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Devil’s Bargain

IT WASN’T EVEN NOON YET and I was already drenched in sweat, despite wearing nothing but a pair of panties and a flimsy tank top. Summer in Texas is brutal at the best of times. Spending it with no air conditioning in a stuffy room with a single window that you don’t dare open more than a crack has to be worse than prison.

On the pallet next to mine my little sister, Erin, sprawled listlessly, staring at the ceiling with an unread novel propped open by her pillow. She’s sixteen, four years younger than me, and the whole end of the world thing hit her hard. I couldn’t really blame her, but her being checked out most of the time has made life rough on me.

I felt a pang of fear as I watched her. Erin was normally thin anyway, but now her ribs and collar bones stood out sharply against skin that seemed too tightly stretched across her slender frame. After doing the Post-Apocalypse Diet for six months we were both ready for roles as extras in Oliver Twist.

You’d think that in a world where practically everyone died overnight that there would be plenty of food to go around. Scattered within a few miles of us were dozens of stores, their shelves loaded with every kind of canned and dry food imaginable. All around us stood hundreds of houses and apartments with stocked pantries left for the taking when the owners died or turned to zombies.

But to get to them you had to go out, and every time we left our refuge it was a risk. Zombies roamed the streets day and night, and often the other survivors were even more dangerous. I’d seen them steal and kill, heard them rape in the early days when there were more people around.

In a world where there are no police and the people still alive are free to live out their sickest, most degenerate fantasies, you can’t be too careful. Especially if you’re a pair of teenage girls.

The bad news was that we were out of food again. All that was left of our stash was a sad pile of empty food containers and water bottles in the corner. We were going to have to venture out again today while we still had the strength to do it.

There wasn’t any good news.

I got up and dug around in the pile of bedding for my pants.

“Erin.”

My sister didn’t react. She often didn’t.

“Erin.”

Her head turned a fraction of an inch towards me. “What?”

“It’s time to move.”

“I’m not going back out there.”

“We either find another place or starve to death here.”

“What difference does it make?”

The hell of it was that I didn’t have an answer for her. What was the point of going on like this, of living like hunted animals where everything else saw us as prey? We were just living day to day until something finally caught up with us. And then we’d die anyway.

“Mom wouldn’t want us to give up.”

That roused her enough to glare at me. “Mom’s dead.”

“But we aren’t. And she’d want us to stay that way.”

“Whatever,” she mumbled.

But she climbed to her feet and shoved her book into her backpack. I counted it as a small victory. A lot of days I couldn’t even get monosyllables out of her.

We didn’t have much so it didn’t take long to pack. Traveling light was safer, even if it meant that we had to do without a lot of things that might have come in useful. Mostly we just gleaned whatever we could from the houses we squatted in, and hoped they had enough of the basic necessities to let us stay a while before having to move on again. At first we’d tried staying in one house, but we could only carry so much and having to make a bunch of trips ferrying scavenged supplies back there was too dangerous. Now we migrated from house to house like a couple of frightened locusts.

It took both of us to move the heavy dresser from where we’d shoved it in front of the door then together we crept down the stairs to the front door. Even small noises will attract the zombies if they’re close by—or other things even less pleasant. The front of the house was clear so we crept out onto the porch to survey the street.

As we left the safety of the house I kept a firm grip on the thick-bladed butcher knife I’d liberated a couple of months back. Every now and then we came across a gun someone had left behind, but neither of us knew anything about guns and we didn’t dare try shooting them to figure it out because of the noise. Erin had a knife as well, but in her state I doubted she’d be much good with it. If we stumbled across a zombie we couldn’t run away from I was going to have to deal with it myself.

My gaze swept up and down the street looking for a likely target. Houses with boarded up windows were no good; there were almost always zombies inside. Two story ones were best because we could barricade ourselves in an upstairs room at the back of the house and open a window where no one was likely to spot it. We’d already moved through most of the houses on the street that were viable, though, which meant we were going to have to head towards the edge of the neighborhood near the main road.

I bit my lip as I considered our options. I would have been happier staying away from the entrance to the subdivision. Any scavengers coming from outside the area would hit those houses first, but every second we were out in the open looking for something safer we were running a risk. Damned if you do, damned if you don’t.

With a shrug I headed for a two-story brick McMansion half a block away that had no cars in the driveway. If the owners had been gone when things went to Hell in a bucket there might be more food left for us.

Bent double to keep ourselves as hard to spot as possible we jogged towards it, passing yards that were overgrown tangles of weeds burnt yellow by the harsh summer sun. Waves of heat rose off the pavement and by the time we reached the driveway our clothes were drenched with sweat.

“Front or back?” Erin whispered.

I glanced around the corner of the garage. There was no lock on the gate.

“Back,” I decided.

The rusted latch squealed alarmingly when we opened the gate, but we darted into the back yard and closed it behind us so quickly that nothing could have spotted us. A broad oak tree shaded the back of the house and kept the waist high weeds from growing too close to the porch. At least we’d be able to get to the back door without being eaten alive by chiggers.

To my disappointment the blinds and drapes were closed so there was no way to see inside. The house was like a surprise package that might blow up in your face when you opened it. At some point you just have to accept some risk, though. I started to reach for the door handle when Erin stopped me.

“Emily, wait. There’s a pet door.”

I stared at the flap in the window. “Help me find a stick.”

After a little poking around we found an old broom in the grass, and I used the tip of the handle to slowly ease the flap up. Erin knelt a couple of feet to the side where she could peer into the gloom while staying safely out of reach of anything lurking inside.

“I don’t see anything,” she whispered.

I glanced around and my eyes settled on a plastic bucket by the porch with some rusty gardening tools stuffed into it. “Toss in that trowel.”

Erin lobbed it in and it skittered loudly across the tiled floor before banging into a cabinet. Although we strained our ears we heard nothing else.

“What do you think?” she asked.

“It’s clear. If there was a zombie in there it would have reacted.”

“I’m going to try to fit through the door.”

I started to object, visions of something grabbing her while she was halfway in screaming through my mind, but I let her go ahead. It would make less noise than breaking out a window.

Six months ago she couldn’t have done it, even with her slim build. Now it only took a little squeezing and wriggling before she landed on the kitchen floor. A moment later she had the back door open and we were both scanning the rooms for any sign of danger.

Aside from a thick layer of dust it looked as though the owners had just stepped out. There was no smell of death or the corrupt stink of zombies who had been cooking inside all summer. Still, we had to be careful.

The open floor plan made clearing the lower level quick and painless, and the front door was still securely locked. My heart was in my throat when we climbed the stairs, though, and I almost peed my pants when one of the boards gave a loud creak under my foot. One by one we checked the rooms, but they were all as deserted as the rest of the house. As we went back out onto the open area the owners had used as a game room I allowed myself a sigh of relief.

“We’re good,” I said aloud.

“Unless they’re hiding in the attic waiting to pounce on us,” Erin replied in her best spooky voice.

A shiver ran down my spine and I punched her lightly in the arm. “Don’t even joke about it.”

“We’re living in a horror movie,” she said. “The hot girls always get killed first.”

“Then why are we still alive?”

“Have you looked in a mirror lately?”

I rolled my eyes. In the zombie shows we used to watch they never mentioned how there’s no running water and no way to bathe, or how bad you start to smell, or how yucky your hair gets. You try to do what you can with bottled water and baby wipes, but that only goes so far—especially in the summer.

“You’re still hotter than I am,” I told her. “Just remember that I don’t have to be able to outrun the zombies, little sister. I just have to be able to outrun you. Let’s go check out the pantry.”

As it turned out we’d hit a gold mine. The kitchen was stuffed full of canned and dry food that the mice hadn’t gotten into yet, and we discovered even more stacks of canned goods and gallon bottles of distilled water. There was chocolate, melted from the heat but still edible, and sealed containers of tea and coffee.

“Carbs,” Erin breathed in ecstasy, holding up an unopened bag of  sour cream and onion chips like she’d found the Holy Grail.

“Are you crying?”

“Shut up.”

“All right, let’s see what else is here. There’s enough water in the garage that we can afford to use some to wash up, and I want to put on some clean clothes afterwards.”

Before we could move my stomach tried to tie itself in knots at a sudden sharp noise from the entryway. It was the unmistakable crash of breaking glass.

Erin grabbed my arm so hard I was going to have bruises the next day. “Emily!”

“Quiet!” I whispered back harshly.

There was no time to get out the back without being seen. All we could do was duck into the garage and hope that whoever it was didn’t look too closely there.

