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		Chapter One

		

	
		I wake up. I’m not at home, not in my bed, but somewhere dark and confined. The air is musty and cold, smelling of wet stone, and I’m lying on a bare mattress.

		I jerk my head up, wide awake. Where am I? Who was in that dream? Then it was coming back to me now; it was Saturday night; I was returning from a friend's house when someone jumped me from behind. That's the last thing I remember.

		Squinting, I look around and my fears are confirmed. I’m in some type of prison cell, six by nine feet with bars and all. Outside the bars is a tunnel cut from rock, like underneath some castle. Everything glows red in the light--a crimson light, though I don't see its source.

		My heart races. This isn't happening, this cannot be happening. Sitting up, I hear something--I freeze, listening--a voice? From somewhere off to my right, I’m pretty sure. Something like a grunt.

		I call out, "Hello?" and wait. No response. There's another grunt from somewhere else, and a growl. Are wolves here, too? Maybe werewolves.

		I've broken into a sweat. This can't be real, but my surroundings remain undeniable. I still see the bars, hear the faint grunts, smell the stone, and feel the hard floor under my feet, and they are not going away.

		All right. Stay calm. That’s the first thing, the important thing. Deep breath. Keep calm and find a way out of here.

		I went up to the bars. They're far enough apart to squeeze my head and a shoulder through, and I can see more of the tunnel now. The light does come from a red stripe on the ceiling, and cells run the length of the tunnel into the dark, all on the same side as yours. Across from those is the rock wall, featureless except for a metal box like a steamer trunk, twenty feet to my right as I face the bars.

		Now I hear something else: footsteps. They echo from off to my left, approaching. I’m about to wriggle my head and shoulder back through the bars, wondering what this could mean--who are they? What do they want with me? Is it me they’re coming for?— My eye catches something else: a bronze plate screwed to my cell door, with words in capitals. You squint to read:

		SPECIMEN CIRCA 2021

		DECEASED IN PRIME OF LIFE,

		NO MISSING DIGITS OR LIMBS,

		GOOD CONDITION. WILD-CAUGHT.

		I furrowed my brow at this. Are zombies kidnapping human’s and displaying them in trophy cases? I never thought they were smart enough to do that. But I see something else, too: beneath the plate is a second one, this one copper, with six sigils on it.

		I reach for it, touch it. Why not try? Could be a code, or prayer, or epitaph...but I have nothing to lose. I tap on the icons at random, hearing approaching footsteps, and hope like hell this is my lucky day. Click-click-click, click-click-click-click. Then a sound.

		***

		"Oh, shit!" I breathed when I saw the zombie round the corner. "This is my fucking lucky day!"

		The zombie who was now coming my way in the slow, lurching way they favored was an old wrestling opponent, Bebe Dahl, back when I'd been active in the AHW League and life had been normal and zombies had been stupid or only figments of our imaginations and seen in movies. The last time I saw this bimbo flash through my mind like a rerun.

		I recall that I was concerned, I would normally have been on top by now but Bebe was proving a tougher bitch than I thought, yes she was a vain stuck up cow but she could scratch and claw with the best of them. It was a typical Apartment House match. Each of us got $500 apiece and the winner got an additional $1500.

		Bebe was breathing hard, which I noticed. She hurt like hell, her face was bruised, her scalp burned where hair had been torn away but I knew by the mix of hair on the floor that I would be burning soon too.

		Now just in thongs the two of us came together again, I jumped up and grabbed at Bebe’s hair and caught her left wrist. As Bebe rose to match me, my knee hit its target, SMACK straight in Bebe’s belly. If she was breathing hard before now Bebe was totally out of breath.

		As she bent forward an evil look on my face was quickly followed by another knee this time sending Bebe sprawling backwards and crashing to the floor.

		“That’s got you finished BITCH, hold on its payback time for you SLUT” and I dropped my whole body weight down on Bebe’s chest, winding her again, picked her up by her hair and slammed her head backwards into the floor.

		Bebe was in real trouble and then her next move shocked everybody, both of us women had managed to scratch at each other’s exposed tits as we rolled over and over but now Bebe grabbed up and mercilessly clamped her hands on my tits and squeezed and mauled as hard as she could, digging her nails in behind my nipples and almost tearing them.

		Bebe never knew she could be so savage and neither did I but on top I could do even more damage to my rivals chest and aimed a hard right fist into Bebe’s left tit, “OH my fuck.” screamed Bebe as she almost threw up with the sickening blow and yanked down hard on my tits, causing her to fall forwards.

		Again Bebe tried to get away but now scratched to bits and her left boob bleeding I was in no mood for mercy, I grabbed at Bebe’s thong as she turned away and pulled hard, bringing her back in and then as I stood up lifted her thong hard, cutting between her legs with a wild wedgie.

		Bebe’s crotch burned as her thong pulled into her and she was relieved when it snapped, causing me to topple over but once again I quickly got back on top of Bebe and with my rival now naked I aimed a wild punch between her legs causing Bebe to double over in pain.

		I could sense Bebe was weakening fast, and then everything fell quiet as I followed up with another low blow and then instead of withdrawing my hand I grabbed between Bebe’s legs and clawed at her pussy.

		“OH MY GOD NOOOOOOOOO” screamed Bebe as I twisted and clawed at her delicate labia flesh,

		“You went for my tits bitch and it’s payback time.” and Bebe almost passed out with pain as I sank my nails into her sex, Bebe grabbed for my hand to yank it away from her crotch.

		I next slammed my head into Bebe’s nose, dazing her then with a savage rake of my nails I drew a huge red scratch from Bebe’s crotch to her chest and then started hitting her again and again until Bebe screamed for me to stop.

