to get some more supplies after we drop all of this stuff off." 

"More? But we just got here," Hope replied. 

"Them bimbos are scarce right now," Thompson explained, stopping the boat out in the deeper waters. 

"Now's as good a time as any to stock up. There's a grocery store right near the dock, and we passed a gun store a few blocks before that. Ain't a good chance there's anything left, but it'd be good to check. We can mark off what buildings we searched through, and get a citywide scavenger hunt going." 

The two girls understood. The Black Mary had a ladder at the rear, so we could go down into the water and wade over to dry land while carrying our weapons and food over our heads. 

Together, we piled everything up on the island. 

Thompson pulled me aside after. "Listen man, you good to go on a run with me? Just a normal one. None of that heroic bullshit. We got plenty to last weeks, but I want to get some more while the sun's out and the bimbos are spread thin. You know how they can swarm at any time. We can leave the girls here to look after everything. Maybe we can find some tents." 

"It's cool," I replied. 

"Yeah, just like old times." 

Is this how it feels to be on the brink of insanity? 

There's that edge of your mind where you never take a step in, but now you've crossed the line and seen great things beyond it. I never stood more than five feet away from Thompson on the way back, and often I'd lean in and take a whiff of his glorious odor, that which only a man could produce. My eyes were quick to find his bulge as well, that little tent in his pants which made me salivate. 

Just thinking about his cock made me shake uncontrollably, as if I'd gone several days without nourishment. That hunger ... no it wasn't that anymore. I was starving for something to fill my belly. 

He couldn't see me like this, but I needed his seed, his delicious, creamy, warm seed shooting into my throat. 

The sun was up high in the sky by the time we landed. Thompson brought the Black Mary around to the same dock as before, and we headed off into the coastal town to see what we could stock up on. 

There was an itch in my throat and a tingle in my chest. Each step was unsteady, and more than once I had to fight off the urge to tackle Thompson and stick my hand down his pants. I followed closely in the sweet-smelling, invisible trail that his body left behind. It calmed my senses for now, but temporary pacification would soon be no match for the temptation, I figured. 

 Can I see your cock?  I asked in my head. It was so silly to think about. I knew what his answer would be, but yet I kept rehearsing it in my mind. Do you want to drop your pants for me? Like,  can I give you a nice blowjob?  I had to bite down to stop myself from actually saying the words. 

"I always wanted to come back to this place," 

Thompson said on the way into town. "I stayed with my uncle for several summers. It almost feels like a second home to me. If you would have told me I'd be coming back under these circumstances, I'd have called you nuts. It's a lot quieter than I remember." 

The main streets of town ran parallel to the beach. Two months ago, on a warm, sunny day like this, the sand would have been packed with all sorts of people. Now, it was just empty and quiet, a reminder of a lost society. 

"Gun shop's just up the street. A couple of blocks maybe. See if I can find something for Betty, here. Poor girl's gettin' a little light on ammo. Have a look around and see what you can find. You know the drill, buckaroo." 

The street was like a painting, where the eyes could wander and find a thousand different things, all telling a unique story. There was a camper trailer overturned, just by the curb. 

The outside of it was blackened, and both tires were blown out. Was it during the rush to leave when that happened? 

Did everyone inside make it out alive? In the intersection were two cars with destroyed front ends, parked together as if they'd both been in a head-on collision. Both windshields were shattered, and some of the glass was darkened. Was that blood? Did everyone survive that crash before the bimbos took over the town? 

Was Thompson the only meal close by? 

It hurt to breathe. The sun's rays came down upon me like the inside of an oven. 

Everything under my skin felt like it was boiling. My shirt was like a wintery jacket made of wool, designed to be worn in the Antarctic. I absentmindedly scratched my face, and countless little dark fibers blew away in the window. Left behind was smooth, hairless skin. 

Rule one: Know your target. 

To survive in this new world, you have to know your prey. They like to hide in the shadows, away from all of us. 