For an eternity of terror we huddled together in the dark behind the dubious cover of a deep freeze. The front door opened and closed again, and heavy, booted footsteps thumped faintly through the house. I held my breath as the steps came closer, praying that whoever it was would go upstairs and give us the chance to make a run for it.

When the doorknob rattled and turned my heart sank down to my stomach then began trying to beat its way through my ribcage. Beside me Erin tensed shrank further back against the wall.

Light, startlingly bright in that blackness, spilled into the room as the door swung open, followed by the blue-white glare of a flashlight. Unable to help myself, I started and flinched back as the beam swept across my foot.

I found myself staring up at the barrel of a gun a foot from my face. Erin squeaked in shock and I pushed myself in front of her.

“Please, don’t s-shoot!” I begged.

The dark shape of a man took a step back and the gun shifted a couple of inches away from my nose.

“I almost shot you!” a deep voice accused. “What the hell are you doing in here?”

“We were h-hiding,” I stammered. “We didn’t know w-what to do. We weren’t sure w-who you were.”

I was babbling, but I didn’t care. Tears sprang to my eyes as I realized that we might not die after all.

“Is it just the two of you?”

“Yeah. Just me and my sister. Erin.”

He took another step back. “All right. Come out of there and into the kitchen.”

Obediently we did as he said, and when I got my first good look at him I began to wonder if we were safe after all. He was dressed in dark camouflage that made his large frame even bulkier, and had a rifle with a scope slung over his shoulder in addition to the pistol still ready in his hand. Dark hair had grown shaggy in the past months, and while he didn’t have a full beard he hadn’t shaved in a while. Fine lines creased the edges of his cool blue eyes as he studied us.

Even with my very limited experience I could tell that this was one very hard, dangerous man. And we were totally at his mercy.

“Are either of you armed?” he demanded.

My knife was the only thing standing between him and my little sister, but what good was it against his guns? I slowly held it out to him, hilt-first.

“Just this.”

He stared at me as though I was a not very bright child. “I don’t need it.”

Unsure what to do, I drew it back and stuck it in a pouch of my backpack. We hadn’t seen another living soul in months and I didn’t know how to react to him.

Well, part of me did. Even at the end of the world my hormones seemed to be working. Rough and dangerous he might be, but some long-unused places were very aware that the guy was hot. Way too old for me, closer to my dad’s age, but still hot.

“I’m Emily,” I said lamely. “This is Erin.”

He shrugged, dismissing us as beneath his interest. “Whatever. You need to be more careful about where you scavenge.” His gaze went to the knife in my pack and he shook his head. “And for God’s sake get yourself a gun.”

I stared in shock at his back as he turned and headed for the front door. That was it? People were an endangered species now, but he wasn’t even going to spend five minutes saying hello?

Another thought struck me, and I hated myself for it. This house had enough supplies for a while, but for how long? How long until we were scrounging again on the verge of starvation? I darted a look at Erin, so painfully thin and wan. How long was she going to hold on with no one but me taking care of her and nothing to ever look forward to?

That broad back kept receding, and something twisted hard inside of me. I couldn’t let him go. We needed him.

“Wait!” I called. “Don’t go.”

He turned slowly and cocked his head to look at me without speaking.

“Stay here,” I ordered Erin.

“But what—” she started to argue.

“Just do it,” I hissed.

I walked down the hallway to where the man waited. My throat tried to close up and it was hard to breathe. He got scarier the closer I got.

“Take us with you,” I said in a voice pitched low enough I didn’t think Erin could hear. “Please.”

He huffed in surprise. “Why would I do that?”

“We need you. We aren’t going to make it on our own.”

One eyebrow lifted. “But I don’t need you.”

“Maybe not. But you never know.”

I could tell I was losing him. He really didn’t need us. Desperation made me foolish and I blurted out the first thing that came to mind.

“I will do anything if you take us with you.”

“Right. You girls take care, now.”

“I mean it,” I insisted. “Anything. My little sister is going to die. I can’t let that happen.”

His eyes narrowed and he cast a glance over my shoulder at Erin. Finally he nodded.

“My name’s Gavin. Fill your packs with whatever you can carry from the pantry and come on, then.”

*     *     *

Second thoughts didn’t begin to describe what I was having as I led the two bedraggled girls out of the subdivision and back towards my place. I’d been on my own for a long time and getting by just fine. I needed two dependents like I needed a hole in the head, and my instincts told me these two were going to be nothing but a huge pain in my ass.

How they’d survived this long I had no idea. From the looks of them they’d only been holding on by their fingernails for quite a while now. The younger of them was skin and bones, and when I looked into her eyes I caught the same thousand yard stare that I’d seen back in the Marines on guys who’d been on the line too long. That one was about ready to check out of everything.

The older one, though. Give her a couple of cheeseburgers and a bath and she’d be downright dangerous. Especially to a guy who had been without anything female around for way too long. While I could take care of that need solo, it was definitely better as a team sport. Emily could make a great mixed doubles partner.

But not permanently. The rational side of my brain knew better. You scratched that itch and moved on with life. I couldn’t imagine hooking up permanently, especially with a girl as young as Emily. If she was more than twenty it couldn’t be by much.

Still, I had to admit that the possibility was intriguing. And my cock definitely approved.

Despite my doubts about their ability to survive, I had to admit that they weren’t completely hopeless. They stayed low when they moved, silent and sticking to me like twin shadows. They had survived this long, after all, when so very many hadn’t. With a little help from me maybe they would make it when it was time for them to move on again.

I led them out of the subdivision and along a back way I’d worked out to keep off of the main streets. Beyond a small strip mall it was a quarter of a mile walk down a two lane road that ran through the middle of a nature preserve. The woods weren’t very thick and even with our packs it was an easy walk through to the house I’d picked out.

My old house had been in an upscale subdivision, and due to its location and endless windows had been both a target and completely indefensible. I’d found the new place only a couple of miles away from there and over the course of a month had lugged over everything I wanted to keep.

“There it is,” I told them in a low voice.

The nondescript two story house sat at the very back of one of the older residential areas, accessible only by a single street that twisted through the neighborhood or by foot through the woods. The sparse houses around it had all been built in the 1960s and had seen better days so the zombie population was low, as were the odds of anyone choosing this area to scavenge when there were much better pickings nearby.

I’d added a gate to the back fence so there was no need to ever go around to the exposed front of the house. I opened it with a mocking flourish and gestured for them to go in.

“Wow.”

Emily stared in surprise at the array of solar panels I’d installed in the back yard. I’d risked three trips in my work truck to bring over all the hardware, but it had been worth it. It wasn’t like being on the grid but I had enough power for some basics, at least during the summer.

“I used to be an independent contractor,” I explained. “I know how to build things.”

A narrow path led through to the back door, which I’d replaced with a heavy, solid slab of oak backed up by steel rods that would stop anything short of a battering ram. I unlocked the deadbolt and waited for the girls to go in so I could secure it behind us.

At the sound of the heavy steel rods sinking home a look of fear crept into their eyes. It wasn’t hard to figure out what they were thinking. If I turned out to be one of the bad guys, they were in trouble.

Luckily for them I wasn’t. At least I didn’t think I was.

I turned on the lights and pointed towards the kitchen.

“You can put the food down there on the counter. We’ll put it away later.”

They did as I said, casting wary glances back at me while they emptied their packs. I shed my own pack and hung the rifle by its strap from the hook by the door. My belt with the ammo pouches and knife followed, and I allowed myself to relax a fraction. I’d made it home again.

All the windows had blackout curtains to keep any light in, so I went through the living room to light the hurricane lamps I kept there. I’d found a good stock of oil during the spring and using them saved electricity for other things.

The girls had stayed put in the kitchen, which I hoped meant that they’d be decent guests who wouldn’t poke around without invitation. Maybe this wouldn’t be as much of an annoyance as I’d thought.

“Have you ever used a propane stove?” I asked.

They both shook their heads.

“I’ll show you later. There’s plenty of food in the pantry. Refrigerator doesn’t work, but I keep it full of bottled water. There’s more in the garage, and if you see the fridge needs to be restocked I am not the maid. Come on.”

They followed meekly as I went upstairs. All the windows up there had been painted over in pale gray that mimicked curtain backing to make doubly sure that no one could see the lights. For the first time I got a reaction from Erin when she saw the gaming setup at the top of the stairs.

“It works,” I assured her. “Games are in the cabinet by the love seat. The hall bathroom is right there. If you need to flush, dump a gallon of water into the tank. Try not to do it more than you have to. There are extra jugs in this room,” I said, motioning towards the door, “but it takes a lot of work to haul it upstairs so go easy. The master bedroom is here, and you two can share this room.”

