
        
            
                
            
        

    
A hot preview

The Death-touched smiled. "That's a good girl. Now say, 'please fuck my pussy and use it however you wish.'"

My eyes flew open, and I stared at him. It must have been some kind of strange magic that only Death-touched men had, but I was more than willing to do or say anything he asked.

"Please fuck my pussy and use it however you wish," I repeated, licking my full lips, wishing he would fill them with cock.

"Good girl," he growled, his fingers still moving inside me. "I'm going to fuck that tight little pussy of yours until you come all over my big cock. And then I'm going to come inside you, fill you with my hot cum."

My face flushed red but I could not lie to myself. I moaned as his fingers moved faster, working my clit. Then I came, my pussy clenching and twitching around his fingers.

And then he was pushing me on the bed, his hands going around my waist as he grabbed my big tits and began to fuck them. His thick cock slid between my slick breasts,               sliding up and down and over my nipples.               I moaned loudly, my breasts rubbing against him as he fucked them, my hands holding them against his cock for him.               "Oh my God, that feels so good," I moaned, closing my eyes and letting my head fall back as I arched against him.              

"That's it, baby," he growled, fucking my tits faster. "Use your big titties to fuck my hard cock."              

I came again and again, my tits continuing to quiver around his cock as I moaned louder and louder.              

"Oh, yes. Oh, yes, please don't stop," I moaned, begging him to keep fucking my tits.               Oh yes, fuck my tits," I moaned, my pussy throbbing again as he pumped his huge dick between my breasts.

The Death-touched continued to pump his cock between my breasts, then he pulled out and began to coat my breasts with his hot cum. I squeezed my tits together, wishing it was his cock deep in my pussy, filling me up with his cum.

He grunted, pumping his cum all over my skin, his cock finally slowing down. I slid my hand down my panties and began to rub myself, wishing I could feel his cock in my pussy.

The Death-touched laughed. "Not yet, you little slut," he said, admiring his handiwork. "But I promise, soon I'm going to fill that tight little pussy with my cock."

"But first," he said, easily picking me up and bending me on to my hands and knees, "I'm gonna fuck that tight, sexy ass of yours."

Death Touched Apocalypse 1

My world was upended when suddenly I was thrust into a living nightmare. An apocalypse came, and everything was destroyed, leaving behind only the ruins of what was once the world we knew. Everything around me was in shambles, and the air was thick with the stench of death and decay. I was one of the lucky survivors, but I was alone, helpless, and utterly terrified.

In my former life I'd been a model, shooting photos with some of the biggest names in the industry. I was the successful Laura Henderson, but now I was just another nameless survivor trying to make it through another day.

As I wandered through the rubble-filled streets, I couldn't help but feel a sense of hopelessness. The only thing I could think about was finding a way to survive. I needed food, water, and shelter. But where could I find any of these things in a world that had been ravaged by destruction?

I stumbled upon an abandoned store, and the sight of the canned goods inside gave me a glimmer of hope. I began to gather what I could and packed it into my backpack. Just as I was about to leave, I heard a noise coming from the back of the store. My heart skipped a beat as I grabbed a nearby weapon, preparing for the worst.

The creature that emerged was male, and... strangely, quite handsome. He was humanoid, with glowing yellow-orange eyes and skin of a grayish hue. He had some stitches on one side of his left cheek, and a black eagle tattoo on one muscled forearm. But otherwise he appeared very human.

He looked at me with an intense gaze, his eyes scanning my body. I couldn't help but feel exposed and vulnerable. My heart pounded in my chest, and I gripped my weapon tightly, ready to use it if necessary.

But to my surprise, the creature didn't attack. Instead, he spoke to me in a deep, resonant voice that sent shivers down my spine.

"Hello, Laura," he said, and I gasped in shock. How did he know my name?

"I've been watching you," he continued, taking a step closer. "You're a survivor, just like me. And I think we could help each other."

I hesitated, unsure if I could trust him. But then again, I had no one else in this world. And something about the creature's presence made me feel safe, even though he was anything but normal.

"What's your name?" I asked tentatively.

"My name is Xander," he replied, and I couldn't help but feel a strange thrill run through me at the sound of his voice.

"Xander," I repeated, testing out the name. "What kind of creature are you?"