		Then with my rival almost done I picked her up by her hair once more, dragged her to her feet then slammed her down on the floor, face first and Bebe was out for the count.

		“Get up Bebe get up and fight back.” I shouted.

		But Bebe was done.

		I knew it so I slid forward, rolled Bebe to her back dropped on her, my knees either side of Bebe’s waist and grabbed her by her hair, smashing her face into my crotch.

		“Now you fucking skank show me how big a slut you really are.” I stood up briefly as Bebe lay on her back quietly sobbing and removed my thong, then dropped down hard again on Bebe, “Now suck me dry BITCH, make me cum.”

		Bebe could sense how wet I was, I had clearly gotten off from the fight, she resisted at first but I reached back towards her crotch and it was enough to remind her to make her give in and slowly her tongue entered me. She flicked and licked at my now dominant pussy, and I was clearly getting off from humiliating Bebe.

		I started to rub my clit wildly now that my left hand was free from Bebe’s cunt, I rubbed myself harder and harder and moaned “Keep licking bitch, this is real payback now.”

		A wave of pleasure and lust swept my body and I came harder than ever before, squirting directly onto Bebe’s face.

		“YEESSSSSSS now clean me up BITCH or I’ll fucking kill you”.

		Bebe could do nothing but lick and clean as I jerked her orgasm in her face and when she felt her go limp she shrugged hard to roll I off her and lay in a heap on the floor sobbing.

		I shuddered and any time BITCH you want to do this again just let me know HAHA. I knew you were full of shit when you said you could take me.”

		Those word, brought me back to reality, funny how I said the same thing to this bitch the last time we met.

		"Hey there, Bebe Dahl!" I said as the chubby big titted zombie wended her way closer. "As you can see, I've been working out I quit the Apartment House Wrestling League. But now it's clobbering time again and you know what? I still know how to pile drive!"

		Zombies aren't that dangerous to anyone who's watching out. They're slow, clumsy, awkward, and stupid. The thing that had been Bebe Dahl just stood looking at me dumbly as I ran toward her and tackled her filthy, stinking living-dead carcass and threw her back into the supply closet behind her.

		Bebe Dahl lay sprawled across the piles of toilet paper, dazed by the impact far beyond anything a regular human would experience, and I said, "Well, Bitch, I guess you've ended up where you always belonged, seeing as how you've always been full of shit!"

		Getting back to it, I used my regular tactic on the prostrate body, I hit her with a Baggie filled with gasoline. The weight of the gas caused it to burst on impact and followed that with a lit match just as she was trying to get up.

		"Foomph!" went the gasoline and the zombie that had been Bebe Dahl flailed and growled in a mockery of pain and distress. It wasn't quite right, the thing was still partly trying to get up and get to me so it could eat me, while other parts of the same body was moving in distress at being burned.

		"Come on, Bitch, you can work out faster than that." I told the writhing figure. "Come on, work it, work it, feel the burn!"

		The toilet paper was catching fire now and that sealed the zombie's fate. It slumped down, enough of its body burned to make the muscles ineffective. The rest of this small office building was going to go up with it, but I didn't care. I'd already taken everything out of it I wanted; I'd only come inside because I'd seen the figure moving inside it.

		

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		Hoping it wasn't just another zombie. Please, not just another zombie, maybe this time it would be a real person, someone. Anyone!

		That had helped me be nasty to Bebe Dahl, not that I hadn't hated the cunt when she'd been alive. But if she had been alive, I would have hugged her hard and never let go!

		Well, back to work, looking for the essentials. Clean food, clean water, weapons. And people if any were left. This city was running low on food, on water, and on people. Oh, most definitely, low on people.

		I was really beginning to wonder if I was the only person left alive in the world. There had been the radio signals in the past, four or five people around the world had set up stations and broadcast the news and asked for help. One in Albany, New York, one in Cincinnati, one in Columbia, South Carolina, one in Austin, two in Albuquerque...and me in Cleveland. I hadn't heard any of them in weeks now. I knew the one in Columbia had been hit by a gang of zombies, because she'd been broadcasting when they broke in on her. Those screams....

		The others may still be out there, it takes electricity and a working power station for a radio broadcast. I hadn't had those to begin with, Cleveland power had all been petroleum powered and I didn't know how to start it up again. But they'd all stopped broadcasting.

		Maybe I should leave Cleveland, I thought as I kept searching. Trouble with Cleveland was that it had had a lot of people in it to start with. The zombie infection had spread here like everywhere else, but it had had more people to have to get itself into.

		Near as we can tell, the zombie virus had been an honest attempt to help cancer patients. If DNA could be sent into cancerous cells and replace the defective DNA there, then it would end the cancer without radiation or surgery. Trouble was that a real virus had managed to latch onto the designer virus and pre-empt it. And since this other virus was able to reproduce at will (which the designer stuff wasn't), it had set out to infect every living human being around. Not that the government had felt it necessary to tell us before the virus was a full-blown epidemic.

		For me it had been stories on the news program, then seeing a zombie attacking someone, then more zombies and fewer people. Things had broken down after that, no more college for me, no more girlfriends to hang out with at the pizza parlor (no more pizza parlor), no more movies, no more police keeping order, no more order, no more family. All in the course of about ten days' time, from just another college sophomore to living on my own.

		It had been hard at first, seeing people I knew as zombies, coming at me with that lurching walk, that dead expression on their face, the moaning grunt that was all they ever said. I could have gone crazy until one day I realized that, if the virus had really replaced the DNA in every cell of their bodies, it wasn't really them anymore, was it? And now it appears as if the game has changed. When you figure this kidnapping angle.