It was the smallest of the three bedrooms upstairs and I’d been using it as a catch all for things like extra toilet paper, towels, and bedclothes.

“We’ll fix it up,” I told them as I caught the dubious looks they were giving the room. “There are a couple of double beds in the garage. A couple of nightstands and lamps and it will be livable.”

I hadn’t missed the look of surprise tinged with fear Emily shot me when I mentioned the beds. Something about that look sent my hormones surging into overdrive and my cock stiffened instantly erect. I blinked away a sudden vivid image of her curly, reddish brown hair clenched in my fist while her lithe body writhed beneath me.

Maybe I had a little bad guy in me after all.

“Erin, why don’t you go check out the games while I show Emily the rest of the house?”

Emily gave a barely perceptible nod to her little sister’s questioning look.

“Master bedroom,” I said as I opened the door. “Don’t come in here unless I tell you to. Master bath and closet.”

Her eyes widened when she saw the rows of gleaming guns I’d stashed in there along with my clothes.

“Emily.”

Wide, green eyes turned up to me with a deer in the headlights expression that made me think that she was ready to bolt. It was time to clarify things, and make sure she understood what was going to happen here.

“There’s an indoor range about two miles from here. I’ll take both of you and teach you how to shoot. If you’re going to stay alive you need to learn. I’m showing you these because I don’t want you two poking around in here when I’m gone. Until you know what you’re doing you’re more liable to kill yourselves with them than anyone else. Got it?”

She nodded, the tip of her tongue flickering nervously over her lips. And just like that I was rock hard again.

Slowly I moved towards her until our bodies were almost touching. Emily shivered, but didn’t move away when I slid one arm around her narrow waist and drew her against me. Damn but she felt good. It had been way, way too long. I gave her a minute to get used to it then eased my other hand up her back until my fingertips found the bare skin of her neck. She shivered again, the movement sending ripples of desire shooting down to my cock.

Keeping my eyes on hers I lowered my face until I could feel her breath warm against my mouth. Her body tensed in my arms and I felt her pulse racing. For a moment I’d forgotten how young she was. How much experience did she have? From her reactions I guessed it wasn’t much.

Ever so gently I brushed my lips across hers, savoring their rose petal softness. A little gasp escaped her as our mouths met and I began to kiss her. For a moment she stiffened, but gradually she relaxed in my embrace. When she began to kiss me back I teased my tongue along her lips until she opened for me.

She was hesitant at first, unsure, so I took my time and let myself enjoy the buildup. As our tongues explored and teased Emily got braver. Her breathing sped up and her tongue slid against mine with a passion that surprised me.

My cock was so hard it was almost painful and I wanted nothing more than to tear off her clothes and bury myself in her tight heat right there on the floor of the closet, but I knew better. While she had returned my kiss eagerly enough once she got started, it was obvious that I’d been right about her being inexperienced.

Despite the protests from my straining cock I broke our kiss and took a step back. Emily’s face was flushed, her nipples peaked under the thin fabric of her tank top. Fear warred with confusion in her eyes when I made no attempt to take things further.

“That’s a good start,” I told her softly. “I think I’m going to be very glad I made this deal.”

“That’s good,” she replied in a shaky tone that sounded like she wasn’t sure at all.

“And as much as I’d like to continue this and find out for certain, there’s just one problem.”

She tilted her head to the side with a quizzical look that was sweetly adorable. “What?”

I wrinkled my nose. “You need a bath. Bad.”

A blush rushed to her face. “Oh. Sorry.”

I laughed and reached over to touch her hair. “I’ve been there, Emily. Plenty of times when I was in the Marines. There’s soap and water in the hall bathroom. Why don’t both of you wash up then come down to the kitchen and get something to eat? You could use a solid meal. Afterwards, once you’re feeling more up to it, we can pick up where we left off.”

She wouldn’t look at me. “All right.”

“I’m going to go see what I can come up with for dinner. Come down when you’re ready.”

*     *     *

My legs were wobbly as I stumbled down the hall to where Erin sat engrossed in a game.

“I’m going to take a bath,” I told her.

She stared at me as though I’d been speaking in Latin or something. “A bath.”

“Yeah. You can go after I’m done.”

“We can actually take a bath?” she asked incredulously.

“Yes. I’ll be back soon.”

She wrinkled her nose with much the same expression Gavin had. “Take your time.”

“Brat.”

“Takes one to know one, Stinky.”

The light in the bathroom didn’t work, but there was a lamp which I lit with trembling fingers. I closed the door, but didn’t bother locking it. What was the point? If Gavin wanted to come in, he would.

I stripped off my clothes and kicked them into the corner. Ugh. The best thing to do with them would be to give them a decent burial. I’d run around the house naked before I put them on again. Gavin would probably like that.

With a frown I pushed that thought aside and dumped three gallons of water in the tub. It wasn’t much, but as I sank into the tepid water I felt as though I’d died and gone to Heaven. I hadn’t had an actual sit down bath in months, and I luxuriated in the feel of being able to lather up and scrub all over.

Which brought the memory of kissing Gavin screeching back to mind. My nipples were still hard and aching, sensitive to the slightest touch, and the moisture between my legs wasn’t all from the bath.

I hadn’t been kissed often, and never like that. After Dad died Mom had relied on me to take care of Erin, which meant that dating happened about as often as Christmas. Then the zombie thing happened and I had other things to worry about. On the few occasions that the thought of guys did cross my mind it was too depressing to linger on, and I’d pretty much resigned myself to dying a virgin.

Somehow I didn’t think that was going to be a problem anymore.

When I’d told him I’d do anything, I’d meant it. And I’d understood what it meant—or at least I thought I did. But after that kiss I wasn’t so sure. I’d thought that I could just lie there and endure whatever it was Gavin wanted to do to me. I hadn’t counted on the way he’d just set my whole body alight with desire like I’d never even dreamed of before. I’d gotten totally lost in the moment, forgotten zombies and Erin and everything else. It terrified me.

But I was a little bit disappointed that he’d stopped, too.

What would it be like? What would it be like with him?

Before the zombie outbreak I wouldn’t have considered getting together with a guy as old as Gavin in a million years. Now, though, the circumstances had changed. I wasn’t going to meet some cute boy in college at a mixer, or over drinks after work. The odds of me meeting anyone who wasn’t dead and trying to eat me were slim to none.

And it wasn’t as though I’d be settling. The guy was hot, and seemed to get hotter the longer I was around him. Even aside from the effect he had on my hormones, he was everything a girl caught up in a zombie apocalypse could ask for. He was smart, tough, knew how to handle himself, and was capable of providing things I’d never be able to get for myself. Power? Lights? Not to mention that I was actually taking a bath in a tub without worrying that at any second I’d have to make a run for it without my clothes.

I felt safe. For the first time since this whole thing had started I wasn’t terrified—at least not of zombies.

A tap on the door jarred me out of my reverie.

“Yeah?”

The door opened a few inches and Gavin’s arm snaked through to set a folded pile of cloth on the counter.

“I brought you a bath robe. Figured you wouldn’t want to put those dirty clothes back on after your bath, and you’re probably not too keen on the idea of wandering around naked.”

“Not really. Thanks.”

“Not that I’d mind,” he added so mischievously that I could actually hear his grin through the door.

“Why am I not surprised?”

“There’s one for your sister, too.”

As he closed the door and I listened to his footsteps going back towards the stairs I shook my head in bewilderment at the situation. It was like I’d stepped into some alternate universe where I was safe and clean and I could flirt and even get kissed. It wasn’t real. It couldn’t be.

I rinsed off and dried myself with a fluffy towel that looked and smelled brand new, then belted the plush, terrycloth robe around my waist. For the first time in months I felt human again, but when I looked in the mirror a stranger stared back. It was the same face, but the things that I’d seen and endured in the past few months had left their mark on it so that I was no longer the same.

And I had no idea who I’d be after tonight.

When I went down the hallway Erin was gone and the game console was shut off. My stomach tightened in a moment of panic before I heard the voices downstairs. I’d hardly let her out of my sight since all of this started and whenever she wasn’t close by I got a little freaked out.

The scent of food—real food, cooked food, not just something dumped out of a can—wafted up to me. My stomach growled and saliva pooled in my mouth. Quickly I padded down to rejoin them in the kitchen.

“Feel better?” Erin asked.

“You have no idea. What is that smell?”

“Beef in gravy with rice and fresh bread,” Gavin replied.

I stared at him in disbelief. “No. Freakin’. Way.”