Xander gave a small smile, his eyes still fixed on me. "I'm a death-touched."

"Death-touched? What does that mean?"

He hesitated for a moment, then continued. "You know the plague came. After it hit, many of us were stricken and became ill. The plague... changed us, making us weak in some ways. Many of us died. But those who were genetically altered like me... became death-touched."

I frowned, still not understanding. "So a death-touched person is......someone who survived the plague but also gained strange abilities?"

Xander nodded, his eyes flickering with a strange intensity. "Yes. We are stronger, faster, and have heightened senses. But with those abilities come a price. We are also hunted by those who fear us, and often ostracized by the few remaining humans left."

I couldn't help but feel a pang of sympathy for Xander. He seemed like he had been through a lot, just like me.

"Are the death-touched all like you?"

He shook his head. "No. Some are still the same as they were before the plague, holding on to their former sensibilities and goodwill. But some have become... very evil."

I hesitated. "Evil...how?"

Xander's eyes darkened, and I could sense a hint of anger in his voice. "They use their newfound powers to prey on the weak and defenseless. They kill without remorse, and delight in the suffering of others. They're like animals, driven by their base desires and impulses. They've formed factions, and they're fighting for control over what's left of the world. And they'll stop at nothing to get it.""

I shuddered at the thought of encountering such creatures. But then again, I had already seen the worst of humanity in this new world.

My heart sank at the thought of such evil existing in this already-devastated world. "What about you?" I asked quietly. "Which side are you on?"

Xander's eyes softened as he looked at me. "I'm not like them, Laura. I want to help you. I want to help all the humans left in this world. But I can't do it alone. Will you trust me?"

I bit my lip, thinking it over. It was a risk to trust him, but at the same time, I knew that I couldn't survive on my own forever.

"Okay," I said finally, nodding. "Let's stick together."

Xander grinned, and I couldn't help but feel a flutter in my stomach at the sight of his handsome smile.

We set out together, Xander leading the way with his heightened senses. We came across a group of survivors, huddled together in fear and desperation. Xander stepped forward, his eyes scanning the group.

"We're not here to hurt you," he said, his voice calm and reassuring. "We just want to help."

Slowly, the group began to move towards us, their eyes filled with suspicion and fear. But Xander's words seemed to calm them, and soon we were welcomed into their makeshift camp.

As we settled in, I couldn't help but feel a sense of hope. Maybe there was a chance for survival in this new world, after all. And with Xander by my side, I knew that I had a fighting chance.

*****

While Xander worked with the survivors in the camp, I set off to find supplies in a nearby abandoned house. It was always dangerous and risky to explore -- you never knew when you would be attacked by wild animals, or Death-touched.

I found an abandoned hut after an hour of searching. The door was slightly ajar, and I cautiously pushed it open, my weapon at the ready. The inside was dark and silent, but as my eyes adjusted, I saw shelves lined with canned goods and bottled water.

I breathed a sigh of relief and began to gather supplies, stuffing them into my backpack. As I was about to leave, I heard a rustling sound from the corner of the room. My heart skipped a beat as I turned around, weapon raised.

There was nothing there. I shook my head, chiding myself for thinking there was something there. I was just being paranoid.

But as I turned to leave, I saw a figure standing in the doorway. It was a Death-touched, with glowing eyes and a twisted expression. I froze, not sure what to do next.

He was very muscular like Xander, but the similarities ended there. His expression wasn't compassionate, but instead filled with hunger as he looked at me. The death-touched man grinned, his eyes sweeping my body.

"Well, what have we here?" he asked in a hungry deep growl.

I tightened my grip on my weapon, preparing to defend myself. "Stay away from me," I warned, my voice shaky with fear.

The Death-touched man laughed, taking a step closer. "You're a feisty one, aren't you?" he said, his eyes gleaming with hunger. "I like that."

I backed away, keeping my weapon held out in front of me. "I said stay back!" I repeated, my heart pounding in my chest.

But the Death-touched man was undeterred. He continued to advance towards me, his eyes locked on my weapon. "You wouldn't want to hurt me, little human," he taunted, his voice low and dangerous. "I could show you pleasures that you've never even dreamed of."

I felt my face flush with anger and disgust. "I said stay away!" I shouted, taking a swing at him with my weapon.