		Before today, the main trick with a zombie was not to get bitten by them or let them touch you on an open sore or anything like that. If the virus got inside you, you were a goner. If it got inside you, you had two main choices. One was to do yourself in some way that destroyed your body as much as possible (say, jumping off a skyscraper), the other was to try to pretend you'd be fine, really, you hadn't been infected, it couldn't happen to you...in which case, in about twenty-four hours' time, you'd be a zombie yourself. Or if the zombie could manage it, she might eat you enough to spare you the fate she had suffered.

		I'd avoided that so far. I'd developed my trick of the baggie-full-of-gas and the lit match and gotten so good at it that I'd avoided all contact with the undead. Tackling Bebe Dahl was something I'd done only because she had been wearing a thick overcoat and I wanted to make the bitch fall on her ass just one more time in my life.

		Hah! Over there! Another office building that looked untouched. I could hope that this one place hadn't been plundered already by the people who hadn't been zombified immediately. It looked good from outside. Locked up, in fact, but hell, a lock wasn't that big a problem when there weren't any police to come arrest you for breaking and entering.

		I had to jimmy the door, but that didn't take all that long and I was inside. The place was freaking full of stuff! The supplies for the vending machines must have just recently be replenished. Mostly things like candy bars and potato chips, but hell, I was almost twenty, that was ambrosia to me! And they had a large stack of water, not to mention all the colas and beers in the now-defunct vending machines. I didn't dare get drunk (pass out and you might wake up with a zombie munching on your arm), but if I rationed it....

		A mail cart! Great! I could load it up and push it back to my place. I'd fixed up a place with bars on the windows and doors. I usually had to deal with a couple of zombies knocking on my door every morning, but at least I could sleep or masturbate without suffering a case of masturbatis interruptus.

		I chuckled to myself at my joke and concentrated on loading the cart. Too intently, because when I got behind the cart to push it out the door, I looked out and felt sick.

		Zombies. A dozen of them, or more! Shit! I couldn't fight off that many! I should have been more careful, shit, the zombies can smell out the living! They'd fucking smelled me, been congregating all the time I'd been in the store!

		A back door? Did it have one and if it did, would I get through whatever lock it had on it before they got in the door?

		They were getting in the door. My God! They'd gotten me, they'd finally gotten me! I yelled the only thing I could think of. "Someone help! Oh, God, Someone help me, they got me! They got me!" Yelling for your life isn't the most adult thing you could do, but what the hell did I have to lose, anyhow?

		And then came a roar of a car motor! Loud as a bastard, but I'd never heard it coming over all the moaning zombies. Too busy thinking about them finally getting me.

		The vehicle was a Land Rover had a metal plate the size of a snow plow, welded on front of it and it slammed into the zombies and plowed them forward, and up against a wall just beyond the gas pumps. Turned the zombies into many bags of boneless jelly. The virus could reanimate bodies, but no body moves if every bone is broken into several pieces. The entire building shook from the impact.

		But the driver's action left only two zombies for me to deal with. I got one with the gas-baggie-and-match trick, and the other one was all that was left. This one had been a girl about eighteen years old before the virus had infected her. Even now, now and then, that gets to you, I couldn't bring myself to kill her just now, even if I would be doing the girl she'd used to be a favor. I led her after me around a row of counters and back toward the door, me still pushing my cart (If I was going to eat, I had to have these groceries) and I was out the door, the girl zombie not far behind me.

		"Behind you, doofus!" came the feminine yell. I looked behind to see the girl zombie and behind her was....

		"Shit!" I screamed and dove to the side. And that's when the gal played the flamethrower over the girl zombie's body. She fell, squirming. A similar pyre was burning over where she'd plowed into the group of zombies and plastered them against the wall.

		"Do you have a fucking death wish, or just fucking stupid?" the woman demanded of me.

		I was looking at my cart. "You took out my supplies, doofus!"

		"Fuck that! Get in! Now!"

		"Huh?" I looked up at her. Young woman but older than me, say in her late twenties, big, stern faced and mean-looking, even. She could have played "Harley Quinn" any day of the week Margot Robbie wanted a day off. "Why?"

		"Look that way!" she pointed.

		I followed her finger to....

		"Holy shit!"

		A whole shitload of zombies was heading our way! I didn't argue further, I just ran over to the passenger side and the door was open, I jumped in and we peeled off. "Thanks!" I panted to my rescuer.

		"Don't mention it, only answer my question." She growled

		"What question?" I wanted to know.

		"Do you have a fucking death wish, or just plain fucking stupid?" she repeated.

		When someone saves your life, she's entitled to ask you that question. "It was a young girl, okay?" I said. "I could have outrun her." Then I remembered those other zombies, the whole freaking pack of them. They'd have caught me for sure with her behind me. "I never saw the zombies moving together like that."

		"Where the fuck you been the last week?"

		"At my place." I said. I'd been staying in a lot, of course (when death is outdoors, you stay indoors), but I'd run low on supplies. "I had to get some supplies, or I'd still be there."

		"The zombies have come up with something new." the woman snarled. "They've started forming groups, tribes, clans, whatever you want to call them. Working together. None of them have much brains, but when they put those tiny brains they do got together, they begin to start making sense."

		I chewed that over. "IF that means they’re getting smarter, that's...bad."

		"You're fucking telling me." was her summation.

		I was quiet, then I asked after about two minutes. "So what are we going to do?"

		She looked over at me. "Same thing as them. Band together. Two human heads are better than two dozen zombie heads. Stay ahead of them long as we can. Then get the hell out of this town. That's what I'm working on now. Gathering supplies, getting a vehicle ready. I'm leaving the entire fucking Cleveland area." She looked over at me. "You can come along if you'd like."

		"Yeah!" I said in a hurry. "You bet! Thanks!"