He tipped the pot and showed me the steaming, brown meat swimming in succulent juices inside.

“Where did you get beef? Did you kill a cow?”

With a laugh Gavin pointed to the empty plates laid out on the counter. “Make a plate. It’s freeze dried beef. I got it from a camping supply store. The bread is easy with a bread maker. If you’ve never done it I’ll show you how.”

Erin and I heaped our plates like we might never eat again. Gavin’s mouth quirked up in an amused smile and I felt guilty for a second, but he must have read my mind because he shook his head.

“Take as much as you want. You both need to put some weight back on. And after dinner you can help me carry the mattresses upstairs.”

Dinner passed in relative silence. Aside from the occasional heartfelt compliment about the food, Erin and I were too busy stuffing our faces for chit-chat. The meat was a little chewy and there was no butter for the bread, which had a slightly odd taste from being made with dehydrated milk. But I would have sworn on a stack of Bibles that it was the best meal I’d ever eaten in my life.

Once we’d had time for our dinner to settle we helped Gavin move the mattresses and furniture from the garage to our new room. The garage was crammed with neatly stacked plastic bins full of an endless array of food and other consumables as well as clothing, towels, and bedding. Palettes of both bottled and jugged water sat on either side of the door. Gavin must have slaved for months to accumulate all of it.

He left us to organize the room while he retreated to clean himself up. As soon as she was sure that he was gone Erin plopped down on her bed.

“What do you think?”

I decided to play dumb. “What do you mean?”

“About Gavin,” she said in exasperation.

“He seems all right. So far.”

She pursed her lips as she considered.

“Yeah. I was worried at first. I mean, he was kind of scary looking when we met him. But I think if he was going to try anything he would have done it as soon as he got us here. It isn’t like we could have stopped him.”

“True. He certainly didn’t have to feed us like that, or go to all the trouble of moving furniture up here.”

Erin gave a long sigh. “Thank god. I love you, but I’m really not interested in being chained up in a sex dungeon as your sister wife.”

I laughed, but it felt hollow. For all I knew Gavin still had something very much like that in mind. As Erin had said, it wasn’t like we could stop him. All we could do was wait and see, and if things went bad I’d do my best to get Erin out.

“Go take your bath before you get your funk all over that nice, clean bed,” I told her.

The owners of the house had collected shelves of books of all types, and I’d spent half an hour poking through the shelves until I’d collected a handful of reading material. I was deep into a Michael Crichton techno-thriller when Erin came back.

“I am wiped,” she said through a yawn that threatened to dislocate her jaw.

“It’s been a hell of a day,” I agreed, “but I’m going to read a little longer.”

“Whatevs. Just don’t turn the pages too loud.”

I snorted. Erin could sleep through a car wreck while a brass band played. Even the apocalypse hadn’t been able to change that.

“Nite.”

An hour later I was starting to doze off over my book.

“Still awake?”

I jerked upright with a squeak and the book tumbled to the floor.

“Don’t do that!”

Gavin bit back a laugh. “Sorry.”

“I can tell.”

“Is she out?” he asked with a nod towards my sister.

“Yeah. Unless you march a zombie horde into the bedroom she’ll be zonked until morning.”

“Good.”

The desire smoldering in Gavin’s eyes as he studied me made me blush at first, but an answering heat awakened low in my belly. It was stupid and it was probably wrong, but I couldn’t help it. That afternoon when we’d kissed I’d felt something good, felt alive and real for the first time since the whole mess started. I desperately wanted to feel that way again.

“Come on,” he said simply, and I followed him to his bedroom.

What seemed desirable, almost inevitable, back in my bedroom got scarier with each step I took. I didn’t know this guy. I’d never had sex before. What the hell was I doing? By the time he closed the door softly behind us I was trembling all over.

When his lips met mine it was with the warm inevitability of a sunrise, and when my lips parted for him a moment later my nipples hardened at the sudden fluttery ache that blossomed between my legs. For the second time that day Gavin had my body on fire before I knew what hit me.

As his tongue twisted and slid against mine, my hands knotted in the front of his t-shirt. His eyes simmered down at me, alight with the steam of our kiss, setting my heart thumping and waking a throb inside me that threatened to consume me with need.

Fingertips trailed from my cheek down the side of my neck then slipped inside my robe to glide along my collarbone and down still further until his hand covered my breast. My whole body shuddered when his thumb found my nipple and stroked it in slow swirls, sending bright pulses of heat shooting down into my already-vibrating pussy.

A whimper crawled out of my throat. How had he done this to me so easily? I was sopping wet and throbbing and he had barely even touched me. Was this how it was supposed to be? In the stories I’d read it always took the girl a while to warm up. But it was hard to complain when I was so turned on I could hardly think straight.

*     *     *

I hadn’t planned to make a move on her when I went to say goodnight, but the sight of her looking so soft and vulnerable on her bed in that robe was more than I could resist. I had acted without thinking at all, the little head firmly in charge. Very firmly. Inside I might have had doubts about taking advantage of the obviously innocent young woman beside me, but I couldn’t make himself stop. However much I wanted to think of myself as the Good Guy, right now I wanted Emily even more and I wasn’t going to stop unless she made me.

Of course from the way that she was responding to my kisses and hands on her body, I doubted very much that was going to happen. I might despise myself for it in the morning, but she was like some erotic drug and I was already hooked. Down in my pajama pants, my rock-hard cock pulsed in agreement.

The breaths she shared with me turned to soft moans as my hands roved beneath her robe and skimmed up her sides and back. I caressed her body until I was holding both of her firm, round tits, their nipples swollen and rigid under my palms. As I began to rub and knead them her body stiffened, and then she was writhing against me like a cat in heat while her tongue went wild thrashing against mine.

It had been so long. It had been even longer since I’d had anyone so young and unused to this. And to think I’d almost walked away from her without a second thought. Some days I could be a real idiot. But not this time.

Sometime in the last few seconds I’d decided that I was keeping her.

*     *     *

Flames of pleasure licked across my skin with each touch until I could barely catch my breath. I broke free from Gavin’s lips, gasping for air to fill my burning lungs while my mind frantically tried to catch up with what was happening to my body. I really shouldn’t be doing this. I ought to apologize and go hide in the bedroom with Erin while I still could. If Gavin would let me.

Before I could say a word his hands whisked my robe over my shoulders and it slid down into a puddle at my feet. His eyes roamed shamelessly over my body with a heat that turned my legs to Jell-O.

“You looked like you were getting too hot.”

My back arched and I let out a little gasp as his lips fastened onto my nipple. The wet heat of his mouth on that sensitive flesh sent ripples of pleasure cascading through every nerve in my body. As he licked and sucked I forgot all about leaving, my arms sliding around his broad shoulders to clutch him more tightly to me, fingers unconsciously twining in his thick hair to hold his head in place. With each flick of his tongue my clit throbbed in the sympathy of shared need. I was so overcome by sensation that I hardly even noticed his hand on my thigh until his fingertips brushed across the damp lips of my sex.

That got my attention in a hurry. I started to squirm, but as his fingers continued their advance I found myself pressing my hips forward to meet him.

“Gavin!” I squeaked as a fingertip nudged against my clit and almost brought me to my knees.

The fingertip slid against my hidden pearl in feather-light strokes that set off a tingling explosion between my legs, and I cried aloud as it surged through my pussy. My fingers tightened in his hair and my thighs spread apart to give him more room to explore. Another finger found the entrance to my pussy and my muscles froze for a moment in bliss when the tip worked into that tight opening.

“Damn, babe.” The finger teased into my clinging heat. “You’re so wet you’re dripping.”

God, how I wanted him inside of me. The quivering in my depths ached to have him inside of me, filling me for the first time. I’d never felt it before, wasn’t even sure what it would be like, but I craved him inside me.

Fingers moved in time with his tongue, driving me to heights I had never reached alone. It felt incredible and I wanted him to keep doing it forever.

I was so close now, incandescent billows of pleasure drawing every muscle tight. It burst over me like a thunderclap and juices gushed from my tunnel to spill onto Gavin’s hand and drip down the inside of my thighs. I bucked against his hand and thrashed and cried out until only moans were left and I was spent. Finally I sank into Gavin’s arms with his finger still buried in my pussy.

For a minute I could do nothing but gasp for air, bare breasts rocking as my chest heaved. When I finally looked up at Gavin he was watching me with an amused glint in his eyes.

“I take it that was all right?” he asked wryly.

I nodded slowly, not trusting myself to speak.

“Good. I’m pretty sure I can top that, though.”