They have weapons to protect themselves, but we have the numbers. This latest trail of a man was fresh, no more than a few minutes old. The scent of him was strong on my nostrils, and drinking more of it up caused my nipples to harden. They were like twin bullets when my fingers found them and gave them a twist. Oh, my loins!  My stomach! What a burden to bear for people like me. The pain burrowed deep inside of me, and I knew I needed nourishment before the sun went down. 

"Like, you know where I can find a man?" 

I saw her, a glowing shape in the sun, half-naked and possessing the most beautiful female body I'd ever seen. Jealousy flowed through me like warm blood as I gazed at her tits, imagining those precious darlings on my own chest, bouncing and jiggling with every step. And those hips ... that virtuous face ...  She was an angel sent from heaven, perfection in the form of a woman. 

Rule two: Always work together. 

Humans are more intelligent than us. Everyone will admit that. 

Their legacy is known throughout the converted. Their cunning tactics will outsmart us ninety-nine percent of the time. But on that one percent, that's when we feed. 

"Oh yes," I heard my new friend remark while sniffing. "He was just here, wasn't he? The scent of his cock is strong. Like, I can't wait to see it." 

 Please,  I heard myself thinking, please make me like her. I could already feel my chest jiggling, so I knew the process had begun. 

Something itched the back of my neck, and I found longer hair back there, lighter, but not yet blonde. My hips moved differently as well, but it was so slow. 

Take away this ugly male filth and bring out my real body! I'm not one of them anymore. 

Let me be who I really am. 

More joined our group. Along the way, we passed by a department store. 

The inside was packed with more of my kind. 

Our little band of two turned into a crowd of twenty by the end of the street. By the middle of the next block, we were more than thirty strong, all committed to a single goal. 

The scent in the air was potent when we came up on the gun shop, and it wasn't just me who sensed it. 

Everyone else crowded close together, forming a solid wall around the front of the store. 

We couldn't move without bumping into each other. The excitement was high. 

"I can't wait to suck his cock!" said one. 

"Like, he's gonna give me the biggest load ever!" said another. 

"It's been so long since I've had a tummy full of hot cum!" remarked a third. 

Becoming one of them is like being born again, I know that now. There's a shell around you, and like a hatchling you slowly peck away at it, using all the strength you can muster. 

Gradually, sunlight starts to fill in the darkness, allowing you to see farther than before. 

Each following step outside is a strange, new adventure. 

Just before coming up on the gun shop, I felt my pants go skintight. 

A moment later and they were ripping at the seams, allowing room for my hips to grow. Oh, and my tits, too. I can't forget about my big tits! Being jealous of those around me must've worked, because they grew fast!  I couldn't keep my hands off them. 

Feeling their size and weight, their creamy skin, and those stiff nipples made me so horny down below. Like, my head was basically filled with cocks as we followed that trail! What was his name, again? Oh right, Thompson. I bet he was packing a stiff one down there, all of that hot cum just waiting to be shot into my mouth! 

Everyone around me was hungry, but I needed it the most. Like, the girl inside of me was tired from coming out, and she needed a fresh dose of man batter! A plentiful helping would satisfy my hunger for several days, but I was always ready to take as much as I could get my hands on. 

With my blonde hair streaming in the wind, we all waited. Noises came from inside, and then we saw him, looking back from the glass with his beady, scared eyes. 

 Just try and run, I wanted to say, but my mind was on that cock so much that words were just hard to make out. 

"Stay back you damn bimbos! I'm warning you! One of you comes in I'm blowing your brains out!" 

He had one of those human weapons in his hand, loud and messy, but not enough to stop all of us. One of my anxious girlfriends was able to squeeze through the broken glass with cuts, but then her head exploded into a thousand different pieces. 

The glass around her went dark red, and then another. 

 POP! 

We all crammed for the opening while more of us went to the ground. The man was stumbling backward, tripping over his own feet in fear. Yes, we have you, you and your hot cock you got hiding under there! 