		"There are other people out there." she said. "I'm sure of it. We just have to find them, gather them together, get them in one place. The zombies have to eat human flesh, the virus does, that is, or it dies off. They'll all die out if we can cut them off from what remaining human beings are about, they'll eat each other until that wears out. We just wait them out and then take back our cities and towns."

		

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		I just listened, rapt. It had been so long since I'd had anything like hope. I'd been just living for the last two months...God, had it only been two months? Only two months? A lifetime ago, that's what it had been!

		Her name was Gwen, she was twenty-seven and had worked as a software engineer before everything got zombified. I told her my name was Erin and I was nearly twenty now and had been in college before things went crazy. That conversation took us to Gwen's place, it was like mine, only she'd chosen a small depot, which had only some small windows way up high, and filled it with her supplies for her planned exodus, and the vehicle she was planning to haul it all out there with. She'd have to make a dozen trips even with the vehicle.

		"Welcome home." Gwen told me when she took me to her living area. It had been the employee lounge for the warehouse, I guess, but it had a refrigerator, a hot plate (a generator supplied electricity for these two) a working sink and shower in the bathroom, a small love-seat too small to sleep on and a bed, the only item she appeared to have brought into the place. "It's not much, but it's what we got until we move out."

		"I'll be fine." I said. "I'm just glad to be here."

		I kept looking at Gwen while we ate. A big, voluptuous woman. God, she had a set of weights in this warehouse and she must have been using them for a lot longer than the zombies had been around. Every move she made, her arms flexed muscle in bulges, her shoulders rolled in large globes on either side of her thick neck, her firm breasts only made her more feminine. If I'd had a hundred women to pick from, having this woman around to protect me from the zombies was the one I'd choose! And now, she was here.

		Her face was stern, but it fit her just right somehow. You don't find a hero with a pretty face, much as Hollywood would like to put one there. You find a face like hers, a bit scarred and toughened, but still regular and solid. The eyes are the most prominent feature, they scanned and evaluated everything around them at all times. She saw me staring at her and she grinned, it looked good on her and I smiled back.

		"I'm sorry for staring." I said. "It's just... You're real. I mean, you're human. I was starting to think I was the last."

		Gwen considered this, then smiled, a more friendly look. "Me, too, kid. Me, too."

		The zombies outside must have figured out where we were. Damn they WERE getting smarter. They began their nightly serenade outside the walls, banging and hitting. "Don't worry. They can't get inside." Gwen frowned. "Unless they figure out how. But I have the generator hooked up to an alarm, they break in, it'll sound. We're all the way on the other side of the building from the front gate, and I walled up the back door when I moved in."

		"You're sure?" I asked.

		"Sure as can be." she confirmed. "You can sleep sound."

		"Good." I looked around and realized. "Only...where do I sleep?"

		"There's a bedroll in the vehicle." she explained. "We can get you a better bed tomorrow."

		"All right."

		Gwen didn't turn out the light to get undressed. Just stood and began to strip. I tried not to be caught staring, but I was going to stare even if I did get caught. Part of that was just wanting to feast my eyes on another living human being. The rest of it was wanting to feast my eyes on her! She was stirring up emotions I had never really felt before. I'd dated boys through school, stared at them as they walked, dreamed of them while I slept, masturbated to pictures of them while I was awake and horny...

		But never the real thing had come along for me on any of that. I had been planning when I turned eighteen to go out and find a hooker that took females and get laid if I couldn't do anything else. My time in AHW league had allowed me to dabble with guilt free lesbian contact. But that was different it was not romantic it was more domination that sex. The virus had ruined that plan. After that, I was too busy staying alive to even think about sex. Masturbation had become a mechanical thing with no real fantasies attached to it. But now...here.... Had I awakened some deeply-buried desires here?

		I feasted my eyes on Gwen's body. The light turned her body a golden light brown in color, and when she turned to me, pivoting so her upper body was mostly facing me, her lower body was sideways, and the pose accentuated every muscle on her upper body, arms, breasts, tummy and thighs. She was only wearing a black thong, but too small a size for her, it fit her in a way that made her look like she wasn't wearing anything. Her sex was outlined inside the tight material, pressing against the fabric but not hidden...no, not hidden. It just screamed ‘camel toe’.

		"You going to get undressed, Erin?" she asked me.

		"Uh...yeah." I didn't realize I had stopped with my jeans around my ankles and my tank top half-lifted up. I concluded the motion and stepped out of my jeans and was wearing a thong same as her, only mine was red and stretched and worn out. Not too clean, either.

		"Let's get to sleep. I want to get an early start tomorrow. The zombies can't keep their bodies going all day and night without some sleep, so those knocking at our gate will give up about three in the morning and won't try to come back until ten o'clock or so. I want to be long gone by then."

		"Sure." I said and I didn't flinch even when she reached over and turned out our light, though I would rather have had it on.

		I had felt safe ever since that gal had come into my life. That sense was fading away in the darkness and the strangeness of this room and the sounds of the zombies outside the walls. The sounds they made hitting at her steel bars was different than the lighter grade I'd used on my own windows. Deeper, heavier...more ominous. Maybe these zombies had learned how to use something besides their own hands, because I was using steel-on-steel here, metallic, heavy...forbidding.

		I suddenly felt like I was a little kid again. Afraid of the things that go bump in the night! And you have to admit, being the focus of a group of flesh-eating zombies is plenty enough to be afraid of, little kid or twenty-year-old adult!

		An especially loud clang, and I was bolt-upright and sweating. I didn't think, I just jumped up and raced over to Gwen's bed, not even saying anything, just lifting up the covers and climbing in with her, holding on to her body hard, shivering with fright.