I was beyond shocked when he pulled his fingers out of me and licked them. Was that a thing? Then he sat on the bed and just looked at me. For the first time it occurred to me that I was naked, completely bared to eyes burning with a lust that scared me and got me quivering again at the same time. Long seconds passed while his eyes took me in from head to toe as though he was trying to burn an image of me into his mind.

“God, you’re even better than I imagined,” he said, his voice husky with desire.

Somehow it hadn’t occurred to me that I could be doing the same thing to him that he’d been doing to me.

Slowly he tugged me onto the bed beside him then slid over to position himself between my knees. From there he could see everything—every secret part of me lay revealed to him. I had never imagined feeling so exposed, so vulnerable, but I didn’t try to cover myself. While it was discomforting it was also strangely exciting to be on display that way. It made me feel very naughty, but the look in Gavin’s eyes was making me extremely hot all over again. I had never thought of myself as anything special—Erin was the pretty one—but there had to be something about me to make him want me so badly.

*     *     *

I had been in a fog, scarcely able to believe this was really happening, but the very naked girl in front of me turned my mind sharp as a razor. For a moment I felt a twinge of guilt. She was so very young. Was I taking advantage of her? But just as quickly I thrust that thought away and focused my whole attention on Emily. She was here. She was willing. And I intended to make her mine.

Her taste was still vivid on my lips when my hands pushed her thighs further apart and I sank between her legs. The sharp, tangy smell of her arousal drew me down and I felt her shiver as my tongue flickered across her nether lips to taste her again. I let my hands slide up the warm satin of her legs to grasp her hips and I settled myself at her center. Wide green eyes stared down at me in disbelief.

“What are you doing? You can’t—”

My tongue on her clit shut her up more surely than a gag. She bucked as I licked her, but my hands on her hips held her steady so that I could continue. Using just the tip of my tongue I flicked and caressed her nub until it was hard and tight as a drum. Emily writhed against the bed with a stream of little moans that got my cock harder than I could remember it being since I was a teenager, and as it jerked in my pajama pants I could tell that pre-cum was oozing out of me with every pulse.

I wanted to tear my pants off and bury myself in her sweet, virgin pussy, but I forced myself to wait, taking my time so she would be good and ready for me when I took her.

*     *     *

I sucked in a shuddering breath as Gavin’s tongue tickled down my lips and teased around the opening to my pussy. Nothing that I had ever done to myself came close to making me feel as good as that tongue.

I bit my lip and clenched my fists in the bedclothes when the tip pushed inside of me, hips rotating up automatically to allow him to taste more deeply. The soft, wet heat penetrated me slowly, withdrew, and then dove into me until it pressed up against the fragile barrier of my hymen. Again and again he thrust his tongue into me to lap up the cream seeping from my depths until my pussy trembled and my entire lower body sizzled with molten tingles like swarms of fireflies. Just when I thought I couldn’t take any more he switched his attention back to my clit and left me gasping for breath.

As his finger replaced his tongue in my tunnel, sliding in and out while wet velvet stroked the taut skin of my clit, I finally began to understand why my more adventurous friends had made a big deal out of this. Every thought and fear fled so that nothing but sensation remained. I floated awash on a sea of ecstasy that drowned everything else.

Gavin pushed me further and further, ratcheting up the pleasure until it became so intense that it was almost painful. He held me there in that between space longer than I would have believed possible, until it was almost an agony, and then finally ended it by sucking my clit between his lips and lashing it fiercely with the slick roughness of his tongue. All the tension inside me broke at once and I screamed from the sudden, sweet release, both fists clenched in Gavin’s hair to hold his face buried in my steamy, thrumming pussy until the last shreds of my orgasm dwindled to a warm glow.

Afterwards I lay there with my eyes closed, thighs shaking in reaction, and tried to dredge up some scrap of the guilt I knew I should feel after letting Gavin do that to me. Only a tiny breath of shame gusted through me when I wasn’t able to manage it. All I felt was warm contentment as my muscles turned slowly to jelly.

The bed creaked as Gavin sat down and I opened my eyes. Juices from my pussy smeared the lower half of his face, and a self-satisfied grin gleamed down at me.

“Was that the first time anyone’s done that to you?”

I nodded, still trying to find my voice.

“Good. You get to have two firsts in one day.”

As he stood up and stripped off his pajama pants my eyes went wide again. He had a mouth-watering body, a rugged frame with ripped muscles, and I gulped as his cock sprang free. Holy shit. A sudden tremor of doubt made the muscles in my stomach tighten. I knew from playing with myself exactly how tight I was, and the thought of him trying to cram that thick shaft inside of me set my heart hammering in near-panic.

It pointed straight at me as Gavin walked to the side of the bed, and I unconsciously edged away from the implied threat of it.

“It’s too big,” I blurted.

Gavin’s chuckle wasn’t particularly reassuring. “Trust me. It will fit just fine.”

He pulled me to my feet in front of him while he sat down on the bed then drew me down onto his lap with my legs to either side of him so that his erection pressed hot and hard against my tummy. Strong arms wrapped possessively around my waist while his lips took mine once more, hungry with passion and need.

The ardor of his kiss and his hands on my body sparked my own desires again, and a tremor built deep within my pussy in response. Fresh moisture seeped from me as our kiss deepened, my arms sliding around his neck, my nipples hard against the warmth of his solid chest. Somehow I still wasn’t satisfied despite the two orgasms he had already given me, and some part of me realized I wouldn’t be until I had his cock completely inside of me. Tentatively I rubbed myself against him, lips slick with my juices gliding along his rigid pole, the friction turning my clit to a glowing ember of pleasure.

*     *     *

I continued to kiss her until I felt the tension drain from her as desire overcame her anxiety, and when I felt her furrow sliding wetly against my cock I knew she was ready. My hands slid down to her hips and lifted her off of my lap to position her tight, steamy hole over my straining cock. Her arms went tight around my neck and she used that leverage to help hold herself up. It wasn’t until then that I realized I didn’t have a condom. Just as quickly I dismissed the idea. I was not going to take this lovely little virgin for the first time with a condom on. No fucking way.

And if I knocked her up that was just one more reason for her to stay, wasn’t it?

“Are you ready?” I asked.

*     *     *

I wasn’t sure I was ready at all, but I nodded anyway. Slowly Gavin lowered me until the round head of his erection pressed against the opening of my little tunnel. I squeaked in surprise as the head pushed inside me, stretching me and pressing hard against my hymen. But my body wanted it, demanded all of it inside me.

Poised above Gavin’s cock, I couldn’t wait any longer. The insistent ache inside drove me to get it over with and feel that hot, rock hard shaft in my deepest places. I licked my lips nervously and before he knew what I was going to do my arms loosened around his neck and I sank down onto his shaft.

For a brief instant I felt a burning sting as my hymen gave way, but then my pussy was spreading for him, slippery walls stretching to fit his thick manhood as I slid down his length and finally ended up sitting on his lap once more. Stretched and stuffed, he touched me in places I had never known existed, and I wrapped my legs around his waist to hold myself tightly against him.

It was like nothing I had ever imagined, could never have imagined, and I found myself looking up at Gavin in wonder. He smiled back at me and kissed me gently, like I was made of spun glass or something and might break. Then he shifted his legs beneath me so that he moved inside of me and I gasped and instinctively squeezed down on him.

“Oh, dear god,” I breathed.

“Yeah,” he replied, his voice husky. “But thank me, too.”

I started to giggle, but then his hands began rocking my hips to move me up and down on that thick, iron rod and I didn’t have the breath to laugh any longer. It took everything I had to hold onto him, to hold onto reality as his manhood filled me and waves of rapture crashed inside me in a spray of sparkling tingles. My eyes closed and I was left with the creak of the bed, Gavin’s low grunts as he lifted me with his arms, and the squish of our bodies mashing wetly together each time I came to rest against his legs.

*     *     *

I moaned as her pussy swallowed me and squeezed me like a vice made of warm, wet silk. I had been in college the last time I had fucked a virgin. And Emily was so goddamned perfect. How could I have ever thought of walking away from this? I watched her as she rode me, her head thrown back and eyes closed in ecstasy, and vowed to never let her out of my sight again. Hell, I might never let her out of my bed. I bent down, lips close to her ears.

“You’re mine,” I panted. “I am going to come inside of you and fill that tight pussy of yours with my cum. And I will never let you go.”

*     *     *

His words caused a flare of liquid heat to bloom between my legs. I imagined his huge member shooting cum into me and my pussy flooded all over again. At the same time his possessiveness settled over me like a warm, soft blanket. In another time and another place it probably would have been terrifying. Here, now, it was life and safety. My arms tightened around him and I squeezed down on him as hard as I could.