But the Death-touched was too quick. He dodged my attack with ease, and before I knew it, he had me pinned against the wall. His grip was strong, and I couldn't move.

"Let go of me!" I yelled, struggling against his hold.

The Death-touched only laughed, his breath hot on my neck. "You look like a little miss who needs a good deep dicking."

I stared in shock as he trailed a finger up my tummy to my breast, swiping gently over my nipple which poked through my tight tank top. I gasped as arousal flooded me and my pussy got wet.

I was stunned by my reaction. Surely I couldn't want what he was suggesting!

He chuckled. "Oh, you like that, do you?"

I still couldn't speak. The Death-touched began to play with my breasts, pinching my nipples lightly. I bit my lip and groaned, unable to deny how much I wanted him to play with my tits. "Damn right you do. I can tell you've never been touched like this."

My cheeks flushed, but I didn't deny it. And then the Death-touched was unzipping my pants, his fingers on the move. He massaged my clit through my wet panties with surprising gentleness, his eyes fixed on mine. And then I was coming, my body quivering with pleasure.

The Death-touched didn't give me a chance to come down from my orgasm. He ripped off my panties, exposing my wet pussy, and slid two fingers into me. I moaned loudly as he fucked me with his fingers, my pussy throbbing and aching for his big cock.

"Oh please," I whimpered, "Please fuck me."

He chuckled, his huge, hard cock rubbing against my leg as he continued to fingerfuck me.

"That's a good girl," he said, his voice low and lusty. "Beg for it. Tell me how much you want my big hard cock inside you."

I stared down at the Death-touched's massive shaft. It had to be at least 9 inches long, and it looked way too big to fit inside of me. I couldn't believe I was contemplating this, but I had to have his big cock. I couldn't resist it. I had to have it.

I took a deep breath and closed my eyes, imagining that his cock was inside of me. "I want your big hard cock inside of me, please," I whispered, my voice shaky. "I need it."

The Death-touched smiled. "That's a good girl. Now say, 'please fuck my pussy and use it however you wish.'"

My eyes flew open, and I stared at him. It must have been some kind of strange magic that only Death-touched men had, but I was more than willing to do or say anything he asked.

"Please fuck my pussy and use it however you wish," I repeated, licking my full lips, wishing he would fill them with cock.

"Good girl," he growled, his fingers still moving inside me. "I'm going to fuck that tight little pussy of yours until you come all over my big cock. And then I'm going to come inside you, fill you with my hot cum."

My face flushed red but I could not lie to myself. I moaned as his fingers moved faster, working my clit. Then I came, my pussy clenching and twitching around his fingers.

And then he was pushing me on the bed, his hands going around my waist as he grabbed my big tits and began to fuck them. His thick cock slid between my slick breasts,               sliding up and down and over my nipples.               I moaned loudly, my breasts rubbing against him as he fucked them, my hands holding them against his cock for him.               "Oh my God, that feels so good," I moaned, closing my eyes and letting my head fall back as I arched against him.              

"That's it, baby," he growled, fucking my tits faster. "Use your big titties to fuck my hard cock."              

I came again and again, my tits continuing to quiver around his cock as I moaned louder and louder.              

"Oh, yes. Oh, yes, please don't stop," I moaned, begging him to keep fucking my tits.               Oh yes, fuck my tits," I moaned, my pussy throbbing again as he pumped his huge dick between my breasts.

The Death-touched continued to pump his cock between my breasts, then he pulled out and began to coat my breasts with his hot cum. I squeezed my tits together, wishing it was his cock deep in my pussy, filling me up with his cum.

He grunted, pumping his cum all over my skin, his cock finally slowing down. I slid my hand down my panties and began to rub myself, wishing I could feel his cock in my pussy.

The Death-touched laughed. "Not yet, you little slut," he said, admiring his handiwork. "But I promise, soon I'm going to fill that tight little pussy with my cock."

"But first," he said, easily picking me up and bending me on to my hands and knees, "I'm gonna fuck that tight, sexy ass of yours."

"Oh god," I moaned, desperately wanting his huge dick in my ass, "I've never been fucked back there!"

The Death-touched was too strong and too horny. I struggled as he spread my legs and began to position his cock to my backdoor.