		"Easy there, now, easy there!" she said, not fighting me off, just holding me close. "One of them managed to hit the door itself. She couldn't have hit it hard, just it makes that kind of noise when they do. She's not going to get in. I promise you, they can't get in. It's why I settled here instead of a house somewhere."

		I stopped shivering, hearing her sexy feminine tones in the darkness.

		"Do you want the lights back on?" Gwen asked me. "It'll use up our gasoline faster, but we have plenty of it still."

		"That's okay. Just let me stay with you tonight." I whispered.

		She hesitated slightly. "Okay."

		"I know I'm acting like a child." I said. "But it's just so... It's been too much for me, that's all. I hope you don't mind if I hang onto you tonight. And maybe a few more nights, you know, just until I get used to things. I've just been so afraid."

		"It's all right, Erin. I understand." Gwen was breathing a little harder.

		"Am I crowding you too much?" I asked.

		"No, it's not that." She heaved huskily.

		"Then what's wrong?"

		She suddenly moved, grabbing me, her lips kissed mine, hard! Hungry as any zombie and her body was against mine and what I felt on one of my legs was not a fuzzy snail! I was surprised, and didn't really respond other than some feeble struggles, and after a time, she let me go.

		"Sorry, kid." she whispered hoarsely. "Maybe you'd better sleep on the bedroll after all. Or if you want, you can take the keys to the vehicle, sleep on the seats, lock it. Or you could...."

		She stopped talking because I was kissing her back now. She didn't lay there like I did; she began to really give me the kind of kiss I'd always dreamed about but hadn't ever quite had. Oh, I'd kissed some girls, but this all-out, no-holds-barred kiss, my first one was with Gwen on that night.

		The intensity between us was incredible. You have to feel like the last person on Earth, only to find another person, to have that intensity. The passion that brings you is not the passion of mere sexual lust, it is more, much more. It is like you want to literally crawl inside the other person, become them, own them. The closest you can get to doing that...is sex. I'd settle for having sex with her.

		Her arms were holding me like a vise, trying to crush me. The only thing that saved me was when one of those arms slid down my back far enough to find I had on my thong; they immediately released me and grabbed my waistband in both hands and yanked them downwards, hard.

		Her greater size let her strip them down to nearly my knees with that yank, and I took over then, peeled them on off. She did the same with those skin-tight skivvies of her, skinning them down over her full thighs and off, an inconsequential oval of fabric off her legs, and tossed them onto the floor alongside my own.

		The zombies continued their pounding on the steel grid that enclosed the steel door that was the only entrance into this, our sanctum. Their pounding on the steel matching the pounding in my veins as I again was taken into Gwen's arms and her lips again found mine. I again found myself not holding back a bit, trying to push her body into mine, blocked by our lips against each other. I pushed my tongue into her and she did the same to me, and we settled for that ineffectual bit of intermingling of our bodies.

		My hand reached for and found her breast, oh, God, it was solid! I'd known they had filled out her tight t-shirt of hers, but this! It was all my fingers could do to touch the encompass the entire orb. The tip of my thumb rubbing on the rigid nipple. The size of her was more than my hand by a wide margin. Her hand found my sex and cupped it easily, then a finger skimmed up and down my now wet fold. She slid the finger in and I groaned gratefully and did the same for her. My hand had to move up and down a lot, I wondered if I could get all my fingers inside her at one time, but the groans she gave to me in return were indicative of her wanting it.

		"Ah, ah, kid, yeah, kid, yeah!" Gwen moaned as we fingered each other.

		"Uh, uh, uh, uh, uh!" I responded.

		"Ah, ah, I want more, kid, I want more." Gwen gasped.

		

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		I understood that rather cryptic phrase of hers, and I set out to give her more. It required me to let go of that imposing pussy and begin to squirm around. There was the feel of the blankets on top and below us almost had a burlap-like feeling, the darkness that covered us more thoroughly than those wrinkled blankets could have, and the relentless, unthinking, unreasonable pounding of the steel-on-steel of the zombies outside our door. It all lent a rather dreamlike feeling to this time, as I wormed my way around on the bed assuming a classic 69 position and brought those thick cunt lips to my tongue. The lips held the most exquisite nectar I'd ever tasted, a slippery layer of pure female essence, it smeared and dissolved on my tongue-tip and the flavor of it intoxicated me, I sank my tongue down into that crevice and pushed it as deep as I could.

		A softness touched my own pussy, a warmth caressed my pussy lips, a wetness circled and slid over my clitoris. Gwen was sucking my clit! Oh, God!

		I moaned so loud I startled even myself. I sounded far too much like the zombies now slugging away futilely at the door. I muffled it, shook myself mentally and concentrated on eating this woman's cunt. This other woman's cunt! I wasn't alone any more, not anymore! I could eat this cunt because it was on the only other woman in the world. Maybe the whole world!

		Gwen must have felt a lot the same way, for she was working my clitoris in a way that was absolutely fantastic, she was taking my clit into her mouth, and holding it there, pulling it up slowly, it was like she didn't need to breathe, had forgotten breathing in the delight that we were giving each other.

		I could have done this forever, but after a time, Gwen let go of me and she was the one doing the moving, I rolled onto my back to see what she was doing in the poor, feeble light that we had (she wasn't quite a form in this light, more like a blackness slightly lighter than the blackness around us) and she was crawling to get on top of me. It was until she grasped my ankles, though, that I realized what she wanted.

		I was beyond denying her anything, anything at all. She lifted up my legs, the poor virgin that I was, she got them locked firmly in the bends of her elbows and her tongue into position and with me looking right into the vague form of her face (I could just see her in this darkness), she pressed her flattened tongue up against my sphincter and began to push it inside me.