“Yes,” I moaned. “Please. Do it.”

*     *     *

I thrust deep, burying myself and feeling the boiling intensity begin in my balls that told me I was about to come.

“You’re mine,” I repeated.

“Yes,” she moaned. “I’m yours.”

I thrust hard once, then twice, and then my cum jetted in thick gobs inside of her as my cock jumped and shook, spurt after spurt that seemed to go on forever. Emily came moments later with her clit grinding against me, burying her cries against my chest while I stroked her hair and held her trembling body tightly.

*     *     *

When I got my breath back I could feel his twitching cock slowly shrinking inside of me, and our mixed cum oozed from me to dribble in thick drops down our bodies.

“I think we need a shower,” I muttered

The heat in Gavin’s eyes flared again and his cock squirmed a little in reaction.

“That sounds like a great idea.”

It turned out to be another cool bath, not a shower, but the way Gavin went about it I didn’t mind at all. Afterwards he curled up against me in his big bed and I felt so safe and warm that I wanted to stay there forever.

Until I woke up sometime in the middle of the night and what I’d just done had a chance to sink in. I’d just lost my virginity to a guy I’d only met a few hours ago. What the hell had I been thinking?

Moving with sloth-like speed I disentangled myself from Gavin and slid out of bed. After fumbling around in the dark for a minute I found my robe, draped it over me like a cloak of shame, then crept back to my own bed.

How was I going to be able to look either him or my sister in the face in the morning?

Gavin was already up when Erin and I dragged ourselves out of bed, the smell of food an enticement even our desire to sleep in couldn’t ignore. As we entered the kitchen he gave me a grin that threatened to curl my toes. I prayed Erin didn’t notice the blush that crept up my neck to burn my cheeks. She wouldn’t stop pestering me until she found out why.

“Morning, sleepyheads.”

“Morning,” I murmured.

Erin gave me an odd look but didn’t say anything as she went for the food like a shark after a wounded seal. I felt as though I’d dodged a bullet.

“If you’ll tell me your sizes, I’ll go find some new clothes for you this morning.”

I wrote both our sizes in clothes and shoes down for him while Erin scarfed down enough food for two people. Gavin swung his pack onto his shoulders and got his rifle from the hook by the back door.

“I should be back early this afternoon. Make yourselves at home until I get back, but don’t leave the house.”

“We won’t,” I agreed.

As soon as he was gone Erin rounded on me.

“What the hell are you doing?” she demanded.

“What?”

“When you told him you’d do anything I thought you meant cooking and cleaning and stuff like that. I didn’t know you meant anything anything.”

“I didn’t know you heard that,” I responded guiltily.

“What I heard was the two of you when I woke up in the middle of the night and you weren’t in your bed.”

I took both of her hands and looked her in the eyes. “Erin, we weren’t going to make it by ourselves. I did what I had to do to keep us alive.”

“Me, you mean,” she replied bitterly.

“Don’t say that!”

“It isn’t worth it, Emily. Not for the food. Not for the clothes. Not for anything.”

She yanked her hands away and jumped to her feet then stormed up the stairs to our room and slammed the door so hard the windows shook, leaving me awash in guilt and anguish. It wasn’t fair. What other choice had I had?

Clean, new clothes should have been an occasion for celebration. Instead there was only awkwardness when Gavin returned. Erin flatly refused to leave our room. I tried to be grateful enough for us both, but it was obvious that things weren’t as they should be. Thankfully Gavin didn’t push. I didn’t feel remotely up to trying to explain it to him.

That night when we went to bed he gave me a quizzical look, but didn’t invite me to his room. I curled up alone in my bed and wished I could go to him, but I was all too aware of Erin watching me in the darkness. I sighed and closed my eyes. Things would settle down. It was just going to take time.

But when I woke up the next morning Erin was gone.

Her bed was empty and cold, and her pack and new clothes had vanished. I flew downstairs and discovered that the back door was unlocked, and one of the big knives from the knife block by the refrigerator was missing. Panic swelled inside of me until I was ready to burst. I hammered on Gavin’s door and yanked it open without waiting for him to respond.

“Erin is gone!”

He sat up in bed and blinked at me. “What? Gone?”

“She took her things and left.”

Without another word he jumped out of bed and started yanking on his clothes. “How long?”

“I don’t know,” I wailed. “She was gone when I woke up.”

“Damn it.”

“It’s my fault.”

Strong hands gripped my shoulders and his eyes bored down into mine.

“I’ll find her, Emily.”

I nodded, needing to believe it. “I have to go with you.”

“No way. Too dangerous.”

“She won’t come back with you.”

“I’ll damned well drag her back,” he growled.

“No. That will just make it worse.”

He rolled his eyes with a sigh then relented. “Fine. Get dressed.”

When we got to the back door he pulled a pistol out of his pack and handed it to me. It felt cold and alien in my hands.

“I don’t have time to go over the fine points. If you need it, you turn off the safety here. Point it at what you want to shoot, hold tight, and squeeze the trigger.”

I shoved it into my back pocket and prayed I wouldn’t have to use it. “Okay.”

As soon as we left the yard Gavin paused and looked around.

“Now where the hell would she go?” he mused to himself.

“She wouldn’t go to any of the houses here. They’re too close.”

“Then she probably headed back to the subdivision where I found you. Come on.”

He moved as quickly as possible while still keeping a sharp eye out for zombies, and it was all I could do to keep up with him as we practically jogged up the narrow road. We were a hundred yards from the small strip mall at the turnoff that led back to the house where Gavin had found us when I heard the low, swelling groan of zombies. Sickening fear pooled like poisoned ice in my stomach.

“Gavin,” I whispered.

“Keep low and stay behind me.”

I did as he said and the strip mall appeared through the trees. With every step forward the groaning grew louder and my heart fell a little more. If I’d been on my own I wouldn’t have dared to go anywhere near the place, but Gavin’s presence lent me enough courage to stay at his heels until we got to the parking lot.

Being in the open sucked, especially since it allowed me to see the other zombies that were slowly shambling our way from every direction. If we didn’t find Erin fast they were going to be all over us. Gavin ignored them and followed the groans around the corner to the alley behind the building.

Near one of the doors five zombies had surrounded a big dumpster. It was tall enough that their hands could barely reach the top, where my little sister was standing with her back against the wall as far as she could get from their clutching hands.

“Cover your ears!” Gavin barked.

I did as he said just as a pistol appeared in his hands. Noise exploded from it, deafening even with my palms pressed tightly against my head. The zombies turned as one and shuffled towards us, while Gavin fired again and again into their midst. One fell, then another and another.

I wanted to scream, and every instinct I had was shrieking at me to run before they could reach us. If Gavin was afraid he showed no sign of it. He stood firm, feet planted wide and the pistol held out before him in both hands where it bucked and spat fire at the undead.

The last one fell only a couple of feet from us with the top of its head missing. I drew a deep, shuddering gasp of air and let my hands fall from my ears. Gavin was already pulling Erin down from her perch, and as soon as her feet touched the ground he shoved her towards me.

“Get her back to the house.”

“What about my pack?” Erin asked.

“Forget about it. Just run.”

I gripped my sister’s hand and we fled. Any argument she might have made was silenced by the steady approach of at least two dozen more zombies. Stubborn and impulsive Emily might be, but she wasn’t stupid.

The good thing is that zombies are slow. If you could get away with them you could usually outrun them. The bad thing is that they’re tenacious little buggers. Once they catch sight of you they just keep coming.

Gavin had stayed to the rear to make sure that Erin and I were safely away, but he caught up with us just before the spot where we needed to turn off into the woods. That was good, because I don’t think I would have remembered it on my own.

“Straight to the house,” he said. “If we’re lucky they’ll just keep going along the road past us when we disappear into the trees.”

I’d keep my fingers crossed, but it wasn’t likely. When their prey disappeared zombies tended to slow down, stop, then gradually wander off at random. The woods were going to be more dangerous for a while.

As soon as we were safely inside I grabbed Erin by the shoulders.

“Why? Why did you do that?”

“You know why.”

She shook herself free, glared at Gavin, then ran up the stairs to our room.

Gavin gave me a bemused look. “Do I want to know?”

“She heard us the other night.”

He actually blushed. “Oh.”

“I’ll handle it.”

“You go ahead. I’ll wait down here where it’s safe.”

I stuck my tongue out at him. “Coward.”

“Hey, zombies I can deal with. Teenagers are scary.”

“You have a point.”