"Give me that cock!" 

The silly man went down for the final time, and then we were upon him like mice on fresh cheese. It was a crowd of us against him, a mound of moving bodies all fighting for a spot to get a taste of our latest treat. 

"No! No, get off!" He fought like the dumb human he was, hitting heads with that loud stick and screaming words, as if that was going to do anything. I barely noticed; my hands were anxious, yet quick. I was going to starve if I didn't get what I needed. 

And then, there it was!  It was embarrassingly small and flaccid, but that changed fast! 

 Grow for me, I thought to encourage it, while stroking the shaft and playing with the head. 

 Give me that dessert! 

 Bimbos. It's such a funny name! Like, I giggle every time someone says it. 

It's fun to play with the noises in my mouth. 

 Bimmmmmmbo. 

 Bimbooooo.  Whatever. After my latest snack of cum, I was happier than ever, excited to just let the sun shine down on me. It was great weather for a tan, and I thought about going down to the beach to get my skin darkened to that perfect shade. Like, how did I get so pale to begin with? I looked like some ghost! 

But the rest of the girls needed a meal of their own. One little cock wasn't enough to satisfy all of us, so we went out in search of more delicious humans to get our hands around. Funnily enough, I knew where I could find two more. 

They were girls, though. Like, I ain't got nothing against fresh pussies, but cock is where it's at, let me tell you! There's nothing like taking a fat cock in your mouth and sucking it dry! It's what we live for. 

My girlfriends were a little tentative about stepping onto the water. Duh, like, none of us knew a darn thing about swimming! We weren't sea creatures after all. But I remembered this car thing that was designed for going on water. And I'm thinking, ain't that the coolest invention ever? 

So I twisted this thing, and ... ah ha!  The strange thing on water rumbled underneath me like a vibrator, sending all kinds of tingles to my pussy. Oh yeah! 

I faintly remembered it, like some silly dream that disappears after waking up. 

Like, I hate those kind so much, especially when it involves sex and I can't quite remember the guy's cock, or his face. Oh it's so frustrating, you know? It doesn't stop me from masturbating, but I wish my mind and body were better linked and stuff. Stupid brain! All I want is a good finger massage and you have to make it hard for me! 

There were at least a dozen of us crammed onto that thing, and I was getting hot and bothered being so close to other girls. I would be lying if I said I didn't touch myself on the way over there, but I wasn't the only one! 

Other girls were gettin' all busy between the legs, just like me! See? Being a busty, horny girl is so much freakin' fun! 

"Cock?" One asked, pointing to the spot of land in the distance. 

"No. Pussy," I corrected her. "Two of them, actually! Like, they're just waiting for us out here! How dumb can the humans be? Hehe. On an island with nowhere to run? Like, what a pair of bimbos!  They'll be perfect!" 

We crashed into the island because silly me didn't know how to slow down. It wasn't my fault! 

Those silly human things are too confusing! There's so many buttons and things that it all makes my head go dizzy. 

Like, a few bumps and bruises weren't going to stop us though. You should've seen the look in their eyes when we chased them! 

But I was wrong about one thing. There was only one fresh pussy waiting for us. That other chick was one of us! She seemed scared of us, though, which I didn't understand. Was she, like, pretending to be a human or something? Whatever. 

Why did they scream? 

Like, humans were disgusting and ugly. Look how flat her tits were! She should be wanting to be like us! We're beautiful and perfect. 

Shouldn't they be welcoming us? Silly things. 

In any case, she would understand soon enough. Oh yes, let me spread your legs. 

Don't kick back. We're here to help you, darling. Oh, that smell!  It was like walking through a garden, only the sunflowers were tight pussies leaking all that sweet juice down their stems. And we were the bees, coming to pollinate. 

 Buzz buzz,  sweet girl. 

Like, don't be afraid of us! 

We can show you some real fun! 
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