		"Oh, oh, God, oh!" I groaned as Gwen's talented tongue slithered into me. I was feeling weird but not nearly the amount you'd think, my very soul wanted her tongue inside me, all the way inside me. She would need to crawl physically inside my body for me to feel anything like satisfied.

		"Yeah, you like it, kid, you like it all!" Gwen panted as she shoved it into my bowels. It felt like an unending mass nerve endings were being teased, her tongue continued pushing into me deeper, deeper, like she'd keep pushing it into me until I was completely filled.

		God, this was what I wanted, I wanted this now, over, and over again, now and forever! "Oh, yeah, come on, give it to me, give it to me!"

		At some point in this, I felt the end of that serpentine tongue gliding into me. "That's all of it, kid, you got it all!" Gwen crowed.

		"Yeah, come on, eat my ass, now, bitch, tongue my ass!"

		Gwen began to move her tongue in and out of me, gently at first, then, when she saw I wasn't doing anything but moaning in pleasure, she sealed her mouth over my ass hole and sucked it like a French kiss. God, this big, sexy woman, the only other woman in the world, and she was eating my ass! "Yeah, yeah, God, yeah, lick my ass, woman, lick it, come on, fuck me with your tongue!"

		"You got it, kid," Gwen began to skewer my ass with her tongue like it was so much tough steak she was tenderizing. And I loved it all.

		"Oh, yeah, tongue me, oh, oh, oh!" I groaned.

		"Yeah, kid, oh, yeah, oh, oh, oh!"

		"Good, oh, yeah, oh, yeah, oh!"

		"Yeah, kid, oh, oh, oh, kid, oh!"

		"I... I... I... I'm coming, I'm coming!"

		"Kid, yeah, yeah, yeah!"

		"Oh, oh, ah, ah, AH-AH-HAH-AH-AH, GAH-AAAAAAAAHHHHHHH!"

		"Yeah, oh, oh, oh, kid, yeah, shit, here it comes, here it, oh, ah, AGAH-AH-AH-HUHHHHHH!"

		Gwen jammed her tongue into me deep and held me pinned while I played my clit like a banjo; strumming it as fast as I could. My girl goo all over her face, and her own sex creamed down her thighs and onto the burlap bed cloths , the two of us locked together, her lips a kissing my stretched sphincter, mixing, blending, juices becoming one, one person, the last person on Earth, oh, God, two of us became one!

		Sweating, Gwen sagged down upon me and she panted lustily, moistly in my ear. "Hot damn, kid, you are something special."

		"So are you." I agreed. "I'm really glad you found me."

		"So am I, kid, I...."

		And that was when the mother of all bells started ringing. Gwen cursed and fumbled for the light. Got it on! "Shit, kid, get up, now!"

		"What is it?"

		"My burglar alarm! The zombies have gotten through!"

		Gwen didn't bother getting dressed, she raced out the door and snatched one of those flamethrowers (she had three of them), and I followed, equally heedless of my nudity. I mean, it wasn't like anybody human would be seeing us.

		The zombies had brought up crowbars and other bars to use as levers and they had broken in. Gwen played her flamethrower over them in a broad spray. Something they don't tell you about flamethrowers, they don't last that long. Gwen had them burning and a wall of flame and smoke on the entire front half of the warehouse, but that was when her flamethrower played out.

		I had another one of the flamethrowers with me. I was trying to figure it out, how to use it, how to light it, but I gave that up in a hurry. "Here!"

		"Forget it, kid! Get in the vehicle! Now!"

		We got into the vehicle, both of us naked, and drove out of there. I had a bad moment when one of the zombies got hold of the door handle on my side, but Gwen drove us toward an electric pole and I opened the door and we plastered that zombie against the pole.

		"What the hell are we going to do now?" Gwen moaned as she cleared the area and were driving. Zombies like coming out at night, I guess, for I saw quite a number of them moving around in the lights of our vehicle.

		"There's my place for now." I said. "And we can find another place if my place won't do for both of us." I paused. "Or we can take off for the wild blue yonder right now. A small town has to have fewer zombies in it than Cleveland."

		"Yeah." Gwen said. "A small town. We look it over real, real careful, clear it out. Maybe that will work."

		"Maybe." I had my doubts. "But one thing is certain."

		"What?"

		I put my hand on her arm. "Whatever happens, we're in this together."

		Gwen smiled at that and we drove on through the darkness. Somewhere out there, among all the zombies, there had to be a place for us.

		We never made it anywhere. An inopportune flat tire had us stopped trying desperately to fix the tire before we were captured by a Zombie band. I heard Gwen shout in surprise, before I could see what was happening, everything went black, when I awoke, the Land Rover was gone, so was Gwen and I was lying in the grass along the side of the road.

		

		

		

		Chapter Five

		

	
		I climbed into Gwen’s sleek black Land Rover and sped away into the twilight.

		As I drove I was baffled by what had transpired in such a short time. Just when I thought I was the only person alive, I found Gwen. Now she was gone. Would I be lucky and stumble across another human.

		That thought bounced around in my head for the remainder of my drive, until I pulled into a small town in Kentucky. I noticed a neon light coming from a white block building. The sign said ‘Racers’. I pulled in hoping to find some evidence of humanity when from the shadows an Hispanic woman grabbed me by the arm.

		"Baby, if it’s fun you are looking for, I will show you the time of your life..."

		There seemed to be no appropriate response, so I kept my silence. We got back into the Land Rover and the woman coached me on the directions we needed to go. She was puzzlingly quiet until we approached the motel she was looking for.

		"Shall we eat first?" I asked politely, as we pulled into the parking area. She blushed furiously as Elena only leered at my in reply.

		"You know what I mean!"

		"Business before pleasure, honey. Besides the fucking zombies are everywhere not the time to chance it. "

		"All right. I've never done this before. You know hired a hooker."