I pushed the bedroom door open and sat down on my bed facing my sister. She stared back, still defiant.

“We need to talk.”

She shook her head. “No, we don’t. I already told you that I’m not going to let you sell yourself to that guy for me.”

“It’s more complicated than that,” I sighed.

The sarcasm in her voice could have peeled paint. “Really?”

“Yes, really. First of all, I like him.”

Her eyes widened. “Like him? Ewww. He’s old.”

“He’s thirty-eight,” I told her, which might as well be Methuselah to a sixteen year old. I’d asked him sometime after our bath together and before we fell asleep. “And I do like him.”

“You hardly even know him,” she insisted stubbornly.

“Erin, just stop. How many guys have we met since this started? None, right? There aren’t that many of us left, and from what we’ve seen most of those we want to stay far away from. Gavin isn’t like them. And I don’t want to lose him. For my sake, not just yours.”

“You’re only saying that so I’ll stay.”

“This world isn’t like the one we used to live in. That’s gone forever. There aren’t any dating prospects. There isn’t even any dating. We have to make the best of what we’ve got. I think Gavin is a good man, and I’m starting to like him. I want to stay here. And I am not going to his bed just because he expects it.”

She grimaced and made a show of covering her ears. “TMI.”

“The point is that everything isn’t just about you, squirt. I found something I’d given up even hoping for, and I want to keep it.”

The frown on her face finally gave up. “Seriously?”

“Yeah. So please don’t fuck it up for me.”

“Language.”

“No more running off?”

She gave me a long look then nodded. “All right.”

“Good. And maybe if you apologize nicely Gavin will bring your pack back.”

“That’s a thinly veiled hint I need to apologize to him, right?”

“Bingo.”

“Fine.” She came and put her arms around my neck. “I love you, big sister.”

“I love you, too.”

“Do you think Gavin knows any hot guys my age?”

“I think you’ve pushed your luck enough for one day, don’t you?”

“Whatevs.”

She did apologize, and Gavin was smart enough not to make a big deal out of it. I just hoped he wasn’t reconsidering our arrangement after that little escapade. What I’d told Erin was the truth—I really was starting to like him. And my body was way ahead of the rest of me.

That night I didn’t bother waiting for Erin to go to sleep. She simply rolled her eyes at me when I left the room, and then she went back to her book. Gavin’s door was closed, and I hesitated before tapping on it. What if he’d decided we were more trouble than we were worth? What if he didn’t want me now?

The way Gavin’s eyes lit on me when he opened the door told me in an instant how very wrong I was about that. I stepped inside and slid out of my robe, which slithered to the floor to cover my toes. My hands slid beneath his t-shirt, eager for the touch of his skin, my palms lingering over his smooth, toned muscles. With his help I pulled the shirt over his head and went to work on his pants, which quickly joined my robe on the floor.

Pushing the door closed, Gavin scooped me up and laid me down on our bed. His face was shadowed in the dim light of the lamp on his nightstand, but I could feel his eyes roaming across my body. He took a moment to savor it before lying beside me, the heat of his body comforting next to mine. I was safe. I was his.

Fingertips traced the curve of my cheek, turned my face towards his mouth. As his lips took mine desire erupted through me in a fury of need, no longer the shock it had been the first time but every bit as compelling. Feeling my response he slanted his mouth to explore me more deeply, his tongue bent on discovering everything, experiencing every part of me. While my body heated, I kissed him back with a confidence I hadn’t possessed before and twined my fingers through his soft, dark hair.

As I shifted beside him the comforter grazed the stiff pebbles of my nipples and I moaned against his tongue at the shock of the electricity surging into my heated breasts and shooting down into my core. I was already liquid inside, my entrance moist and ready, and I ached with the need to have something—him—inside me.

My skin was tight and prickly, buzzing under his palms as his hands drifted over my body in a slow, sinuous dance meant to inflame me further. His thumb found a nipple, glided around the taut flesh in lazy swirls that left me burning. Fingers from his other hand teased against the dark, russet curls of my mound, not quite reaching down to my clit. He continued to tease and my hips rocked forward in an involuntary motion to rub against him but he danced away, fingertips trailing fire across the tensed muscles of my stomach. I moaned against his mouth again and he sucked playfully on my tongue before nipping at my lower lip with his teeth.

My back arched when he squeezed my nipple and my mouth broke free so I could gasp down a gulp of cool air. He gathered me against him, the grip of his strong arms leaving me feeling fragile and small, and he kissed me again, slower this time but without giving up any of the passion we had shared earlier.

“I have to taste you,” he murmured against my lips.

As he slid down my body I shivered in anticipation. Just the thought of his mouth on my pussy set me on fire, and every breath that tickled against my skin as he kissed and licked his way down my stomach had me squirming with eagerness. He knew how to draw it out so that by the time his tongue finally slid against the swollen pearl between my legs I was already halfway to orgasm.

He teased me at first with short, light strokes against that aching, pink skin that burst in brief flares of pleasure then faded quickly—too quickly—back into aching need. I whimpered, begged, but it wasn’t until my fingers dug into the silken mass of his hair to draw him closer that he surrendered and gave me what I wanted. The slick tip of his tongue circled me again and again until my hips lifted from the bed and hot juices exploded through my center.

I moaned as the warm blanket of his tongue abandoned my clit to plunge into my tunnel, thrusting as deeply into me as he could manage, twisting and probing against my slick walls. With every lunge my hips rocked to meet him and the thick, bubbling pleasure which swelled low in my belly boiled hotter. Gavin’s greedy tongue lapped against my lips, flickered along skin flushed and tingling with anxious heat, until he had tasted every part of me that he could reach. When he had finally sated himself with my juices the smooth tip of his tongue swept back to the knotted need at my root, lifting it so that he could suck it between his lips.

All the air exploded from my lungs in a ragged cry while unbearable pleasure speared straight down into my center until my clit seemed to ring like a bell, throbbing in a tense, desperate rhythm. Perhaps he could feel it, because his tongue stroked in time to the pulse beating through me. Licking and sucking, Gavin’s mouth worked relentlessly to urge my body to new heights of sensation. He knew I was on the edge, teetering on the brink, and as he slid two fingers carefully into the tightness of my pussy he trilled the edge of his tongue against my clit. With another cry I arched up while gusts of bliss swirled up and over my raw skin in electric tendrils, until the darkness around me filled with bright colors and I shattered against his face.

Panting from the intensity of my release I pushed myself away from him, too sensitive to be touched again until the last aftershocks of my orgasm subsided. It could only be for a few moments, though, because while the warm afterglow drifted down into my bones, my pussy still trembled with a wild craving to feel Gavin’s cock filling me. Even if he went down on me a dozen times a day—if only!— it still wouldn’t have sated my need to have him inside of me.

Once my breathing returned mostly to normal Gavin moved back up beside me and watched me with half-lidded eyes, his gaze heavy with a heady mixture of smug satisfaction and desire. The heat smoldering in that dark gaze re-awakened the twinge between my legs, made me throb with an intensity that left my muscles trembling. I wanted him—needed him—with a ferocity that blinded me to anything else.

“Now, Gavin,” I groaned.

He moved and I caught a glimpse of his rigid manhood before he moved below me. Those strong, hard hands gripped my ankles and lifted my legs while pulling me inexorably towards his eager erection. In only a moment my legs pressed against the hard plane of his chest and his cock head bumped against my bare bottom. I shuddered as I fought the urge to shove myself against him until I captured his thick shaft, wanting it so badly that I could scarcely think straight. My only thought was that I needed it inside of me—now.

Swiftly Gavin adjusted my body and slid his cock against my slippery skin, working his way down to just the right spot until his head popped into my entrance. I was wet and ready for him, but the suddenness took me by surprise and I gasped. Just as quickly I relaxed, eager to accept the rest of his burning hardness within me. He thrust hard into the slick grip of my tunnel and held himself buried inside. This time there was no pain at all.

“Yes,” I hissed as my trembling walls stretched around him.

He moved slowly at first, knowing that it would take a little time after my first orgasm before I was ready for another, but there was no doubt in either of our minds that there would be another. Steadily, deliberately his cock drove into me, a full stroke each time so that his swollen balls struck me as he sank home. One arm tightened against my legs to squeeze me still more tightly against him, allowing him to press another fraction of an inch further into me, claiming my deepest, tightest places.

As he settled into a rhythm I relaxed against him and let my head loll back, letting him take control and move at his own pace, content to simply enjoy the warmth spreading throughout my body as his thick cock stretched me again and again. Between us the air hummed with our building tension, so thick I could barely manage to breathe it in, my flushed skin dying for a cool breeze to ease the growing heat.