"Fuck, you're hot when you beg," the Death-touched growled, rubbing his cock against my asshole. "I'm gonna fuck that hot ass of yours until you're screaming for more."

The Death-touched began to push his cock into my asshole, sliding his massive dick into my tightness. I felt my pussy get even wetter and I moaned, my ass easily spreading to take him. It was almost like whatever weird magic he was using was making it easier for his enormous dick to spread my tight asshole!

"Oh shit," I moaned, my face flushed red as he stretched me open even more with his throbbing shaft. And then finally, I felt him completely in me.

He moaned, his hips moving as he fucked my ass. "Oh yes," he groaned, "Your ass is so fucking tight!"

"Your cock is so fucking big!" I cried.

The Death-touched laughed. "Yeah, baby. I'm fucking huge. I'm gonna stretch that ass until you can take my whole cock. You're gonna beg me to fill that ass with my cum."

I kept moaning as he kept pumping his cock in me, my ass easily taking his girth. I never thought I could take such a big cock. But I was taking him in easily.

Finally, I couldn't hold back anymore. "Oh please," I moaned, "please fuck my ass and fill it with your cum!"

I couldn't believe myself for acting so slutty and desperate for sex with this handsome, rough, sadistic Death-touched man. But here I was with his huge cock in my ass, fucking me and making me beg for more.

"That's it," he growled, "Beg for it. Beg me to fill your ass with my cum."

"Fuck me, please," I begged. "I need your cum. Please fill my ass with your cum!"

I moaned as the Death-touched groaned, his cock throbbing and twitching in my overstuffed ass.

"Oh, baby," he moaned, "Are you ready for my hot, sticky cum?" "Yes!" I moaned. "Yes, fill my ass up with your cum!"

The Death-touched gave a loud groan and pumped a huge load of his hot, sticky cum deep inside my ass.

I moaned as I felt him cum in me. I wanted him to fill me with his cum. I wanted it deep inside me, infecting me with the same sexual madness he was possessed by.

Finally, he was done, and pulled his cock out of my used asshole, leaving it dripping his cum.

I felt so dirty and used, but I wanted more. I wanted his huge cock inside of me. He could do anything to me and I would love it. I would worship him for allowing his cock to fill me up.

The Death-touched man grinned and spread my legs, preparing to enter my pussy. His thick cock brushed my wet cunt lips, and he got just the tip of his huge shaft inside me, spreading my tight pussy.

"Oh god," I gasped. "It's so big..."

I moaned, my pussy aching as he held still, just the thick head of his cock inside me. I moaned, desperately wanting more. Finally, he pushed himself deeper into me. His cock stretched me, his huge head spreading my pussy to take it.

"Oh God, you're so big," I moaned, my voice desperate. "Please fill me up with your big, thick cock."

The Death-touched made a loud sound and pushed his cock deeper into my wet pussy, his cock filling me up completely.

I moaned, desperate for more. His thick shaft was completely inside me. I buried my face in the pillows. I never felt so full, so completely used.

"Please fuck me, please," I begged. "Fuck my tight, wet pussy."

The Death-touched gave another growl and began to pump his huge dick in my pussy, his hips bumping against my               round ass. He was going so deep inside me, touching places deep inside of me that no one had ever touched.

I moaned, my pussy aching as I took him deep inside me. I never felt so full, so completely used.

I moaned, wanting more, wanting his hot cum to fill me up and make me his dirty little cum slut.

I moaned and kept begging for more. Finally, I felt him throb and pump a huge load of his cum deep inside me.               "Oh please," I moaned, "Please fill my pussy with your hot cum. I'm gonna cum so hard around your big cock."              

The Death-touched groaned and fucked me harder and faster, our bodies slamming together and then falling to the bed.

I moaned, my pussy throbbing. I was so close. And finally, I felt my pussy clench around my lover's cock and I came               completely and utterly, my pussy throbbing and my body shaking with orgasm. I moaned, my voice desperate. "Please," I begged, "Please fill my pussy with your hot cum."

"Oh, baby," he groaned, "I'm gonna fill you up."