		"Leave it to me."

		Elena got out and went around to my window.

		"I'll be right back."

		Five minutes later, she returned with a key.

		"I promise you; this is going to be really special," smiled Elena. “The place is empty, vacant and I picked the top floor. Come on let’s hurry.”

		Hand in hand, like it was the most natural thing in the world, the women strolled into the abandoned luxury hotel. We took the elevator, fingers still clasped, eyeing each other with mutual interest and curiosity. Elena opened the door for me and ushered me in, hand on the small of my back.

		She closed it quietly behind us, fumbling for a moment in my purse. Breathing deeply, I took in a glance around the room, nodding my approval. When my eyes eventually returned to my sexy companion, I was shocked to see Elena, hip out slung, brandishing handcuffs and a chained badge on her index finger!

		"Okay, sweetie, don't make this any harder on yourself than it needs to be. You're under arrest. You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say can be..."

		The words blurred together. I could only think numbly of the scandal as my hands were manacled behind me. What would people say?

		"You don't mind if I pat you down, honey?" Elena asked, half-apologetically.

		"I'm sorry, it's regulations."

		I shut my eyes tightly and shook my head. On the verge of tears, I didn't trust myself to speak.

		Elena grinned, fished a white-and-red tin from her handbag. She popped a couple of round white mints into her mouth and rubbed her hands together. I flinched slightly at the contact of her warm hand on my neck.

		Despite myself, I trembled with excitement and arousal.

		From behind me, Elena slipped my blazer off my shoulders, and let it slip down to my bound wrists. Gently, she moved her hands over my shoulders, my arms and my torso.

		I stiffened abruptly when I felt Elena's hands cup my large, firm breasts.

		"You are very excited by this, yes?"

		Bewildered, I didn't know what to do. Practiced fingers tease my nipples, rigid from fear and arousal. Elena felt me involuntarily respond to her touch. She continued her examination, letting her palms linger over my tits before uncupping them.

		"What do we have here?" she asked rhetorically, as she unbuttoned the front of my blouse. "Oh, concealed weapons?" She nimbly unclasped the front of my frilly black bra. "Hmmm, this calls for a closer look."

		I couldn't help but open my eyes at that. I gaped as I watched the top of that luxuriant mane bend toward my bosom. Now, I could smell the strong odor of peppermint on Elena's breath.

		Hot breath seemed to sear my naked breast. I felt her mouth work spasmodically, as an icy/spicy tongue burned the tip of my nipple. Elena expertly teased my brown nipples to rock-hard attention, her hands sensuously playing over my own body under her rapt gaze.

		Her hazel eyes caught mine and she winked seductively, rolling her tongue lasciviously between half-open lips. Fascinated, I watched as Elena slowly knelt, and eased a finger into my mouth, moistening it.

		With her other hand, she unfastened my skirt while I was a helpless captive reflexively moving my hips towards her touch. We were so close to each other I could see Elena's pupils dilate as her gaze lingered approvingly on my toned thighs.

		As the skirt dropped to the carpet, Elena used her wet finger to draw down the elastic of my panties. She noted with satisfaction that my juices freely flowed from a dripping pussy. She extended her tongue as far as she could, to tease the dark folds apart so their glistening moisture could continue to please her eye.

		Mesmerized, I stifled a moan as I watched Elena impishly wrinkle her nose while lapping at my drooling cunt. With my clothing dangling behind me from bound arms, I somehow felt more naked than had she been totally nude. Elena's peppermint-laced tongue felt like a red-hot poker against my oozing snatch. I had to have more of that electric tongue or explode!

		"C'mon over here, sugar. Mama needs better -- uh, light," Elena panted.

		She towed my compliant body to the king-sized bed. Obediently, I sat and splayed my legs for Elena. The brown woman bent and caressed my feet, still clad in her heels, before crossing her arms and pulling her orange spandex dress over her head to reveal a magnificent body, toffee-colored all over.

		My eyes widened as I saw Elena's bleached blonde pubic hair. She licked her lips in anticipation as Elena swung her long legs onto the bed.

		"What do you think of my 'special' treatment?" Elena asked, lightly raking my own body with long nails.

		She kittenishly pouted for me, hands cupping the opulent mounds of her golden breasts.

		"You were right, it is very special..." I purred into her ear.

		Hands still behind me, I bent to take the tip of Elena's left breast into my hungry mouth. The hard lozenge of flesh was the biggest I had ever seen. The pink pyramid was fully an inch long, and its resilience felt divine between my teeth.

		I savored the dewy moistness adorning the turgid nipple even as I gobbled greedily.

		I could taste the sweetness of tobacco on Elena's body.

		It excited me strangely...

		I was gratified to feel Elena's body writhe in reaction to my ministrations. I felt totally dominated as Elena clutched my hair with her left hand and used her right to guide my mouth to her own for a kiss.

		Heavy-lidded with lust, my eyes rolled back in my head and finally shut. Peppermint passion flooding my mouth and my senses. The hot tongue searched greedily, danced enticingly with my own, then thrust insistently. The two of us moaned in concert as the heat of our lovemaking reached fever pitch.

		Hands still chained together, I nuzzled Elena's damp sex as well as I could, urging myself forward with elbows and shoulders.

		"Oooooh, mmmm, baby..." Elena sighed, shifting her thighs to clamp gently on my head to afford me better access.

		"That's it - oh, yeah!"

		I salivated as I warmed to my task, Elena's lush muskiness washing over my eager nose, my cheek, my chin. Unencumbered, Elena used her fingers, lips, and tongue to devastating effect on my labia, clitoris and sopping love-tunnel.

		I felt my own climax mounting as my supine form wriggled in orgiastic pleasure.