After a minute Gavin’s free hand wandered down to my clit. While he pounded into me his thumb rolled against that taut, throbbing lump until he brought me to the brink again. I moaned, desperate for him to finish me and send me flying once more, but I held on as long as I could, prolonging the ecstasy until I thought I might die from it.

Sparks sizzled along my nerves, drawing my body so rigid with the need for release that my muscles shook. I clung to the present, fought to stave it off but couldn’t last. The muscles of my pussy and ass clenched tight and Gavin gasped at the sudden fierce grip on his manhood. With a little moan of pleasure his hips pushed harder, ramming his rod into me so hard that it jarred my entire body.

He never let up, stroking harder and deeper until my fingers dug into his back and there was only the sensation of the head of his cock thrusting far up inside me. Hot juices flooded my already-soaking tunnel as my second orgasm of the night claimed me despite all my efforts to hold back.

My vision dimmed to a gray haze while my breath caught on the searing blaze of rapture which possessed me. My body was a drum pounded by my pulse, my ears deaf save for the tide of blood rushing through my veins. I cried wordlessly as I shook against him, lost in a whirlwind of sensation even as Gavin cried out and spilled his boiling cum in my depths.

Chest heaving, he released me and gently lowered my legs to the bed before collapsing next to me. For a long time we were content to simply lie side by side and come slowly back down to earth, and then Gavin rolled over and tucked a possessive arm around me.

“It’s kind of hard to quantify, but I think that might just have been better than the first time.”

“Definitely,” I purred as I stretched, my body sinfully satiated.

“Do you need to get back?”

Not about to leave the safe haven of his arms, I shook my head. “I’d like to stay, if that’s all right.”

Gavin laughed and his arm squeezed me more tightly. “You’re not going anywhere. You’re mine, Emily.”

And I was.

*.....*.....*

That’s how I found myself safe at last, six months after the apocalypse that ripped away my whole world. We never did get around to bringing home condoms—I think Gavin might have “forgotten” that on purpose, but I didn’t care. By the end of the summer I was pregnant and happier than I’d been in years.

Erin slowly came out of the darkness, but the bubbly teenager she had been was gone forever and she never, ever leaves the house now. Her world is in the books and games Gavin brings home to her, and she wants nothing to do with outside.

I keep hoping that one day instead of books Gavin will bring home some younger man who could interest her in having a life again. He thinks there’s a small group of survivors living a couple of miles to the south, and there could be somebody there.

They’re more of a danger than anything else, though. Over the summer Gavin told me about the other group of survivors he knows about. They’re living in the big mansions up on the hills over the lake, a bunch of ex-military and bikers who make their living by scavenging. But they don’t scavenge for food or supplies. They’re slavers who scavenge for people.

I’m not worried about us—Gavin is far too careful and we’re so secluded that it would take a miracle for someone to stumble across us. But that other group...

I hope they make it.

The End
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Sneak Peek: Dark Desires

I CHECKED MY WATCH and silently recited a stream of mental curses. I was late. It had taken far too long to find the spare keys to the slave block and time was running out. If we didn’t get there before shift change we’d miss our window. I had to hurry.

A twinge of guilt stabbed at me, but I ruthlessly suppressed it. I wasn’t getting out without help, and that help came at a price. The three guards we’d convinced to join us were willing to betray the others, but only if they were able to bring along their favorites from the women among the slaves. I loathed myself for agreeing to it, but it was the only way I was going to get away.

I broke into a run then loped down the stairs two at a time. Escaping had become the primary focus of my life. Nothing else mattered. No matter how hard it was outside, making it on my own would be infinitely better than where I was now. Once I got away I’d figure out a way to ditch the others. But first I needed them to get me out of the slavers’ compound.

Theo turned as I came down, worry turning to almost comical relief.

“Did you get them?”

“Yeah.”

“Let’s go, then.”

He was the lieutenant in charge of the night watch, and he was in love with me. I’d encouraged him with whispered promises and it hadn’t been too hard to convince him that the only way we could ever be together was if we left the slavers behind. I had no intention of following through on any of those promises, but he wouldn’t find that out until it was too late. Maybe I should have felt guilty about that, too, but I didn’t. He was one of them, after all.

Theo yanked the door open and I followed him out into the night—then froze as a row of brilliant lights exploded in a blinding glare before us. My heart sank to my toes as I blinked and shaded my eyes so that I could make out the dark figures silhouetted before us.

Holden stood on the sidewalk, his expression grim and cold as raw granite. Half a dozen soldiers with rifles not quite pointed at us flanked him, guarding three kneeling men whose arms were bound behind them. They were the ones who were supposed to be waiting for us at the slave block.

“Take them,” Holden said in a clipped voice that chilled my bones.

Theo’s shoulders slumped as he counted the rifles aimed at him and realized that it was over. Two of Holden’s men disarmed him and tied his hands. Another took me by the arm and dragged me to stand beside Holden.

“Hello, Astrid. Lovely night for a stroll, isn’t it?”

I kept my mouth firmly shut. This wasn’t the time for mouthing off. Satisfied that I was under control Holden turned wintry eyes to the lieutenant.

“I’m pretty sure I know why, Theo. Got anything to say in your defense?”

With a violent effort I shook free of the hand on my arm and got as close to Holden as I dared. I had to stop him.

“It was my fault!” I blurted. “I made him do it.”

“Yeah, I know,” the older man sighed. “Just remember that.”

In one smooth motion he drew his pistol and pumped three rounds into Theo’s chest. My wannabe lover spun and crumpled onto his side to the grass with his life’s blood pumping from the shredded remains of his heart. I screamed and started towards him, but this time the hand restraining me was Holden’s and there was no breaking that iron grip.

“Don’t.”

My body shook with sobs as I watched the man I’d lured into this disaster bleed out in the yard of the house I shared with Holden. While I hadn’t even particularly liked him, I hadn’t wanted him dead.

“Holden...”

He didn’t answer. He just watched stone-faced until Theo stopped breathing. The silence around us swelled until it grated against every nerve, and then the body twitched. Dead, milky-white eyes turned to us with a mad, insatiable hunger.

“Throw him out,” Holden ordered.

I stared at him in shock as two soldiers armed with animal control poles slipped nooses around the newly risen zombie’s neck and savagely pulled it up to its knees.

“No! Please. Kill him.”

Those cold eyes swiveled down to me. “Actions have consequences, Princess. This is a lesson. Hopefully, next time you’ll think before you do something stupid that could get someone else killed.”

One of the soldiers cleared his throat. Garret Davis, Holden’s second in command and a merciless killer, jerked his head towards the three men still kneeling in the grass. “What do you want me to do with them?”

“Lock them up. I’ll think of a punishment in the morning.”

“And her?”

Holden looked at me and shook his head with a sigh. “Take her inside and put a guard on her. And make goddamned sure you pick men who can’t be led around by their dicks.”

*     *     *

I was tired, so fucking tired. Keeping the lid on this place required everything I had already. I didn’t need Astrid’s bullshit as the icing on the cake. If she’d gotten away with this it would have undermined my authority with the men, and that would lead to the whole place falling apart as the various factions squabbled for dominance.

Not that I was likely to still be around to see it.

I hated to waste men, especially when they were in such short supply, but Theo had been a necessary example. The other three didn’t matter as much. They wouldn’t get off scot-free, but at least they’d live to screw up another day.

Theo, though, had gone too far. He’d fucked with what was mine. If he’d only betrayed me I would have killed him cleanly, but he’d tried to take away Astrid. Leaving him to walk the earth as a zombie would certainly get the message across to the men, but that wasn’t why I’d done it. I wanted the fucker to rot for daring to even think about her.

My teeth ground together and I had to force my jaw to unclench. If he’d so much as touched her...

I machine gunned orders to the men still standing around then stalked inside my house. There was still a danger that we hadn’t caught everyone involved in this little conspiracy, but Garrett could handle that. Right now I had to go take care of the ringleader.

Her father and I had served in the Marines together then retired to start a small, exclusive security firm in Austin. Over the years I’d watched Astrid grow up into a lovely, bright young woman, helped her move into the dorms at UT when her dad got stuck on a bodyguard job, and then rolled in hot with her father to get her out again when all hell broke loose last December. Not long after, as Jake lay dying from a zombie bite, I’d promised him that I’d take care of her as though she was my own.

I intended to fulfill that promise.

Continue reading Dark Desires…
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function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

		return Math.floor(span.offsetTop / window.innerHeight);

	}

	return 0;

}
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