I moaned as I felt his cock throb and pump a huge load of his hot, sticky semen deep inside my pussy. I moaned, begging him to fill me with his cum. As I came, he kept pumping his sperm into me, filling my hot, tight pussy with his cum. I moaned, the orgasm finally beginning to subside as he shot another huge load in me.

The vague question slithered through my mind: could I become pregnant from the Death-touched man's semen? Strangely I wanted to. I wanted to have his babies, he was so virile and powerful...

His thick cock continued to throb inside me, feeling as alive and powerful as anything I'd ever felt before. Death-touched or not, he was as human and as male as anyone I'd never known...

A gunshot rang out.

The Death-touched stared in shock as a bullet wound materialized on his shoulder.

"Fuck!" he cried, pulling away and clutching his shoulder. "Who the fuck just.. I've been shot..."

"That's right, mother fucker," a voice called out. "I saved her just in time."

The Death-touched man looked up, his eyes staring into the eyes of a handsome, rugged looking man with dark hair. He wore a cowboy hat and a leather vest that said "Sheriff."

The Death-touched man stood up, clutching his shoulder. "I don't know who the fuck you are, but I suggest you back the fuck off, you son of a whore," the Death-touched man said.

The sheriff laughed. "Oh, I know exactly who you are, mother fucker," the sheriff said. "But there's something you don't know about me. And that's that I got one of your bullets in my gun, and I'm ready to fill your fucking head with it."

The Death-touched man growled. "You're a fine one to talk, cowboy."

"Ain't no cowboy," the sheriff said. "The name's Ramirez. I've been tracking you and your gang for weeks."

"Fuck you, you dumb bastard," the Death-touched man said. "I know exactly how to kill you."

He began to strike, and the sheriff raised his gun.

"Yes you do," the sheriff said, his voice grim. "And so do I."

The sheriff pulled the trigger, and a bullet flew from his gun and hit the Death-touched man's other shoulder, causing him to cry out as blood spurted from his wounds.

The Death-touched man gasped, clutching his wounds. "What the fuck did you..."

He sank to the ground, immobilized.

Ramirez ran over to me, looking a bit stunned as he saw the cum leaking down my breasts and out of my ass. I saw by the thick bulge in his pants he was aroused, but nevertheless, his saviour instincts kicked in and he managed to put his cloak around my naked shoulders.

"Are you all right, miss?" he asked.

"Yeah," I said, dazed.

"I'm Sheriff Ramirez," he said. "I'm here to rescue you."

I tried to deny the deep impulse to go over to the unconscious Death-touched man who had fucked me. I felt so used, and I ached to have his cock back inside of me. But I knew I needed to get out of there.

"Let's go," I said. I stood, feeling the Death-touched's thick cum trickling down my thighs.

It was unlikely I'd ever see him again.  But I wanted to.  I took a last look at his unconscious form and hoped that, despite the fact he had taken my so roughly, I would find him again.

*****

Sheriff Ramirez took me back to the camp where Xander and the others were.                "We got a few of the others," Ramirez said. "But there were more than we expected. I'm sorry. We should have come sooner."

Xander looked at me, his eyes tender and warm. He seemed to want to hold me, but I was still naked, still wet and sticky with the Death-touched man's cum.

I looked at the sheriff and saw that he too was looking at me with a wistful expression on his face. He was handsome and rugged, but I had no idea whether he was a good person or not.

"Is there somewhere we can clean my... I mean... can I get some clean clothes?" I asked. "Maybe a bath?"

"Of course," Xander said. "I'll get you some. Don't worry, you'll be safe here."

He gave me a warm smile and I smiled back, feeling slightly relieved that my ordeal was over.

Xander introduced me to one of the survivors, a young woman named Aileyah.  She drew me a bath in a warm small house, where a fire was going in the hearth.  Surprisingly enough, there was a nice bed there as well.

"Let me help you clean up," said Aileyah.  "I feel like I've been through a meat grinder," said   Aileyah with disgust. "I was in the saloon when this whole mess started and I was caught outside when that bigass explosion went off."

"Yeah, I was in a house, trying to salvage supplies," I said. "That's where A Death-touched man... took me, but he kept me safe until the sheriff came to save me."

I didn't mention to her how he had fucked me savagely and made me orgasm more times than I could count.

"I don't know what I would have done without him," I said to her.