		"Ahh...that...feels...great..."

		"Mmmmh - nngh! Ngh! Mmm!" came my muffled reply.

		"Oh, God! I'm going to...going to...Oh! Ohhh! Oh! OH! OOOH!" Elena screamed out her climax as I felt her warm love-syrup gush into my sucking mouth.

		At the instant of Elena's release, I felt myself go over the edge. I spewed my hot cum all over Elena's face. Now moaning softly, Elena rubbed her face and hair into my juice-laden thighs.

		Her flushed face looked tenderly into mine.

		She sat up, stroking my hair.

		"We've got all night, baby. What can Elena do for you next?"

		I considered for a moment. During the silence the room door burst open and four foul smelling ugly Zombies descended on us. They killed Elena, and rendered me unconscious, odd I thought at the time. Why didn’t they kill us both?

		

		

		

		Chapter Six

		

	
		Once awake I found myself in a cage. Quite similar to the one from several days ago. Finally I pull back, huddle against the rear wall of my cell with my knees drawn up to my chest. A form comes into view. I was imagining someone in a black hooded robe with a skull mask, or maybe a hunchback with a leering mouth. But peering over my knees, I see it's a uniformed guard, like a hundred rent-a-cops I've seen at malls. She gives me a glance, granite-jawed like a drill sergeant, and continues on.

		The footsteps are receding now. You steal back to the bars and reach around to the keypad. What are the odds? But don't think of that, just keep trying. Click-click-click, click-click-click-click, click-click-click.

		The footsteps stop. Then we start back in my direction.

		Damn! Should have waited. Sucking in my breath, sweat trickling down my brow, I press keys, punch them, hit the keypad with my fist. Click-click-click, click--click-click--click--

		Click.

		A green light flashes beneath the keys. A heavy clunk sounds, and the door swings open.

		"Hey!"

		The deep voice is far too close. Springing from the cell, I see her running full-tilt. I drop to my hands and knees. She stumbles over me and goes flying, falling in a heap. I jump up and sprint for that metal box on the wall, open it, see the lever I was hoping to see.

		"Stop!" She's scrambling to her feet.

		I grab the lever, wrench it down. The red fluorescent on the ceiling goes out, plunging the tunnel into blackness. The grunts, growls and snarls from the other cells have increased with all the commotion, and by now I've guessed what's going on. I run with my right hand out, my fingers glancing off bars, pulling on them. Some don't yield, but one does, a door. I tug it ajar and feel my way to the next door, pull it open. Then the next. The occupants seem to understand, because more footsteps arise, the padding of bare feet. I smell rancid breath from dead, but not dead mouths.

		The guard tries one more shout, then her boots race away. She's no dunce, after all. I head in the opposite direction, groping in the dark until the cells give way to a flight of stairs, the metal steps ringing under my feet. There's a door at the end, but it's locked. I climb back down, go on searching and groping till I find another set of stairs. All is quiet now behind me, and my heart has a chance to slow down; I'm bathed in sweat, abuzz with adrenalin.

		Eventually I reach an upper floor like the bank headquarters I tempted in once, a beehive of desks with no cubicle walls. It's empty except for a janitor in blue coveralls who pulled a squeaking cart from desk to desk, emptying wastebaskets. When he saw me, his jaw dropped and he fled. What the fuck is a janitor working in an empty officed building with zombies swarming around the outside of the building.

		Passing a glass door, I see enough of a reflection to make my jaw drop, too. My face and hands have been painted a sickly yellow-green, and my brown hair is streaked with gray. I look at my hands and wonder who could have done this. It’s coming back to me now; it was Saturday night; we were returning from a friend's house when someone jumped me from behind. That's the last thing I remember.

		Finding a bank of six glass doors, I at last exit. I'm downtown. It's nighttime and the city is asleep, no one in sight. It could be two or three in the morning. I look up at the building--rows of windows, all dark, rise up thirty stories. A sign stretching over all six of the doors announces it as an auction house. I've heard of it--everyone has--though I've never been inside.

		But I've seen this high-rise from the transit hub where I catch the bus every morning, and there's a police station three blocks from it. I set out.

		A newspaper vending machine occupies a corner. Passing it, I glimpse a story on the front page. It's an old paper and I've already read it, but I bend close for another look.

		ZOMBIE KIDNAPPING RING REACHES CITY

		This zombie apocalypse had started out as some fad among the wealthy, and it came back to bite them in the ass. Before the idiots realized their fun had gone awry, they were dead or turned. Protests are rising about the own-my-own-zombie fad of late. Wealthier citizens have taken to purchasing them as animated exhibits and status symbols, the most valued ones being those undead the longest and in the best condition. They've proved a brisk business for auction houses worldwide. But it has a dark side: In Louisville, Kentucky, some high school students pooled their funds to buy a cheap zombie, then turned it loose on their school. And in Dublin, Ireland, a woman took out a second mortgage to purchase her late abusive ex-husband, saying she had "plans" for him.

		In addition, a group of unknown criminals abducts citizens, disguised them as the undead and sold them, going from city to city. Two such cases had now been discovered here. The entire fascination with zombies backfired, however. Some unwittingly actually captured real zombies. Plagued with their ‘zombie virus’ soon zombie hunters became the hunted and in a very short period of time the planet was overrun with real, undead zombies.

		Straightening up, I dust myself off, though it'll take a lot more to remove the make up the zombie hunters had used on me.. Then screeching tires shriek into my hearing--I look up--a black Land Rover approaches, lights off. I must pissed someone off. All the better.

		The car pulls up by the building, and I go over to meet it. Gwen’s smiling face looking through the rolled down window of the vehicle motioning for me to hurry.

		END
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