Aileyah smiled at me, understanding. "There were only three boys between us and death," she said to me. "We were lucky."

Aileyah took me into the bathroom and helped me undress.    "The town is almost empty," she said. "I just hope that Xander knows what he's doing. We need to grow, and quickly."

"I know," I said. "The way I see it, if he's going to be the leader, we need to look to him for guidance."

"That's the difference between us and the bad factions of Death-touched," Aileyah said.    "We respect the will of our leader."

I was taken aback.

"You mean you'll do whatever he tells you to do?" I asked, stunned.

"Of course," she said. "Death-touched or not, he's the fucking leader. We are lucky to have him."

I had to admit, I was surprised.  I thought I would be stuck in a world full of cutthroats, where I would have to struggle for survival, but it seemed like there was some kind of strange order among the Death-touched.

I bathed quietly for a few minutes and then Aileyah spoke up again.

"I know what you're thinking," she said. "You thought we were all savages, didn't you?"

I nodded. "I guess I did," I said.

"We've had a lot of trouble with that," said Aileyah. "As you know, our leader is very old, and very powerful. He's had to ward us off from other factions and has sometimes had to be ruthless. It's not that we're all good people, but we know we're better than other factions."

Aileyah smiled. "It's very nice to be around a normal girl like you," she said.               "I grew up with my mother, and after she died, I became an orphan. I've been doing what I can to survive.   I haven't had time to be normal."

"That must have been rough," I said, lowering my voice. "I grew up with a mother and a father."

"Me too," said Aileyah. "I know how lucky I am. I just wish that things were less dangerous."

I smiled at her. "I know," I said. "I feel that way too."

I washed myself, and as I cleaned the Death-touched man's cum out of my pussy, I felt a twinge of sadness.  I wondered if I would ever find him again.

When I was fresh and clean, she put me in a white nightgown and took me into the bedroom. She stayed in the bed next to mine, like we were sisters.

"There are no blankets," I said.

"Death-touched don't use them," said Aileyah. "It's just warm enough that we sleep under the sheets only at night. The blankets get hot in the summer."

I didn't know how to feel about this place. It had been a hell of a day, but now I was warm and safe. I could hardly believe that I was here with Aileyah, in a house with a bedroom, sitting on a bed, talking to her.

It almost felt like home.

****

When I woke up the next day, I checked in with Xander.

"Are you ok?" he asked me. "You looked kind of overwhelmed yesterday."

I nodded. "It was a lot to process," I said.

"I'm sorry," said Xander. "It's been hard for all of us lately, what with the survivors and the factions vying for power." He sighed. "It's a lot to take in."

"So what do we do now?" I asked him.

Xander thought for a moment before responding. "We have two choices," he said slowly, looking off into the distance as if formulating his plan as he spoke. "We can keep growing our numbers and prepare ourselves to fight against the other factions, or we can try to find a way to negotiate peace with them, so that everyone can live together in harmony."

He paused and then added: "It won't be easy but it's worth considering both options before we make any decisions about our future."

"What do you think?" I asked him.

"I think both will be difficult," said Xander.

"There are the other factions with their own leaders, and our own numbers are growing."

"So you think that it's best to keep growing and keep preparing for a fight?" I asked him.

"I think we need to be prepared for a fight," he said. "Especially after our recent setbacks."

I nodded. "I thought so too," I said.

"So we have to keep growing, right?"

"Yes," said Xander, smiling at me. "The only way to do that is to take over the other factions."

"You're right," I said to him. "I'm ready to fight if you are."

"Good," said Xander. "We won't let anything get in our way of our goals. There are groups of survivors out there, and members of other factions, but we'll find them, even if we have to send one of us out alone."

I nodded and felt relief in my heart.  I looked around at our new base and felt pride at how far we had come.

It was a lovely warm day. "I want you to explore the woods," Xander said.               "The next thing we're going to need is food, and we'll need to know where to find it."

I nodded. "I'll try," I said. "The woods are pretty far," I said.               "I'll start now."

I walked out of the base with my backpack on and my bow in my hand.   It was a warm day, but pleasant.               I could smell the sweet scent of pine in the air.               The sun was shining low in the sky, and I thought that it was going to be a beautiful day to explore the woods.

Little did I know how wrong I was.

To be continued...
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